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Chapter One
If Allie had her wish she would have spent all her life in the woods. Sure, she had seen plenty of other trees in her life. There was a tree right outside her window at Dr. Chill's house in the city. There were even some on the grounds of the old place, where her parents had sent her because they thought she was crazy.
But living here in what people called the country made Allie realize that all the trees she had seen before were like vases of flowers that the nurses sometimes had on their desks. They were just decoration. People liked to have them around to remind them of a place like this.
It wasn't just trees. Here, plants of all kinds grew wild, covering the ground, sprouting up wherever they liked, reaching up toward the sky so that in places, the woods were like a dark, cool hidey-hole where Allie could just lie down and feel like part of it.
Green was her favorite color. Allie liked to imagine herself sprouting roots and turning green and twining around the tall, rough tree trunks till she reached the sky. In her fantasy, she was always a vine, clinging tight to something strong that would never go away.
Lots of other things lived in the woods. Things Allie had never seen before. One time, the others had laughed when she rushed into the cottage shouting, making them come out to see this scary but cute little furry crawling thing. They told her it was only a caterpillar. Only!
She had followed it around until night came, and finally Dr. Chill said it was all right for her to bring it inside in a jar. She kept it in her room for a few days, bringing it leaves that it promptly chewed holes in, until she realized that it wanted to be outside. Allie had hated being a prisoner in the old place, and when she saw that she was just like a guard for the caterpillar, she took it back where she found it and let it go.
Rose, who had grown up on a farm, told Allie, "You're really too dumb to survive," and began to teach her about the woods. She showed Allie how to crouch down by the stream and keep quiet until a frog jumped into the water, making a sudden splash. It took a long time for Allie's eyes to grow sharp enough to see one before it jumped. Rose turned over a rock and showed Allie the tiny white worms underneath. But when Allie picked one up and let it crawl across her fingers, Rose screamed.
Though Rose knew everything about the woods, she said living out here made her nervous. She liked the city because she could buy all kinds of beauty products there. Even though Rose was only twelve, she was obsessed with the way she looked. In the city she spent most of her outside time at stores trying on beauty products like makeup and lipstick and eye shadow. Rose knew places where they would let you sample things for free.
But here, in the little town down the road from the cottage, Rose couldn't find as big a selection-and nobody gave freebies. Even so, she used Kool-Aid to color her hair and enough eye shadow to make her look like her latest idol, Lady Gaga. At least, Rose claimed that was who she looked like. Allie just thought she looked like she had two black eyes.
She didn't tell Rose that, of course. Rose wanted very badly to impress Lew, the kid Dr. Chill had hired to watch out for them. Rose believed that Allie was in like like with Lew too, even though Allie didn't have feelings for him that way.
Rose's biggest problem, Allie thought, was that she hated being wanted for her special. The ability to predict what was going to happen in the future. Allie had told her, "Rose, lots of people are beautiful, but nobody except you can tell what's going to happen." Of course, that ability had meant nothing but trouble for Rose. Her father had wanted her to help him win at poker--but Rose had hated that so much that she let her father lose a game. And she had been the bet. So she traveled with this other man for a while, the man who had won her, until she ran away. Dr. Chill had found her in an orphanage. He was a lot nicer to her than anybody else had been, but even so...he wouldn't have brought her to his house if it hadn't been for her special.
That was where Rose met Lew. He made her want to use her special again. And because she was so crazy about him, she did it. She practiced in what Dr. Chill called his playroom, where he tried to find out if they could control their specials.
That was actually Lew's special, Allie figured out. He could make people do things. Make them want to do it. There was something about him that ordinary people didn't have.
The only one he couldn't totally control was Timmy. Timmy was only seven, and he liked the woods as much as Allie did. Dr. Chill said it was because there weren't so many people around. Timmy's mind was like a radio that took in all the stations at once. Except the stations he could hear were people's thoughts. When he felt like it, he could send out thoughts too. Everybody hated that, because he usually sent at full volume.
Allie didn't like thinking of Timmy as a radio. It made him seem too much like Jay, or the machine-man, as everybody called him. Jay could seem normal and talk to you and was even funny at times. But he really related to machines more than people or anything else that had lived. He hardly ever came out in the woods. "Trees are too analog," he said. He really meant it.
Not that Jay couldn't be useful at times. When Rose was kidnapped, or...why not admit it? Allie thought. When Rose allowed herself to be kidnapped. Because how could anybody grab you off the street when you could predict what would happen? Rose had done that just because she wanted attention.
And she got it. Timmy could sort of tell where she was being held prisoner. Allie decided to go and rescue her, and Lew had to go along because he was supposed to watch out for them. Jay went...who knew why he did anything? But he could open any lock ever made, even electronic ones, so he was a big help when they rescued Rose from the house where a man named O'Malley had taken her.
That would have been great, except for two things. First, Mr. O'Malley was working for the secret government agency that sponsored Dr. Chill's project.
Second, Allie had helped to free Rose by using her special.
That was a big mistake. In the past, it had gotten her put into a mental hospital. Dr. Chill had tried to get her to use it, but she had done it only a little. Until that night. And now that O'Malley had seen her use it...
"He wanted Rose bad before," Lew had told Allie afterward, "but he's going to want you twice as much now."
Allie rolled over in the grass and looked to see if any of the others were around. They weren't. She let herself remember how frightened she had felt, when she was in the room with Mr. O'Malley and the men with guns. Timmy had thrown a paperweight, and Mr. O'Malley had tried to grab him...
...Allie looked at a small rock lying nearby. It rose in to the air. She let it rise, and then made it stop in mid-air, about two feet off the ground. There were some little bugs crawling on the bottom. Probably they were surprised. She held it there, and looked at a second rock. It rose too, and she moved it up next to the first one.
Two at once. Dr. Chill had been making her practice, but in the playroom, Allie was only working with ping-pong balls. She was still embarrassed about doing it in front of other people. For most of her life, she'd been told it was bad to do that. That was why they locked her up I the old place, where the other crazy kids were.
She shook her head. I'm not crazy, she told herself. Dr. Chill had been the first one to think she wasn't, but it wasn’t until Allie met Lew's Auntie Mims that Allie herself really believed it. They had gone into hiding at Auntie Mims' place, and she told Allie she had to learn to use her special. That it was a good thing. But even so, when Allie thought about her mother...
...The rocks flew threw the air and smashed against a tree. They fell to the ground and Allie put her hands over her mouth. She hadn't meant to do that. She had lost control.
That was what she'd done to O'Malley and to his men with the guns. When Allie got too excited, she didn't know what was going to happen next.
And that was exactly why O'Malley wanted her, According to Lew. "You're dangerous, girl," Lew had said. "You're a weapon, better than a gun."
She knew it must be true. Dr. Chill and his wife Elizabeth had tried to put it more gently, but the way they explained it came out to the same thing.
Allie didn't want to be a weapon. She didn't want Timmy to be a radio. She didn't want Jay to be a machine. And Rose wanted to be a movie star, so Allie wished she could be that, instead of...a predictor.
But Auntie Mims had told them they were what they were. They just had to be careful not to let people use them for bad things.
And the only way they could do that was stay together, and make sure their specials could protect them. That was why they agreed Lew could let Dr. Chill know where they were. It turned out he was angry at O'Malley too because O'Malley had sent people to search Dr. Chill's house. So they all came up here to this cottage in the mountains, where they had been for three months.
Allie looked across the little glen to the two rocks lying at the base of the tree. She let herself make them rise into the air again. She held them there and looked away. She could hear that they hadn't dropped. But then she heard another kind of noise, and turned around.
A squirrel had run down the trunk of the tree and stopped to look at the rocks. He was puzzled. Allie reached out with her mind and held the squirrel. She walked over and looked at it. Its eyes looked very frightened now, but it didn't move as she reached out and rubbed the short fur between its ears. Then she let go, and the rocks dropped and the squirrel scrambled back up the tree as fast as it could, jumping from branch to branch to get away from her.
Just the way everybody else ever did.
Dr. Chill would really be excited if he could see this. But she wouldn't let him know, just yet. She'd keep on practicing and working by herself. Not tell anybody. Not be a weapon.
Just to see how good she'd get.
Chapter Two
Allie heard shouts, and realized that people were calling her name. She walked back through the woods to the cottage and saw that the other kids were sitting in Dr. Chill's van. "We're going to town," Rose called when Allie came up. "But I made them wait for you."
That was nice of her, Allie thought, even though she wasn't that interested in the town. But to please Rose she climbed inside. They were Allie's friends, her only friends, and she was still afraid that somebody would try to take her away from them.
Lew was driving. He took it easy on the road into town. He really wasn't old enough to get a license, but there wasn't much traffic out here, and he loved to drive.
He parked the van along the main street, and they all got out. Jay disappeared into the pizza parlor. He had already discovered that there were video games inside, and he loved to show off. "These games are real antiques," Jay had told Allie. "I can't believe anybody is still playing this kind of stuff. I could score as high as I wanted," Jay had told Allie, "but I never go all out. Kids are watching. It would blow their minds."
Almost as quickly, Rose headed for the drugstore. There were two women on the sidewalk, pushing babies in strollers. They turned to stare as Rose ran by them.
"They probably never saw anybody with purple hair before," Lew said. "'Cept on TV."
"At least not anybody who was twelve years old," Allie agreed. "Dr. Chill said we should be careful not to let anybody see what we can do."
"Rose isn't doing that," Lew said. "She's just showing them what kids look like when nobody stops them. It's still going to make people uneasy. If you look around, you'll notice that there aren't any black people around here, either. Just me."
Allie smiled. "I know how you feel. Remember when I ran away from Auntie Mims' place?"
Lew nodded. "And you were the only paleface on the street. Yeah, you know. Not many white kids know what that feels like." He looked around. "Want to treat Timmy to an ice cream?"
CHOCOLATE CHIP! Both Allie and Lew put their hands over their ears, even though they knew that wouldn't stop Timmy's sending from getting inside their heads. It was like sitting between two loudspeakers turned up high.
They turned and glared at Timmy, who smiled like an angel and pointed to the ice-cream store. Lew looked around at the people walking by. Nobody looked like they'd just been deafened. "At least he didn't send to them," Lew muttered.
The ice-cream store had a few white marble-topped tables with wire-back chairs. While Lew got cones at the counter, Allie and Timmy sat down. There were a couple of older boys at a table at the other end of the room. Allie glanced at them, but when she saw they were looking back at her, she turned her head. They probably think I'm weird too, she thought.
No, came Timmy's voice inside her head, not so loud this time. They like you. They want to take you for a ride in their truck.
She gave Timmy a look and shook her head. Don't do that, she thought in his direction.
He looked disappointed, so much so that she put her hand across the table to rest on his. "I'm sorry," she said softly.
Timmy looked at Allie eagerly. They think you're pretty, he sent her.
In spite of herself, Allie glanced over at the two boys again. They were smiling at her. She blushed, and just then Lew came back with the cones. Noticing Allie's read face, he asked "What's he doin' now?" with a nod in Timmy's direction.
Allie shot a thought to Timmy: Don't send him anything. But Timmy's attention was already riveted on the ice cream. He poked his fingers into the top of the cone, and then began to lick them, one by one.
"Guess he's forgotten what Auntie Mims told him about eating," Lew said.
Did not! Timmy sent. No spoons here!
Lew slid into a chair. Allie envied how smoothly his moved, how much in control he always seemed to be. Not like her. She was constantly struggling to keep herself from going out of control.
"So what's botherin' you?" Lew asked. His dark eyes moved around the room. "Them dudes?"
"Nothing is bothering me," said Allie. She felt herself blush. "Anyway, I'm not a prisoner. I could talk to anybody I wanted to."
"Yeah," said Lew. "That's right. You could do that. Only question is, why would you want to talk to a couple of buttholes like them?"
Allie stared at him. It wasn't like Lew to be mean, except that one time when Mr. O'Malley held them prisoner, and Lew wanted to make Allie mad. So she would use her special. What was he trying to do now?
He wants you to do something, Timmy sent. Don't do it.
Lew shook his head. "Can't even think to myself with this little radio around."
"He can't help it," Allie said.
"He can't help knowin' what people think," Lew replied. "But he doesn't have to let everybody else know, does he?"
"Hi," another voice said. They looked up. The boys from the other table had walked over. One had dark hair, cute brown eyes, and a funny smile. He was the one who had spoken. The other had long straight hair so blond that it was almost white. He had freckles all over his face, but when he smiled Allie could see he had bad teeth. "You're new around here, ain't ya?" the dark one said.
"Just visitin'" Lew said quickly.
"But we might stay for awhile," Allie said. Lew shot her a warning look, but she ignored it.
"Where you stayin'?" the blond one said.
Allie and Lew both started to speak at once, and then stopped.
"We seen you in town before," the dark one said. "You and them other kids. You come up from the city?"
"Yeah," Lew said.
"Somebody send you up here to get some fresh air, hear the birds sing, and that?" the dark one asked.
Lew glared at him. He spoke to Allie. "He thinks we're poor kids that got a free trip to the country."
The dark-haired boy ignored him. "My name's Benny," he said to Allie. "This here's George."
"I'm Allie," she said, trying to smile. Her heart was pounding. No boy had ever come up and introduced himself to her before. Except for this kid in the asylum who said he was Vlad the Impaler, but he was crazy.
"And I'm Lew," Lew said, standing up and taking Timmy by the hand. "And we're leavin'."
Allie stayed seated, looking up at everyone else standing and watching her. She knew they were waiting for her to do something. Whatever she did would start something to happen. It thrilled her, because in her life nobody ever had asked her what she wanted to do. They always told her what to do, and she did it.
"You want another cone?" the blond boy, George, asked her. He had a funny way of talking, because his teeth got in the way and made a whistling sound, but Allie thought he was kind of cute.
She smiled at him. "I'd like to try butterscotch," she said, and quick as that George turned around and headed for the counter. Allie was amazed. She was glad Rose wasn't here. She'd be so jealous.
Lew was still standing next to the table, watching Allie. Benny said casually, "I thought you was goin'."
Allie thought for a second that Lew was going to fight him. It was exciting to think about; nobody had ever fought over her before. But Lew just stared at Benny for a long minute. Then he glanced at Timmy, who was slurping down the remains of his cone, and finally said to Allie, "You know where the van is." He took Timmy and went out the door.
