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Intro










	Aeril sat across from her younger brother at the dinner table as she
always did.  Her father sat at the head of the table to her right, a
spot that was left empty on more occasions than she knew it should
be.  Her mother, who sat across from her dad and to Aeril's left had
told her that her father's job was only for four years and that Aeril
should feel privileged that her dad worked for the President of the
United States.  At age 12, Aeril understood the importance of such a
job, but she really didn't care.  She wanted her dad to be home more
often than not.  She didn't want him around 24/7, but a hell of a lot
more than two or three nights a week.


	As expected, Aeril's dad tried to engage his children in
conversation about their lives, a task that was proving harder and
harder to do, especially with Aeril.  This night was no exception.


	The dinner plates were being cleared from the table when out of the
blue Aeril froze still for a brief moment.  She then looked up at her
dad with a cold look in her normally soft blue eyes and told him that
she had a surprise for him.  Without asking to be excused from the
table, Aeril left to fetch her gift.  Both dad and mom looked at each
other wondering about Aeril's sudden action.  It wouldn't take long
for them to see what the surprise was.


	By the time Ariel returned to the table, her family was eating cut
apples for dessert.  Aeril's brother was the first to see her walk in
with a Colt .45 in her right hand, pointing it directly at her
father.


	"Cool," her brother began to say, "where...."


	A piercing gun shot could be heard as Aeril's father fell forward in
his seat with his head falling into his dessert plate breaking the
dish.


	Aeril's mom jumped up at that moment looking between Aeril and her
dad in shock at what just happened.  Before her mother could pull her
thoughts together, Aeril turned the gun on her and fired. Another
thumping sound could be heard as a body fell onto the table breaking
yet another dessert plate.


	By now, Aeril's brother was under the table trying to hide from
Aeril, but that too was a waste of time and energy.  Aeril bent down,
found him and shot one round into his head as he pleaded for his
life.


	It took Aeril no more than 90 seconds to kill her family.  It would
be no more than three minutes more before she would hear the faint
sounds of sirens rushing down the Virginia roads towards her house. 
She heard the final gun shot sound as she took her own life while
sitting at the dinner table.


	Neither the Secret Service, nor the FBI, nor the State Troopers
would be able to fully understand what had happened that night.  The
Colt .45 pistol was untraceable, and other than Aeril's suicide,
there was no indication of any outside influence credited to the
family murders.  The final reports were written up in less than 30
days reporting a distraught daughter killing her family prior to
killing herself.


	This was the third time a crime like this had taken place around the
world in less than one year.  No one in the law enforcement agencies
saw a connection.  They were just sad events that happen around the
world.  An increasing aspect of today's life.












Chapter 1












	It had been 10 years since Jovan left Houston, Texas.  He had sworn
never to set foot in that swampland ever again.  But this time was
different. He was coming back as the lead act for the Cirque du
Soleil's Illusions Fantastic show.  This was a position that he had
worked his way into two years previously and he was now enjoying all
of its benefits.


	The show itself had not changed much in its presentations, still
doing a tent in a parking lot, selling tickets to the show from $25
to $75 each.  The atmosphere had remained the same, yet the overhead
had always increased with each show’s specialty.  In this case,
the main star was worth every penny to the show’s producers in
Canada.


	Word about Jovan had spread so quickly when he joined the troupe
that the producers had to change their normal one-year tour into a
two-year tour of the U.S. and a year in Europe.  Jovan was now on his
last year in the U.S.  He had already been to Washington, D.C., New
York, Chicago, Seattle and all the major cities of the West Coast and
Southwest.  He was working his way along the South to Florida, then
North and again West to middle America as he wrapped up his tour. 
Houston would have been a one-week stay, but now it was a two-week
visit, which he could not wait for it to be over.  Just being back in
Texas sent his skin crawling with revulsion and dread.


	The only good that came out of living in Texas for 6 years was
meeting Phillip.  If it weren't for that chance meeting as they both
sat in prison, Jovan would not be the super star he was today.


	Jovan snickered at that thought, as he looked at himself in his
dressing mirror while he applied his makeup.  Phillip would die of
pure agony if he really knew how Jovan was using his powers.


	With a steady right hand, Jovan applied the mascara on his eyes as
his thoughts continued to wonder on about poor Phillip.  What ever
did happen to that poor soul?  The last he saw of him was in Houston
the night Jovan chose to skip out of town.  Oh, that poor man,
pleading with him not to run, not to throw away all that he had
learned.


	"Jovan," Phillip began in his soft slightly feminine
voice, "you've got one year left on parole, don't screw it up
now."


	"Listen to you, Phillip," Jovan said back to him in his
thick New York accent.  "You think I give a damn.  Man, you
don't know shit."


	"Don't give me that crap.  You've lasted this long, what's
another year?"


	"Fuck man.  A year is a year too much.  I can't stand this town
and all its crap.  Man, there ain't nothing to do here.  I'm in some
piss ass job going nowhere.  I'm dying here.  I'm not you, man.  You
just fucking don't get it."


	"No, I guess I don't," Phillip said as he took a deep
breath to clear his thoughts.  He knew deep down within himself that
this had to happen.  He had to chuckle at the thought that his friend
had lasted this long in this town.  "Just promise me that you
won't get caught up in something.  OK?"


	"Hey," Jovan said in a long stretched out tone, "you’re
talking to me..."


	"Exactly," Phillip responded with a slight chuckle as he
turned to look at Jovan.  Phillip laughed again at the thought of
Jovan staying out of trouble.  One could only wish that those they
love would stay out of trouble, especially when they knew how prone
they were to finding or creating trouble.  Jovan was just one of
those people.  Forever outspoken regardless of what anyone else
thinks or feels, he will always say it, the way he feels it or sees
it.


	"...I'll do my best.  Besides I have such a better
understanding of the Universe now thanks to you."


	"Well, use that knowledge wisely."


	"Eh," responded Jovan with a shrug of his shoulders to
indicate it wasn't a big deal.  No problem for him.


	"Where will you go?"


	"I'm heading west to L.A. To catch up with an old friend and
before you say anything, he's a cool cat from years back.  Before I
got into trouble, so he's cool.  'K?"


	"Hey, you’re on your own now.  I did the best I could
with you."


	"And I 'preciate it man.  You've kept me out of trouble a few
times."


	"As you did for me in prison."


	"What's a boy supposed to do for his buddy?"


	"When are you leaving?"


	"Actually, I'm packed and ready to go."

	“So
soon?

	"Yeah.
 The sooner I get out of here the better.  You know what I mean?"

	"Yeah,
I guess so," Phillip walked across the living room to stand next
to Jovan.  "You need anything?"


	"Nah.  I'm cool."


	Phillip reached out for Jovan to hug, and as they had done since
their release from prison, they gave each other a strong bear hug. 
Unlike the others, this one would last for a few minutes.


	"I'm going to miss you," Phillip whispered into Jovan's
left ear.


	"Yeah...well...good.  Maybe now you'll find someone to settle
down with."


	"Is that why you’re leaving?"  said a shocked
Phillip.


	"No man, I got to go," Jovan paused as he thought of what
to say to keep things cool, "I'm just saying it's time for you
to find a man and settle down, that's all."


	“Jovan, you fool.  You really think that's what I want in my
life?"


	"Well, hell Phillip, you've been single since you got out of
prison."


	"Not because of you!"


	"You sure man?  I've often wondered if you...well, you know..."


	"Oh please.  You’re cute and sexy in that European sort
of way, but NOT that way to me."


	Silence fell between the two of them as they looked at each other
sizing each other up to see who was bullshitting whom.


	Finally, after they both realized that enough had been said, they
decided it was time for Jovan to leave.


	"Keep in touch Jovan.  Don't forget my house is always open to
you."


	"Yeah man, I know."


	Phillip extended his hand to Jovan as they stood at the doorway. 
Jovan grabbed it hard and pulled Phillip close to him for a final
hug.


	"Thanks man.  I owe you," Jovan said in a low voice.


	"We're even man," Phillip replied as Jovan pulled away.


	Phillip stood there and watched Jovan walk down the walkway to his
car.  He knew then that Jovan had never really understood what he had
been teaching him over the past few years.  No matter how much it
hurt Phillip’s heart to see Jovan walk away, it hurt more for
him to realize how he had failed Jovan.


	Phillip closed the door and leaned against it with his back, as a
tear of sadness rolled down his cheek.  It was at this point that he
swore to do a better job.  To help kids who were as gifted as Jovan
was to stay clean and to work with their powers in a positive life
giving way.


	Jovan never knew how Phillip felt that night.  For him, it was a
matter of getting free of the noose that had been placed around him
in a snug fit ever since he had arrived in Texas.


	He knew his powers were good and getting better with practice; it
was just how he could use those powers that he fully didn't
understand.  He had a rough idea, one that would need to be worked on
in time.


	As Jovan looked into the mirror for the final time, he made a few
faces at himself as he would to the audience during the show. 
Everything was ready.  Now it was time to check on his team.  It was
show time.















	This show of Cirque du Soleil had all the standard features; exotic
music, exotic costumes and unique acts.  Jovan was a perfect fit for
this circus.  He had always been an actor of sorts, from his
boisterous story telling, his crazy dancing and his flamboyant
talking to anyone within twenty feet or so.  It would be to his
lifelong admiration of Jerry Lewis that Jovan owed a great deal of
his inspiration and antics.


	In his act, he used his six protégées and one child
from the audience to play his wild games.  He loved the attention,
the applause, the money, but it would be other things that kept him
going on the circuit; things that only a small number of people would
ever know or understand.


	The house was packed, as it had been for the past two years.  Each
person, sitting on their cold hard seats, entranced by the spectacle
of achievement each act would display.


	The show had reached the final act that would leave audiences
speechless for days.  Jovan was standing back stage ready to make his
appearance.  The last act was coming off center stage, the music was
segue into Jovan's number, the lights went dim… it was time.


