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explain it very eff ectively since you’re going through it yourself.”
“Why is it whenever I start talking to you I feel like my head is about 

to explode?”
“Raw animal magnetism?” Walker off ered.
Penelope ignored Walker’s answer and shift ed as far as her seat belt 

would allow as she tried to face him. “What do you think will happen?” 
“Unless we can get in front of this Awakening and let the world 

know what is going on, I don’t see those in power taking any options 
off the table.” 

“You actually think a government would launch weapons of mass 
destruction to stop an Awakening? You can’t be serious.”

“Th ey’re not the ones I’m worried about. Most major governments 
with these kinds of weapons have all sorts of checks and balances built 
in. My biggest concern is that a fringe group that cuts across cultural and 
political borders will emerge and somehow gain access to them.”

“What kind of group?”
“I don’t know. Th ey haven’t shown themselves yet. But let’s hope they 

aren’t willing to kill for their beliefs,” Walker hesitated. “Or worse, die for 
them.” 

“What are the odds of this happening?”
“A lot of that will depend on you.”
“Me?”
“Yes. Th e more people we make aware of the Awakening the better.”
“What if that is not enough?”
“Th en millions of people could die.”
“What?”
“Suppose a war breaks out between two high population nuclear powers 

such as Pakistan and India, then spreads to China? Even the countries 
that are not involved will feel the environmental and economic damage 
for decades…”

“Pull the car over.” Penelope demand.
“What? Why?”
“Pull the damn car over NOW!”
Walker steered the Bronco onto the berm of the Interstate but left  the 

engine idling.
“Look at me,” Spence demanded, her eyes blazing. A bemused smile was 

on Walker’s face as he turned to face her. “Are you telling me you think 
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this story I’m suppose to write for you could save millions of lives?!”
“Possible billions,” Walker answered calmly. Penelope’s mouth moved 

but no words came out. Walker leaned back against the car door, propped 
his elbow on the steering wheel and rested his chin on the palm of his 
hand. “Why do you think we went to all of this trouble to get you here if 
it wasn’t this important?” 

“How dare you!” Penelope demanded. “Who do you think you are 
trying to hang something like that on me?” Penelope folded her arms 
across her chest and continued to fume. “If I don’t believe your silly little 
fairy tale a billion people will die. How dare you!”

Walker chuckled and shook his head. “Th at isn’t what I meant at all. 
All I’m saying is if we can make people aware of the Awakening we can 
potentially save lives. Whether you tell the story or we fi nd another way to 
get it out really doesn’t matter to us. We just need to get the story out.”

Penelope started to run her fi ngers through her hair until she realized 
she was still wearing Joey’s blonde wig. She jerked it off  and tossed it at 
her feet.

“You’re still going to need that,” Walker said as he pointed to the hair 
piece.

“Shut up!” Penelope turned and faced the front of the Bronco.
“You’re tired and I’ve hit you with…” 
“You can drop me off  at the next exit.”
“You don’t mean that,” Walker answered.
“Why not?”
“First and foremost you are an old school pro and a world class reporter. 

You’re not going to walk away from a story this big just because some 
maniac you’ve been humoring for the past few days said something that 
you didn’t like. Especially not now since you’re sitting on the biggest 
exclusive of the decade. It’s not in your nature.”

“I don’t like being manipulated.” 
“Who’s manipulating you?” Walker asked with a laugh. “I didn’t even 

ask to read your stories before you sent them off . I don’t care what you 
write as long as you spell my name right.”

Penelope glared at Walker.
“Hate me, love me; believe me or not. Just get the story out there where 

as many people as possible can see it. Th at’s all we want from you.”
Penelope leaned back in her seat and contemplated what Walker had 
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just said. He was right; this was too big of a story to simply walk away from 
over a fl ip comment that she might have simply brushed off  as hyperbole 
if she wasn’t so tired. Walker had said so many unbelievable things, why 
should she suddenly take him at his word over this? Th e initial jolt of 
adrenalin from his verbal hand grenade was starting to wear off  and be 
replaced with a marrow deep fatigue. 

Penelope felt the knot returning to her stomach and wasn’t sure if 
it was being caused by too much dinner or the day’s conversation with 
Walker. She rubbed her forehead. A headache was starting to build as 
well. Penelope had never been this tired in her life. Her eyes fl uttered 
closed and she had to force them to reopen. 

Aft er a few minutes of silence, Penelope felt her irritation toward 
Walker melting away. He had made it clear from the moment they’d met 
that he had picked her to write this story and made no eff ort to minimize 
its importance. He had promised her that she would be the most sought 
aft er reporter in the world and, boy, had he delivered. For the moment 
she was willing to overlook the fact that many of the people seeking her 
had badges and arrest warrants with her name on them. So far he had 
done everything he said he would do and to the best of her knowledge 
he had never lied to her. Plus, he had picked her. In some weird way she 
almost felt complimented. 

Th e Bronco continued to idle on the side of Interstate and Walker 
didn’t feel the need to fi ll the silence with meaningless chitchat; another 
point in his favor. A car whizzed past and as the headlight fi lled the 
interior of the SUV, Penelope could see Michael Walker’s eyes were fi xed 
on her. Th ey twinkled with mirth. 

Finally, Penelope soft ly asked, “Th e Fourth Awakening has already 
started hasn’t it?”

“Yes, but we can’t be sure this isn’t just another false start.”
“False start?” 
“It very nearly happened once before.”
“Let me guess,” Penelope said as she tried to swallow a yawn but wasn’t 

quite up to the challenge. “Th e Sumerians found Pandora’s Box and let 
the cat out?”

“A little more recent than that. During your lifetime, actually.”
“My lifetime?”
“Yes.”