George came back from the counter with three cones. Now that Lew had left, Allie began to wish he hadn't. She wasn't afraid of Benny and George. They were only a couple or years older than she was, sixteen or seventeen, and they seemed all right. She just wasn't sure how to act with strange people. In the old place, kids stayed away from new patients until they found out just how crazy, or dangerous, they were.
But this was the real world. Allie knew you were supposed to talk to boys, make friends, think of interesting things to say. Rose had told her all that. She read it in the magazines she was always buying.
"Where're you from, really?" Benny asked her.
That was the sort of thing Allie was worried about. How to answer questions like that. Because she wasn't supposed to say that she lived with this doctor and his wife who were trying to develop the special abilities of kids like her. Even if she hadn't been warned, she knew that saying that would just make the boys think she was crazy.
She shrugged. "Oh...New York," she said.
"The city, you mean. Lotta kids takin' drugs and that?" said George. "Coke, speed?"
Allie's eyes widened. "No," she said.
The boys looked at each other. She could see they didn't believe her. "Thought you said you're from the city," said George.
"I am," she insisted. "But I...like it here a lot better."
George snorted. "It sucks here. Nothin' open after six o'clock but the pizza parlor, and the owner only lets you hang around if you buy pizza. We had a movie theater, but it closed a couple years ago. All anybody does is watch TV."
"And we don't get but two channels that come in real clear," Benny added.
"'less you got a dish," George said.
"You ain't got a dish," Benny replied.
"I never said we did. The Drysdales got one, though."
Allie didn't have the slightest idea what they were talking about, but she remembered what Jay could do. "I have a...friend," she said, thinking, Friend? I guess he is. It still felt strange to call someone that. "He could show you how to use computers."
The two boys looked at her. "We ain't got no computers," said George. "They got some at the high school, but they're blocked so you can't see nothing good on 'em."
"Used to have one at the library too," Benny said. "But it closed. Town had no money to keep it open."
"Is this friend a yours the kid who beats everybody's score on the Asteroids game at the Pizza Oven?" asked George.
Allie nodded.
"That's not the same thing as a computer," George said, as if he knew what he was talking about.
Allie decided to agree. "I don't know how to use a computer anyway," she said. "I'd much rather go walking in the woods."
The two boys snickered. "You want to go walkin' in the woods?" Benny asked, George nudged him, and they both laughed.
Allie didn't understand what was funny. So Benny explained. "When kids say they're gonna go walkin' in the woods, they mean they're goin' up to Lost Lake at night."
"That sounds like fun," Allie said.
They laughed some more, and looked around like they didn't want people to overhear. George leaned forward and said, "Yeah, and they usually take off their clothes and jump in the lake."
"Oh," Allie said. Secretly, she thought that sounded like fun too, but of course not while boys were watching, if that was what they meant. "But you wouldn't have to do that."
"Guess not," said Benny. "But then, what would you do?"
"Well, you could look at the lake. Why is it called Lost Lake, anyway?"
"I don't know. That's its name."
"Is it because nobody knows where it is?"
"Naw. We know. Everybody knows. It's just out of the way," George said.
Benny gave George a look and then asked Allie, "Want to go up and see it now?"
Allie hesitated. She really did want to. "Yes, but not to go swimming," she said, smiling, trying to make a joke of it.
They nodded their heads. "Come on, then. We got a truck."
Allie got up and followed them outside. That's what Timmy sent me, she thought. He knew they wanted to take me for a ride in their truck. Why didn't they just ask? She remembered Rose telling her about an article that said boys were basically shy, and never asked for what they really wanted.
They walked across the street to where the boys' truck was parked. It was a beat-up faded green truck that just had a little cab in the front for people to sit in. Allie saw Lew standing over by Dr. Chill's van, watching them. She knew he wasn't going to like this. But he didn't try to stop her.
She found out why when she followed George around to the side of the truck. He opened the door, and Rose looked up from the inside. "Hi, Allie," she said. "Are we going for a ride?"
Chapter Three
"Who's this weird kid?" George asked.
"It's my friend Rose," said Allie. She was even less sure about calling Rose her friend than she had been with Jay. But even though she knew Rose looked weird, she didn't want other people saying it.
Benny had opened the door on the driver's side and was staring at Rose too. "Yeah, well, hop on out of my truck, kid," he said.
"Why?" Rose replied. "You need another girl anyway. Where're we going?"
Benny looked across at George. George coughed and looked away, smiling.
"Yeah," Benny said to Rose. "Well, see that'd be find if you were a little older."
"Like about five years," George muttered.
"I'm fourteen," said Rose. Allie knew she was only twelve, but didn't say anything. "Anyhow," Rose added, "what'd you have in mind?"
Allie admired her, in spite of the trouble she was causing. Rose knew how to talk to boys so they'd do what she wanted. "Maybe you two were going to take Allie someplace and gang up on her?" Rose asked.
"No, no," Benny said. "She wanted to see Lost Lake, that's all. We're just gonna drive up and look at it."
Rose sat back in the seat. "So I want to see Lost Lake too. Let's roll."
Benny muttered, "Oh, what the hell," and got behind the wheel. He looked over at George. "You comin'?"
"How we gonna fit?" asked George.
"Get in, Allie," Rose said. As Allie slid inside, Rose hopped over her and nudged her to the center of the seat. "I'll sit on your lap," Rose said to George. "You're not too gross, you know that? Except for the teeth."
Benny gave a high-pitched laugh. Allie didn't know how Rose got away with saying things like that. She thought George would be angry, but he smiled sheepishly, putting his hand over his mouth, and got in anyway. He didn't even protest when Rose settled herself sideways across his knees.
"I can't say the same for you," George told Rose, as the truck backed out of the parking space. "I never saw any little girl wearing that kind of makeup."
"Yeah?" said Rose. "You guys are kind of out of it up here, aren't you?" She pushed George's head to the side and studied his profile. "I think you could grow a mustache to cover up the teeth. You shaving yet?"
This caused Benny to laugh so hard that he swung the steering wheel to the side and they nearly hit one of the other cars parked on the street. When he'd straightened out the truck, Benny looked over at Rose. "I'll bet you're into drugs," he said.
"Never touch 'em," said Rose. "I'm high on life."
"How about a beer, then?" said George. He pushed Rose to one side, took a can from under the seat, and popped it open.
"Willya look at these guys?" Rose said, turning to Allie. "They carry their own beer right in the truck. I bet you two were going to take Allie out someplace and get her drunk."
"She wanted to go," George protested. "And you weren't invited." He passed the beer across to Benny, who took a quick swig out of it.
George took another can from under the seat, popped it open, and offered it to Allie. She hesitated a little, but she was curious. After she took it, though, she looked at Rose. "It's OK," Rose whispered in her ear. "It's only beer. Drink it slow, so you won't have to take another one."
Allie lifted the can and swallowed some of the beer. She made a face. It tasted sour, like fizzy lemonade that had gone bad. Did people really like to drink this?
"How about one for me?" asked Rose.
"You're too young," George told her. "We'll get in trouble if anybody sees us."
"Yeah? I guess you're supposed to be 18. And I know it's illegal for that guy at the wheel to be drinking."
"Aw, give her one, George," Benny said.
"Jail bait," George muttered, but he handed a beer to Rose anyway. She popped the top and took a sip from the can. They were outside the town now, going down a road that wasn't the same one they had taken from Dr. Chill's cottage.
"So where's this lake?" Rose asked.
"About five miles up this road, and then another couple miles off it," Benny said.
Allie took another drink of her beer. It didn't taste as bad as the first one. You're supposed to take off your clothes and jump in," she said. She giggled. What made her say that?
"Oh, I get it," said Rose. "Whattaya think these two geeks would look like with their clothes off?"
"Probly a lot better than you," said George, but Allie noticed that he blushed a little.
Rose nudge Allie and winked. Allie took another drink from the can of beer. She felt a little dizzy as Benny took the truck around a bend very fast.
"Watch the road," Rose said.
"Who's drivin'?" Benny shot back. He tossed his empty can of beer out the window. George passed him another one.
The truck went over a bump, bouncing all of them up against the roof. George let out a whoop.
"These guys are crazy," Rose said.
Allie burped loudly, and the boys laughed. "Give her another beer," Benny said.
"I'm not finished with this one," Allie said. Suddenly she looked through the window and saw a car coming toward them. Benny wasn't paying attention and the truck had crossed the yellow line in the middle of the road. Without thinking, Allie made Benny pull the steering wheel sharply to the right.
"Hey!" Benny yelled. The truck started to go too far in the other direction and skidded onto the gravel next to the road. The other car went by, honking its horn. The driver yelled something at them.
Benny got control of the truck again, and pulled it back onto the road.
"That was a little near, Benny," George said. "Maybe you oughta slow it down a little."
"It wasn't my fault," Benny said. "The damn wheel just pulled outa my hands."
"Did you do that?" Rose asked Allie.
Allie giggled. "I couldn't help it. I thought we were going to crash."
"What are you talkin' about?" Benny said.
"Oh, it's just her special," said Rose.
Allie whispered, "Sh!" only it came out too loud and everybody heard her.
"That's what that other kid, the one that's so good at Asteroids, calls himself," George said. "He's the special."
"Naw," Rose said. "He's just the machine man. He can't do half of what Allie can."
"Don't tell them that," Allie said.
"Aw, she's just tryin' to act big," George said. "This little kid's a pain, Benny."
"You think?" Rose said. "Go ahead, show 'em, Allie."
Allie shook her head. She drank the last of the beer in the can. She looked at the can, and remembered that Benny had thrown his out the window. All of a sudden, the can went flying across the cab, under Benny's nose, and out the window. Benny's head jerked toward Allie, his eyes wide.
"I think I want another," said Allie.
"Better not," said Rose. She turned to George. "She's had enough."
Allie was annoyed. She made a full can come out from under the seat and float up into her hands. Feeling satisfied with herself, she popped the top.
Benny stepped on the brakes, jolting all of them against the dashboard. Some of Allie's beer spilled, making her annoyed.
"What the hell's goin' on?" Benny shouted.
Allie took a swallow of the beer and said, "I want to go find the Lost Lake." She thought that sounded funny and began to laugh loudly.
"Look out," Rose warned darkly. "I think she's getting out of control."
Benny and George looked at each other.
"What's that mean?" George asked.
"Anything can happen," said Rose solemnly.
"I want to go to the Lost Lake," Allie repeated. But the truck stayed where it was. She tried to think of how to make Benny start it moving again, but it was too complicated, with all those pedals and things. She looked at Benny, who was staring at her. He's scared of me, she thought. Just like people always were when they found out about her. She took another drink of beer. It made her feel better. Suddenly she thought of something she could do.
And just as she thought of it, Benny's T-shirt pulled out of his pants and began to roll up his chest. He screamed and began to swat at it, as if he were covered with fleas.
"What's goin' on?" asked George, leaning forward to see what Benny was doing. Allie switched her attention to him, and suddenly both his shoes flew off, followed quickly by his socks. Then the belt of his pants flew open. George yelped and grabbed at the belt, trying to pull it back together.
"She wants to go swimming!" Rose shouted. "Get this truck going."
That made Allie start to laugh again, and she lost her concentration. When Benny and George got control of their clothes, both of them opened the doors of the truck and jumped out. They ran down the road, George in the lead even though he was barefoot.
Allie and Rose started laughing so hard that they just sat there and held onto each other.
When they finally stopped, Rose said, "That was even better than the time you fixed O'Malley and his gorillas."
Allie wiped her face. "But maybe I shouldn't have, Rose. Those two boys were just being nice. And I scared them."
"How do you know they were being nice?" Rose shot back. "What do you think would have happened if they got you out there by yourself? You're not experienced."
"Well, neither are you."
"Don't get mad now, Allie. I don't want you doing anything to me."
Allie remembered the time she had gotten really mad and sent Rose flying. "That's mean," she said. "I'm not anywhere near as mad as I was that other time. It was an accident, that's all."
Rose took Allie's hand. "You're right. I'm sorry. But I have been around more than you. You know how people have always wanted to use me to tell what's going to happen."
"But these boys didn't even know about our specials," Allie said. "I really wanted to go up and see Lost Lake, and look what happened. I ruined everything."
"Don't sweat it, Allie," said Rose. "The rest of us are still your friends."
"Can't we ever make friends with, you know, regular people?"
Rose shook her head. "I don't know."
"If only we could make some other friends in the town," Allie said. "We could just stay up here where it's calm and nice. Couldn't we?"
"Didn't Lew tell you?" Rose asked. "Dr. Chill's got a job for us. We're going back to the city."
"No," said Allie. She thought back to the ice-cream store, and remembered what Timmy had sent her. "Timmy said not to do what Lew wanted."
"It isn't Lew who wants it," said Rose. "It's Dr. Chill. I already predicted it, just like when I knew you were coming to the house in the city."
"But, Rose," Allie said. "You don't want to go back to the city, do you? O'Malley might come after you again."
Rose shrugged. "Dr. Chill says he won't. Anyway, I don't enjoy it out here as much as you do. I really liked being in the city, where there was lots of stuff to do. I miss Mrs. Klein. She'd order any cosmetics that I showed her in the magazines. I wanta see what she thinks about my new look."
"Oh, Rose," Allie said. She couldn't tell Rose that all that cosmetic stuff never made her look really good. Instead...
"I know what you're thinking," Rose said.
"I didn't mean it," Allie replied quickly. "I keep forgetting. You're a little like Timmy to. When you want, you can read people's minds."
"Only when I feel close to people," Rose corrected. She gave Allie a hug. "And I feel close to you. We'll always be like sisters, remember?"
Allie remembered. Just then they heard the van drive up behind the truck and honk its horn. They turned and saw Lew and Jay and Timmy.
"Lew said Timmy could keep them in touch with us," Rose explained. "We weren't going to let those guys just drive off with you."
You weren't going to let me be free, Allie thought. But Rose was already climbing out of the truck and didn't hear. Slowly, Allie followed her. There was nothing else she could do.