	When the lights began to come up in a slow pace to match the music,
the audience saw three figures hanging high above the floor and three
figures on the floor. Each one was a bright color from the rainbow;
red, orange, yellow, green, blue, purple.  The three above began to
lower themselves down the ropes in a variety of speeds, positions and
angles.  It was the bottom three that the audience’s attention
was drawn to as they did a variety of acrobatics working their way to
stage right, the audience’s left.  The announcer’s voice
boomed over the speakers, first in French and then in English,
"Messieurs and Mesdames, Cirque du Soleil is proud to present,
JOOVVAAAANN."  It was a simple introduction spoken with great
flair and drawn out by the announcer with great care.


	A spotlight went on as a multi-colored man dressed as a rooster
stepped out from behind the side curtain.  Jovan had feathers
attached to the backside of his costume in the same colors as his
team members.  The feathers were made of ostrich feathers, but dyed
to match the other costumes and measuring no less then five feet
long, allowing for at least two feet to extend above his head.  On
his nose was a two-foot long beak in a bright red color, strapped to
his head.  Under his chin was a yellow and orange waddle to further
accent the look.  His arms were covered with small feathers in a
variety of the six colors already displayed.


	Jovan had been able to maintain a strict diet and did plenty of
aerobics to maintain a tight, hard body, which was covered by a black
Lycra suit from his neckline all the way down to his toes, where he
wore simple yellow slippers.  The black suit allowed the colorful
feathers to shine brighter and bolder in the spot light.  He always
had to have the spot light, the attention.  Jovan had never changed
in that respect.


	The children already knew that Jovan would pick one of them from the
audience to help in the show’s performance.  As expected,
hundreds of small hands would go up into the air trying to get his
attention. Each one wanted to be a part of the magic.  However, on
this particular day, as with all first acts in a major city, Jovan
had pre-selected the child weeks in advance.  On this particular
night, it would be a ten-year old boy, the grandson of George M.
Reinhart, the President of a major oil company.

	The
seats had been pre-arranged and Jovan had confirmed earlier that
little Zachary had arrived with his parents.


	With grace and a musical step, Jovan walked to Zachary's seat while
his team members did acrobatics and dance moves on stage.  Within a
minute, Jovan and Zachary were on stage to continue the act.


	One of the many acts to be performed with Zachary was the simple
levitation act, floating high above the floor.  Unlike many
magicians, Jovan had no need for tables, ropes or any other safety,
or magical apparatus to create the illusion.  Jovan and his team used
their mental powers to create the illusion.


	Jovan would work with the child doing acrobats, juggling and a few
smaller things that gave the illusion of magic in the works, such as
juggling balls perfectly the first time, and then suddenly the balls
floating in space to one or several of the team members, leaving the
child looking in amazement at what was happening.  Often they would
look at their hands trying to understand how the balls or fruit that
they were just juggling all of a sudden flew up high above them, or
far to the right or left, much further than the child would expect
them to go.  Jovan would act mad at his cohorts and stomp off to get
them back; they of course would refuse to return them to him, thus
starting a battle of wills.


	With the child's help, Jovan would rise above the air to fetch the
item; in many cases, that wasn't enough, so he would wave at the
child to come and help.  The magic was in the sudden rising or
floating of the child above the floor.  The team members would tease
the child by holding the item out for him to get it.  The child in
many cases would try to walk or run in air to get it, but instead of
going forward, he or she would go backwards thus causing laughs from
the audience.


	Once in a while Jovan would chase after an item being thrown back
and forth between two team members.  Other than the obvious humor of
watching Jovan's antics trying to catch the item and running back and
forth in the air or on the ground, the highlight would come when
Jovan finally got a chance to catch an item that had been overthrown
by running into a wall.  But he would go through the wall while the
item he went to catch smashed and usually broke into pieces on the
wall.  People's first response was to laugh at Jovan's folly, but
with the item stopped and slowly sliding down the wall, people would
suddenly hush in wonder as to what had just happened.  Had their eyes
deceived them?  Jovan had gone through the wall, but the fruit or
whatever it was didn't.  How could that be?


	In the mean time, while Jovan would walk in and out of the wall
looking at the smashed fruit, his team members created fire in the
center stage with nothing in their hands.  What only a few audience
members realized was that the child, in this case Zachary, had
somehow been tied up high above the floor and was now rotating in
space as if he was on a skewer being roasted.  Jovan was still trying
to figure out what had happened at the wall while the audience began
to talk loudly as Zachary was being roasted.  Since the child had no
clue as to what was happening, fear was clearly seen in his face. 
The audience would always respond to this.  A few would begin to yell
at Jovan while pointing at Zachary.   In his comical way, Jovan would
go to the audience members to hear what they were yelling.  By this
point, his team members had brought out extremely large utensils that
they intended to use on the child; it was feeding time.


	The music had changed its tempo several times to indicate the fun,
or seriousness of the moment.  At this moment, a strong drumbeat was
pounding away as if a tribal war was taking place.  It was a very
slow, deliberate beat, as Jovan realized what was happening to the
child.  In his good-hearted attempt, he would offer himself for food.
 However, his team members would push him away or laugh at him.  This
was the critical moment of Jovan's act.  All team members had to use
their powers to keep the fire going and keep the boy rotating in
space.  It would be here that Jovan would do his true magic, the
magic that no one in the audience would ever see, or ever know what
actually happened.


	As Jovan would flap his wings and rise above the fire, he would
communicate with the child through telepathy to calm him down.  As he
silently spoke to him, Jovan would hover above the crowd; suddenly,
out of context and coming unexpectedly, a flash of light entered into
Jovan's mind.  It was a bright momentary flash of light that had
never happened in his act before.  It startled him and caused him to
fall towards the floor; this then startled his team, which caused
them to react in surprise and fear.


	Their attention was directed to catching Jovan, their mentor, in
mid-air, but this then allowed for the fire to disappear at the same
time that Zachary came crashing down to the floor.  Before any of
them could react and recover their composure, Zachary was already
standing straight up in the center of the floor, safe and sound.


	Jovan turned to the audience waving his arms at Zachary and taking
credit for the illusion of saving his life.  The audience, not
knowing anything different, exploded into cheers and applause. 
However, Jovan was scanning the audience to see who was out there,
who was it that had startled him and then saved Zachary from sure
death.  While he continued his bowing to the audience, his eyes kept
scanning the scene with no luck.


	Jovan's troupe led Zachary behind the stage as Jovan took his final
bow, before stumbling offstage, giving the audience their last laugh
of the night.

	Every
team member knew something wrong had happened out there.  They were
too afraid to say anything to Jovan.  They knew it was best to let
Jovan calm down and broach the subject on his own.  None of them
wanted to experience a verbal or mental tongue lashing from Jovan.  A
verbal one would sting badly enough; it was a mental one that caused
more harm.

	Jovan
ushered Zachary to his private dressing room quickly.  He still had
time to plant the hypnotic suggestion of calm and peace before his
parents arrived to claim him.  Quickly, he worked as they walked into
the RV.  By the time the door was closed, Zachary was out cold under
his hypnotic suggestion.  Within another two minutes, the job would
be done and no one, especially Zachary, would know what happened. 
Jovan had to take an extra 30 seconds to erase any fear that might
have lingered from the sudden, unexpected scare of him falling.  As
the door rattled from a heavy knock, Zachary was coming out of his
hypnotic state.


	Jovan opened the door on the second knock with an excited and
extremely thrilled Zachary standing next to him.  His parents were
ecstatic as well, to see him in one piece.


	Zachary launched into an hour-long speech of everything that had
happened in his 15 minutes of Circus fame.  His mother escorted him
away as Zachary's father thanked Jovan for the show and for choosing
his son.  Their video camera had caught it all on tape.


	Jovan, as always, was the perfect gentleman and thanked them for
their support of the show and for allowing Zachary to participate. 
Inside, he was actually wishing them to leave quickly so that he
could be left alone with his thoughts and try to figure out what had
happened.


	Zachary's family finally left, as Jovan closed the RV door.  Before
he could take a step away from the door, another rattle of a knock
came.  Jovan was ready to explode as he opened the door for whoever
was standing on the other side; instead he caught himself when he saw
Phillip standing in the doorway.  Jovan was caught off guard and left
speechless for a few seconds before he recovered.


	“Phillip, my man," he said in a surprised and not too
happy tone to see him.  "What brings you here?"


	"Your act of course," replied Phillip as he reached for
the door to open it.  "May I come in?"


	"Oh sure, please come in."  Jovan pushed the door back to
allow his old friend in.  "You caught me off guard."


	"Yes, well, that's why I'm here," Phillip said softly as
he looked Jovan over in his costume.  "I owe you an apology."


	"An apology?  For what?"


	"May I sit?"


	"Please do.  Here, have a seat on the couch while I take off my
costume.  Can I get you something to drink?"


	"No, I'm fine.  I won’t stay long.  I just came by to
apologize for what I did."


	"Man, I don't know what you mean.  What are you talking about?"


	Jovan stood in front of his makeup mirror as he started to remove
his costume.


	"I meant to send you a little hello during your act, but I
believe I messed you up by accident."


	Jovan, now stripped of his Lycra suit and feathers, stood facing
Phillip in a black g-string, which caught Phillip’s attention
and surprise.


	"You mean the bright light was you?"  said Jovan in mild
recognition that made plenty of sense.  It had been one of the tricks
they had learned early on in their adventure together.  It was their
way of getting each other’s attention, quietly and very
privately, in a prison full of men.

	"Yes,
and I am truly sorry for the incident."


	"Don’t be, man.  It all worked out OK," Jovan said
out loud as he silently added under his breath, “You don't know
the trouble you caused.”


	"No. Really, I am sorry for what happened.  I just hope that my
way of bringing the child down to safety didn't mess up your act."


