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Chapter One
Midnight Angel

A beautiful night. Starlit skies above, crystal waters below, showing their blue color benegth afull moon.
A light breeze played across St. Thomas harbor, teasing the reflection of Charlotte Amalies skylineinto a
late night dance. It should have been anight of romance, happiness and of bright colors and sounds. Not
anight of sadness, fear and evil.

| was moving across the harbor at about twenty miles an hour, having come from the Havensight docks
on the eastern side. My feet were less than two feet above the short waves, my head only three feet.
Normally | “stood” when flying, but I didn't want the kidnapper to see me, so | flattened ouit.

Lieutenant Lewis bulletproof vest was bulky and hot. | wished he hadn't talked meinto wearing it. Still,
he wouldn't let mego inunless| woreit, so | adapted. | was ill degpy when the call came through and
in my rush to get here, 1'd forgotten to bring the one made for me. Next time I'd remember.

The comlink crackled.

"You'recominginfine, Carlita” Lt. Lewisreassured me. Himsdf, morelike, | smiled to mysdlf. I'd been
helping the police for ten years now—the last two as amember of the force—but he was till nervous
when | went into action.

"Thanks, Lieutenant. I'm at the beach and turning west."

| reached the sharp white line of the shore waves and cut west, toward Trompeter Gade. The burglar
had taken the little girl into Samson's Auto Repair around midnight. He hadn't intended on kidnapping
her, just robbing her family's home. She happened to catch himin the act and things got out of hand. For
asx-year-old girl, I could think of nothing scarier. | was going on eighteen and it scared me.

There'd been adetermined but brief chase by the police down to the harbor before he fled here. He
didn't have any demands, hejust didn't know what to do. | was supposed to keep him from doing

anything.

The second floor window was open, so | went up to it and quietly lifted it just enough to squeeze
through.

"I'm entering at the second floor,” | whispered into the mic. “I'm going off-line now."
"Roger,” hereplied. “Were outsde and in position. Good luck, Carlita”

"Thanks. Over and out.” | clicked off the headset and stored it in the vest. | needed to look just right.
Not for vanity, but for safety.

A storeroom. Good. Nice and quiet. | almost landed then, but decided not to. It wasrisky to stay inthe
ar—especidly if thisguy knew anything about me. But if | landed, | wouldn't be ableto go airborne
again whilein the building. Staying doft offered more choicesfor me and more chancesfor the girl.

It was very dark. | increased the amount of sparklesthat were aside effect of my flying. The room
brightened, and | waited. Sooner or later one of uswould make asound, and | wanted it to be him.

It wasn't him. It was Liza, thelittle girl. | heard agtirring noise, followed by asmall whimper of fear. The
burn of anger flared ingdemebut | reined it in.



"Quiet down!” He had a hissing, desperate voice. Thiswas bad. There was amost no chance of talking
our way out of this. | continued listening, but floated dowly toward the door and into the hallway. The
voices were coming from downgtairs.

"Areyou going to let me go?’ she asked in atrembling voice that made me want to race down there and
protect her. “Pleasel” she pleaded. “Let mego!” | located the stairs and drifted down them, into a nestly
kept repair shop that smelled of oil and fresh tires.

"Shut up!” he growled. “Y ou're not getting out of here unless| do. Y ou better hope they let me go, too.
Whatever happensto me, it'll be worse for you."

"Thereis nothing worse than what's going to happen to you,” | said in ahaunting voice. I'd practiced that
for along time. | didn't have the voice to sound intimidating, so | tried to spook them. “ Release her and
you'll havemercy.” | flew into ashaft of moonlight coming from awindow, flying upright about three feet
above the floor and trailing a shower of sparkles.

"The Angd!” Lizagasped. Shewasin her jammies and wastightly clutching her doll. But her eyeslit up
even in the dim garage when she saw me. | smiled gently &t her.

"Hdlo, Liza” | saidin avoice very different than the one I'd just used. “ Don't worry, little one. The police
are outside and I'm here with you."

| glanced back at the kidnapper, giving him avery different kind of ook, the kind that freezes the soul.
He was of medium height but very thin. His emaciated |ooks told many stories about the drugs he used.
Sad stories dl, but no excusefor this.

"If you want to be afree man before you're an old man, let me have the girl now. I'll take her outside and
tell the police you let her go. They'll bealot nicer to you that way."

He had been staring at the space between my feet and the ground. He wasn't from the idands, or hed
know me. That could work for us or againgt us.

"Wh ... What areyou?’ he Stuttered.

"She'sthe Angd of St. Thomas,” Lizatold him in the matter-of-fact tone children have about what they
believe in. Much of her fear was gone. “An’ you gotta do what she says or you'll be very very sad you
didntdoit."

"I'm amessenger, cometo give you one chance,” | said, kegping aghogtly lilt in my voice. It might il
work without violence. “But one chance only."

"No!” he shouted, pulling aknife and yanking Lizain front of him. “Thisis somekind of atrick! Y ou cant
beflying! Itsimpossblel”

"Not for our angel!” Lizasaid, worried but still calm. “Y ou gottab'lieve her, migter, cause shedwaystells
thetruth! An’ even if you're abad man, she can still help you! But shewatchesdl uskidsan’ you been
bad, taking me away from my mom ‘n dad!"

"Thisiscrazy!” He moved the knifeto Lizasthroat. Enough. | drifted in dowly. “ Stay back! I'll kill her!"
| looked into his eyes. Fear. Desperation. Confusion. Evil.

"l believeyou,” | told him gently. “But | can't let you."



"Get out of here! Now! Tell the copsif they want to see her dive again, then clear out!”
| smiled at Liza. Indde, my heart wasracing.
"Doyou trust me, Liza?'

"Course| do!” shesaid in asmall voice. She must have been terrified of the knife at her throat, but her
eyeswere completely trugting. “Y oure the Angdl!"

"Clear out or I'll kill her! Now!"
| looked up at him. My smile faded and | shook my head. “ Didn't you hear me?| said | believed you.”

| was tempted to move back alittle, to ease his desperation. But to do so would only scare Liza. | raised
my hands to my shoulders and moved them out. Fireflies of light danced around my hands, making a
swath of gleaming sparklesin front of me.

"Sopit!”

| ignored him, instead looking at Liza. She waswide-eyed at the “magic’ lights dancing about me. | was
careful to keep them close. Any gpproach to this madman would start something very bad. For him. He
didn't know that Lizawas dready safe.