As Lew turned the van around and started back to Dr. Chill's cottage in the woods, Allie took a last look out the window at the little green truck. George and Benny would eventually come back and get it, she guessed. For once, somebody had liked her. She wondered what would have happened if she hadn't scared them. If she didn't have her special. If Rose hadn't gone along.
Allie sighed. Maybe some other time....
Chapter Four
Rose, as usual, was right. When they got back to the cottage, they smelled a charcoal fire going in the outdoor grill. Dr. Chill was poking at the coals with a long fork, wearing across his massive stomach a big green apron with the red-lettered slogan: CHILL'S CHILI. His pudgy red face brightened into a smile when he saw them drive up. "At last!" he said as they walked toward him. "We were getting worried that we might have to eat all these steaks ourselves."
"Hoping he would, is more like it," Jay said.
"He wants to get us in a good mood," said Rose.
Dr. Chill's eyebrows flicked up and down, which usually meant he was pleased. He turned to Elizabeth, his wife, who was coming out of the house with a large bowl of salad made from the vegetables they had been growing all summer. Allie could smell the scallions.
"It's impossible to keep anything a secret from this crew," Dr. Chill said to Elizabeth.
Elizabeth was tall and thin, the very opposite of her husband. And even though she was often cool and reserved in contrast to his jolly manner, Allie liked her better. "Don't complain," Elizabeth said. "You know they're just what you always wanted."
"Well, I can predict one thing," Dr. Chill said. "They must be hungry." He laid several thick steaks across the grill. "Ready in about ten minutes," he said. "Better wash up."
They soon were sitting around the long picnic table under the trees. The sun still filtered through the leaves, leaving little spots of light around. Elizabeth brought out a platter of steaming hot ears of corn and a stick of butter. For a while, nobody spoke. They were too busy eating.
Elizabeth, who ate less than anyone, except Timmy, broke the silence. "Did anything happen in town that we should know about?"
Allie knew that Elizabeth shared some of the special talent that Rose and Timmy had, of listening to people's thoughts. Though Elizabeth never revealed how strong her special was, she often seemed to know what was going on inside their heads.
"Nothing we couldn't handle," Jay said, wiping a trickle of butter off his chin. "Allie decided to run off with a couple of the local yokes. But when they had to take Rose along, they ran screaming down the road."
"Rat!" Rose said, striking Jay on the arm.
Dr. Chill glanced up momentarily from the steak he was cutting. "I hope nothing happened that would, um, disturb the people around here?"
The others looked at Allie. "Oh, all right!" she said. "I couldn't help it. I think it was the beer."
"Beer?" Dr. Chill's eyebrows went down for a second.
"She only had one," said Rose. "Or part of another. That wouldn't kill her."
"Hm. Beer," Dr. Chill turned his head to one side, thinking. He looked at Allie. "I would have thought that alcohol would actually impair your special ability. And it didn't?"
Allie was relieved he wasn't angry. "It was...I mean, I kind of got out of control a little."
Dr. Chill nodded. "Perhaps we should experiment with administering alcohol under controlled conditions," he said.
"No more beer," Allie said firmly.
Elizabeth spoke up. "I don't think that would be a good idea, either."
Dr. Chill glanced at her. "No? Perhaps not. Risk damaging her ability." He looked back at Allie. "You should be careful about going off with people you don't know. I thought Lew would be more careful."
"She said I'm not her jailer," said Lew.
"No, no, of course not," Dr. Chill replied. Though Allie wondered.
"And we're bored out here, anyway," said Rose.
"Certainly, Rose," Dr. Chill said with a nod. "But as you've no doubt already intuited, there is an opportunity for us to return to the city."
Not going! This from Timmy. Everyone jumped.
"You have made progress, Timmy," Dr. Chill said. "We're all proud of you. But Elizabeth and I have heard from your parents, and they would very much like to see you.
No mommy and daddy! Timmy sent, more forcefully this time.
"Take it easy, Tim," Jay said. "You're scrambling our brains. Even mine."
Timmy's face clouded. His lips clenched, and his eyes closed. They all saw it and put their hands over their ears. Except for Elizabeth.
"Ice cream for dessert, Timmy," Elizabeth said.
Timmy's eyes popped open again. Everybody relaxed.
"Timmy," said Allie quietly. "Just listen, OK? I won't let them take you back if you don't want to go. But don't send us so loud. We can't think."
"Very well," Dr. Chill said. "Why don't we have some of that ice cream now and I'll explain about the opportunity.
So Elizabeth brought out three different kinds of ice cream, and Dr. Chill began to speak. Of course, not until after he had given himself three scoops of the butter pecan.
"First of all," he said, "that man O'Malley who took Rose and held her against her will has been assigned to other duties. He won't bother you again."
"He'd better not," Rose replied. "Allie will give him another jolt. He's afraid of her."
"Actually, he was quite impressed," said Elizabeth. "But we've made it clear that his methods were intolerable."
"He took other kids from you before," Rose said. "And you let him. That's what he told me."
"They went willingly," said Elizabeth. "They became convinced, as they grew older, that the best place to use their abilities was with the Defense Department."
"And they are well treated," said Dr. Chill, licking the bottom of his spoon.
"Defense Department's got a lot of money," said Lew. "Good place to work."
"Are there a lot of other kids like us?" Allie asked. She hoped so.
"We have found others who have specials," Dr. Chill said. "In some ways, they were like you. But in most cases their abilities were limited. Useful, but limited. In most, their ability couldn't be focused to carry out tasks. And as I've told you, many people lose these special abilities as they grow older. We don't know why."
He turned to Rose. "O'Malley reported that you did go with him willingly, at first."
Rose hung her head. "I guess so," she said. "Because I was mad. But then I changed my mind. I didn't like it there. The people were creepy. And when I tried to go, they locked me up."
"And you were able to call to Timmy for help, and he brought the others to you," Elizabeth said. "But they shouldn't have been able to get in. The facility was well guarded."
"Not only get in," Jay said proudly. "We got out, and took Rose with us."
"You did," nodded Dr. Chill. Allie thought he seemed a little proud too. "But you never told us where the five of you were able to hide for two days, and several dozen agents looking for you. I might add that Elizabeth and I suffered a great deal of inconvenience because of that."
"They searched the house," Elizabeth said. "They couldn't believe you were able to operate on your own."
Rose, Jay, and Lew looked at each other and laughed. "Didn't they know we'd been on our own before?" Jay asked.
"I don't suppose that you'd be willing to share with us just what did happen to you during that time?" Dr. Chill said.
"No way," Lew replied. "You remember what I told you on the phone, doc."
"Yes, yes," said Dr. Chill. "And I've kept my side of the bargain. We have lived here for several months now, quite undisturbed, as you know."
"Except that you've been talking to some people in the Defense Department," Rose pointed out. "And now they want us to do something for them."
Dr. Chill looked in the bottom of the butter pecan container, frowning when he found it empty. "I assure you, Rose, I have done so carefully," he said, "without letting them know of our whereabouts. I too suffered indignities, as I told you."
"Wish we could have seen that," Jay muttered.
"But now we have assurances," Dr. Chill went on, "that you will all remain under my, um, protection."
Rose snorted. Dr. Chill ignored it. "You see, what was most impressive about your performance is that you were able to utilize each other's abilities to rescue Rose. Do any of you know the word synergistic?"
"Oh, I hate this," said Rose. "Is that another kind of special?"
"Not exactly. It means that when you put certain individual elements together, they combine to produce an effect far more powerful than the elements would separately."
"He means we work as a team," Jay said.
"Excellent, Jay," Dr. Chill said. "That's exactly it. What you accomplished that night indicated that you could, together, carry out even more important tasks."
"Great," said Rose, pretending to yawn. "So get to it. What's the task?"
Dr. Chill raised his eyebrows. "Briefly, to recover an important piece of equipment. A new invention. Something that could give immense technological power to the nation that controls it. It was developed in a research laboratory in New Jersey, and was assembled in an isolated part of a western state. Tested there briefly. And then, while it was being transported to another, safer place, it disappeared."
Jay brightened. "This is my baby. They want us to find out where it went?"
"If it's a computer," Rose said. "Jay could just read its mind and go right to it."
"That's not necessary," Dr. Chill replied. "The Defense Department has already located it."
"So let them go get it," said Rose. "They've got lots of soldiers, right?"
"They can't." Dr. Chill cleared his throat. "This part of it may be difficult for you to understand. They believe that the device is now in the embassy of a foreign nation, in New York."
"New York's not a foreign nation," said Rose. "Even though the yokes around here think it is."
"However," Dr. Chill went on, "the embassy itself is like a small part of a foreign country. It is forbidden for Americans to enter it without permission. Even to recover something that has been stolen."
"Yeah, well," Jay said. "The plans for the invention are still around, right? You said this was a test model."
Dr. Chill nodded.
Jay pushed his glasses up on his nose. "So I'll go help them put together another one."
"That's quite possible, even without your help, Jay," said Dr. Chill. "However, the device cannot be allowed to leave this country. The protection given to the foreign embassy unfortunately extends to any diplomatic packages that they wish to send out of the country. The Defense Department expects them to ship it very soon. It's small enough to fit inside a small briefcase. That is why it is necessary for you to help."
Silence fell. Allie had been trying to follow all this, but it was confusing. Now, she became uncomfortably aware that the others were looking at her.
"He wants you to move it, Allie," Lew explained.
"Me?" Allie looked at Elizabeth, who nodded. "Move it where?"
"Pull one of your specials," Jay said. "Get it out of there. Nobody would ever be able to figure out how it was done." He chuckled. "Smooth."
"You mean break into the embassy like we did at O'Malley's house?"
"No, no," said Dr. Chill. "There must be no physical penetration of the embassy. Even if you could do that, it would create an international incident. Perhaps even a war."
Allie shook her head. She still wasn't sure...
"It's no problem, Allie," said Rose, reading Allie's mind. "You'll just make it move."
"From outside?" said Allie. "I can't do that. I've never moved anything that I couldn't see."
"Ah, there," said Dr. Chill, "is where the synergistic effect will come into play. Your combined abilities."
"I can tell what the important device is," said Jay, nodding. "Right? And Timmy can locate it inside the building, and Rose can tell Allie."
Dr. Chill clapped his hands. "You see, Elizabeth?" he said. "They will do it. I told you."
Not going! Not going! Not going!
And that, of course, was Timmy's reaction.
"You'll have to talk to him, Allie," Elizabeth said.
The two of them went walking in the woods. It was already getting dark now, but Allie wasn't afraid. She knew there was nothing here that could harm them. And if there was, what better warning could she have than Timmy's ability to sense thoughts?
You like it here too, Timmy sent her, very softly, like a breeze blowing through her mind.
"Yes," she said.
Stay here. Don't go to city. Nice here.
"Yes, it is nice here, Timmy, but there's something Dr. Chill wants us to do. And the others want to go. We can't..." She struggled to put her thoughts into words. "We can't let us be separated from them."
They need you. You could make them stay here.
"No, I couldn't. Not even if I wanted to."
They can't make you go.
She took a deep breath. "If I go, it's because I want to. There's something...someone in the city who I have to find."
Parents. Bad parents.
It was a parent that Allie hoped to find. Her father. She had learned why her mother had wanted her sent away. But she needed to know about her father. "Maybe," she said. "I don't know if he's bad. But I think we have to find out about our parents before we understand ourselves."
All parents bad.
"Timmy, you liked Auntie Mims. You wanted her to be your mother.
She was nice. We can go live with her again.
"No, she told us we couldn't." Allie hesitated. They had come to a clearing, and she could see the moon and the stars in the black sky above. The moon was nearly full, and she stopped to enjoy it.
You could fly us there.
Allie smiled, because she was nearly thinking the same thing. "No, Timmy. Let's sit down."
The grass was cool. They sat there quietly for a few minutes. Gradually, Allie became aware of other sounds--insects mostly. Crickets chirping and some buzzing of mosquitoes or other flying things.
"Timmy," Allie asked, "why do you hate your parents so much?"
This time, there was no reply. She couldn't see him clearly in the darkness, and she wondered if he had withdrawn into his own dark place, which was far blacker than any night in the real world.
Then she was aware of him tugging at her. Not at her hand. Inside her head. Wanting her to come and let him show her his thoughts.
Allie was a little afraid. She didn't want to go into his dark place. She had been there before. It was silent and cold and so very lonely, a million miles from anywhere, farther than the moon. Only it was inside his little blond head.
Gradually, she let followed him. Left the real world, the outside world. Let him show her. And all at once there was light and she was someplace that reminded her of the hospital where they had strapped her down on a bed, trying to stop her from throwing things around.
Except that there were people here who were huge, much bigger than the nurses or guards who had strapped down Allie. They towered over her with angry faces and shouted so loudly that she couldn't stand it. She struggled to get away, but she couldn't walk, couldn't get up, couldn't even roll over. Her body was completely helpless. She began to cry, but that only made the giants yell louder. Terror of them filled her. She struggled to get away, anywhere...
...and then she saw the dark place. That was the only safe place. She had to go there, but part of her knew she shouldn't. She knew that was wrong. Timmy, she thought, because she could no longer speak, Stop it!
Make them jump! he sent back to her. Make them go away!
They're not real! she answered back. They're in your mind.
But of course they were real to him. They were realer than anything outside his mind.
Allie knew what she had to do. She thought hard, and all of a sudden the two giants went flying back, away from her, screaming loudly until they crashed into a wall.
And then laughter. Timmy's high-pitched, helpless laughter, a sound she had heard only once before. But a real sound, the only one he could make.
They were back in the woods under the stars. Allie sat up slowly. She understood now why Timmy hated his parents. That was how they seemed to him. That was why he had made the dark place. To hide from them.
You made them jump, Timmy sent. Go back. Make them jump again. He started tugging at her mind again, but this time, she resisted.
She stood up. "No, Timmy," she said. "That's all inside your head. I know what you want, but you have to do it for real. You have to go back and meet them."
Don't want to, he sent. Can't make them jump. Only you can.
"Just come back to the city, then," she said. "I'll make them jump." She swallowed hard and tried to concentrate on the moon and the stars, so he wouldn't know the other thoughts she had in her mind. She had an idea. She had thought of something she could do.
Chapter Five
Things had to move quickly, as Dr. Chill explained, and they did. The next morning, they piled into the van for the drive into the city, and by early afternoon they were carrying their bags into his house.