	"You did that?  I just expected one of the team to have taken
care of it.  Thank you.  It did just fine."


	"You sure?"


	"Man, Phillip.   Would you ever know me to bullshit you?" 
Jovan looked at Phillip’s raised eyebrow and got his answer. 
"Well, trust me man, it all worked out just fine."

	"Now,
let me jump in the shower and wash up and I'll be out in a minute. 
We can catch up then."


	"Actually," began Phillip as he stood up.  "I have to
leave.  I have some people waiting for me.  I brought some friends to
see your show and they're waiting."


	"Hell, man.  We haven't seen each other in years, and you’re
running out on me.  Tell me it ain’t so?"


	"Sadly, I must.  But let's get together for lunch one day at my
house.  Say… tomorrow?"

	"Tomorrow's
bad.  We've got an afternoon show and an evening show.  The weekends
are always bad.  How about Tuesday?"


	"Tuesday it is.  I'll send a car for you say about 11 AM."


	"A car?  Have we become rich these past years?"


	"Nah.  I'll see you Tuesday," said Phillip as he opened
the door to leave.


	"Phillip.  Thanks, man."


	Phillip turned and smiled at Jovan as he walked down the steps. 
Jovan closed the door and went along his way cleaning up.  He knew
that Phillip and he would never be a perfect team on so many levels. 
But, he always did enjoy Phillip’s company.  Phillip had his
way of putting up with his antics in a non-judgmental way.  He just
let Jovan be Jovan.




















	Jovan sat quietly in the co-pilot’s seat of the Bell
helicopter as it flew N.W. from Houston.  The pilot, a young
Vietnamese girl named Sue Kim, had picked Jovan up by car at 11 A.M.
as scheduled.  It was now approaching just after noon as the
helicopter circled over a large estate, while descending onto a
landing area set behind the main house.


	Sue Kim hadn't said much during the time they had been together. In
fact, her brief statements were polite, but efficient as she guided
Jovan to the car, then to the helicopter, and now to the house.

	"Sir.
 If you follow that path it will take you to the main house.  Mr.
Dunn is waiting to see you," she said as the chopper landed with
just a slight thump on the green grass.


	Jovan could see the trail lead off into the pine trees, as he
thought that it most likely went to the house he saw a few seconds
earlier.


	"Oh, by the way sir," Sue Kim started to say as Jovan
opened his door, "I really enjoyed the show the other night."


	"Thank you," Jovan responded with a smile as he stepped
out.  He had wondered if she had seen the show.  His attempt at
trying to read her mind earlier had failed, leaving him with a
certain amount of boredom on the ride up.  With no more hesitation,
he closed the door, turned away from the machine and walked slightly
humped over onto the trail.  A couple of minutes later, he emerged
out of the pine trees to see a large three story white stone house
another 100 yards ahead of him.


	The trail had gone from grass to sand through the pines, back to
grass and then to a cement and stone walkway with short
well-manicured shrubs and perennials lining the path.  A variety of
colors and smells greeted Jovan's senses as he walked up the pathway.
 'This has got to be Phillip’s doing,' Jovan thought.  He
remembered the house those two had shared a few years ago in Houston.
 Phillip loved working in the garden and actually did grow a
wonderful collection of plants, herbs and flowers; roses of different
colors and styles were his favorites.  Suddenly, Jovan stopped and
looked at the country ground surrounding him.  With a cautious eye he
scanned the grass area, the pine trees and the walkways.  He noticed
not a single rose bush could be seen.  He knew his eyesight hadn't
failed him, so where were they?  Phillip always had to have rose
bushes around him.  And yet, there was not a one to be seen.

	"Did
you lose something?"  Phillip asked from the doorway of the
house.


	Jovan snapped back to why he was there and continued his walk to the
house.  "No Phillip.  I was just looking for something."


	"What could that be?"


	"Your rose bushes."


	Phillip smiled at the concept of his old friend remembering his love
of roses.  "They're on the other side of the house."


	"Ah"


	"Welcome Jovan," he added as he stretched out his hand to
Jovan to shake.  "I hope the flight up was comfortable?"


	"Very," replied Jovan as he took Phillips hand and
squeezed it.  Phillip pulled Jovan towards him and gave him a strong
healthy hug.


	"God, it's good to see you again."


	"You too, Phillip."

	"Come
on in and I'll show you around.  Lunch will be ready at once and we
have a lot of catching up to do."


	"A hell of a lot, man," Jovan said as he entered the
house.  "The last time I saw you was at your small two- bedroom
house in Houston.  Now look at you.  What the hell have you been
doing?'

	"Not
much."


	"Don't give me that crap, it's Jovan, not some stranger you’re
talking to.  Now, what gives?"


	Phillip led Jovan down the corridor into a large living room that
was 60' long by 40' wide and two stories tall.  The ceilings reached
in a pitched arch to the third floor with cedar beams.  In front of
them were floor-to-ceiling windows that stretched the entire length
of the outside wall.  It was at this point Jovan could see Phillip’s
rose bushes, planted in a unique hexagon shape with seven very
distinct colors planted in seven sections, with each color, red,
orange, yellow, green, blue and purple on the outside ring and white
in the center.  It took a second for Jovan to place the shape and why
it seemed so familiar to him.  Then, as his mind settled on the
design, he knew its importance.  The hexagon was the shape the two of
them had used to practice their initial meditations.  


	"The
hexagon," Jovan said quietly as he walked to the windows and
stared out looking at its beauty.


	"Yes, the hexagon.  I still use it to help people in their
meditations."


	"You teach now?"


	"Oh, from time to time.  After you left I started my career as
a spiritual teacher. But now, I attend to other things that demand
more of my time."


	Jovan turned back to his old friend and smiled.  "You never
could stay with one thing, could you?"


	"Nope.  But as you can see, it's paid off nicely."


	"Boy, ain’t no lie there."


	Phillip led Jovan to a pair of doors that led out to the hexagon
design, as he described his property and its various buildings.  



	"I bought the land about five years ago and had the house built
four years ago.  The property is a thousand acres of mixed use.  A
clumping of pine trees here and there which hides our deer colony
most of the time.  A 30-acre man-made lake filled with bass and
catfish.  No fishing allowed.  It's mostly just for ascetic use.


	"Over there, to your right and behind those oaks, is a teaching
center and the business offices.  It’s two stories tall, with
only one story above ground.


	"Back behind the house where the heli landed, you probably saw
the garage and barns.  We have a variety of vehicles to use for the
property and for my associates that live with me.  We also have a
dozen horses and other farm animals for use as needed.  We are a
vegetarian facility, so no red meat for lunch, sorry about that.  I
did, however, have Sue Kim pick up some lobster and clams for you
instead. If memory serves me right, you prefer fish anyways.  Right?"


	"Yes, I do, and thank you.  You didn't have to go through all
that trouble."

	"Yes,
I did.  You have no idea how much I'm glad to see you, Jovan."

	"Are
you still carrying a flame for me Phil?"  Asked Jovan with a sly
smile on his face.


	"Oh, please!"  Responded Phillip with a laugh.  "Like
I ever did."


	"Yeah, whatever Phillip."


	"You know better Jovan.  I got over you a long time ago.  There
was no way that I could compete against that parade of women you had
coming and going out of my house,” Phillip chuckled as he
thought back to those days.  "Hell, thanks to you, the neighbors
thought I was straight.  No one thought twice about it until I moved
away."


	"Ah, the women," responded Jovan with a large smile.  "How
I miss those days."


	"Oh, please!  Now, who’s bullshitting whom?"

	"No.
 Really.  Ever since I started with the circus back in Venice, I
don't have half as much fun as I did then.  Don't get me wrong, I do
get to enjoy the female species on occasion, but nothing like I did
living with you."


	"Well, you always knew that going with me to the gay bars
always set you up with the pretty girls."


	"Boy, did it.  And then you became a fuddy duddy."


	"Well, what can I say?  It just didn't fit my lifestyle
anymore."


	"Well, it does mine.  But I just don't get to enjoy it like I
used to."

	By
now the two of them had walked completely around the one-acre house. 
Phillip was now leading Jovan into the dining room, where two lunch
settings had been set out next to each other at the corner of the
table closest to the windows.


	The sky was partly cloudy, which allowed for the hot spring sun to
shine down on the estate.  The property was bright and full of
colors, with the lake about half a mile away, shining a deep blue.
The view was marvelous from this side of the house.


	Jovan and Phillip sat down at the long cherry wood table.  A glass
of water and unsweetened ice tea were freshly set out for the two of
them to enjoy.  Before either of them could sweeten their teas, a
young Hispanic male came out of the kitchen with two plates.  The
first had the lobster tail on it, the second was a plate of linguini
with clam sauce on it; both were set down before Jovan.  The cook
immediately walked back into the kitchen to fetch another two plates.
 One was a mixture of sautéed veggies and the other was a
plate of linguini with cream sauce for Phillip.


	With the plates set before them, the two of them dug in to eat as
they continued their talk.


	"So… Jovan.  Tell me what made you get into the circus?"


	Jovan set down his fork and picked up his ice tea as he sat back
into his chair while he contemplated how to answer Phillip’s
question.  It had been a question asked many times in various
interviews, but this time, the question was more than just trivial in
nature.  How was he going to explain to his mentor what motivated him
to join the circus?  He wasn't sure he even knew the real reason
himself.  Finally, after a sip of tea, he looked at Phillip and
smiled at him as he began his story.

	"Well,
you know how I love to be a comedian, right?"


	Phillip nodded his head in agreement, while he continued to eat.


	"Well, as I was getting use to life at Venice Beach, I was
watching the various acts that lined the strip during the day.  I was
amazed by the amount of crap acts there were and it made me wonder if
I could create an act that was simple and fun to do.