Suddenly, he gave awail and pulled the knife across Lizas throat. Nothing happened. It couldn't because
I'd put an impenetrable gravity field between blade and flesh.

He went from desperate to maniacal and raised hisknife to stab Liza. She was safe, but | wanted her to
fed safe, too. | shifted movement of the forces that pulled on usfrom al over, and his grasping hand
yanked free of her. | quickly put a pillow of sparkles under her and whisked her behind me.

"No!” he screamed. He shifted the grip on hisknife and came at us. Liza gave a scream; | reacted harshly
and quickly. | pointed my left hand at the floor of the garage, seized the air and pulled up, hard.

Concrete snapped and growled and shot up six feet toward the ceiling. Unable to stop, the man dammed
into it full force, hisknife flying free. He staggered back, but he was unconscious. One step, two, then he
fdl to the ground.

Liza grabbed me around the waist and squeezed hard.

"Thank you! Oh, thank you!” She was laughing and crying with relief. | was, too. Wefloated over 0|
could check on the kidnapper. Hed keep until they got him to the hospital. Too bad, | suppose, to have
to be so violent with him. Theloving hugsfrom Liza, though, told me I'd made the right decision.

| put my arm around her.
"How * bout we go out and see your mom and dad?’
"They're here?’ she asked, happy and surprised.

"Of coursethey are, Liza. There's awhole bunch of people who wanted to see you safe.” | hugged her.
“Including me.” | amiled and winked at her. “Why don't we fly out? Give them something redlly cool to
%ll

She gasped with awide-open mouth and nodded vigoroudy. | couldn't erase tonight completely for her,
but maybe | could makeit tolerable.



| moved us toward the front door and called ouit.

"Hey, Lieutenant!"

"Carlita?’ hecdled back. “Is everything okay in there?'

"Yep! Lizaand | are coming out now."

"What about Williams?'

"Who?'

"The kidnapper."

"Oh. Hes..."

"He'sdeeping!” Lizaydled out, causng chuckles among the police, reporters and even her parents.

We came out then, showering lights and reflective rainbows. Much more than needed, but it wasfor Liza.

| delivered her to her parents, floating her into her father'sarms. He was crying in relief and hugged her
close | gavethem their privacy and floated over to Lieutenant Lewis, findly landing.

"Hereyou go, Lieutenant,” | said, handing him hisvest. “ Thanks, but that thing's scratchy! | need to
remember mine next time."

He chuckled. “It would make al of usfed alittle better, yes. | think there's enough money in the budget
to have another one made for you, one well keep for when you're forgetful.

"Thanks, Lieutenant."

"It'sthe least we can do for our angedl.” He waved hisarm toward the building, and five officers entered
the building to put Williamsinto custody. And probably traction.

"If | wereared angd,” | pointed out, “1 wouldn't need avest at dl.” | made aface. “And | wouldn't have
tofill out al those picky reports at the precinct.”

"You'readifferent kind of angel,” he admitted. “Flesh and blood like us, but an angel nonetheless, even if
you do haveto fill out reports.” He nodded toward Lizaand her family. “ Try telling them different.”

Lizasaw uslooking at them and she ran to me, her parentsright behind her.

"Calital” she shouted, jumping into my arms and amost knocking me over. “Thank you for saving me!
And for theredlly nest flying!” She hugged me again.

"Y es. Thank you so very much,” her mother said, also hugging me. “We were so worried about our Liza.
| till can't believe she'ssafel” She began weeping and took Liza.

"Yourewecome,” | said smply. What else was there to say?

Lizagave me her dall.

"MissJenny isdlill alittle scared. Could you wetch her ‘til the bad man'sinjal?’
| stroked the doll's hair gently, then handed Miss Jenny back to Liza



"Y ou don't have to worry about Miss Jenny, Liza. Y our parentswill keep you and her safe. Y ou mom
and dad are very good, very brave people.”

Reassured, Liza hugged Miss Jenny, then me again.
A soft puff of wind broke passed by us, calling to me. Timeto go. | backed up and waved.
"I'll sseyou at the precinct, Lieutenant. Gbye, Lizal"

| turned and ran into the breeze, laughing at itstouch. | jumped into the air and fdlt it pulling me up. It
caressed me once, then released me. | soared back out over the harbor until the small crowd of people
looked like another smdll light that shone on the water.



Chapter Two
Daylight Angel

The phonerang. And rang. And rang. | rolled over in bed, refused to admit it was daylight, and let it ring.
Soitrang. And rang. And rang. Couldn't Francis get it for me? He knew | worked late |ast night. Besting
up the bad guys.

It fill rang. Would the caller give up? No, | decided six ringslater, al the while wishing | had enough
money for an answering machine. Defeated by the telephone, | opened my eyes and reached for it.

"Helo?’ | said in groggy voice, just alittle mad. The bright, hot sun poured in through my open window,
and the chirping birds and street noise told me noon had arrived. Unless it was noon tomorrow, it was
too early for me.

"Good morning, Carlital” the cheerful voice answered. Robert Dobbins, my boss at the St. Thomas
Congtruction company. He aways woke me up, sometimes like this on the phone, sometimes at work
with hissmilesand laughter.

"Hey, Bobby Dobbie,” | said, loang my mad. “It'sonly noon! Don't you read the papers? Can you
read?'

"I can read well enough to sign your paychecks,” he countered with alaugh. “Y eah, | saw the papers.
Front page again. Y ou okay?"

| yawned and stretched, then stood. My bed was amat on the floor. It wasthe only way to deep.

"Oh! Excuse me!” | said, finishing aloud yawn. | carried the cordless to the closet and sdlected atop and
skirt for the day. And shorts. Always shorts. “I'm fine. Just alittle tired. Rookie at the station kept me
forever."

"Say no more,” he said, understanding. “Listen, | hate to cal you after the night you had, but we need
your help a themanson ste”

"| figured. Hang on asecond.” | entered the bathroom and turned on the shower. Satisfied it was cool
enough, | went to Francis room and pounded on the door. “Up and at ‘em, little bro'!” | put the phone
to my ear. “Give me haf an hour, Bobby?'

"Thanks, Carlital Seeyou inthirty! And make sureto go around the bal park thistime, okay?’ A click
and the line went dead.

"Hey, little bro'!” | shouted, banging on hisdoor again. “1 have to go to work! Can you make me
breskfast, please?"

The door opened dowly and my little brother stood there, rubbing deepy eyes.