Allie hadn't seen her bedroom since the night they left to find Rose. Stepping inside now made her feel happy. She was coming back to a place she had been before. And it wasn't some hospital or clinic. It was home.
She didn't have time to think for long. Almost as soon as Allie put away her clothes, Elizabeth knocked at the door. "The man who wants to meet you is here," she said. Allie giggled. It was funny to think of some man wanting to meet her.
She joined the others in the rec room in the basement. Standing with them was a tall man in a crisp blue suit and a blue-and-white striped tie. It made her think of a name for him: the Blue Man. He had a nice smile. If this was the man from the Defense Department, he certainly looked much friendlier than Mr. O'Malley.
"Hello," the Blue Man said, extending his hand as Allie approached. "I'm Ted Wesselkamper. I've met all the others, so you must be Allie."
"Careful about touching her," Rose cautioned him.
"I'm over that, Rose," Allie said. "I can control it now." She let the Blue Man clasp her hand. It felt strong. Allie saw Rose frown slightly. Rose wanted every guy she met to favor her above anybody else. Allie knew she had better let Rose get a lot of the Blue Man's attention.
However, it appeared that the Blue Man ("Call me Ted," he told Allie, but she still thought of him as the Blue Man) was more interested in Allie. "I've read Frank O'Malley's report on his encounter with you," he said. "It seems hard to believe."
"We have DVDs that demonstrate what Allie can do," Dr. Chill said.
"With small objects that didn't give much resistance," the Blue Man replied. "But those don't show her exercising her...power on anything significant." He gave Allie a look and suddenly didn't seem so friendly after all. She realized it was just an act he put on.
"Perhaps you could give a little demonstration right now," he said to her.
Allie shook her head. "I don't think so."
That set off Dr. Chill. "Allie!" he said. "Of course you can. All the work we've been doing in the country...you've progressed so much!"
Allie began to feel that the room was too crowded. She wished she was back in the woods. She took a deep breath, but it didn't help. "I can't," she said in a low voice, but then added, "Maybe if Rose helps."
"Oh, Rose will help," Dr. Chill said, nodding. He motioned for Rose to move over next to Allie.
Rose looked at her strangely. "What am I supposed to do?" she asked.
Allie took her hand. "Just hold on," she whispered. Then she said to the Blue Man, "Tell us what we're supposed to do. How big is the thing you want us to move?"
The Blue Man looked around. "It's more complicated than I could show you here. I just wanted to see..." He broke off, because the ping-pong table in the center of the room was rising slowly into the air.
Allie smiled, thinking back to her first days here, when she struggled to move just one of the ping-pong balls in the game she played with Lew. She had been used to people telling her not to move things, so that was hard.
This wasn't hard at all. She was only pretending to need Rose, so Rose would feel important. "How high do you want?" Allie asked. It really wasn't that hard to make it go higher. She just acted as if it did. She brought the table closer to the Blue Man. He took a stop backward, but she made the table keep following him.
"That's enough," he said, waving his arms as if he could keep it away. Allie almost laughed. She knew that she could push him right against the wall with the table, if she wanted to. Just then, she saw Lew looking hard at her. He shook his head slightly.
Allie pushed the thought out of her mind, and moved the table back into the center of the room and let it settle on the floor.
"Is that what you wanted?" she asked, a little pleased at the expression on his face.
"Yes, or rather, not exactly," the Blue Man said. "It's more complicated than that."
"Dr. Chill told us what you want us to do," said Allie. "We can do it together, can't we, Rose?"
Rose nodded. "Sure. We're a syn...syner...a team."
"And we need Timmy, Jay, and Lew too," said Allie. She glanced at Rose. "Do we want Lew to go along, Rose?"
Rose laughed. "We'll take him for luck."
"Right," said the Blue Man. "That's what we were planning. Come with me now and I'll show you the situation."
The others turned to go, but Allie said, "Wait." She looked at Timmy. I remember, she sent to him.
Allie took a deep breath. She wasn't used to having everybody looking at her. "Timmy has to meet his parents first," she said. "And I promised that I'd be there."
The Blue Man shook his head impatiently. "That can happen later," he said. "We don't know when they're going to try to move the device. You've got to be there when they do, or before."
"He's right, Allie," said Dr. Chill. "You have no idea how important this is. Timmy will meet his parents, of course. They're very anxious to meet him. But Mr. Wesselkamper needs you to go with him now."
Allie turned to Rose. "You can tell them. Are they going to move the thing today?" She concentrated, and thought hard, Tell them no!
Rose's eyes widened, and she glanced at the Blue Man. Allie squeezed Rose's hand.
"Yeah," Rose said suddenly. "I mean, no! They're not going to move it. It'll be O.K." She slipped free of Allie's hand and moved over to Dr. Chill. "Tell him, Doc. Did you tell him about my special? I know. Really. I can tell if it's going to happen."
Dr. Chill looked doubtful. "We've found it hard to quantify just exactly what you can do in situations like this one, Rose," he said. "It has many different variables."
"Oh, come on," Rose said. "I knew up in the woods that you were going to find us something to do, didn't I? It's O.K. And this won't take long. Just get Timmy's parents over here. They live in the city, right?"
Dr. Chill cleared his throat and turned to the Blue Man. "Rose, as you know, has shown an unusually accurate predictive ability, and I think we might trust--"
The Blue Man waved his hand. "I haven't seen anything to indicate she can do more than predict numerical sequences," he said. "I can't jeopardize the whole project on this basis."
"I promised Timmy," Allie explained. "And we need him too. To rescue your thing."
"We'll do without him," said the Blue Man stubbornly. Allie realized he was just the same as O'Malley, behind his good looks and big smile. She looked at the ping-pong table, wishing...
Elizabeth spoke up. "I have a suggestion, Allie." Elizabeth put her arm around Timmy. "We're very glad that Timmy feels he can encounter his parents. But it will take a little time to notify them and bring them here. His father is often very busy. Couldn't you go with Mr. Wesselkamper for a short while? Then we'll let you know when Timmy's parents have arrived, and you can help Timmy face them."
Allie hesitated. She looked at Timmy. She sent him, Is that all right? Will you come with us now? Don't send your answer to anybody but me.
Timmy lowered his eyes, but then sent a small Yes.
Allie bit her tongue. It wasn't working out the way she had planned. "All right, then," she said to Elizabeth.
On the way out, Allie noticed that Lew was giving her another funny look. She knew he had something he wanted to say to her, but it would have to wait.
The Blue Man had a large black van waiting for them outside the house. It had a driver and another man in the front seat. The Blue Man sat in back with the rest of them. A pair of small television screens were built into a console that they could see. One of them seemed to show the street in back of the van; the other had a view of some other place. "Cool," Jay said and touched one of the controls.
"Leave that alone," the Blue Man said sharply. Jay just turned his head and looked out the window as if he didn't care. That was a mistake, thought Allie. If the Blue Man needed Jay to do anything for him, he was out of luck.
She sat in the third row of seats, nestled between Rose and Lew. Both of them kept glancing at her, looking as if they'd like to talk, but not where the Blue Man could hear.
Allie's mind was dizzy with thoughts. She wasn't used to being in control of anything, but now she wanted to find out some way of making Dr. Chill do what she wanted. She had promised Timmy she'd be there when he met his parents, but while they were in the country, she thought of something she needed too. She wanted to meet her own parents, and she knew that only Dr. Chill and Elizabeth could help her. Allie had planned to make them do that before she would move the invention. But now here she was-they had rushed her! She wasn't very good at carrying out a plan.
The van came to a stop on a narrow little street that looked just like the one Dr. Chill lived on. All the houses were either three or four floors high, and only two windows wide. And each one had a tree in front of it, just a reminder of what the woods really looked like. They stopped in front of one and, sure enough, it was the same house that was on the second TV screen.
The man next to the driver got out of the car and looked up and down the sidewalk. Allie hadn't seen a single person on the block, but the man was making sure. He nodded and slid open the door where the Blue Man sat. He turned and said to them, "Hurry up. Go up the steps and inside." The other man was already at the top of the front steps, opening the door.
Of course, the fact that they'd been told to hurry only made Rose and Lew take all the time in the world. With Timmy between them, they stopped on the sidewalk to look around. "Fancy part of the Village," Lew remarked. "I think there's a branch of Kiehl's around here, Rose."
"Kiehl's?" Rose looked down the street like she was about to break into a run. "That's the best cosmetics store in New York."
"Imagine that," said Lew, giving Allie a wink.
"Get a move on," barked the Blue Man. He was holding open the front door of the house, and didn't look happy. Acting as though they hadn't heard him, Lew and Rose came up the steps.
Inside was a middle-aged woman seated at a desk. She had thick glasses that made her eyes look very big, and wore her dark black hair cut short, like a helmet. The Blue Man gestured toward her. "This is Esther." Esther didn't say anything--just looked at each of them sharply. Allie had the impression she was memorizing their faces. "If you need anything and I'm not here," said the Blue Man. "Esther will get it for you."
Allie doubted it. She had seen plenty of people like Esther in the past. They were guards, and not the nice kind either.
Esther got up and started up a flight of stairs, motioning for them to follow. Here's where she shows us our rooms, thought Allie. And then she'll lock us in. She smiled, because now she knew nobody could ever lock her in again.
Suddenly, Timmy broke away, slipping past Esther and running up the stairs. Everybody was surprised. Timmy had never done anything like that. Jay was the first to go after him, with Allie and Rose not far behind.
At the top of the stairs, Timmy kept moving as if he knew right where to go. When Allie reached the second floor, she saw him trying to turn the knob of a door at the far end of the hallway.
Jay was the first one to reach him. "Easy, Tim," he said, putting his hand on Timmy's shoulder. He turned and looked at the others. "There's something odd about this room," he said. "I can feel it too."
"That's a white room," said Wesselkamper. "We use it for conferences. No one can eavesdrop. But you can't see the embassy from there. We've got to go to the top floor."
Esther took Timmy's hand and tried to pull him away from the door. Suddenly she put her hands to her ears and shrieked.
"Let him go," Rose said, trying to get between them. She put her arms around Timmy, and nodded. Allie knew Timmy was thinking something into her mind. Rose turned around. "He wants to go in here," she said.
The Blue Man shook his head. "Well, he can't," he said. "You can't possibly--" Abruptly, a look of pain came over his face, and like Esther he clapped his hands over his ears.
"That don't work," Lew said in a matter-of-fact tone. "We got to calm him down, if we're going to get any jobs done for you. Let him into the room."
"I'm in charge--" The Blue Man began again, but once more stopped in mid-sentence to plug up his ears.
"I don't know how much longer I can control him," Rose said suddenly. Allie stared at her, but Rose gave her a quick wink.
"You got the key to that room?" Lew asked Esther. She looked uncertainly at the Blue Man. His face was still contorted with pain, but he nodded briefly. Esther came forward, being careful to avoid Timmy, and unlocked the door.
Timmy turned the knob and rushed inside, with Rose following. Lew nudged Allie forward, and she stepped inside, with Jay following. Lew turned in the doorway and said, "It's a conference room, right? We gotta confer." As he closed the door in Esther's face, Allie caught sight of the Blue Man. He looked pretty angry. She held her breath for a few seconds after the door closed, and she realized Jay and Lew were doing the same.
When nothing happened, Lew turned and did a fist-bump with Jay. Jay shook his head and said, "Wow, man, doesn't anybody ever call your bluff?"
"Bluff?" Lew said, acting hurt. "Didn't you pick up on what was coming down? That dude's afraid of us."
"Of him, you mean," Jay said, nodding at Timmy.
Timmy was sitting on a comfy-looking sofa with Rose. Except when they were with Auntie Mims, Allie had never seen Timmy look this happy. She glanced around the room, which had a long table and some chairs, but nothing else. "It's not white at all!" she said. "It looks just like a...regular room."
"He didn't mean it was white," Jay said. "Don't you know what a white room is? It's an area that has electronic interference around it so that nobody can bug it."
"That mean we can talk here?" said Lew. "Cause I got a few questions for you," he said to Allie.
"It means I can't even hear you think," said Rose.
"I like it here," Timmy said, right out loud like an ordinary little boy. They all stared.
Chapter Six
Allie was the first to break the silence. "Timmy," she said. "You talked."
He smiled shyly at her. "I can talk here," he said. His voice was very low, as if he were afraid to try it out. "I want to stay here."
"Oh, wow," said Jay.
"Don't you see?" said Rose, putting her arms around Timmy. "He can't hear everything that people think in here. It works on me too."
"That's a relief," said Lew.
"Shut up," said Rose. "It doesn't affect my real special." She grinned. "Want to know who's going to win the Yankees game today, Lew?"
"Tell me, tell me," begged Lew
Rose laughed. "Yankees win, eight to seven, with Jeter, whoever he is, hitting a home run in the bottom of the eleventh."
"Machine-man," Lew said to Jay, "lend me your cellphone. I gotta get a bet down."
"Forget it," said Rose. "We've got better things to do. Listen, Allie, I've been dying to ask you. Why did you want me to tell Wesselkamper that they weren't going to move the thingy today? I had no idea if they were or not. You knew that I didn't know."
"Is that what was coming down?" Lew said. "I saw it. You were jerking them around at Dr. Chill's, weren't you, Allie? You got something going with Timmy. Let us in on it?"
Allie looked at him, "No," she said.
He seemed surprised. "What, you don't have something going with Timmy?"
"I do, yes," she said, "but I'm not going to share it with you. Because you're working for Dr. Chill?"
"So?" Lew said. "No secret there. I'm just supposed to keep you out of trouble, that's all."
"Like those boys up in the country."
Lew spread his hands. "It wasn't me who scared them off. I didn't stop you from going with them."
"You put Rose in their truck," Allie said.
Lew shook his finger at her. "Oh, you think I should have let them just take you off to their lake? You ain't got any idea what's happenin' in the world, Allie." He looked at Rose. "Tell her."
Rose nodded. "Allie, I tried to read your mind earlier, and you wouldn't let me...you've got a plan, right?"
Allie looked around and whispered, "They might be listening to us."
"Not in a white room," said Jay. "That's the whole point. Didn't you hear me explain it?"
"I didn't understand," said Allie.