	"It took me about two weeks to come up with my act as a clown. 
With the skills you had taught me, I was able to create a few 'spell
binding' illusions with no props. Within a month, I was a hit.


	I could flirt with all the women I wanted to, and I even flirted
with the gay boys that I spotted.  But I can honestly say that it was
my act that won people over.


	"During the winter months, the strip is pretty quiet so.  I
fine-tuned my act.  By springtime, I had developed an act of
illusions that got a lot of local press.  It was sometime during that
summer that an agent for a circus saw my show.  He signed me up and I
began to travel.  Within three years I had gathered my associates and
moved to Cirque du Soleil.  That was two years ago.  The rest, as
they say, is history.


	"And you?  How did you manage to earn all of this?"


	It was Phillip’s turn to sit back in his chair to ponder his
answer.

	"Well,
like I mentioned earlier, I started my spiritual teachings right
after you left.  Which by the way, thank you."


	"Thank you for what?"


	"If you hadn't left me, I wouldn't have all of this,”
Phillip paused to drink some ice tea as he allowed the thought to
penetrate Jovan's mind.


	"I don't get it.  You were well on your way to starting your
Center before I left.  What gives?"


	"How can I put this?"  Phillip wanted to be delicate in
his words, for he didn't want to assign any blame or guilt to Jovan
for what happened.  "I felt that I had failed you, Jovan."

	"Failed
me?" said Jovan with a tone of confusion and surprise.


	"Yes.  Failed you.  See, when you left I made a pledge to do
better.  Not to fail another person, to help those like you to fully
understand their gifts.  It was that driving force that allowed me to
build the Center into what you see here today.  Everything happened
so fast, I'm still pinching myself at times to make sure it's all
real."


	"I still don't understand how you made so much money.  They
can't be paying you that much for lessons."


	"Oh, but they do.  Don't get me wrong.  You know how much I
hate people taking advantage of others, so I don't charge for my
services.  All the money I've earned is strictly by donations."


	"Phil, you've got to be joking."


	"No, I'm serious.  My classes on spirituality and God's powers
have helped thousands of people.  Remember… like you, I've
traveled around the world to share my knowledge.


	"At first, I couldn't make ends meat.  I was too wrapped-up in
setting up the classes that it prevented me from doing as many as I
wanted.  And like you, I gathered up some associates to work with me.
 They now handle the business end of it, the day-to-day operations,
while I, of course, oversee it.  But that change allowed me to hold
more classes, and, well, now I have all of this.


	"Actually, I should say the Center has all of this.  I
personally don't own any of it.  When I die, the Center will go on
with someone else leading it."


	"That will not be anytime soon, I'm sure," laughed Jovan
as he went on to finish off his lobster.

	"You
know as well as I do, no one knows when they will die."


	Jovan smiled.  He knew what his mentor was saying; yet, he also knew
a bit more.

	"Besides,
I'm no young chick anymore."


	"Oh please, Phil.  You’re just over 50, don't give me
that crap."


	"True," Phillip chewed a few pieces of the veggies before
he spoke again.  "So tell me.  What are your plans next year
when your tour is over?"


	"Ah.  That is a good question. One that I can honestly answer
by saying that I don't have the foggiest idea."


	"Really?"


	"Yep.  I've talked with my group at times, but no real answer
comes to mind."


	As Jovan spoke those words, Phillip got his first real negative vibe
from Jovan.  He had tried to probe into Jovan's mind from time to
time, as Jovan had tried with Phillip’s.  But both of them had
set up their walls of defense strong enough to keep each other out. 
Phillip had chuckled at himself for being such a good teacher to
Jovan.


	However, it was the tone that Jovan had used that set Phillip’s
mind bells off.  He could sense that his friends statement was not as
honest as it was supposed to be.


	"You have absolutely no idea what you’re going to do?"
 Phillip pushed.


	"Nope.  None."


	"Well, you can always come here and lead the Center."


	"Yeah.  Right!  Come on Phil.  You know darn well that I
couldn't or wouldn't be the right person to lead your Center. 
Hell!!!  I still drink and cuss.  Not quite the pure life you live."

	"True,"
said Phillip with a laugh.  "But, if you ever change your mind,
my door is always open for you."

	Jovan
had to admire his friend for trying to bring him back.  Or as Phillip
would say, “Trying to save him from himself.”  But, Jovan
knew better.  His way of life would never change and if his friend
really did know what he did, it would literally kill him.


	But that was not likely to happen.  His friend had taught him well
on many things, one of which was keeping his mind closed from others.
 The new generation of star children were much more adept at their
skills without even knowing it, as he had found out by mistake a
couple of years ago.  Oh, the sadness that thought brought on.  Jovan
pushed it from his mind as he finished his lunch.


	"Well Phil, your cook has done a great job with lunch."


	"Thank you Jovan.  I'll be sure to tell him later when I see
him.  What time do you have to be back?"


	"I would like to be back by 4 P.M.  That way I can freshen up
and take a nap before the show starts."


	"Well good.  That gives me about a ½ hour of your time
before you leave," Phillip stood up and walked over to a phone
on a small stand.  "I'll call Sue Kim to make sure she's ready
to go soon."


	After he spoke with Sue Kim, he then called the kitchen to ask
Rafael to bring out dessert.


	"I had Rafael cook up your favorite dessert, key lime pie."

	"You
have gone out of your way, Phil."


	"Yeah, I know, but it's been 10 years since you left.  I've
missed you guy."


	"Well, I must be honest, I've missed you too.  You always knew
how to take care of me and keep me out of trouble. Sometimes, I had
wished you were around."


	"That's sweet.  But you had to leave.  Not just for yourself
but for me as well.  You knew I wasn't going to get hitched to
anyone, and I'm sure you thought I was a bit possessive with you..."


	"A bit," said Jovan with a chuckle.


	"But I knew we would only be friends.  Damn good friends, but
just friends.  So no matter how much I wanted you to stay, you had to
leave."


	"That is true.  And look at how things turned out.  I mean
Phil, you've actually got what you always wanted.  A successful
spiritual center and you’re helping people.  That's what you
always dreamed of.  As for me, I'm famous!  I get to do something I
love doing, and making damn good money at it as well.  I can't be
happier."


	"Are you?"  Asked Phillip as he sensed that negative
feeling once again.


	"Very."


	Phillip looked Jovan over as Rafael served him a piece of key lime
pie.  He didn't totally believe his friend but he knew that he would
have to accept what he said at face value.  Jovan would have to
approach or say something to Phillip in order to get his help. 
Phillip’s time of stepping in to save Jovan ended years ago,
and no matter how much love he had for him, he knew that it was best
to leave things alone.


	"Oh, this is shit Phillip.  Rafael, this is marvelous."


	Phillip smiled at Jovan as he tore into his pie.  Watching Jovan's
boyish sense of humor and joy eating the pie would be the last image
he would keep in his mind for the rest of his life, or until they met
again.


	Phillip knew that it was moments like this that brought him as close
to being a parent as he would ever get.  He was, after all, a 54-year
old gay man, who had been out for over 35 years and without any
prospects of having any kids of his own in the future.  His six
associates were his adopted family now.












Chapter 2












	Vice President Chambers would take his annual vacation during the
last week of May, in connection with Memorial Day Weekend.  He owned
a second home in the Wyoming countryside. As usual, only his son's
family would join him.  This year would be like all the rest, with
his son Greg, and his two grandsons, Luke 14, and Charles 10, joining
the older men on an overnight hunting trip.  Over the years they were
lucky to ever bag any game; the trip was more of a male bonding
experience for them than anything else.  It was a time in his life
that the old man looked forward to each year.  He knew that his life
in politics had kept him from seeing his children grow up the way
most fathers do.  In his mind, this time helped to heal that loss.


	The first day out on the trail proved to be just as uneventful as
many others.  The group of four had hiked for four miles through the
countryside looking for a good area to pitch camp, and for signs of
wildlife.  In reality they could have gone a ¼ mile for
wildlife, but they honestly wanted to be as far away from the women
as they possibly could be.  This was a time for the men.


	The Secret Service had listed their security concerns for this trip
as very low.  Vice President Chambers had also encouraged them to
back off and let them have their space.  But knowing what their
duties entailed, the Service decided to send two agents to follow the
family at a very safe distance.  No known threats existed against the
V.P., but if anything should happen, they did need to be close enough
to help out.  Even with the knowledge of Chamber’s military
career, and his rating as an excellent shooter, they could not let
their guard down.  Thus, they had pitched their tent about 500 feet
away from the V.P.'s and stayed in total seclusion for the night. 
The V.P. was used to their presence and learned how to ignore it. 
After two years of their close presence, he had in some ways gotten
used to them.

	By
midnight that night, both camps were in darkness and everyone except
for Luke, the oldest grandson, was asleep.  Something had been
nagging at him since he had left home a few days earlier.  What it
was, he had no clue, but it seemed to keep him awake until late at
night.  Even out in the fresh country air, hundreds of miles away
from the nearest city of any valid size, Luke laid on his sleeping
bag wide-awake.  Something was calling him; he just didn't know what
it was.  Finally, by 1:00 A.M., he decided to get up and step outside
of his tent for some fresh air.  Charles was talking in his sleep,
which just added to Luke's restlessness.


	The evening air was a typical cool refreshing experience, with the
smell of pines, oaks and other vegetation.  The lack of smog was
clearly noticeable as well, as he glanced upward to see a sky full of
stars.  Luke did enjoy these trips, and wished he could go on them
more often, but his family's lifestyle did not allow for it.


	"Luke, it's time," a voice in his mind said.  It wasn't
his own little voice.  No, it was more of the voice of a man, a
stranger.  "You know what to do Luke.  It's time."


	Luke shook his head to get rid of the voice.  He thought he was
dreaming, hallucinating, something.  But it wouldn't go away.


	"Get your knife and your rifle," it said in a soft, far
from harsh voice.