"Work?" he asked deepily. He dways stayed up when | was out late at night. 1 left amessage last night
that you'd need today off."

"I know, but it'saspecid job. Out at the manson site.”

Francis waked to the kitchen and opened the refrigerator. “ Did they say what?’ he asked while pulling
out eggs, cheese and vegetables.



"No, but you know the drill,” | said with ashrug. | waved at him and ducked into the bathroom.
“Thankd"

Twenty too fast minuteslater, | was sortaclean and sorta dry and sorta dressed. | ran my brush through
my long black hair, tied it back with Mom's bandana, put on my earrings, necklace and bracelets, then
dashed to the kitchen. We had the upstairs apartment of atwo-apartment building in the snug but friendly
Staari section of Charlotte Amdie. It wasn't abig apartment, but there were only two of us.

"Omelet and juice!” he announced, placing the plate on the counter. | sniffed the wonderful aromathen
dug in. Franciswas only eleven, but he aready had a cook's touch.

"Great omelet, runt!” | said between bites. | had to hurry. The mansion site wasway out on Cabrita Hill,
and twenty-five of my thirty minuteswas gone.

"What timewill you be home?’ heydled after meas| raced out the door, dinging my purse over my
head and shoulder. | hated dropping my purse. Especialy from severa hundred fet.

"Hopefully inacouple of hours!” | shouted back. “Hit those books while I'm gone!™

He shouted afeeble protest. It was summer, and the st wasin the air. But if we were going to make
something of ourselves, it would be through books and study and hard work.

And alittle something specid.

| jumped off the last couple steps and into the bustling street. Plenty of tourists today, which was unusud
for aTuesday. | would be forced to wait afew minutes. Bobby Daobbie understood, but if the client was
from the States, well...

"Morning, Carlital” Big Marie had the street cart with the brightest objects and tastiest fruits. She
watched over the entire neighborhood, but especialy Francis and me since we were orphaned years ago.
Because of that, | called her Momma.

"Good morning, Mommal! A nice breeze today!” She smiled and nodded. It was our little code. Reaching
up, she began ringing an old, ornate bell hanging from her cart. It rang with the beauty of anightingale and
al the persgstence of atelephone.

"Big Marie gotsthe best intown! All onsdéel Y ou got five minutes! Hurry up! All haf off!” She kept
ringing the bell.

Many of the tourists stopped and |ooked. When they saw the locals rushing to the cart, they followed,
thinking they'd found atruly great chance to buy authentic Caribbean goods. Which wastrue. They just
wouldn't have alot of luck getting the half price; our neighbors knew the routine and were thefirst to
gather round, “buying” thingsthey would later return. We watched after our own in the Virgin Idands.

Seeing no onewas looking at me, | picked up my pace, then jumped into the air. The gentle breeze
caught mein itsarms and lifted me up. Insde me awoke my special something. The breeze released me

gently and | wasflying.

Picking up speed dowly, | went higher. My wonderful home lay before me, mountains and seaand
beautiful, beautiful forest. | turned and headed northeast, ascending as the mountainsrose. | wasleaning
dightly forward, the normal way | flew. Thiswaswhy | awayswore shorts under my skirt.

LeeHill crested beneath me, so | turned east, using Highway 40 asaguide. When | wastwelve
discovered it was eesier to remain “hidden” by flying directly over abusy road. Lee Hill was eight



hundred feet above sealevel, as was the mountain ridge highway, so | went up an extrathousand feet. I'd
look pretty small from here. Besides, only we natives knew what to ook for.

It was aquick and wonderful flight. Of my specid abilities, flight was my favorite. | could fly pretty fast,
limited only by the need to see and breathe—about sixty milesan hour. | supposeif | had theright
goggles and goggles and breathing gear, theréd be no limit It was the same for dtitude. | could fly ashigh
as| wanted, until the cold or lack of air stopped me. Normally, | stayed under 5,000 feet. Though on
redly bright days when only afew puffy clouds dotted the sky, 1'd play for hours at higher dtitudes.

The neatest thing about flying isthe view. And what aview! The sparkle of the water, the shine of the
town at night, the motionless glide of birds flying above, beneath and around me. Stunning! Most hearts
raced just thinking about it, and here | was doing it!

The ridge dropped off after Wintberg Peak and the highway turned north, but | kept astraight line. | was
less than four miles from the mansion site and flew for it. | didn't go down, though. Not yet.

Tutu was dmost beneath me. | waited until | reached the Garden Arts Center, then went south for a
couple minutes before heading back toward the mansion site. Thisway the ballpark was way off to my
|eft.

| descended dowly while gtill moving toward the mansion site. | could make out agroup of people
gathered in asmdl field on the north side of the site. As| looked, | saw Bobby glance into the sky and
spot me. Hurriedly, he turned his back to me and took the arm of another man. Probably the client. |
knew he was from the States, too, and so wasn't privy to St. Thomas' long-kept secret. | stopped
forward motion and looked for the right place to land. Bobby was walking the man toward the seato the
eadt, pointing at something, covering for me.

Most of the crew were working in the mansion. It was little more than aframe, so | made for the second
floor. About ten feet up, | released my power and the breeze again cradied me. |...

"What intheworldis that!” awoman suddenly shouted. Yipes! The client's wife was on the second floor
and garing right a me!

My concentration broke and | fell the last two feet onto the flooring, giving out an “ Uff!” Jeff Newton,
our foreman, was helping me up even before I'd finished falling down.

"What waswhat?" Jeff asked her innocently.

"That ... that girl!” she accused, pointing at me. “1 saw it! She just floated down from the sky and landed
right therel"

"Huh?" Jeff looked at me, considering, then back to thelady. “Thisis Carlita, our office manager. Shé'sa
greet office manager, but flying?’ He stared at the woman in doubt.

"Sorry, maam,” | said, brushing off sawdust. “I tripped and fdll.”
"No, you didnt!” she exclamed. “Y ou were flying!*

"Hey, guysl” Jeff caled out. Manny, Betts and Big Wally stopped working and looked a him. “ Any of
you see Carlitafly recently?'

"Oh, yeah!” Betts said with alaugh. “ She'sawaysflying around theidand.” Betts snorted, making the
woman blush. “If Carlitacould fly, Jeff, d'you think sheld hang around here?” They dl laughed and went
back to work.



"Well ... maybe | was mistaken,” the woman admitted dowly.

"Doesn't bother me oneway or the other, Mrs. Williams. Y ou're the client, so you're dwaysright.” She
looked at him suspicioudy, but Jeff was dl honesty and friendliness. No act, ether.