"Jay knows all that stuff," said Lew. "You don't need to think about it. He's right. Nobody can hear. So tell us the plan."
Allie shook her head, forcing herself to look directly at Lew. He can make us do things, she thought. That's his special, only he won't admit it. But this time, I'm not going to let him.
"She doesn't trust you," Rose told Lew.
Lew's eyes flashed angrily. "Oh, I get it. I only saved your lives in O'Malley's house. I got in trouble with the federal government. I found a place for you to hide, and then when you decided to go back to Dr. Chill's, I arranged that. So now you won't tell me your plan? Get outa here! No, wait. I got an idea. I'll get outa here. You all take care of yourselves, hear?" He started for the door.
Rose glanced nervously at Allie. Allie thought about it, and then stopped him. She didn't know if it would really work, but then it did. He just stopped in mid-stride, with one foot up in the air, like he was frozen.
Allie was surprised how little effort it took. If it was just a matter of muscles, Lew was much stronger than her. If they'd been fighting, he could have thrown her across the room, if he felt like it.
Except for her special. That made her stronger. Knowing that helped her hold him right where he was.
The others looked at him, and then at her. They knew what was happening, and it made even them afraid. Of her.
"Allie--" Rose started to say, but Allie waved her arm at Rose to quiet her.
"I'm sorry, Lew," Allie said quietly. "I don't want to do this, but what I want to do...it's important to me. And to Timmy too. I can't let you do anything to spoil it." She thought he looked like he was trying to say something. But she couldn't let him. She knew he'd talk her out of it. He was so good at that. It made her nervous just thinking of what he might say when she let him go.
"I want to see my parents," Allie said, "and Timmy wants to see his, too."
"He never did before," Jay said mildly. But when Allie shot him a look, he raised his hands and said, "Just a suggestion."
"He does now," Allie told him. "I promised him I'd do something. But it's important to me...that I meet my parents too. And only Dr. Chill knows how to reach them. So I've got to make him do it. I thought about it, and I know that I can trade him things for it. Things that he wants me to do."
"Like now," Rose said quietly. "But Allie--"
"I know, Rose. If what he wants has to be done today, then we have to do it. But if it doesn't..." She looked at Rose. "That's my plan. We'll tell them it doesn't. And then Timmy and I can go back to Dr. Chill's. We'll leave you here with the Blue Man-Wesselkamper, I mean-so that if anything happens, you can send a message to Timmy and we'll just come back."
"There's so many things wrong with that plan, I don't know where to begin," said Rose.
Well, it was the first plan I ever made, thought Allie. It’s probably not perfect.
"Can I make just a little suggestion?" asked Jay. Allie nodded. "Two suggestions, really," he went on. "The first is, I hope you're not stopping Lew's heart, or his breathing, or anything major that would cause him to like die or something."
"No, he'll be O.K.," said Allie. "I tried this before with a squirrel."
Rose giggled. "I'm sorry, Allie, I just thought of Lew compared to a squirrel. Can he hear you?"
"I think so," said Allie.
Jay went on. "But the second things is, maybe if they really do move this device while you're gone, you'll never be able to get back here in time. I'm all for you and Timmy, don't get me wrong," he said. "But this is supposed to be important, and if you screw it up, the Doc won't be happy. Not that you want him to be happy."
Allie hesitated. "We'll just catch them, then," she said. "We can always find them if Timmy helps us."
Jay looked at Lew. "Got to do what she says, man, right?"
Allie released Lew so he could answer, and he stumbled and nearly fell. But when he regained his balance, he turned quickly toward her. "You're crazy, that's all. I want to tell you--" She cut him off again.
"No," she said. "Don't call me that. They used to call me that, in the old place." She stopped to catch her breath, surprised at how angry he had made her. When she'd calmed down, she said, "I'm sorry, Lew, but you've got to stay with us, and not argue!"
She let him go again. He looked just as angry as she was, but he just stood there rubbing his arms as if he'd been tied up.
Rose went over to him. "Are you O.K.?" she asked.
"Yeah," he murmured, in a way that made Allie feel sorry that she had to do that to him. She liked him more than she wanted to admit. And now she had hurt his pride. Maybe she could do something, later, that would make it up to him. But she couldn't let him start talking to her, not now."
"Let's go," Allie said, looking at Timmy.
"No," Timmy said. "Can't go. Won't go. Like it here."
Lew snorted and looked at Allie. "So all of a sudden, Timmy doesn't want to meet his parents? Big surprise. Admit it, Allie. It's not him you're doing this for. It's you."
Allie bit her lip. She knew that wasn't true. "Timmy," she said, "I know it's hard for you. I know why you like being here. But it's important for you to meet your parents."
He shook his head a little, but didn't say anything.
"I'll make them jump for you, Timmy, if you come," she said.
He thought for a second, and then looked up. "Promise, Allie?"
"I promise."
He smiled, and then jumped to his feet. "Come back here soon?" he asked.
"If we can," she said. Timmy started for the door, and Allie opened it.
"What was that about?" Rose asked her, but Allie put her finger to her lips. The Blue Man and Esther were waiting outside.
The Blue Man was annoyed, Allie could see, but he was in a hurry, too. So he didn't stop to ask questions. He brought them all upstairs to another room, where there was a lot of electronic equipment, including a row of TV monitors that showed pictures of streets somewhere. A man who sat in front of them looked up and said, "Nothing yet, as far as we can tell."
The Blue Man pointed to some of the screens. "These are the exits from the embassy where the device is," he explained. "If anything moves through them, we will see it."
He pointed to another group of men, all wearing earphones. "We have sensors trained on their windows, so that if anyone inside speaks near the window, we will pick it up."
"Glass vibrations?" Jay asked.
The Blue Man nodded. "Even so, we' re not entirely sure if the device is still inside. That will be your first task."
Rose and Jay looked at Allie. "Timmy can find out," she said. "Which of the TV's shows a picture of the embassy?" she asked.
The Blue Man pointed to one, and she took Timmy over there. She thought, Can you tell what people in there are thinking?
He glanced at the screen and sent, Funny talk.
"He says...they talk funny," Allie said aloud.
"Talk funny? What does that mean?" said the Blue Man.
Jay snickered, and the others looked at him. "Don't tell us you can read minds," said Rose.
"No, I can't," Jay said, "but I'm pretty sure the people in the embassy aren't speaking English. They probably don't think in English, either."
The Blue Man snapped his fingers. "Of course," he said, turning to Esther. "Do we have a picture of the device?"
She went to one of the computer monitors and typed something on the keyboard. "It's going to be a schematic drawing," she said. "That's all we have." Something popped up on the screen, and Jay went over to look.
Esther made the screen go white. "This is classified," she said. "You have no clearance."
"Oh, excuse me," Jay said. "I guess we'll have to wait for our membership cards in the club to come through."
"Let him see it," said the Blue Man. "He couldn't understand it, anyway."
Jay smiled. When the picture reappeared, he said, "It's a laser beam intensifier, right? Originally meant for the Star Wars Defense system, but the tests failed. Now they've improved it. Takes your basic laser beam and that series of chips boost its strength so it can-"
"That's enough," barked the Blue Man. "Who are you, anyway?"
"Jay. Some people call me the machine man."
"How the hell do you know all that?"
"It is just so obvious, man. I mean, look at the cross-ion transformer. What else could it be for? There are bulletin board rooms online where people like me communicate. Everybody has been talking about this, wondering when it will show up." He chuckled. "They'll be leaked off when I tell them I got to see the schematic."
"You'll do nothing of the kind!" the Blue Man said. "This is of the highest secrecy."
Jay shrugged. "If you say so, man. Then let's just make this a little easier for Timmy. Could you move aside?" He nudged Esther off her chair and started typing. Pretty soon he had drawn a box around the schematic and then started to fill in details. He waved Allie over. "This is going to be so easy for you. The whole thing only weighs a little over two kilograms. It will be practically all silicon and plastic. Computer chips. You could pick it up with your fingers." He smiled. "Of course, you don't need fingers. Just do your thing and have it sailing out and awayyy." He made his high-pitched giggle, but then stopped as Allie gave him a stare.
"All right, Tim," Jay said with a shrug. "Have a look."
Timmy came over, taking Rose's hand so she'd be with him. He concentrated and after a few seconds, Rose said, "He sees three people in a room. Timmy sees the picture of this thing in their minds. They're looking right at it." She pointed to the computer monitor. "It's there."
The Blue Man looked at Esther. She shrugged. "Are you sure?" he asked Rose.
She laughed. "You can trust me," she said, putting on an innocent look that Allie recognized as totally bogus.
Jay giggled again, and the Blue Man glared briefly at him. "What were you talking about in the white room?" he asked.
"Hey, man," Jay said. "You brought us here, remember? We're doing a job for you. If you don't want us to do it, just send us home, OK?"
"In fact, you ought to send her home right now," Rose added, pointing at Allie. "We can handle this job without her."
The Blue Man turned to look at Allie. "We've got to talk," he said. "I want you to understand exactly what you're to do."
"Not without the others," Allie said. "I can't do anything without the others." Jay stifled another giggle.
"All right, then," said the Blue Man. "We've got to maintain a watch until they move the device. You'll stay here until then. Esther has rooms prepared for you, but you can't do anything until they make the move, understand? That's very important."
"That might be a long time," Allie said. "I want to go back to Dr. Chill's. I can come back here whenever I'm needed."
"Impossible," said the Blue Man. "It won't take them long to move it once they decide to do so."
"You don't need her," said Rose. "I can do anything she can."
The Blue Man shook his head. "According to Frank O'Malley, you were unable to free yourself until she arrived, and then-"
"Yeah, but she needs her drug."
Everyone turned. It was Lew who had spoken. He stepped forward to face the Blue Man. "She's no good at moving things unless she takes this drug." They all stared at him.
"Dr. Chill said nothing about a drug," the Blue Man said.
"Yeah, well, she already took it today," Lew said. "But if we gotta wait till tomorrow, she needs another dose." He winked. "I guess Doc doesn't want you to know his secrets. You won't tell him I told you, willya?"
The Blue Man looked at Allie. "Is this true? Do you need something to help you...move things?"
Allie glanced at Lew, but he wouldn't meet her eyes. She swallowed. "Well, Elizabeth gives me this shot, but, well, I never thought it was that important. Maybe it is."
"I've got to talk to Dr. Chill," said the Blue Man. He pulled out a cellphone, and Lew gave Allie a quick look. She understood, and concentrated on the phone.
The Blue Man punched in a number. Then he stopped. "I'm not getting a dial tone," he said. "Esther, what's wrong with it?" He handed the phone to her as if he was used to letting other people fix things. Esther held it to her ear and frowned. "We can try a land line," she said.
"Look," Lew interrupted. "It'll only be an hour or so. We can go to the Doc's and bring back enough doses for a week. I know how to give her the shots. Then everything will be cool."
The Blue Man hesitated. "Only an hour, understand?"
"Timmy has to go too," Allie said.
"What? No, of course not."
"He has to," Allie said. "Rose can stay. She can do whatever he can."
"It's true, really," said Rose.
The Blue Man shook his head firmly, and then clapped his hands over his ears. "I can't stand that," he said through gritted teeth.
"Timmy might get out of control without me here," Allie said. If it works for Rose, she thought, it'll work for me.
"Get them out of here!" The Blue Man shouted. Esther started to shepherd them toward the door, but they were ahead of her. Allie squeezed Timmy's hand. Good boy, she sent.
Chapter Seven
On the way back, Allie whispered to Lew, "Thanks for the idea about the drug."
Lew waved it away.
"I'm sorry about...what happened," Allie went on. She glanced at the driver in the front seat, but he seemed to be paying no attention to them. "I mean, I was surprised when you helped me anyway."
"Got to cover my bets," Lew replied. "You been practicing, up there in the country. I didn't know how good you got, though." He gave her a sideways grin. "You remember what I told you about power?"
"Yes."
"Well, you got some. I wanna be on your side. You got somethin' else to think about right now, though."
"What?"
"How you're gonna get the doc to go along with your plan. What you gonna tell him? Or do you just plan to freeze him, too?"
"No." Allie hadn't really thought about it. "Can you help?" she asked.
"Doc pays me. You know that. I need that money, for my momma, my brothers and sisters."
Allie began to try to figure out what to do as the van took them back downtown to Dr. Chill's house. As it rolled up to the curb, Lew said, "They want you to do somethin' for them, right? Don't tell them you won't do it. Tell them you can't, not that you won't. Understand?
"But how--?"
Lew put his finger to his lips. "You'll figure it out."
When the car stopped, Allie took Timmy's hand and the two of them followed Lew inside Dr. Chill's house.
Dr. Chill and Elizabeth were expecting them. The Blue Man had telephoned to let them know what happened.
"I'm very unhappy," Dr. Chill said. He did look that way, and if he hadn't spoken so seriously, Allie would have smiled. His mouth was turned down at the corners, his eyes were watery, and even his stomach seemed to droop inside the T-shirt he wore that read, CHILL'S A CHUMP. "I don't know which of you to be more unhappy with."
"Don't blame Lew," Allie said. "I made him do it."
"That seems unlikely," said Dr. Chill. "Unless your special powers have increased beyond my wildest dreams."
"No, that's not it," said Allie. "It's just...that I've lost it. I was going to run away, but I didn't get a chance. I tried to, out in the country, but Lew brought me back."
Dr. Chill and Elizabeth exchanged glances. Elizabeth said, "Allie, let me understand you. You're saying you no longer have your special?"
Allie nodded. She wasn't sure if Lew was right, but at least this was making them nervous. "When I try to do it, I just get--"
"You did have your special, in the country," said Elizabeth. "Rose told us you used it to frighten two boys."
"Yes, but that was because of the beer, I think. See, whenever I try to use it, I get thinking about my parents, and that makes me stop. And then Timmy." She looked nervously in Timmy's direction. "He wants to see his parents too. He wants me to help him. It bothers me."
Dr. Chill looked even more unhappy. "Allie, you and Timmy have always gotten along so well. What could he do that would disturb you?"
Dr. Chill's head snapped to one side, and Elizabeth flinched. They turned to Timmy. "That's naughty, Timmy," Dr. Chill said. "Mr. Wesselkamper told us you have been doing that to him. It's very, very naughty. You're making Allie afraid of you."