	Luke
looked back at his tent wondering why he needed his knife and rifle.
He had just come out for some fresh air, and nothing more.  There
wasn't a need for either of the two items, but yet, he felt himself
walking back to his tent.


	"It's OK.  It's time for you to kill your biggest game yet. 
It's hiding just beyond the trees," the voice continued to talk
to him in a gentle and encouraging tone.


	Luke picked up his 4" hunting knife and his double loaded
.22-caliber rifle.  To nab some game in the middle of the night would
be a terrific surprise for his dad and grandfather.  They would be so
surprised by his feat of manhood.  As the thought rushed through
Luke's mind, he became more excited by the prospect.  The adrenaline
now began to pump through his body.  The scent of a kill was now in
the air.


	"Go and check on your dad and grandfather.  Make sure they are
sound asleep," said the voice, once again encouraging him.


	Luke quietly and slowly unzipped the other tent to check on the
elder men.  No other sounds could be heard beyond the deep breaths of
the two men sleeping.  He stuck his head in and saw them sound asleep
as expected.

	"Go
in Luke and make sure," the voice said.


	Luke paused at the opening at first, but then moved inside between
the two of them.  He leaned over his grandfather first, to confirm
that he was sound asleep.

	"There's
the bear.  You've snuck up on it in the cave.  Kill it before it
smells you," the voice said in a harsh and urgent tone.


	Luke thought to himself, 'It's not a bear, it's my granddad.'

	"No
Luke, it's your mind playing games on you.  It's a bear and you know
it.  Look at it Luke.  Look at how furry its head is.  How long that
nose is, and how hairy its body is."


	Luke looked at the man sleeping, but now saw an image of a bear. 
His mind had convinced him that he had found a bear sleeping.  A
prized trophy that his dad and granddad would be proud of.  He took
his knife and raised it above the heart of the bear.


	"No Luke, you might miss the heart," said the voice.  "Cut
its throat instead.  It will be quicker and more accurate.  Hurry
though; its mate will wake soon from your smell."


	With a shift in his body, and readjusting his arm, Luke sliced open
the bear’s throat.  A gush of red liquid squirted out as its
eyes flared open in horror and shock.  But before it could move
towards Luke, its life ran out of it, like the blood gushing from its
throat.


	"Now turn around and kill its mate.  Hurry before it awakes,"
rushed the voice in Luke's mind.  "Hurry Luke, it's waking up."


	Luke turned around on his heals and sliced open the other bear’s
neck.  This one also woke up in horror as it grabbed for its neck. 
The bear looked right at Luke and tried to call out his name.  But
the blood kept him from breathing properly. In seconds, it too was
dead.  Luke had managed to kill two bears in their sleep.


	In complete excitement and joy, Luke walked out of the cave and took
a deep breath of air.  He let out a high-pitched scream into the
night’s stillness.  He was a man who had just killed two bears
all by himself.


	Charles jumped up in the other tent when he heard the scream.  He
looked over at Luke's bed, only to see that he wasn't there.


	"Luke," he yelled out into the night.


	Another loud yell could be heard outside the tent.  It sounded like
Luke.  Quickly Charles got up and went out to see what was going on. 
He saw Luke on his knees howling to the dark sky like a mad man.


	"Luke, what's going on?"  Charles called out as he walked
cautiously towards him.


	Luke looked over to his brother and gave him a large toothy smile.


	"I killed a bear!"


	"What?  When?"


	"Just now in the cave," he said as he turned to look back
behind him. "Little brother, I killed two of them in there."


	Charles looked at Luke in shock as he saw his brother looking back
into his father’s tent.  He couldn't understand what he meant
by killing two bears in a cave, what cave?  There was only a tent.


	Once again, Charles looked at Luke and saw blood on his hands.  The
sudden thought of fear raced into Charles mind.  Did Luke kill his
dad and granddad?  No, it couldn't be.  He ran into the tent to make
sure.


	"Luke, you need to kill the cub.  It can't survive without its
mother," the voice spoke to Luke.  "Don't be cruel and make
it suffer.  Hurry Luke, it’s coming outside.  Hurry Luke; get
your rifle, it’s coming.”


	Luke knew it would be cruel to leave a cub alive only to starve to
death or be killed by a pack of wolves.  The voice was right.  He had
to kill the cub.  It was the right thing to do.


	He picked up his rifle and raised it up to the face of the cave.  He
could hear it rustling inside, it was coming out.


	Inside the tent, Charles stood over his dad sobbing at what he saw. 
His father and grandfather laid dead, their throats cut.  Did Luke
kill them?  No, he couldn't have.  He loved them as much as he did. 
He had to go to Luke and find out what had happened.

	Luke
had the rifle on his shoulder ready to take quick aim at the cub as
it came out.  He could hear the resettling of his paws, it was coming
out...Bang!!!…, that was the sound his riffle made when he
shot at the cub.  The bullet hit its mark dead on.  The cub now lay
wounded, bleeding at the entrance of the cave.


	A hundred yards away, the two Secret Service agents jumped up at the
sound of the rifle shot.  Without hesitation they grabbed their
pistols under their bags and began to run towards the V.P.'s camp.


	Luke walked over to the cub to cut its throat like he had done to
its parents.  He was saddened to see such a young thing die like
this, but he knew it would be far better than starving to death.  As
he kneeled down with his knife in his hand, he looked at the cub and
smiled.


	"Sorry boy, but this is best," Luke said as he raised his
arm to finish the job.


	"Luke don't.  I'm your brother, Charles," gasped the young
boy as he lay there holding his chest where the bullet had entered
just left of his heart.


	Luke looked down at the cub in confusion at what he just heard.  His
mind didn't comprehend the words.


	"Luke, don't.  Please I beg of you."


	The two agents ran onto the scene; before them, kneeling in front of
his brother, Luke held his knife high above, ready to come down to
kill him.


	"Luke, freeze," yelled the lead agent.  "Where's your
grandfather?"


	Luke looked up to see the two men approaching slowly at him, their
guns aimed directly at him.  'Why?  Were they here?'  His mind
questioned.


	"Luke, put down your knife," the agent yelled out.


	"I can't.  I've got to kill the cub, it's dying."


	"Mr. Chambers, where are you sir?  The agent paused as he hoped
to hear the V.P.'s voice.  But nothing came.


	"Luke, where is your grandfather?"


	"He's back at camp sleeping.  I killed two bears in the cave,
and now I've got to kill this cub."  Luke raised his knife
higher as he was ready to strike a final blow to the cub.  Just as
the knife started to come down, the two agents fired their guns at
Luke.


	Luke fell to his side as the knife fell short of its victim.  Both
agents ran up to Luke to check on his condition. The lead agent bent
down to get a pulse while the second agent went into the tent.


	Luke was dead, and Charles was barely alive.  The second agent came
back out and shook his head no.


	The first agent grabbed his walkie-talkie and called back to base to
inform them what had happened, as best he could from what he saw. 
None of it made sense.  At that moment, keeping Charles alive was
priority number one.  Hopefully, he could tell them what had happened
that night.  He couldn't understand what Luke had said about killing
bears and the cub.


	The second agent shot a flare up in the air to give those back at
base a reference point of where they were.




















Sitting in a dark room was a man taking deep breaths.  He was coming
out of his trance.  Another job was done.  He smiled as he thought
about the three million dollars he had just earned.  His offshore
account was getting nice and fat these days.  Retirement was looking
ever so sweet.







Chapter 3












	Phillip sat in a lounge chair on the deck at his house.  His
associates also sat on each side of him.  From this vantage spot,
they had a perfect view of the lake, as they watched their creation
spin in a controlled ballet.


	"To the left," Phillip said softly to the others.  



	The waterspout moved to their left.

	"Split,"
he commanded.


	It split in two.

	He
allowed the two funnels to float freely in the air as he admired the
strength of what was created, and as always the awe of what he and
his team could do.  It wasn't a secret in some respects, for this is
what he taught people; he actually showed them what they themselves
could do with God's guidance and spirit.


	Ring...ring..., a sharp sound came from one of the speakers posted
high above them at the corner of the house.  It was the double ring
of his very private number; a number that only a handful of people
had access to.


	"Keep doing your exercises, I'll be right back," he told
the group as he stood to enter the house.


Quickly he rushed to one of the many phone extensions in the house. 
The kitchen would provide the best privacy at the moment.


	By the third ring, he had grabbed the handset and spoke his greeting
into the mouthpiece.

	"Please
hold for the President of the United States," said a flat tone
female voice.


	"Yes, OK," he replied not sure if she wanted a reply or
not.  This was a first.  Normally an underling from his office would
call him to discuss some issue of importance.  This made Phillip
nervous and concerned.  He took a deep breath to calm himself as he
mentally started to say a quiet prayer as well.


	"Mr. Dunn, this is President Cross speaking. Vice President
Chambers was murdered last night and I need your help.  How soon can
you be here?" The tone was harsh, businesslike and very tired.

	"Four
to five hours sir," Phillip said as he took in what he had just
been told.


	"Make it sooner.  The press doesn't know yet what's happened
and we expect it to leak out within an hour, maybe sooner."


	"My team and I will be there as fast as possible, sir."


	"Good.  See you soon."  The line went dead.


	Phillip was still surprised at what he had just heard.  He looked at
his watch; it was just after 9:00 A.M.  Clearly, there was reason for
concern, as it had been over 40 years since the last death of a White
House member.  “The President did say murder?” Phillip
thought to himself.

	He
placed the phone back down in its cradle and moved swiftly to join
his team on the deck.


	"Shut it down," he said with a sharp tone in his voice. 
The tone surprised the team, for they rarely heard him use anything
but a soft-spoken tone; they realized that something had upset him.


	"Sue Kim, we're flying to D.C.  Get clearance and do what's
necessary to get us off the ground in 30 minutes."