"I suppose | did seeit wrong,” shedecided at last. She looked a me. “Areyou dl right, young lady?'

"I'm fine, Mrs. Williams. Thanksfor asking.” She went back to ingpecting the work and Jeff led me
downdairs.

"Closeonel” hesaid, breathing out.
"Sorry. | thought it was clear.”

"Not your fault, Carlita. | should have watched for you. | had no idea she was even up there with us.”
We headed downdtairs, the pleasant whir of saws and pounding of hammersfilling theair. | loved my
job!

"Do you know what Bobby wants?"
"Nah. Just that he'd sent for you."

"Okay. | saw him out on thefield.” | snatched up ahard hat, having forgotten mine at home. “Seeyal” |
said and ran off.

"Areyou heredl| day?’ heyelled after me.
"Don't know. I'm il tired from last night!"
"Well, when you head home, just make sure you avoid..."

"The balpark! | know! Thanks!” | ran to the construction trailer and snatched up my clipboard, the one
with the punchlist for the mansion on the front and the angel wings painted on the back.

Bobby waswith Mr. Williams, and they were standing back where I'd first seen them. Bobby saw me
and waved me over.

"We have aspecid job, Carlita. Mr. and Mrs. Williams want athirty foot berm between their mansion
and the Zimmermans.” The Zimmermans were the closest homeowners, about aquarter-mileto the
north.

| made a note on the punchligt, then gave them my doubtful look.
"I dunno, Bobby,” | said hesitantly. “When doesit need to be done?
"Assoon aspossible” Mr. Williamsreplied crisply.

"Uhhh ... does that mean as soon as reasonably possible, Mr. Williams?’ | asked. “Or as soon as
absolutely possible?!

"What'sthe difference?’ hereplied.

"Reasonable means ... two weeks.” He started huffing some and | quickly added. “1 can cut it to aweek,
but I'd have to pull most of the crew off the mansion.”

"And the other option?"



| looked at Bobby, and he nodded. “I know someone who can get it done by tomorrow,” | offered
dowly. “But their company is backed up with projects and would only do it asafavor for Bobby. And
the fee would be very high."

"Fine. I'll pay thefee."

"But, Mr. Williams,” Bobby said. “Why? The Zimmermans are gone for the next month. There's no point
inrushing..."

"Yes, thereis, Mr. Dobbins,” he said sternly. “The point isthat | want it done. By tomorrow."

"Bobby?’ | asked. Helooked back on me. His black eyesreflected the same fedings I'm sure my bright
blue onesdid. Mr. Williamswas pushy. But he waswilling to pay for being pushy.

"Canyou seetoit, Carlita?’ he asked, knowing perfectly well 1'd be seeing to it persondly.

"Right away.” | made a couple more phony notations, then smiled at Mr. Williams. “Y ou'll have your
berm and invoice by tomorrow morning, Mr. Williams."

"Thank you, miss.” | started walking back to thetrailer. | still heard Mr. Williams murmur to Bobby, “She
seemsyoung. Especialy for her postion.”

"There's none better at detail and office work than our Carlita, Mr. Williams,” Bobby reassured him.
“She's our own persond angel.”



Chapter Three

"CarlitaTime! Carlita Time!"

"Hey, deepy head! Wake up!”

Bobby was shaking me gently by the shoulder. | waslying down on the cot in thetrailer.
"Hey yourself, Bobby Dobbie” | said with adeepy grin. “What timeisit?'

"About eight,” he said.

Eight! | promised mysdif I'd only take aone-hour nap, and set the darm. That was at three. | sat up and
rubbed my eyes.

"Why didn't you wake me earlier?'

"Two reasons. Heresone,” he replied and tossed a newspaper on my lap. It wasthe Virgin Idands
Daily News. | hadn't seen today's ediition yet, so | started flipping through it. Bobby kept talking while |
looked for the article on me.

"The second reason isthat our clients didn't leave until just now, so there wasn't anything you could do.”
"How ‘bout my job?"

"Nah.” Hewaved acarelesshand. “Y ou put thingsin perfect order yesterday. Nothing for you to do
today. Remember, we're used to your ... heh ... odd hours.”

"Front page? Not!” | suddenly accused.
"Well, front page of theloca section. Y ou don't really want to be the front front page anyway, do you?"
"Not redly,” | admitted. “ Still, the idea sounded nice at the time. Whoa. Get aload of this:

"'Local youth stops kidnapper; Six-year-old hostage safe. So on and soonand soon ... Here ...
Although the teen falled to identify hersdlf ... *"

"Thank you, Daily News!” Bobby interrupted gratefully.

"Quiet, you,” | scolded and continued, “ The young hostage—whose name is being withheld due to
age—was very happy and excited about being rescued and shared her doll'sfedings aswdll. ‘ Miss Jenny
isgladthebad manisinjail', shesad.””

"Aww!” Bobby sighed with astupid grin. | threw the paper a him and he caught it before it hit hisface.

"| thought it waskindanice” | said defiantly. “Girlslike to have friends who think like they do when
things are scary, and Miss Jenny is her friend. Don't make fun, I'd be the same way. That guy was one
nasty sicko."

"So what did you make him do?’ he asked.

| shook my head. “ That didn't work. It wastoo dark in the garage for himto clearly seemy eyesand |
didn't want to chanceit. He kept Lizain front of..."



"Liza?"
"Yeah. Thegirl, dummy. He kept her in front of him. Too bad for him. | had to get rough.”

| didn't say any more and Bobby didn't press. The whole gang at Tom Con—our company's
nickname—had known al about mefor years, ancel waslittle. Pretty much everyone on St. Thomas,
St. Croix and St. John knew about me. | was everyone's closely guarded open secret. It was hard to
explan.

| grabbed my hard hat and followed Bobby out to the site where the berm was supposed to be. We
spent the next hour working out design and exact location. There weren't any buried power or sawer
lines, so that madeit easy.

By now it was nine o'clock. The sun was down, but the sky till burned deep red over the mountains.
Perfect light.

"Ready?’ Bobby asked. | nodded, and he backed off about a hundred feet.

Knedling on the ground, | put my hands on it and closed my eyes. | imagined peding the ground apart,
layer by layer, down two hundred feet. Three hundred. Drat. Still not the right base. | went deeper. Four
hundred. Five. Eight layers down and at nearly sx hundred feet, | found what | wanted. With abase, |
started working my way up, examining each layer. Thiswas good ground.