Allie hid a smile. She hadn't heard anything at all.
Timmy slumped to the floor and rolled himself into a ball. Elizabeth reached toward him, but then thought better of it. Allie was afraid he was going into that dark place inside his head, but then she heard, Make them jump. And she knew he was only playing.
"He'll be all right," she said. "He just wants to see his parents really bad. He won't let me think about anything else."
Dr. Chill took a deep breath. "Lew," he said, "let's step into my office for a moment. I'd like to discuss--"
"No," said Allie firmly. "If you talk with Lew, I'm leaving."
Dr. Chill looked at her, and she felt tingly. Maybe she shouldn't have said that, but then she saw that he was afraid of her, like the others only not so much. Power. That was what Lew had told her.
Dr. Chill turned to Elizabeth with an amazed look. "Did you hear that?" he asked. He was pretending to be angry, but Allie saw through the act.
"You said we could leave anytime we want," Allie said. "You said we're not prisoners here. Isn't that right? Were you lying to us?"
Elizabeth stepped forward and tried to put her arms around Allie, but Allie slipped away and headed for the door. "Don't try to stop me," she said. "If you make me mad, my special might come back. I don't know if I could control it."
"You see how it is, Doc," Lew said. Dr. Chill gave him an angry look.
Elizabeth turned to Dr. Chill. "Bert, maybe we'd better."
"Call Timmy's parents," Allie finished. "They have to come now."
Dr. Chill thought for a second and then nodded. "I don't know if I can locate them right this minute," he told Allie. "And I don't really know if I should. They've been told that Timmy's making progress." He gestured toward the floor. "What would they say if they see him this way?"
"I can make him come back," said Allie. "He just wants them to come here."
"We'll try," said Dr. Chill, and added with a touch of sarcasm, "since you insist."
He used his cell phone to call Timmy's mother, while the rest of them listened. Dr. Chill explained that they had come back to the city unexpectedly-no, nothing was wrong-but Timmy showed some desire to see his parents-yes, that was strange, but it was best to take advantage of the opportunity-well, if his father was in an important meeting, perhaps she could come alone.
Dr. Chill looked a question at Allie, but she shook her head firmly. He hesitated and then went on: it would really be best, given Timmy's current condition-no, he was in the best of health as always, there was no medical emergency-it was just that this opportunity might not recur if we don't take advantage of it. Would she try? He was sorry for the inconvenience.
When Dr. Chill finally hung up the telephone, he wiped his face with a handkerchief. "She's coming," he said. He had an angry look on his face and started to direct it at Allie, but then thought better of it. Looking around for someone else to be angry at, he settled on Lew. "We will, eventually, talk about this," Dr. Chill told him.
"Lew didn't do anything," said Allie.
"He's supposed to," replied Dr. Chill.
"I know," said Allie. "That's his special, isn't it?"
No one replied. After a moment, Dr. Chill said, "Elizabeth, you haven't said anything to Allie, have you?"
Elizabeth shook her head slightly.
Dr. Chill sat back in his chair and crossed his hands over his stomach. "Let us discuss Lew later, Allie. There is a more pressing matter. Timmy's mother, and possibly his father, are on their way here. I must require you to tell me what you plan to do when they arrive."
"What Timmy wants me to do," she said.
"What is that?"
Allie pressed her lips together.
"Allie," Dr. Chill said, "I don't think you appreciate our position. Timmy's parents have sent him here to be helped."
"But they don't know what you're doing to him, do they?" she asked.
"What are we doing to him?”
"You're training him for the government. To be a radio."
"Allie." It was Elizabeth now, speaking softly, persuasively, as she always did. Allie knew that Elizabeth had a special too, something like Rose's limited ability to read minds, not as strong as Timmy's. Allie had to be careful. She had to put her plan completely out of her mind, so that Elizabeth couldn't guess what it was.
"Allie," Elizabeth said again, "I've told you that Timmy already is...like a radio. We're just trying to help him control it, just the way we've helped you to control your special. Timmy is unhappy because he can't control the thoughts he receives. Believe me."
"Why don't you tell his parents that?"
"Is that what you're planning to do?" asked Elizabeth. "Have you thought about how they would react?" Elizabeth paused. "I don't know if you remember your own parents, but they put you in the psychiatric hospital because--"
"Because they were afraid of me," Allie said. "I know. I know it now, because Auntie Mims helped me remember." There. She'd said it.
"Who is Auntie Mims?" Dr. Chill asked.
Allie put her hand over her mouth. She wasn't supposed to tell where they were hiding after they had rescued Rose. She glanced at Lew, but he shrugged. "It doesn't matter," Allie said. "The point is, I know a way to make Timmy not be afraid of his parents. I've figured it out." She pointed to Lew. "And you can't tell them."
Dr. Chill and Elizabeth looked at Lew. "Honest to God," he said, spreading his hands. "I haven't got the slightest idea what she's talking about."
Back at the house in Greenwich Village, Rose was getting angry. Wesselkamper was all eager to talk to Jay. Just because Jay knew all this stuff about the device. Wesselkamper had called a couple of other people upstairs, and they were letting Jay just take over the place. Every time he sat down at one of their little computer screens, he just started tapping keys and everybody oooed and ahhed like he was their little genius.
Big deal. They didn't know he was practically a machine himself. He could tell what any of these things could do just by touching it. Sort of like Timmy with people.
Rose knew what people were thinking too. She did it best with Allie, because they were like sisters. But now Allie had blocked her from seeing what her great plan was, and she had gone off with Lew. They were all sweetsy together.
Leaving Rose behind. That's how much anybody cared about Rose. She was on her own, the way she always was.
Rose had lied for Allie, telling Wesselkamper that they weren't going to move the device today. When he found out she had lied, he wouldn't think she had a special. Then nobody would pay any attention to her ever again.
Rose looked at the monitor that showed the house where the device was supposed to be. She thought back to when she held Timmy's hand, and through him she could tell what everybody inside was thinking. Maybe she could do it by herself if she tried.
She started to understand why Timmy was such a mess. It was like trying to find the beginning and end of one strand in a bowl of spaghetti. But somewhere in there, somebody must be thinking of when. When the device was really going to be moved.
They were excited about something. Rose could tell that even if she didn't understand the language. And then she saw the device. Somebody was putting it into a briefcase. And everybody started putting on their overcoats.
Oh, no. There was really going to be trouble over this. They were getting ready to move it someplace, right now. Allie couldn't get back in time to stop them.
Rose turned, and started to tell Wesselkamper. But then she stopped herself.
Maybe she could save everything. Then they'd pay attention to her. Rose saved us, they'd say. Rose saved the whole plan.
Except...how was she going to do that?
Chapter Eight
Dr. Chill was upset again. Allie had told him he couldn't be there when she and Timmy met Timmy's parents. "Lew can stay, if you're worried," she told him.
"That hardly eases my mind," said Dr. Chill. "He seems to have become your assistant. I hope you pay him well." He gave Lew a meaningful look.
"If you would only tell us what you plan to do," said Elizabeth. "We can't allow you to do anything that would alarm them."
"I'm going to show them how to help Timmy," Allie replied. "How can that alarm them?"
Dr. Chill snorted and wiggled his eyebrows.
"Would you allow me to observe, Allie?" Elizabeth asked. "I won't interfere, unless it's absolutely necessary, I promise you."
Allie hesitated. She couldn't let herself think about her plan, because then Elizabeth might read her mind. She had thought it all out before, anyway. Except that she really didn't know how Timmy's parents would react. Timmy would have to cooperate. She glanced over. He was still wrapped up in a ball. Cooperation seemed doubtful.
"Timmy," Allie said aloud. "Stop that. Get up, right now, or I won't do it?"
He unwrapped himself and stood up. Dr. Chill stared. "Incredible," he muttered.
"And you have to promise," Allie went on, "to stay that way when your parents get here."
"Don't push your luck," Lew muttered.
Timmy looked unhappy. Don't want to, he sent Allie.
"You have to," she told him.
No reply.
"Allie," Elizabeth said, "If that is your plan, you might have trouble controlling Timmy. You've already seen how he reacts to his parents."
"Yes, but now I know why," she said.
"Well, then you've discovered something we haven't been able to," Elizabeth said. "I really would like to be there, just to observe. If Timmy's parents are angry--"
Allie thought about it. She knew already that Timmy's parents would be frightened, and probably angry. She shrugged. "All right," she said.
"And of course, I'll be there too," said Dr. Chill.
"No," Allie said firmly. "You can find out about the white room. They have one at the house where the Blue M--, I mean, Wesselkamper took us. Find out how to make one. Timmy talked when we were inside."
"Timmy talked? Out loud?" said Elizabeth. She clearly found it hard to believe.
"It was because of the white room," Allie insisted. "Jay knows about it. Call them and talk to Jay. It's important."
The doorbell rang. Allie stood up. "We'll go in the front room," she said. She had it all figured out. Now if everybody would just do what she said. "Lew, you come with us. Elizabeth, you'll bring them in." Before anybody could object, Allie was leading Timmy into the front room. Lew followed.
She had Timmy sit down on one of the big soft chairs that Dr. Chill liked to sit and read in. The walls were lined with bookshelves, all filled. Allie sat down in another chair, and Lew started to take a seat on the couch on the opposite wall.
"Don't sit there," Allie said. "I want Timmy's parents there. Stand against the wall."
"You're really jerkin' me around huh?" Lew said. "Hey, I can walk out too, you know. You're not the only one."
She gave him a look that said, Don't make me.
"Oh, yeah, right," said Lew. "Guess I can't just walk out. Maybe I should just kneel on the floor in front of you. Pray, or something. You're playing Miss God now, or Ms. God, or is it Goddess?"
"Stop it, Lew, please?" Allie said. "I'm nervous."
"Coulda fooled me," said Lew. "Lemme tell you, though, when I get outa here, you're gonna have to run fast to catch me again." He went over by the wall. "This all right?" he called, as if he were a long distance away.
Allie didn't reply, because Elizabeth was bringing Timmy's parents through the doorway. Timmy's mother gave a cry when she saw Timmy sitting in the chair, and she started toward him. Allie stood up and blocked her from crossing the room. "Please wait," Allie said.
From the look Timmy's mother gave her, Allie knew she wasn't used to people stopping her from going wherever she wanted. It wasn't really as if she was mean, like Timmy thought. She was just so...rich-looking. She really was beautiful, not like the models Rose admired in magazines, but because she wore beautiful clothes, and jewelry, and makeup too, but not too much. Just enough.
"Just what is going on here?" That was Timmy's father, beautiful in his own way, strong-beautiful, wearing a striped blue suit that fit perfectly over his broad chest. He pulled up his cuff a little to look at his watch. It was his way of letting everybody knew that he was in hurry. That he was powerful.
Power. That was it. Just like Lew had told Allie. Power was important and Timmy's father had a lot of it.
"Timmy's sitting up, Bill," Timmy's mother said. "Look at him. His eyes are open. Timmy? Say hi to mommy?"
"Please sit down on the couch," Allie said. She wondered if she'd have to make them, just a little. But she didn't want to do that before she'd talked to them. So they wouldn't be afraid.
Elizabeth spoke up. "I think it would be best to follow Allie's suggestion. As you can see, Timmy's making progress. He feels very comfortable when Allie's here, and she's going to show us why."
"Could I just sit next to him?" Timmy's mother asked. She made another attempt to get by Allie. This time, Allie had to move fast to block her, and she put her hand on the woman's arm. Timmy's mother gave her another look. She didn't need to use a special to let you know she didn't like to be touched. "In a minute," Allie said. She bit her tongue. She didn't know if she could keep that promise.
With Elizabeth's help, she was able to guide Timmy's parents onto the couch. Elizabeth remained standing. "Mr. and Mrs. Fuller," she said, "Timmy's progress is the result of Allie's help. He has become close to her. As I said...he's comfortable with her."
"Why wouldn't he be comfortable with us?" Timmy's father said, too loudly. "We're his parents."
Allie took a deep breath. "It's the way he sees you."
"How's that?" Mr. Fuller said. "Nothing wrong with his eyes. We had them checked at birth, along with everything else. Physically, he was perfect."
"He's afraid of you," Allie said.
"That's absurd," Mr. Fuller said. "Insane."
"Watch it," murmured Lew. Mr. Fuller shot him a brief glance and frowned.
"We had two nannies to watch over him from the time he came home," Timmy's mother said. "We hired a specialist in children's environments choose the furniture and wallpaper for his bedroom. It was lovely. The furnishings were from Saks. My mother sent a mechanical mobile that turned constantly over his crib."
"Too frilly," Mr. Fuller said. "Too feminine. I bought him another one with miniature sports equipment. It hung down so he could reach it and get the feel of them. He had all the toys you could think of. We spent over five thousand dollars at F.A.O. Schwartz before he was born."
"Oh, and lots more afterwards," Mrs. Fuller added. "We tried to interest him in everything. We had a stereo in his room to play music all the time, even when he was sleeping."
"Classical music," added Mr. Fuller.
"We had flannel diapers so he wouldn't get chafed."
"And a light that shone different colors on the wall to stimulate him."
"We loved him so much," said Timmy's mother. "You can't imagine. Whenever he cried, someone was there to pick him up and hold him, talk to him, sing to him."
"But that was all wrong," said Allie.
"And who...are you...to tell us that?" said Mr. Fuller, looking down his nose at Allie.
She took a deep breath. "I'm his friend. He lets me inside his...lets me see..." She put her hand to her forehead. "He can send me his thoughts, and show me what it was like. How it felt for him."
The Fullers stared at her. She could tell they didn't believe her. She had to make them see. "It was all too much for him. Please try to understand. If you were a tiny baby, lying in a crib, and these huge, giant people were around you all the time, playing music and singing..."
"That's stimulation," said Timmy's mother. "Exercise for his mind. It was designed to help him develop."
"Yes, but he didn't see it that way," said Allie. "Do you know why he's sitting up now, even though you're here?"
"Perhaps he's getting better," said Mr. Fuller. "He recognizes his parents."
"No it's because...because I promise him that I'd do something to you."
"To us?" Timmy's mother was truly astonished at the thought.