	Before Sue Kim could get out of her seat, the others joined in
asking what was happening.


	"I'll fill you in on the plane.  We're code yellow as of right
now.  Do the proper notice with your staffs and get in gear.  Meet
back here in 15 minutes, packed and ready to go,” Phillip
turned on his heels and walked back into the house.  They had all
rehearsed for this day over the past year, ever since the White House
had contacted him to work with them in emergency situations.  Their
existence as a top assault and rescue team was listed as “Top
Secret”, ”'Need to Know” and any other code word
that the Pentagon, the CIA, the FBI and the White House could think
of.  Only 10 people outside of his staff even knew that his group
existed in this format.


	There were many in those same organizations that disliked the fact
that they were around, let alone the thought that they were pushed on
to them by the President.  The thought of X-men coming into reality
scared them even more so.  More than a few people thought of them as
mutants, freaks, and a thousand other epithets.  It was that hatred
and fear that Phillip understood and pushed him so hard to keep his
group secret.


	Comic book heroes were acceptable on paper, or even in a movie, but
if the world really knew that they actually existed, well, that was
another story altogether.  Besides, they weren't freaks or mutants…
they are simply the next level of human evolution.  Phillip often
wondered what people would really think if they knew how many of
these 'star children' actually existed around the world.  His figure,
which he himself thought was a high estimate, was nearly a million
individuals ranging from newborns to 35.  Some of them knew they were
different or special, but most didn't know how to deal or cope with
it.  In the case of the 20-25 year olds, a lot of them had just shut
it down, or sadly misunderstood what they could do, or who they were,
and now were into drugs and alcohol.  They would do anything to try
to make sense of it, of the feelings and thoughts that they had. 
They were trying to cope and deal with their differences.  It was
this group that Phillip’s heart had gone out to.

	Jovan
was the first one he had actually worked with, and learned from.  He
was the motivation that launched Phillip’s spiritual center. 
Phillip thought he had failed with him.  It was that crushing moment
of defeat that he had allowed to blossom to his current success.  His
new found team was strong and its members were ready for their first
big scale mission.  Now was the time for his work to pay off.  Now
was the time for him to redeem himself and his “Star Children”.


	Within ten minutes the team was assembled at the garage and loading
their overnight bags into the two jeeps.  A private airfield was just
two miles away, set far off on another piece of property that Phillip
owned.  No one in town knew it was his; it was shown as the property
of a corporation that had plans to develop a small airport for the
expanding area north of Brenham, Texas.  In fact, it was part of
Phillip’s master plan for his expanding enterprise and for his
secret team.


	Thirty minutes after the call, the seven-member team was loaded and
in the air.  Phillip was proud of his team’s performance so far
and let it be known by telling them so.  That was part of his
training technique, to always confirm his approval with their
actions, and to offer helpful, guiding, loving words when they failed
to meet their objectives.


	This was something that Phillip had learned the hard way during his
own lifetime.  It was also part of the spiritual growth that made him
a guru to thousands and a proud leader to his team. He had no doubt
that it was what God wanted him to do.


	Once the flight was on course and at the proper altitude, Sue Kim
engaged the autopilot of the Lear 45XR jet.  She then joined her
teammates in the main lounge to review what was going on.

	It
took Phillip less then two minutes to tell the crew what he knew.  It
was now time to open it up for discussion.


	"Now you know as much as I do… any suggestions?"


	The deafening sound of silence was all he got as the team sat there.
 The two jet engines where a muffled hum that reminded everyone where
they were.


	"Do we know where it happened?"  Asked Tamara, a 19-year
old African American girl from Smithville, Mississippi.


	"No, but we could find out," began Phillip.  "See if
you can scan Director Overstreet's mind.  You will probably find him
either in his office or at the White House.  Remember, Tamara, get
only info on the murder, OK."


	"Yes sir," she said as she closed her eyes, sat up
straight and took a deep breath.  Her mind began to call out for
Overstreet as she continued to take deep breaths.  It took her five
minutes before she found the right Overstreet in his office.  Luckily
for her he was reading the latest update from the field office in
Wyoming.  She scanned the report in his mind as he read it over.


	"I've got the information and..." she paused a second
before she went on.  "Sir, it doesn't make sense."

	"What
do you know?"


	Tamara told him what the agents’ report said.  “It was
true that Chambers had been murdered, but not in the way that
everyone had expected; assination, a lone gunman, or some deranged
lunatic.  It was by his grandson."

	"Were
there any witnesses or survivors?"


	"Yes... a survivor... another grandson."

	"Did
the report say where the grandson was?"


	"Yes, at a Wyoming Springs Hospital."


	"Who wants to scan him?"


	"I will sir," said Hakeem, an 18-year old African American
male from Chicago's Southside.


	"OK.  But be careful.  He's probably in shock and there's no
telling what you might find."


	Hakeem did the same routine that Tamara had.  Because of the
significance of who he was looking for, Hakeem found him within a
minute’s time.  It took him longer to scan the boy’s mind
due to the drugs he was on.  He was able to force a mental replay of
what happened.  When he got to that final second when Luke was shot,
Hakeem broke his trance.


	"Tamara's right," began Hakeem. "The elder grandson
did do it."  He took a deep breath before he went on.  "The
boy kept saying something about killing bears and that he had to kill
the cub too."


	"That is strange," said Phillip as he thought it over. 
"The only way that could make sense is if the boy was on drugs
of some sort."


	"I remember that they were waiting on a lab report," added
Tamara.


	"OK.  We basically know nothing for now.  The next question is…
why would the President call for us?"


	"Sir," began Rafael, "I remember reading over the
past year of similar killings happening.  In fact, didn't the
President lose a cabinet member a few months ago?"


	Phillip paused as he thought back over the past few months.  "Yes,
Secretary Horowitz was killed by his daughter while they ate dinner. 
A murder-suicide credited to drugs was reported in the paper."


	"Could this be tied together?" asked Rafael.


	"It's possible, of course.  A bit far fetched if drugs were
used in each case.  Of all people, you guys know what drugs can do to
your mindset.

	"Let's
say that they are tied together, then the question is why?  What
reason would anyone have to want to kill a cabinet member and the
Vice President?"


	One thing Phillip had encouraged was fast thinking, independent
thinking and above all else, thinking outside of the box.  But in
this particular case, politics was not their forte.  So they were
stumped at the moment.  Phillip knew that this was a challenge not
only for himself, but also for his team.  It would have to be an
issue addressed later; for now he would allow time for them to ponder
what all of this meant.


	"Courtney," Phillip turned his attention to the 19-year
old Native Indian girl who sat behind a laptop.  "I'd like for
you to scan the net for information on the Secretary and on the V.P. 
See if you can find anything of interest or of value to us.  OK?"
 Before he had finished, Courtney was already typing away on the
keyboard.


	Phillip decided to leave his team members to review what had
happened.  He moved forward to the cockpit where Sue Kim joined him
at the controls.


	Sue Kim was one of the oldest members of the team; though young
compared to Phillip, she was wise to things that even he wished he
were as well.


	"We'll be OK," Sue Kim said in perfect English.  She was a
second generation American born of a Vietnamese family whose
grandparents had immigrated to America in the 70's.  Her ability to
tap into the Universal God Source had been misread as brilliance, ‘a
high IQ’, the educators had kept saying.  It was true Sue did
test over 145 on the IQ test, the Mensa level, but what she was able
to do, move, and create in her simple way was what Phillip had
noticed.


	It took him only five minutes to convince her to join him at his
center.  Her family, however, was another thing altogether.  They
were still Buddhists and didn't take kindly to Christian viewpoints,
especially for their daughter to be in a spiritual program.  But,
with clarification of what Phillip’s program was about and how
it used Buddhist techniques, along with Muslim, Christian, Jewish,
and Hindu techniques to grow from within, they eased up a bit.


	Phillip was able to convince them that she would not lose her
principal beliefs, but to grow in a more rounded way spiritually. 
Above all else, the main focus was on God and the Universal aspect of
things, and how it affected each of us.  The stronger, more in-tune
use of the Universal power was only left to Sue Kim.  Both Phillip
and she knew that her family would never understand that concept.


	"I'm just not sure if I'm pushing you guys too hard,"
Phillip said back to Sue Kim as he stared out the window into the
mixture of blue sky above and a variety of clouds below them.  "This
may be nothing at all.  I mean, on the outside it looks like politics
as usual, nothing earth shattering."


	"Yes, but your gut says otherwise," Sue Kim looked at him
for a minute for she too knew something more was going on here.


	"True.  I just wish I knew what it was."


	The cabin door opened as Courtney stuck her head into the cockpit.

	"I
found something of interest, sir."


	Phillip got up and walked back to Courtney's laptop set up in the
rear of the plane.


	"We have talked about Secretary Horowitz's death being drug
related, so I decided to check the coroner’s autopsy records
relating to it.  Aeril was Horowitz's daughter and the shooter; her
lab and toxicology reports are clean.  The only drug found in her
system was Bayer aspirin. Otherwise she was clean.  No drugs, no
alcohol, nothing to suggest that the crime was drug related.  I even
checked the various police files; none of them mentioned drug use,
possession, nothing.  Clearly the drug story is a cover up for
something else."


	Phillip looked at Courtney wondering what this was all about.  Why a
cover up of the murder?


	"Good job, Courtney.  Any thoughts?"


	Courtney just sat back in her chair staring at the laptop.  By now
the other team members, except for Sue Kim, had gathered around to
hear the exchange.

	"Sir,"
began Hakeem, "could she have gone off on some anger retaliation
towards him?"


	"There's no mention of her seeing any psych's," said
Courtney.


	"Courtney, check the newspapers for any other murders similar
to this.  Hakeem, why don't you help her out?

	Hakeem
moved to a table across from Courtney and began to access the web on
another laptop.