"Whoa,” Bobby said, adding awhistle. “Y ou must have gone pretty deep thistime. That's quite a show!"
Opening my eyes, | looked above me.

The air was sparkling with countlesstiny bursts of colored light. This aways happened whenever | used
this power, but snce | was moving awhole bunch of idand, the light show was most excellent.

| felt my handstingle, telling me I'd reached the surface. Other than the light show, which was sparking
and glittering wildly now, there was gill nothing different about the ground. Or so it seemed.

Stepping back to Bobby's side, | picked the right direction to make the oh-so perfect form, then turned
off al movement and gravity insgde my waterfdl of lights.

A loud rumble came from underneath the ground in front of us, but there was no shaking. I'd gotten lots
better in the past couple years.

Thefireworks of light began swirling and popping. Thousands more appeared and dowly aberm formed,
two hundred feet long and thirty feet high The surface of the berm rippled like a pond, harmlessy moving
all the trees down on our side of the earthen wall. Finally, hard granite appeared dong the ridge and |
was finished. Thelights faded and winked out, the rumble drifted away on the trade breeze, and then it
wasjust Bobby, the berm and me in the gathering darkness.

| stretched my aching muscles. Moving that much that carefully dways left my musclestired and sore.
"Good enough?’ | asked Baobby.

"Good enough! Payment to the Angel Fund asusud?’ | nodded. It wasn't right to make money from my
abilities, so theidand government had set up afund for anything | was paid. It was used for disaster
relief, to aid destitute families and see to the hedlthcare of the Virgin Idands children.

"| can't wait to see thelooks on the Williams' facestomorrow!” Helaughed. “1 love my job!"



"Me, t0o,” | said, and handed him my hard hat. “Tell me how they look. I'm heading home and crashing
until Thursday.”

"Today's Tuesday,” he corrected.
"Yes itis” | amiled and gave him ahug. “ Seeya Thursday, Bobby Dobbie!”

Out here on the edge of St. Thomas there was dways a brisk wind. From the south right now. | ran three
steps toward the berm and jumped into the wind's arms. Red, yellow, white and green sparkles danced
on agentle puff of air that swirled around my feet and ankles, then what was inside took over and | rose
on my own power. Just for fun, | landed on the top of the berm and ran aong its bank before again
catching abreeze. | was super tired, but thiswas always fun. | went up ahundred or so feet and took off
to thewest. | waved back at Bobby, even though | couldn't see him, then picked up speed. My bed
caled for me, and that was one cdl | intended to answer.

It was agorgeous night. A night for being alive. Five or so milesto the southwest, Charlotte Amaie was
lit up like the exciting Caribbean port that it was. | couldn't actualy hear the celebration, but | could
imagineit well enough. | drifted dightly toward the lights, but decided againgt it. Franciswould be looking
for me. And | wasredlly, redly tired. Timeto go home. | glanced straight down to orient myself.

| was over Tutu, and approaching the bdl field, brightly it for aLittle League night game. Just as|
looked, the batter swung at a pitch and sent the ball to deep cen...

A bal! A bdl!

| dove &t the ball, picking up speed. There was aboy trying to get the ball, too! | would beat him! | went
even fagter.

He got the bal and threw it. Wow! | chased after it, low enough to get the ball! | passed by the boy
who'd thrown it, and flew Straight at the boy who was waiting to catch it, his hand outstretched.

He saw me coming and yelled. He put his hands down, and the ball went past him, on to another boy.
Laughing, | went after it.

"CalitaTime!” everyonewas shouting. “CarlitaTime!” A man in black waswaving hisarms. Did he
want the ball? But it was my ball!

It bounced on the ground near aboy, but he didn't get it. Instead, he moved out of my way, laughing and
shouting, “CarlitaTime!™

| caught up to the ball and grabbed it, but it dipped out of my hands. It bounced on the grass and then it
wason thedirt. | was going to get it! | was so happy!

Thebdl rolled past the man in black and bounced against afence. | went into the fence fast, but the ball
wasn't going to get away fromme! Still intheair, | jumped off the fence and at the ball, which must have
been tired, because it wasrolling to astop on apiece of plastic on the dirt. All around me, people were
laughing and having fun. They wanted meto havethe bal!

| landed on the ball, making sure it wouldn't dip out of my hands. | snatched it up, dirt flying everywhere.
Minel My ball! I...

A fog lifted from my mind and | looked around. | was on the Tutu baseba|l field? How did | get here?
Everyone waslaughing and smiling and shouting, “Carlita Time!™



In my hand was the culprit. A baseball. Embarrassed, | looked up at the umpire. He was laughing, but it
wasn't amean laugh. The shouts of “Carlita Time!” were fading as everyoneredized I'd come to my
senses. The umpire held out hishand, ahuge grin on hisface.

"Sorry,” | said weakly, handing it to him. Both teams were crowding around me, hats and gloves and
pens sprouting from a sea of young, eager arms.

"Never apologize!” theumpire said. “Y ou're dways awel come timeout, Carlita. Well stop our play
anytimefor avist from the Angd!” He, too, handed me a pen and booklet.

| spent the next half-hour signing gloves, hats, paper, and as dways, the bal that brought mein. Then|
spent another twenty minutes Sgning more autographs in the stands while the game restarted. And then |
stayed another haf hour to watch the rest of the game. When it ended | was more than ready to go. By
now | was completely exhausted.

| walked out onto the field after the teams went to the sidelines. Shouts went up to not throw any balls.

The crowd went silent as they watched me. I'd gotten used to al the attention. Shooat, if | could watch a
person fly, | would stare, too.

A steady breeze was till coming from the south, so | walked between first and second, then ran to the
pitcher's mound, jumping when | reeched it, trailing sparks of light as | went. Okay, | was showing off.
But it wasfor the kids. Honest.

| soared up over the crowd and everyone shouted. | gave them a huge smile and waved.

My street was il filled with tourigts, so | swung around to an dley that was deserted and |landed there.
Yawning, | stretched, then went out onto the street.

The party was going full steam. Tourists were our main income, and we were afriendly people, so street
parties were dways breaking out. | loved the festivity and was again tempted to enjoy the night. No, |
sad.

"No, what?’ Big Mariewas at her cart and looking at me while dedling with acustomer.
"Did | say that out loud?’ | asked her.

"Yep.” Sheglanced a my clothes. “Oh, girl,” she said with ashake of her large head. “ Y ou've been
chadng bdlsagan.”

| smiled sheepishly and nodded.