"Oh, boy," Lew said, and Elizabeth raised her hand to caution Allie.
"Yes," Allie went on, "but it might surprise you. It might even...frighten you, so I wanted to tell you that you'll be safe."
Mr. Fuller gave a contemptuous little laugh. "She's going to throw a teddy bear at me again. I remember that from the last time. A clever trick. Did it when I wasn't looking. Dr. Chill already explained that you do magic tricks for Timmy to amuse him."
Allie nodded. "Yes. I'm glad he told you. And this is just to..." She looked at Mrs. Fuller, "...to stimulate Timmy. And it will. So don't worry."
Mrs. Fuller smiled tolerantly at Allie, but abruptly her smile turned into an open-mouthed gasp as she felt herself rise off the couch. She reached down to catch her husband's hand, but it wasn't there any longer. He had moved up too.
Their hands groped wildly in the air for each other, and then Mr. Fuller tried to stand. It didn't work. He just got higher off the floor and started swinging his arms as if he was losing his balance. But he just stood at an awkward angle, rising higher, higher...
"I won't drop you," Allie reassured him.
Then Timmy began to laugh. His parents gaped at him, but Allie didn't take her eyes off them. She knew that she could look away, as long as she kept them in mind, but she wanted to make extra sure. It would be terrible if she dropped them.
Timmy jumped out of his chair and jumped up and down, shrieking with laughter and clapping his hands. His father made a lunge in his direction, still not understanding what was happening. He thought he could just jump down, but instead he stretched out full-length in the air, as if he were swimming. Timmy pointed and howled with laughter.
"Allie! That's enough!" cried Elizabeth. She started to reach up to take Mrs. Fuller's hand, but Allie moved her out of Elizabeth's grasp.
"Don't distract me," Allie said. "I don't want to drop them." Allie knew that would quiet Elizabeth.
"I demand-" shouted Mr. Fuller in his most powerful voice, but Allie cut him off. His face turned red with the futile effort to open his mouth.
"I know just how you feel," said Lew, nodding politely in Mr. Fuller's direction.
"Do you see what Timmy's doing?" Allie said, raising her voice so they could hear her above the noise Timmy was making. "He's happy. This is what I promised him to do. He would have liked to do it himself, if he could, because see, you're so big, and strong, and powerful, and you tried to make him do so much that he...he just couldn't take it any longer."
She glanced at Timmy. He was shaking his fists at his father, giving an Allie an idea. She raised Timmy off the floor as well. Timmy didn't mind at all. He squealed joyfully as he drew face to face with his father. Now they were on an equal basis. Timmy's father looked as if he were going to explode. Timmy reached out and playfully gave him a push. Well, maybe not so playful.
"Oh! Timmy!" his mother said when she saw this. "Give mommy a hug, too, darling."
Allie gritted her teeth, hoping this would turn out well, and moved Timmy so he could face his mother. He reached out and pinched her cheek. He struggled to make some sound, only it came out as a scream that rose and fell.
"He's singing!" Mrs. Fuller said. "That's what I used to sing to him."
Well, as long as it sounds like that to her, Allie thought. That's all that matters.
Timmy's mother tried to put her arms around him, but he laughed and squirmed away from her. He pinched her cheek again. "I think..." Mrs. Fuller said, "...he must remember when I did that to him."
"You see?" said Allie. "You see?
"I was only trying to show I loved him," Mrs. Fuller said. She looked over at her husband, who was now reaching for the wall, apparently thinking he could climb down it. "Bill?" said Mrs. Fuller. "Do you think she could be right?"
He didn't answer. He was concentrating on the wall.
"I think Mr. Fuller would like to get down, Allie," Elizabeth said. "Haven't you made your point?"
Timmy, Allie thought. Can I let them down now?
NO! he sent back. Play more with them.
Timmy, I have to, she sent. I'm getting tired.
Play some more, Allie, he sent again.
Timmy, they want to play with you. They'll still play if I let them down.
NO!
Allie sighed. She hadn't figured out what to do now. "Mrs. Fuller?" she said.
"Will this last much longer?" said Mrs. Fuller. She glanced at her husband, whose face was now about the color of an over-ripe tomato. "I think Bill isn't...used to this."
"No," said Allie. "But Timmy's still afraid of you. Please don't try to grab, I mean, hug him when you come back down. OK?"
"Well, dear, I think it seems all right. He's happy now, isn't he?"
Allie shook her head. At least Mrs. Fuller wasn't afraid, but there was no telling how Mr. Fuller would react. Reluctantly, Allie lowered the three of them. She let Timmy land first, and he jumped around the room, sending Allie No, No, No, while she carefully let his parents down.
Finally Mrs. Fuller was seated on the couch again. She patted the cushion a little with her hand, to make sure, and then gave a worried look up at her husband.
Now he was stretched out flat. Allie tried to fold him up into a seated position again, but that was too difficult, so she moved him over to the center of the room so that she could lower him slowly onto the rug. Reluctantly, she released him.
He lay there for a second longer than he should have, and Allie worried that she might have hurt him. Then he got up very slowly. He brushed some fibers from the rug off his suit, and ran his hands through his hair. Then he gave Allie a menacing look. "How did you do that?" he asked. He looked around the room, as if there might be wires or something hidden in the ceiling.
"Do what?" said Lew.
Mr. Fuller whirled in Lew's direction. "You must be the one," he said. "Why are you standing there. He took a step toward Lew. "What are you hiding?"
Lew moved to one side, and gestured. "The dictionary stand."
Mr. Fuller looked unsteady. "Sit down, Bill," his wife urged. "We've got to talk to this girl."
He did sit down and looked at Elizabeth. "I think I'd like a drink," he said.
"First step on the road to major drug use," Lew commented.
The doorknob rattled. Allie realized Elizabeth had locked the door. Somebody knocked on it. Loudly.
Elizabeth said, "I'd better open it," and looked at Allie, who nodded. When Elizabeth unlocked the door, Dr. Chill strode him. He looked around and seemed satisfied with what he saw. "Ah, we're all having a good talk, I hope? But a little problem has arisen that we need to clear up. Allie, please come with me. If you're finished. And Timmy."
He went over and scooped Timmy into his arms. His parents stared. "Just have to find someone," Dr. Chill said pleasantly. "Allie? If you please. You too, Lew. Now."
He went through the doorway. Lew looked at Allie. Dr. Chill suddenly poked his head back inside, shot a smile at the Fullers, and then hissed at Lew and Allie. "It's Rose. Again. We need you."
"Maybe we oughta," Lew said. Allie nodded reluctantly and looked at the Fullers. "I'm sorry. I hope you weren't too frightened. Can we talk some more later?"
They nodded, weakly. Allie and Lew left. Elizabeth hesitated, and then said, "I'll bring a drink in just a second." She left the room and closed the door softly.
Mr. and Mrs. Fuller looked at each other. "What did we do to deserve this?" Mr. Fuller said.
Chapter Nine
Dr. Chill led them into his office, where the Blue Man was waiting. Jay was there too. The Blue Man was pacing around, trying to avoid the piles of papers and books that littered the floor. When the others arrived, he said angrily to Allie, "I hope you've had your drug, and I hope you can deliver fully on everything that Dr. Chill promised."
Allie glanced at Dr. Chill, wondering what he had promised. Dr. Chill tried to ease the Blue Man into a chair. "This will go much easier, I assure you, if you let me explain," Dr. Chill said.
"There isn't time," the Blue Man said. He turned to Allie. "Your friend, this girl Rose, has stolen the device."
Lew gave a low whistle. "But isn't that what you wanted?" Allie asked.
"Not the way she did it," said the Blue Man. "We wanted a smooth lift, that wouldn't appear we had anything to do with--something we were told you could do."
"You shoulda seen Rose," Jay interrupted. "Really cool. We watched the whole thing on a monitor. She just ran up and grabbed the thing from this dude."
"The ambassador himself," growled the Blue Man.
Jay laughed. "He started to run after her, but they didn't make him an ambassador because he was a track star. Even Doc could have outrun him." He giggled.
"It's nothing to laugh about," said the Blue Man. "The embassy has already lodged a formal protest, and we've had to notify the police and the FBI. It was only with the greatest difficulty that I have avoided involving the rest of you." He glared at Dr. Chill. "But I assure you my men will search this entire house, and I will subpoena you to disclose where you have been over the last seven weeks, unless-"
"Unless we find her, Allie," said Dr. Chill. "Right away." He turned to Lew. "I assume she has gone to wherever you hid before. This is quite serious. I want to know that location immediately. The entire project is threatened."
"I don't think Rose knows how to get there by herself," said Lew. "Anyway..." He glanced at Allie. "The people there wouldn't like a lot of visitors." Allie thought of Auntie Mims, and knew that Lew was protecting her.
"I don't care what they would like," said the Blue Man. "This is a matter of national security."
"Hey, chill out," said Jay. "It's not going to be any big prob. I told you. Allie will find her, just the way she found her the last time, at O'Malley's house." He looked at Allie. "You've got Tim here, right? Do your thing."
"Oh," Allie said. She looked at Timmy. Do you know where Rose went? She sent him. Can you find her?
He closed his eyes for a second, and then opened them wide. Rose is with bad people, he sent. People with guns. Help her, Allie. Make them jump.
She was afraid he didn't understand. No, Timmy, she sent. That was before. She's not at Mr. O'Malley's house now.
Just then, another man burst through the door of the office. "We've got her," he said to the Blue Man. "It was just like O'Malley told us. She was coming right back here. We caught her just up the block."
Lew slapped his forehead. "Oh, sure," he said. "I'm getting stupid. She wanted to take it to impress him," he said, pointing at the Blue Man.
Jay nodded. "Sure. What else was she going to do with it? She didn't have any idea how to use it."
They followed the Blue Man outside and down the front steps of Dr. Chill's house. Allie was stunned to see half a dozen police cars in the street, their lights flashing. Police were all over the sidewalk outside the house. Timmy took Allie's hand and tugged. She let him lead her through the crowd. She saw the Blue Man's assistant, Esther, in a group of people standing next to one of the police cars. There was a man shouting at her in some foreign language.
And there, in the middle of all the excitement, sat Rose in the back seat of a police car. When she saw Allie and Timmy, she raised her hands to show that she'd been handcuffed. "Can you beat this?" she shouted, and then a policewoman inside the car grabbed her and pulled her back from the window.
Get her out, Allie heard Timmy send. Make them fly away.
Allie looked around. It was impossible. The street was filled with people and a lot of them had guns. Then she gaped. The police were leading Dr. Chill and Elizabeth to another car. They were handcuffed too. Dr. Chill's face was red, and he was shouting at the Blue Man. The Blue Man wasn't paying any attention. He was talking to the foreign man. Allie could hear him. "They're the heads of the gang. They use children to snatch packages on the street." All of a sudden, he noticed Allie and Timmy and pointed. "There are two of them now." He turned and called, "Officer! Over here!"
Somebody took hold of Allie's shoulders from behind. She struggled to break free, but then heard Lew's voice. "Don't run unless you have to," he muttered. "Hang onto Tim."
But then the Blue Man saw them getting away, and ran to catch them. He was still calling "Officer!" but most of the police were occupied with Dr. Chill, who was shouting angrily and resisting being put into a police car.
The Blue Man ran up and caught Allie by the arm. Timmy started to send her a message, but she didn't need to be told. She sent the Blue Man flying backward, so hard that he slammed into the side of a parked police car. Timmy squealed with laughter as Allie pulled him along.
But the commotion drew the attention of some police, who drew their guns and began to run over. Lew raised his hands to show that he had no weapons. "Do something, dammit," he growled at Allie.
Allie took a deep breath and sent them sprawling. They didn't understand what was happening, and they got up again, looking around on the ground for whatever had made them slip. Others started running toward the scene, and she had to do it again.
It was just like when Lew would send a handful of ping-pong balls bouncing down the table at her, and she had to keep all of them from falling off.
Then she remembered the ping-pong table, and what she'd done with it to show the Blue Man.
She looked around frantically. An empty police car stood next to them. She pushed it backward-it really wasn't any harder to make something heavy move--and sent it toward the police who were running toward them. They scattered out of the way. Just because she felt like it, she flipped the car over.
Cars jump too, Timmy sent with delight. To him it was just a game. Allie brought two other cars together and rolled them onto their sides so they blocked the street. By now the police were running in the other direction.
"Keep going," Lew said. He led them down the street to the end of the block. Allie looked back. No one was chasing them now. People were standing around the overturned cars, wondering how they had got that way.
Then she saw the Blue Man, standing and rubbing his arm. He was looking straight at her, and she knew that he knew how they got that way.
"I'm really going to be in trouble now," she said to Lew. "That man in the blue suit--he's going to keep trying to catch us, isn't he?"
"Not if he knows what's good for him," said Lew.
No, Allie heard inside her head. It was Timmy. He likes you, Allie. He wants to know if you can kill people.
Allie looked at Timmy with horror. "No," she said. "Don't ever say that."
You can, sent Timmy. I know you can. If you try.
She shook her head and pulled him along. Never, ever think that, she sent him.
When they turned the corner, they found Jay waiting inside a cab. The driver was leaning forward, trying to see what all the excitement was about. "Street's blocked," Lew said calmly to the driver as he bundled Allie and Timmy into the back seat. He sat in front, next to the driver. "Better go around."
The cab started on down the avenue. "What was going on back there?" the driver asked.
"Couple police cars were in an accident," Lew said. "You know how to find Canal Street?"
"Of course I know," the driver said. "It's not far. You from out of town?"
"Right," Lew said. "We're here with our school for a science fair. Somebody told us you could get electronic stuff cheap down there."
"That's right. I'll show you where there's a real good place. The owner's a friend of mine. He'll give you the best deal on the street. Tell him Freddy brought you there." The driver looked in his rear-view mirror. "That little kid don't look old enough to be in high school."
"He's my science project," Jay said brightly. "I've got him trained so he can read minds."
"Yeah? I read about a kid like that in the National Enquirer. You putting me on?"
"No, he really does, no lie," Jay said. He turned to Allie. "Timmy turned on?"
"I don't know." Allie wasn't sure this was a good idea, but she sent Timmy, What's the driver thinking?
Immediately, Timmy sent back, Bad man. Taking us to place where people cheat us. Sell us broken machine.