	"I'll take Europe," Hakeem said as he typed away.


	"Tamara, see if you can get into Overstreet's mind again and
see if you can find anything out," said Phillip with a tone of
eagerness in his voice.


	Tamara sat down in her seat and went into her breathing exercise. 
It took very little time for her to connect and begin exploring his
mind again.  "Germany, a finance member killed," she said
out loud.


	"On it," responded Hakeem.


	"China," Tamara started again, "A minister of the
Army was killed."


	"Got it," cried out Courtney.


	"Japan, a member of parliament," with that Tamara came out
of her hypnotic state, "Any luck?"


	Courtney jumped in first.


	"Minister Yang Po Fu was killed by his younger brother.  The
story says that it was accidental as Yang Po Fu was showing him a new
revolver he was given as a gift from Marshall Yang Ku Sim.  Nothing
else stated."


	"Herr Whelm Lendbecker, a Minister to Prime Minister Stolenberg
of Germany was killed along with his wife and his mother by his only
child, Herr Whelm Jr.  It occurred the same way as the Horowitz case.
 It looked, according to the press, as if it was drug related,"
said Hakeem with a smile on his face.


	"OK Courtney, check on the last one in Japan.”


	"Done, sir," she began to read off what she found. 
"Parliament member Carl Sue Hen was stabbed to death by his son
as they were practicing Ki Kwon Do.  It was reported as an accident,
but according to this article, they couldn't understand how a dozen
stab wounds could be an accident."


	"OK people, what’s the connection?  All are reported as
accidents, yet the stories don't match up.  And by all means what do
they have in common?"  Phillip paused as he looked at each one
in the eye.


	"We're on approach to Washington, sir," called out Sue Kim
from the cockpit.


	"We need to come up with something, and fast guys.  We'll be
seeing the President within the hour, so any ideas you might have,
let's hear them before we get there."


	The group remained quiet as they thought things over.  Courtney had
already begun to create a database of information on her laptop with
the cases they had already uncovered and knew about.  She knew, like
the rest of them, that there had to be a connection between them. 
But as expected, that connection would not be as obvious as they
would like.  Just one simple word, a statement, something, would
bring them all together.  It was just a matter of time, which was
running out for them pretty damn fast.















	All the team members walked into the Oval Office in amazement and
wonder at what they saw and shocked at where they were, for there
were plenty of times in each one of the team members’ lives
that they knew they would never be invited to the White House, let
alone stand in line for a tour.  And yet, here they were, the invited
guests of the President himself.  The old habit of taking something
as a souvenir was tempting, but each one knew the rule of karma and
none of them wanted to deal with that anymore.  Besides, the brief
thrill of the moment quickly vanished when their boss got down to
business.


	President Cross sat behind his desk as Secret Service Director
Overstreet, FBI Director Sanderson, and CIA Director Pullman, stood
around and to the side of President Cross.  Phillip sat in front of
the President's desk with the rest of Phillip's team sitting on the
two sofas behind him.


	"Mr. President,” began Phillip after the introductions
had been made.  "We have a preliminary understanding of what is
going on, but..."  Phillip took a deep breath and looked
directly at Cross, "I can not see how we can help you at this
point."


	"This is a situation, Mr. Dunn, that none of us can figure out
how to handle.  Vice President Chambers was killed by his grandson
while he was asleep, for no apparent reason, other than some ranting
about bears.


	"For all we know Phillip, this could be just an isolated
incident.  That is how the press is treating it for now.  If they tie
in Secretary Horowitz’s murder, then I'm not sure what will be
said, and that is why I've called you in."


	"To see if we can uncover anything that the normal means
can't?"


	"Correct."


	"But, Mr. President.  You already have access to people who can
read minds.  You don't need us for that."


	"True.  But..." Cross paused, "I need for you to take
what you know and scan the children of my cabinet members to see if
any of them are suicidal, or sad to say, murderers just waiting to be
unleashed.”


	That statement took the team by surprise.  None of them had
contemplated the possibility of the kids being ticking time bombs. 
Was it possible, or even likely, that they had been tampered with in
some mental way?  Hypnotism can be used on anyone, but the question
came back as to why.  What was the valid reason to kill off members
of the President’s staff?


	"Sir, is there anyone who you know of that is alive from any of
these types of attacks?  We know of Japan, Germany, China and the two
here.  All of the killers are dead.  Is there one we don't know
about?"


	"We are unaware of any additional ones," said Director
Pullman.  "I've got our foreign desk working reports over the
past five years.  Only those three came to surface within the past
two years."


	"When can we get files on the cabinet members and their
families?"


	"I'll have them ready by morning," said Secret Service
Director Overstreet, "and dropped off to your hotel room.  Do
you need the kids near by?"


	"No, not as long as we have their names and a general idea of
where we can find them.  It's not necessary; it just helps speed
things up."


	"How soon can we have your results to us?" asked the
President.


	"A couple of days probably."


	"Good, the sooner we know of something, the safer we can all
feel about this incident."


	"Sir, this may be out of line," said Phillip as he stood
up to leave, "but have you started thinking of who might be your
replacement for Chambers?"


	The President stood up to shake Phillip’s hand as everyone
else also stood up.  A grim expression came over his face before he
spoke.


	"Personally Phillip, I despise the idea of even thinking of a
replacement for Chambers.  I actually liked the guy and will miss his
sense of humor.  But the reality is, my staff started compiling a
list of names a minute after they found out.  I won't release any
names for three days to allow for proper mourning, it's the least I
could do for Mike."


	"I apologize for the question sir."


	"Don't, but thanks.  It's only natural to wonder about that."
 The President shook Phillip's hand and sat back down as Phillip’s
team left the office.  The three Directors were left standing in the
office when the door closed behind Tamara, the last of the team
members to leave the office.















	The roads in Tennessee are well traveled and considered quite safe. 
On Hwy 441 coming out of Gattinsburg, there is a mountainside road
that twists and turns through the Appalachians, connecting a wide
variety of small, medium and large towns.  Sarah Johnson had chosen
to live in Gathirsburg, a medium sized town of 10,000 plus.


	Rebecca Johnson, Sarah's daughter, had a doctor’s appointment
in Pigeon Forge, a larger city about 20 miles north of Gattinsburg. 
This was Rebecca's annual check-up with her pediatrician.  This was
an annual event Sarah made sure happened since Rebecca's birth nine
years earlier.  Rebecca didn't mind these visits as it was a great
excuse not to go to school for a day.  Plus, it gave both her and her
mom some quality time together, which would usually include lunch at
a nice restaurant in Pigeon Forge.  It had come to feel like a
special occasion to the little girl.


	The weather was clear and the sun was bright in the sky.  It was,
for all practical purposes, a perfect weather day in Tennessee. 



	The two girls were just a few minutes outside of Pigeon Forge when
Rebecca began to see spiders crawling around in the car.  At first it
was just one spider, which she looked at in surprise, but with no
fear, as it crawled on the dashboard towards her in the passenger
seat. With a quick smack of her hand, she whacked at it to kill it. 
As she lifted her hand to see if she killed it, she found not a trace
of it there.  She leaned forward to see if she could find it, but to
her surprise, it wasn't there.


	Rebecca sat back into her seat, not worried about missing it, but
just surprised that she had missed it.  While enjoying the foliage of
the mountainside as they drove along, Rebecca would also scan the
dashboard from time to time looking for the spider.  It didn't take
long for her to find it crawling towards her again.  This time it was
not of the same size, but slightly larger than the one she had tried
to kill.  When she whacked at it, it disappeared again, only to
re-emerge on the passenger’s window right near her head.  This
startled her so much that she let out a scream.


	Sarah looked at her in surprise and fright to see what had happened.
 Rebecca pointed feverishly at the window before she whacked at it to
kill it.  Again, it disappeared just as quickly.  But this time, that
one had now become two very different types of spiders.


	Anxiously, Rebecca began to swipe at them to kill them, and just as
quickly they would vanish to reappear again double in number.  Within
a minute, Rebecca had began to swipe at over twenty different spiders
of various colors, sizes and locations, with all of them around her
and heading towards her.


	Sarah tried to calm her daughter down with words first, and then by
trying to grab at her daughters swigging arms with her right hand. It
was pointless to even try.  Rebecca was going wild trying to kill
things that Sarah couldn't see.


	The situation turned for the worst when Rebecca saw two tarantulas
crawling on her mother.  Rebecca's fear and high anxiety were now
focused on swiping at those two spiders.  She couldn't allow for her
mother to get bitten or killed by those monstrous spiders.


	Sarah had no idea why Rebecca was now swinging at her; in total
confusion and with her motherly instinct to save her daughter, Sarah
tried to find a safe spot to pull over and stop her from hitting her.
 By the time she found a spot that was used as a lookout point for
tourist, Rebecca was all over Sarah.  The spiders would not go away,
and in Rebecca's mind they were now all over her mother.


	While trying to fight off Rebecca with her right hand, Sarah fought
with her car to get it pulled over safely.  She had managed to get
the car heading over to the rest stop when Rebecca got out of her
seat and literally jumped onto Sarah's right leg to get the largest
spider she saw.  This caused Sarah to push down hard on the
accelerator.


	Sarah, realizing what was happening, tried to use her left foot to
hit the breaks but it was no use.  Rebecca had positioned herself in
such a way that Sarah couldn't properly reach the break.  The car
continued to accelerate past 70 MPH as it hit the barricade and went
flying off the side of the mountain and down a ravine.  There was no
fire or explosion when the car finally settled at the bottom of the
ravine.  It would take over an hour for rescue teams to get to their
car, but it was too late.  Their bodies where broken and dismantled
beyond repair.