"l didn't meanto,” wasdl | could say with tourists so close. “Especialy today. Tonight.” | corrected
mysdlf. | gave her ahug and akiss. “Wdll, I'm off to bed! G'nite, Momma!"

"Good night, Carlita,” she said gently, kissng me on the forehead. “ Pleasant dreams.”

| dashed up the stairsto our gpartment. Thewild and exciting noise didn't diminish much, but 1'd gotten
usedtoit. I'd deeplikea... something. | wastoo deepy for even that thought.

Francis wasfast adegp on the living room floor, his math book doubling asapillow. Like me, it took
more than festival noiseto wake him.

| went to our kitchen—redlly just asmal dent in our living room—and checked to see if hed made me
dinner.



He had. Chicken breast with a sauce on it. Beside the plate was anote, telling me how to hest it in the
microwave. | followed the instructions; there were three temperatures, times and positions, but | trusted
him. A forkful of the chicken told me held made another masterpiece. | poured aglass of milk and sat at
the counter.

| ate slently, gppreciating by brother, my friends, my job, and my life. It was certainly an unusud life.
And not without its challenges and hardships. But | would not trade it with anyone. About the only thing |
lacked was a boyfriend. Maybe after school started in September.

| finished my meal and washed the dishes. Francis had cleaned everything else. Asalittle brother, he
couldn't be best.

By now, | was amost sstumbling. So | woke up Francis enough to get him standing and hel ped him to
bed, kissing him goodnight. Five minutes later, just long enough to crawl out of my day clothesand into
my nightclothes, | wasin bed and fast adeep.

All'indl, agood day.



Chapter Four
Mrs. Williams

Wednesday started out far more normaly. For us, that is. | was up first, dressed and out the door before
Francis had tirred from hisroom. | let him deep; he was the housekeeper and cook in our twosome and
deserved any shuteye he could get.

| was the breadwinner, after afashion. | made enough to keep the apartment, afford decent medls, and
live our lives. We even saved alittle, though not enough for college for ether of us. And | wasgoing to
be ajunior a the high school thisyear.

But it wasfar too nice aday to worry! Bright sun soaked my worries with joy and the brisk ocean breeze
swept them away to sea. A perfect day to run errands. Today it was the market, the bank, and the police
dation.

Walking downhill to the market, | thought about my family.

For the last eleven generations, each child in our family had something specia about him or her. Francis
and | were the twelfth generation. The gifts were passed on by the oldest child, but dl the childrenina
family had them. So Francis had gifts, but only my kidswould carry on the family &bilities.

Weadl had different gifts, and nobody knew what they would be until the age of six or so. | was lucky;
my powers showed up when | wasfour. | was aso lucky that | had multiple powers, especidly flight.
Thelast “Angd of St. Thomas® that could fly had been my great-grandmother, amost eighty years ago.
My parents weren't so lucky, having to keep tabs on afour-year-old who could fly. Theidand asa
family kept me safe until 1'd grown alittle and knew how to behave mysdlf.

Without exception, dl of ushad aquirk or two. Almost like booby prizes. My mom's had been the need
to eat something every time she sopped using agift. My grandpa Samud could only use his gift of
invigibility within twenty feet of seawater He used to carry aglass of it with him, which worked fine
except it dways leaked. Auntie Mona had to sing when looking through objects or sheld go deaf for an
hour.

According to Mom, my quirk was the weirdest. When flying, | had an uncontrollable urge to chase
thrown or hit balls. Nothing else mattered except that | get the bal. If | wasn't flying, or if it was
something other than aball, there was no problem. That'swhy | could watch the baseball game last
night. After 1'd landed. But when | flew like abird, | was something of abirdbrain when it cameto balls.
On atropical idand populated by an active, sports-loving people, | chased alot of balls. So many, in
fact, that “ Carlita Time” was an officid timeout, with the play going dead from the moment it was called.
Soccer, baseball, volleybal, basketbal, even golf; | was dways a surprise moment at the wrong time.

To my peoples credit, they took it all in stride and even enjoyed the “timeouts’. My family had been
serving them for 300 years, and they had taken care of us during that time. Everybody knew about us,
but nobody talked. They protected our identities and privacy while we kept them safe.

Sometimestherewasaprice. Francisand | lost our parentsin a hurricane while still young. Dad had
been in the merchant marine. Mom had the ability to calm any waters shewasin. She'd saved our harbor
lots of timesin the past. But thistime she went far out to seain order to save four shipscaughtina
hurricane when it took an unexpected turn. She'd saved three of them, but was lost trying to save the
fourth. Dad had been on that fourth ship.



| missed them both. Ten years now. The sad was wiped away, leaving only my love for them. Mom had
prepared mefor this.

"Do not weep overly long for me, Carlita, if thetime comesthat | die saving my people,” shewould say
to me, epecidly after atime when sheld been hurt. “It istherisk our family hastaken for generations. If it
comesto me, | will have gladly done my duty to our people. And you will take my place.”

| had prepared Francis, in the same way, for my death. He didn't remember Mom and Dad, but he heard
the pridein my voice when | talked about them, and he listened serioudy. Fortunately, desth in the line of
duty didn't visit often. Eleven in 300 years. But it did happen. Not that the danger would stop me. Or
Francis

I'd walked ahalf-milelost in my thoughts; it took the hustle-bustle of the marketplace and dl itsddlicious
scents to bring me back to earth, asit were.

The market was aliving thing, filled with people, produce, sundries, music, laughter and loud, cheerful
talking. A wide streest—almost a plaza—the marketplace was suffed to overflowing with carts, booths
and brightly colored ground blankets, al sdlling every fruit, candy or clothing imaginable. Tables of
T-shirts and other touristy appardl. Fine paintings and etchings. Crafts so varied asto seem countless.

And food. Plenty of food. Bushels of rice, corn, barley and beans. Fruit by the bunch, bag or bushel. Fish
from the morning's catch. Even apen filled with live chickens, raised by Sir Hector, the Englishman, on
his estate. He was my first stop.

"A good morn to you, Miss Carlita,” he said with acrisp bow. | laughed and curtsed. Sir Hector was
adwaysvery formd, whether entertaining a his estate or selling chickens. He took enormous pridein
being trusted with the Angdl's Secret, as my identity was referred to.

"Good morning, Sir Hector!” | extended my hand, knowing hed want to kissit, which he did. Tak about
feding like roydty! “Would you perhagps have two hensfor usthis morning? And adozen eggs?’