In spite of herself, Allie giggled. Jay and Lew looked at her.
"He think of something funny?" the driver said.
"He thinks you're going to take us to a store where they'll cheat us," Allie said.
The cab swerved as the driver jerked his head around to look at Timmy. "Watch it," Lew said.
The driver turned his eyes back to the windshield and honked his horn at a bus he had nearly hit. He laughed a little. "Aw, that's just what all you out-of-towners think about New York. It's a better place than that, really. Nobody'll cheat you here." He turned to look at Timmy again.
"You should see her science project," said Lew, winking at Allie. She shook her head. The driver stepped on the gas and ran through several yellow lights in a row. He pulled the cab to the curb and said, "This is Canal. The best place is Goofy Gus's. Right down there on your left. Tell him-"
"We know," Lew said, opening the door. He looked at the taxi meter. "Three dollars and fifty cents, right?"
"Yeah, but you're supposed to tip the driver two dollars minimum. That's a law. Part of the fare."
Lew handed the driver four singles as the rest of them got out of the cab. "You ever hear of the Taxi and Limo Complaint Board, Freddy?" he asked.
The driver cursed, snatched the money from Lew and squealed his tires as he drove away.
"Well, he'll for sure remember us," said Jay.
"Don't matter," Lew said. "We're not sticking around here. Go down this street." He pointed to a narrow street heading in the other direction. "We've got to lie low till we can figure out what to do."
"Why don't we go back to Auntie Mims' place?" asked Allie.
"Not in the daytime," Lew said. "Too far, and we'd be noticed on the street up there. People need money. They'll turn us in if there's a reward."
"A reward. Great," said Jay. "Think they'd pay me if I turned myself in?"
"You better hope they don't put you in the same cell with the Doc," said Lew. "I saw him, and he's ticked."
Chapter Ten
As they walked farther down the street, the neighborhood changed. All the store signs here were written in another kind of letters. At almost every store, people stood on the street urging you to buy whatever they were selling.
"Chinatown," explained Lew.
"We're not exactly going to blend in here," said Jay.
"Sure we will," Lew replied. "Lotta tourists come here. We're just kids from out of town for a science fair. Anyway, we're not gonna be on the street long."
Allie was fascinated. Chinatown's streets were more crowded than those uptown. Chinese people hurried past them, but it was like Lew said-nobody gave them a glance. There were lots of white people taking pictures with their cameras, and even blacks who were selling things like t-shirts and baseball caps.
Best of all there were half a dozen restaurants on every block, each one with pictures of food in the window. Allie didn't recognize any of the food, but the smells that came from inside reminded her that it had been a long time since she had eaten anything.
She was glad when Lew led them inside one of the restaurants. Most of the tables were unoccupied. They had clean white tablecloths and little teacups in front of each place. A fat Chinese woman emerged from a doorway in the back. "Ah, Lew," she said with a smile. She made his name sound like "Looo." "Long time no see. You got bigger," she said.
"Yeah, May," he said. "You got thinner."
She laughed loudly. "This boy, such a liar." Her eyes twinkled.
"We gotta see Jimmy," Lew said. "He around?"
"Upstairs," May said. "I better tell him it's you. He's careful about visitors."
"I know," Lew replied. "We don't want any, either."
The woman laughed again, and picked up a phone on the wall. After a second, she spoke rapidly in what Allie guessed must be Chinese. She nodded at Lew. "Jimmy wants to know who your friends are."
"Tell him they're friends in need."
She nodded, and spoke into the phone again. She hung up and gestured toward a stairway in the rear of the restaurant. "He says he understands. You can go up."
The stairway was dark and narrow, and they had to walk single file. When they reached the top, Lew knocked on a metal door. Allie could hear it opening on squeaky hinges, but she couldn't see who opened it. Lew stepped over the threshold, and the others followed. Timmy reached for Allie's hand and held it tightly. Allie sensed, rather than saw, another man ahead of Lew.
They went down a hallway that was in total darkness. Finally, the man in front opened another door. A dim light from within outlined the doorway. The man quickly stepped aside, and gestured for Lew to enter.
Allie followed and saw a small man seated behind a desk that almost hid him. The only light came from a small lamp on the desk, and the man's face was in shadow. The walls and windows were covered by heavy tapestries with mountain scenes painted on them. The man stood up and said something in Chinese. He leaned across the desk to slap palms with Lew.
"My man," said Lew.
Allie's eyes widened. When the man leaned forward, the light shone on his face, and she could see he was really a boy, not much older than she was.
"Jimmy, these are my friends," Lew said.
Jimmy stepped back into the shadows, but Allie could see the flash of his eyes flickering over her. "Lew's friends are my friends," he said. "You wish to stay?"
"Not too long, I hope," Lew said. "We got in a little trouble."
Jimmy looked at Timmy. He raised one eyebrow. "Very much trouble?" he asked.
"Aw, you know, wrecked a few police cars, stole national defense secrets...minor stuff like that."
Jimmy laughed and sat down again. "It was impolite for me to ask about your business. There is plenty of room here. Friends in need...I remember."
"I knew you would," said Lew.
"You still working for that doctor?" Jimmy asked.
"I think I lost my job," said Lew. "Last time I saw Doc, he was in handcuffs."
Jimmy nodded. "I knew there was some kind of scam. There had to be something for you to leave your gang. They haven't done well without you." He waved his hands. "No fighting with my people. But yours need a leader." He eyed Lew.
"Yeah, well, we all have to grow up sometime," Lew said. "Get into something safe."
"You are safe here," said Jimmy.
"Is it safe to get something to eat?" Jay interrupted.
Jimmy nodded. "Of course. There are private rooms upstairs. May will bring you something." He looked at Lew again. "You need any help, I can make some calls."
"I don't think we'll need that kind of help," Lew said. "We'll talk about it. Oh, but we could use some paper."
"Paper?" said Jimmy. "IDs? Documents?"
"No, just some paper to write on. A few sheets."
"Oh, you just want paper. I got plenty of that." Jimmy turned and took a few sheets of paper from a computer printer. He handed them to Lew and asked, "You as good at writing as you were at fighting?"
"Writing's the way rich people fight, Jimmy," Lew replied.
"Yeah? You rich now?"
"Naw, just got an idea."
"Well, let me know whatever you need." Jimmy grinned. "As long as it's cheap."
Jimmy's man took them upstairs to a room with two beds and some other furniture. Allie sat on one of the beds with Timmy. The blanket was smooth and clean. She liked the feel of it.
"This is silk," said Jay, touching the blanket on the other bed. "Luxury rooms." He looked at Lew. "Safe, too. So what's the paper for?"
"For you," said Lew. "You saw that drawing of the machine at Wesselkamper's. Can you make a copy of it? A real good copy?"
"No problem," said Jay. "But I can't build the thing without parts. It's no good by itself, even if I did build one. You need a weapons system around it." He began to think. "If we got a CD player, that would give us a laser..."
"Wait a minute," said Allie. "Aren't we going to try to get Rose and Elizabeth and Dr. Chill out of jail?"
Lew looked at her. "How would we do that?"
"Well..." Allie said, "the same way we got Rose away from O'Malley before."
Lew grinned. "You're up for anything, aren't cha? Knock a few police cars around, and you figure you'll crack open the jail next. I'm stickin' with you. When you rule the world, maybe you'll give me a little part of it. I got dibs on Brooklyn."
Allie felt her face redden. "So what are you going to do? Get Jay to build one of those laser things?"
"No, no, no. See, we need something to make a deal with. They didn't figure that Jay could just look at what they showed him and then make a copy of it. When they find out we got a copy on paper, they'll deal with us."
"Or maybe just throw us in jail too," said Jay.
"Rose isn't going to like being in jail," Allie said stubbornly. "Timmy could find her."
"Don't need Timmy for that," said Lew. "They don't put kids her age in a real jail. They'll take her to Spofford. The Youth Offender Center. I could get her out of there without help from you. You can practically walk out."
"Why did they arrest her, anyway?" asked Allie. "That Wesselkamper knew she only took his stupid device because she thought he wanted it. She was bringing it right to him."
"Yeah, but she didn't do it smooth, the way you could. He's got to make a big show so the ambassador really thinks it was just a gang of kids stealing his briefcase."
"By arresting Dr. Chill and Elizabeth too?"
"Makes the story sound even better. We'll find a TV downstairs. I'll bet the whole thing's on the five o'clock news."
It's called deniability," said Jay.
"What's that mean?" Allie asked.
"Like when the CIA or somebody sends an agent to do an illegal job. If he gets caught, they never heard of him. Deniability. See it on TV shows all the time."
"But Dr. Chill told us the government makes the laws," said Allie. "It wouldn't do anything illegal."
"What'd you think they wanted you to do? Move furniture?"
Allie remembered what Timmy had said the Blue Man was thinking. He wants to know if you can kill somebody. She knew Lew was right.
"All right, then," Lew said. "Let's see. They had to give the device back to the ambassador. What's he gonna do, Jay?"
"Got to take it back to the embassy. Check it. Make sure they didn't pull a switch on him."
"How long that take?"
"Oh...a day anyway. Depends."
"So they won't move it till tomorrow. We got time, then."
There was a knock at the door. Lew opened it. May brought in a large tray of food, and set it on a table. Allie gasped as May lifted the lids from each platter. "There's so many kinds!"
"Chinese meal," explained May. "Good to have many kinds of food, for balance. Yin and yang. Some hot--" She pointed. "--some mild. No, no," she said to Timmy, who had picked up a little biscuit that looked like a hat. "Save that for last. Fortune cookie. Tell your future."
"See?" said Jay. "Our future's right there. We don't need Rose."
Timmy picked up a sticky-looking dumpling from another plate and popped it into his mouth. He broke into a smile as he tasted it.
"Use chopsticks," said May. "Like this, eh?" She showed him. "That's why all Chinese food is in small pieces. Pick up one at a time."
Allie shook her head. "He's just getting used to spoons, and now chopsticks."
"Yeah, he plenty cute," said May, watching Timmy gobble something off each plate with his fingers. "His parents want him back. They give you ransom all right, Lew."
"Ransom?" said Lew. "What're you talking about?"
"No secret. We see on TV. Jimmy laughed. He say he understand. You write ransom not now, eh?"
"Oh, wow," said Jay.
"It's not like that," said Allie.
"Oh, yes," May said, nodding. "His father big rich lawyer, eh? They know who you are, though." She pointed. "You Allie. You Jay. And you big kidnap gang leader Loooo." She went out the door, laughing.
Lew groaned, but Jay pulled a chair over to the table and started to eat. "Hey, gang leader," he said between mouthfuls. "You know how to pick your Chinese restaurants."
Lew shrugged and sat down. Allie joined the others at he table. She saw that Lew knew how to use chopsticks, and she tried to imitate her. It was awkward, though. Things kept falling between the sticks before she could get them to her mouth.
She kept looking at Lew to get the hang of it. "Smooth," he had said about the way she could move things. But he was the one who was really smooth. He seemed to be at home everywhere. She only felt at home when she was with Lew and Rose and Jay and Timmy.
Now Rose was in jail. Allie knew she was hating it, even if it was only a youth offender center. But it made Allie afraid too. Because she knew if the Blue Man caught her, he'd put her in jail too. Allie didn't think she could take it. She'd get out of control again. She didn't want them putting her in a strait jacket again, or strapping her to the bed.
"You're not eatin'," Lew said. "Gotta eat. Use a fork, if you want. May brought some."
"I'm not hungry," Allie said. "I'm afraid."
"Lemme tell you something," Lew said. "Never, never tell anybody you're afraid. Gives them an edge, see? 'Course you're afraid. Everybody gets afraid. But you never show it."
"You don't get afraid," said Allie.
He showed his teeth in a smile. "Sometime I'll tell you what happened when I got to be friends with Jimmy. I was afraid then. And I think he was too."
"Tell us. I want to hear," said Allie. "Did you really have a gang?"
"He's got a gang right now," Jay said. "You and me and the little guy."
"Yeah," said Lew. "People gang so they have friends. You need friends. But right now...we need another friend." He nodded toward Timmy. "His father. He's a lawyer. Sure, I knew that. Stupid. I forgot about it. Know what lawyers do?"
"Yes," said Allie. "I've seen them on TV. They keep people out of jail. Oh," she said, understanding. "You think he could get Rose out of jail?"
"Yeah. TV shows are about courtrooms. But most lawyers never go to court," Lew explained. "They do their real work outside the courtroom. They negotiate. And that's what we need. Somebody to negotiate for us."
"There's this little problem of our kidnapping his son," Jay pointed out.
"That's just negotiation too," said Lew. "He knows we didn't kidnap Timmy. Did I tell you what Allie did this afternoon?"
"With the police cars?"
"No, before that. She sent Timmy's parents up to the ceiling."
"Oh, I'll bet they were really thrilled about that."
"Not real wild at the time, no, but I think they got the idea. Timmy laughed."
"With his parents in the air?" Jay giggled, just thinking about it.
"Timmy was in the air, too," Lew said.
Jay looked at Allie. "You had them all in the air? At once?"
"Yes," she said.
"I wish I'd been there," said Jay.
"But it was only to show them," Allie explained, "or really to show Timmy that he didn't have to be afraid of them. I found out why he doesn't like them. Oh, and another thing. That white room, at the-at Wesselkamper's house?"
"Yeah, don't make me explain it again."
"But could you make one?"
"I guess. If I had the equipment. But we don't want to shut down Timmy. We might need him."
"But his parents do," said Allie. "If he couldn't hear everybody else's thoughts, he could go home."
No go home! Stay with you!
"Now, Timmy," said Allie. "We'll make it all right for you. Don't worry. I'll help."
"Yeah, Tim," said Lew. "She'll send your folks in the air again. You'd like that, right?"
Timmy nodded eagerly.
"Good," said Lew. "Leave it to me. Just don't bust our brains, O.K.?"
Timmy smiled.
Jay looked skeptically at Lew. "You're going to invite Timmy's parents for another session with Allie?"
"We'll see," said Lew. "I'll negotiate it." He stood up. "I gotta use Jimmy's phone."
As Lew went out the door, Jay called after him, "He's the negotiator, not you, remember."
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