	In Washington, D.C., Congressman Orin Jones received the phone call
to tell him of his only child and grandchild's deaths.  The 50-year
old congressman from Tennessee was so crushed by the news that his
heart gave out.  He would survive the broken heart, but his political
career, which just two days earlier had moved one notch up the ladder
as President Cross had tapped him as the new V.P., came crashing
down.  Senator Jones's office made the press release look like he
chose to withdraw the nomination, when in fact it was the President's
office who insisted upon it, due to Jones’s bad heart.


	As the dark haired man read the newspaper announcement of the
withdrawal of Senator Jones, a small smile curled up on his full
lips.  Another job assigned to him had been completed successfully. 
His account would go up another million dollars.  He was a quarter of
the way to his goal of $100 million, a small sum to him, but one he
knew would last him the remainder of his life.


	The fact that he used children as the means to do his job was of no
concern to him.  After all, he found them to be sniveling bundles of
spoiled shit.  The world was better off without the spoiled brats.




















	John Livermore served as President Cross’s chief of staff. It
was his job to call Phillip at the Washington Square Hotel with the
latest information, and request for additional services that the
President felt may prove to be beneficial.   Phillip, however, was
not overly excited about his group's assignment as it was.  He had
trained his team long and hard to be of great value in situations
where the normal police or ultra military teams were of no use.  That
meant being more than just mind readers.  The military, the CIA, and
the National Security Agency had enough of them to do this particular
job.


	Livermore was able to convince Phillip of how secretive this had to
be, since the latest death had thrown the usual sources into chaos,
and left them completely confused as to why the deaths had taken
place.  Not one agency could connect the relationship to any other
death, though each of the directors agreed that it was 'strange' to
have so many occurrences happen to one administration since Nixon's
time.  Even then, that only involved criminal activity, not death.


	It had been determined by President Cross and Livermore that they
should do a scan of the family for their next V.P. nominee. No more
surprises were wanted at this point.  They had been able to keep the
rumors down to a minimum in the press so far.  They would like to
keep it that way and move on with the remaining 1½ years of
their term.


	With the removal of Senator Jones, Livermore was able to persuade
the President that now was a perfect opportunity to place a woman
into the position of Vice President.  The polls had shown a majority
of the public willing to have a woman V.P. since the Clinton
administration practically gave them one through the First Lady. 
Finding a perfect candidate for the position presented itself at the
last election when the Democratic Party was able to gain control of
all three branches, the first time in over 30 years.


	Senate Majority Leader Mrs. Angelica McPherson, was a dark red
haired mother of two daughters and one son, all grown and living
their own lives.  Her husband of 30 years, Gerald McPherson worked as
a lawyer in a small law firm in their hometown of Austin, Texas.  The
two had managed to work out a strong long distance relationship in
the last five years of their marriage.  The first five years of her
being a senator from Texas had caused him to temporarily resign from
the firm.  When they agreed for her to run again for a second term,
they also knew then that being a politician’s spouse was not
one of his favorite things in life, neither was working for any of
the D.C. law firms.  A small firm was what he was best suited for.


	Now Mr. McPherson was going to have to decide once again whether to
give up his job to help his wife.  He knew the minute he got her
phone call about the rumor that he would give it up.  How could he
stand in the way of his wife's potential growth, or in the way of
American history?


	Before President Cross could make any formal announcements, he
allowed a total of three names to be floated in the press as possible
nominees, one female and two males.

	With
the press eating up the possibility of the first woman V.P., Cross
sat back to watch America's reaction, and for Phillip’s
response to come back.  Within 36 hours of John's call to Phillip,
the President had his answer from both sources.  Phillip had cleared
her and her family.  The citizens of America had given her a green
light with the polls coming back ranging from 52 – 58% in favor
and 42- 48% opposed.  This was a large enough approval rating to make
it happen.


	Though President Cross regretted the deaths of Senator Jones's
family, he told those in his circle that the tragedy might have been
a Godsend in disguise.  To show his confidence and appreciation for
Phillip’s diligence, he asked Phillip to be in attendance at
the inauguration of the first woman V.P., and to have his team
monitor security at the event as well.


	The event was held at the White House's Rose Garden, where the press
and about 100 invited guests and family members were present.  The
event went off as planned.  History had been made without a single
problem.







Chapter 4












	One of the major contract concessions that Cirque du Soleil had to
agree with to have Jovan in their show was to have a 60' custom
bus/RV that he and his team would sleep and travel in.  In and of
itself, it was not an unusual request, given that the Cirque used RVs
for traveling from town to town, it was the fact that Jovan and his
team would travel on their own time schedule.  They left town when
they wanted, stopped where they wanted, and arrived at the next town
when they wanted.


	At no time were they ever late for a performance, although they had
cut it real close a couple of times.  It was something that
management would have preferred was not in the contract, but the
income they saw from having Jovan paid dividends for their anxiety.


	Jovan, for his part, did his best to fulfill his end of the
agreement, while also allowing his team ample time to practice new
powers and styles that could be used for the show, and for their own
team’s use.  On the road trip from Houston to New Orleans, the
team had a chance to work on two powers.


	Louisiana is diligently working towards being one of the wickedest
states in the Union.  New Orleans, with its French Quarter, and its
variety of parties throughout the year that encourage decadence of
all types, then add in the Indian reservations gambling, plus the
growth of gambling across the state in Lake Charles, New Orleans and
other cities, and finally horse racing.  One could say that Louisiana
wants to be Middle America's state of decadence.  It presents the
perfect opportunities for Jovan's team to use their powers.


	The first opportunity came at Lake Charles.  Jovan and three team
members were dropped off at the Isle of Capri casino and hotel on the
west side of Lake Charles.  The remaining three members drove over to
Harrah's hotel and casino on the east side of the lake.  These two
casinos are no more then a quarter mile directly across the lake from
each other.  Their first objective was to hit the casinos for some
play money.  Jovan told each member to take $100.00 and turn it into
no less than $150,000 each.  They had six hours to complete the task.
 At midnight each team would then meet at the lake to work on their
second objective of the day.


	Hayward Jones, the second oldest of Jovan's team at age 21, had
always found a certain ability to control the flow of various
objects.  When it came to casinos, he would always do well on the
roulette table.  A lesson that he had learned quickly a year ago was
not to win all of his money at one table.  On this particular day, he
started winning on the small dollar tables for about an hour, making
sure he lost about a third of the time, with most of the losses
coming at the end, thus justifying him moving to another table,
perhaps one with a higher table limit.


	By the end of his six hours, he had easily won over $250,000 on top
of losing about $50,000 over the same time.  He played at six tables
moving each time a table became cold to him.  The pit bosses just
watched and finally congratulated him on his successful play of the
tables.


	Christina Salazar found playing with peoples’ minds to be more
entertaining for her.  She would use her mental powers on Black Jack.
 Unlike Hayward, she chose to be more aggressive in her playing.  A
table with minimum bets of $50.00 was tucked away in a back corner. 
In three hands she had won enough to keep her going with the
occasional lost.  It took her less then four hours to win over
$190,000.  She chose to use her remaining two hours pampering herself
at a spa.  These simple pleasures of a pedicure, manicure, facial and
hairstyling were some things she had grown to enjoy in the two years
that she worked with Jovan.  Coming from the barrio of East Phoenix
and a family of alcoholics, just surviving on the streets was hard
enough to do.  She felt that she had paid her dues to society with a
life like that.  It was her time to enjoy life's finer pleasures.


	Fong Ho was just two years younger than Hayward and was considered
one of the youngest in the team.  As a Chinese male growing up in New
York's China Town, he would have preferred to make people give over
their money to him.  But Jovan was quick to show him how to do crime
in a more legal way.  His aggressiveness leaned more towards gambling
but in this setting he liked controlling the mechanisms of the old
fashioned slot machines.  To his dismay, this casino didn't have any.
 Like most casinos these days, computerized machines ruled the
floors.  He was at a lost on how to earn his money.  As he strolled
through the various tables and slot machines, Fong came across a
craps table.  He was familiar with the basic concept, as he had seen
a variety of games played out on the streets.  It was also a game he
could play with no risk to himself.  For him, it was a matter of
betting for or against the roller, and depending on who was rolling
was how he played the game.  If it was a pretty woman or a man who
looked like they could use the money, Fong would make sure they did
win.  Those who had an aura of arrogance didn't play very long and
would usually lose their money.


	After controlling the dice for five hours, he decided to give up.
The thrill of controlling people’s fun and money had finally
worn off.  When he turned in his chips, he was surprised to learn
that he had won over $300,000.  This would also prove to be an extra
benefit for him later that night.


	On the other side of the lake, the second team did just as well. 
They, however, did it in a slightly different way.


	Rebecca Graham, a sexy white female with long straight blond hair at
age 24, was the oldest and longest member of the team, after Jovan,
who was 41.  A chance meeting at a party in Chicago when Jovan was
with the first circus led to a long term love affair for the two of
them.  In fact, it was the longest affair Jovan had ever been
involved in.  The rest of the team knew of the affair, yet also knew
that she had earned her position and their respect not only because
of her mental smartness, but also because of the strength of her
powers.  There were some on the team who thought that Rebecca's
powers were stronger the Jovan's.  This was an issue no one wanted to
speak of to those two, but yet they quietly discussed it among
themselves.


	This particular night, she had convinced her team members, Ozuna
Bear Claw, a 19-year old American Indian and Carol Bosley, an 18-year
old African American, to work as a team, by creating a magnetic force
between the three as they sat at slot machines, or a powerful mind
reading cartel at a black jack table, or at any other game that
struck their fancy at that given moment.  They were careful not to
acknowledge each other, or to move from game to game at the same
time.  In fact, Rebecca had encouraged them to walk away at times and
go on their own, just to avoid suspicion.  By the end of five hours
of play, Rebecca had earned over $265,000; Ozuna had earned about
$190,000 and Carol, who had played a naive helpless young girl, had
raked in over $325,000.  Each one had gone to dinner by themselves at
different restaurants before they met at the lake.
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