"Always, my dear!” He waved a hand at the large chicken wired corrd. “Do you see any you'd prefer?”

| looked them over and found two plump ones. | pointed my hand, increasing the pull on each. They
turned and trotted toward Sir Hector, going “downhill™.

"Y ou have my grateful thanks, Miss Carlita,” he said as he scooped up the chickens and tied their feet.
“Remember, young lady, you aways have ajob with meif you want it."

"Thanks, Sir Hector, but I'm pretty busy. | do like helping you out when | can, though.” Sometimes, on
dow days, | did come down and help him. 1 just LOVE the market!” | twirled to soak it dl in, then
stopped hadfway, dmaost sumbling in surprise.

Standing right behind me, less than three feet away, was awoman. She had platinum hair and afirm face.
Beautiful, but under control. She wore a pants suit that clashed with the gaiety of the market, but
somehow complemented her perfectly. Oddly, she wore sneakersinstead of sandals or heeled shoes.
Shewas staring at me, her hard eyes neither friendly nor angry.

It was Mrs. Williams, the lady who owned the manson we were building.

"Uh, Mrs. Williamg!” | said“G ... Good morning! | didn't see you behind me. Let meintroduce you to Sir
Hector of Covingdde."

"How did you do that?’ she demanded of me, ignoring both the introduction and Sir Hector's bow.



"Dowhat?’ | asked asinnocently as| could. “ Thetwirl ? It's pretty easy, though I'm normally bet..."
"I meant the chickens,” she interrupted. “Y ou motioned to them and they immediately came.”
"l ... 1 ... don't know what you're talking about, Mrs. Williams, | didn't realy—"

"Madam,” Sir Hector interrupted. | didn't mind. Theless| said, the better. “Miss Carlitadid nothing of
the sort. She merdly indicted that sheld like two chickens. | smply selected the two that were closest.”

"l saw them cometo you!” sheinsisted. There was something about her attitude and her certainty that
worried me. She looked a me. Her eyeswere still hard, but now they seemed alittleangry. “1 was surell
saw you flying into our home yesterday and now | clearly saw you control those animalsl” Her hard blue
eyes narrowed.

"Areyou the Angel of St. Thomas?’ she demanded to know, stepping even closer and making me back
up to the chicken wire.

"The Angd isamyth, madam!” Sir Hector scoffed. “A fary tae told to soothe frightened children. A
vey old fairy tale, | might add. The nativestak of the Angel as much asthree centuries ago.

"Carlitais apleasant young woman, Mrs. Williams,” he continued, putting his hands on my shoulders as
he stood behind me. “1 mysdf consder her an angd. But the Angel?” Helaughed again. “ Forgive my
rudeness, madam, but balderdash! Thereisno Angel of St. Thomas, and there never has been.”

"Please, Mrs. Williams,” | said inasmal voice, trying to sound as powerless as possible, “I'm flattered
that you think | could bethe Angel. Honest. But if | werethe Angdl of St. Thomas, what would | be
doing here, buying chickens? Wouldn't the Angel have enough money to afford servantsfor herself?'

"Don't you mean ‘he or she, Carlita? Unlessthe Angdl isreal and you know her to be awoman,” Mrs.
Williams said with anasty tone of victory. “Or young woman,” she added, her tone becoming more
accusng.

"My mother told me stories of the Angel, and the Angdl was dwaysawoman,” | replied quickly,
covering my dip.

She considered me for along moment. | was able to stand alittle straighter with Sir Hector backing me
up, but it was hard.

Suddenly her face relaxed and she amiled.

"I'm sureyou'reright, Carlita,” shesaid. “And it does sound silly, thinking there redlly isan Angd of S.
Thomas.” She stepped back. “ Sorry to have bothered you,” she said, then turned and disappeared into
the thickening crowd.

It was thirty seconds before Sir Hector let go of my shoulders, and sixty before my heart stopped besting
50 hard.

"That woman meansyou harm, Carlita,” Sir Hector said in aserious voice I'd never heard from him
before. “Y ou must be on your guard while sheison theidand.”

| nodded in agreement. There was something about her that made me nervous. She wasn't just curious.
And shewasn't just suspicious. Shewastrying to find out.

"Unfortunatdy, Mrs. Williams and her husband are clients of ours. Were building amansion for them



over on the eastern shore. | don't think | can avoid her."
"Isthat how she saw you flying?’ he asked.

| nodded. “Normdly, I'm very careful about being seen by off-idanders. And everyone protects me. But
when | landed on the second floor, she saw me. The others didn't even know she was there. She seemed
to appear from nowhere, looking for me. Or someone like me.”

"Perhaps you would be best to curtail yoursdlf for the duration of their stay,” he offered.

"I can't, Sir Hector,” | answered firmly. “It'smy responsibility to protect the idand and the people, no
matter what the cost!” He put ahand back on my shoulder and | squeezed it with my hand.

"l understand, my dear,” he said softly. “Well just have to be extradiligent in protecting our Angel. I'll
spread the word."

"Thanks, Sir Hector."

"Pahl” he dismissed with awave. “ Our efforts, though done with al our hearts, are nothing compared to
what you do for us.” He bowed. “1 will always be your humble servant, m'lady.”

| smiled and thanked him again, paid for the chickens and continued with my errands.

* * % %

It was degp evening when | wasfindly able to get home. My whole day had been dowed down, looking
for Mrs. Williams. | saw her severd times, too. Twice morein the market, once a the bank. Fortunately,
| was ableto dip off to the police station without her seeing me and give my report of the kidnapping.
Sheld been delayed by a sudden group of idanders who held her up to Sing aseries of balads.

| absolutely couldn't let her see me at the station; | had good reason to be at market and the bank, but no
excuse for being at the police sation. If she saw methere, I'd never get rid of her.

The guyslet me hang out in the restricted area until late, late afternoon, then snuck me out in asquad car
a shift change. Officer Kent dropped me off ahaf-mile west of home and | walked the rest of the way,
dtill looking for her.

Findly | reached the safety of my Street. My friendswere dl there, carrying on as normal, but with avery
watchful look intheir eyes. | spoketo Big Marie, telling her of my day, then went up the sairsto home. |
got to our porch and reached for the doorknob. A glimmer of something caught my eye.

On the porch, hovering in midair, was a black rectangle of nothing. Short tendrils of black splayed out
from the edges, looking like they provided the grip alowing the gpparition to defy gravity. Concerned, |
went insde and closed the door.

Franciswas waiting for me, asketchbook in one hand and a pen in the other. Hewas sitting in the
shadows, with the lights of the gpartment turned off. What light there was from the street drew harsh lines
on thewall that cut sharp angles and passed over Francis face. He was scared.

"I'm glad you're back, Sis” hesaid inavoicenot at dl like him. “Mrs. Williams was here, [ooking for
you. She asked alot of questionsthat | didn't want to answer. Questions about us, our parents, and the
Angd of &. Thomas. | think werein trouble, Carlita.”

He stepped to the front window and checked his rectangles, then looked at me.



"Bad trouble."



Chapter Five
An Angel'sFight
"Carlita, are you sure you haveto do this?'

Bobby Dobbie wasworried. I'd called him up to talk about my plan to confront Mrs. Williams, and he
was understandably nervous. I'd never been in this spot before.

"Yes, Bobby, | am. She knowswhere live. She's seen me use my giftstwice now, and I'm postive she
was sent here by someone to discover my identity.”

"How do you know that?"

"I'mnot sure, | just am.” Which wastrue. | didn't have any ability to divine the future, like great-great
Uncle Paul. But the way she was acting—and reacting—made me positive. And her eyes. Her eyes
convinced me. | told Bobby as much.

"Okay, then,” he said, committing to my decison. “Well go with your plan. Just be careful, okay?"

| laughed, even though | didn't fed likeit. “I dwaysam, Bobby. If everything goeswell, I'll seeyou at the
mangoninan hour.”

"Andif it doesnt?'
"Bye, Bobby,” | replied, ignoring the question and its answer. “Seeyou in an hour.” 1 hung up.

| 1eft my room and walked to the living room. It was fully night now, but we still hadn't turned on our
lights. Francis was standing by the window, peering ouit.

"Still there?’ | asked.

"Uh-huh,” hereplied. Murray O'Kiefe, our downstairs neighbor, stood at the cart, facing somewhat to
theleft, and talking to Big Marie. That was the tipoff asto where Mrs. Williamswas.

"Okay.” | put my hand on the doorknaob. “| suppose I'd better go."

"Carlita,” Francissaid. He came and gave me abig hug. The kid was dmost as strong as| was. He
kissed me on the cheek and looked into my blue eyes, hisown dark eyes misty. “Be careful, please, big
sder.”

"Hey, runt” | smiled, wiping histearsaway. “Thisis probably nothing. Just arude, nosey lady from the
States I'll get this straightened up and everything will befine.”

He wiped his own eyes. “Then how come...”

"Justin case,” | said, tapping his chest with my finger. “Just in case only. Y ou got that, little bro?” He
nodded and smiled. Hewas agood kid. | kissed him on the forehead, then I ft.

The night'sfestival wasin full swing, but anyone who'd been to festiva could fedl an undercurrent of
tension in tonight's celebration. | wished my friends only good, and it was so reassuring to have them
NOw.



| passed by Big Mari€'s cart, not saying aword. We'd talked about this earlier, before | went home. I'd
take flight and lead Mrs. Williams away to a quiet spot where we could talk. Hopefully, that'sdl it would
be. | hated using my abilitiesto harm or manipulate innocent people.

I'd walked about half a block when there came a series of loud pops. Murray had lit a dozen strings of
firecrackers and the crowd was gathering around, led by the locals.

| jogged through the rushing people, and got free. That instant was the best, before anyone had a chance
to think about anything except the firecrackers. The breeze wasin my face. Behind me, smoke would be
blowing into the eyes of those looking my way. Pops and snaps of light trailed at my feet and | jumped
intotheair.

Exhilaration washed over me as | became weightless. A moment only, or | would be blown backward. |
wrested control from the puff of wind and rose into the air. But not too fast, nor too high. Tonight | had
an audience. An audience of one.

| lifted to one hundred feet, continuing to let my trail sparkle dightly. Otherwise I'd be too difficult to see
even at that low altitude.

Swinging northward, | faced the hillsrearing up in front of me. | ascended them, cardlesdy neglecting to
account for therising ground. Within aminute, my dtitude was amerefifty fed.

Coming to astop in midair, | acted asthough | waslost or undecided asto whereto go. Findly, | went
back up to one hundred feet and flew quickly up the street | was positive Mrs. Williamswas following
me.

| flew quickly for afew seconds, then released mysdlf to the breeze. Ingtantly, | became weightless and
could change direction without having to dow down. | did an about face, took back my flight, and dove
at the Street.

And there she was.

| flew Straight at her, but came out of my flat position and went back to my standing position. It wasless
threatening, 1'd discovered. | didn't want to terrify Mrs. Williams, even though that's what she was doing
to Francisand me. | just wanted to give her something long and hard to think about before she talked
about this night to anyone.

Caught, she came to astop and bent over. Sheld been running uphill to stay with me, just likeI'd
planned. | closed in, less than two hundred feet from and fifty feet above her. She gave a couple more
puffs, stood quickly, then raised her right arm, her palm facing toward me.

Instant knowledge flooded me and | swerved. A bright blue bolt of energy erupted from her hand and
thundered past me!

| picked up speed and dtitude, dodging as | went, not daring to look behind me. The sparkles that
marked my flight path stopped, something | could do when concentrating. I'd aways worried something
like thiswould happen. For twelve generations my family had enjoyed our gifts. It seemed impossiblewe
were the only onesto be so blessed. That everyone would use their abilities for good also seemed
impossible.

| reached 500 feet, snapped north, and looked back at the ground. Just as| did, another bolt of blue

shot up at me. | didn't even have to dodge. Apparently, Mrs. Williams didn't have night vison. And
despite the nearly full moon, | was hard to see. That was the good news.



The bad news was that the next bolt she fired came from beneath me, and thisone | did have to dodge.
I'd come to astop to locate her, but even gtill was a hdf-mile ahead of her. Now she'd caught up in two
or three seconds. Such speed! And on the ground! | redlized then that her huffing and puffing had been
anacttoluremein. Thiswastrouble. A great dedl less confident than I'd been seconds earlier, |
continued north.

We played this game of tag for another thirty minutes, with me working us toward the north shore. Less
property to damage. And the trees blocked alot of her shots. Once at the shore, | swung east. | could
keep heading out to sea—I had no regtrictions to the idand or anything—but | didn't want to lose her.
Tonight | wanted to find out more about her.

Weworked our way east. | knew where | was going and hoped she didn't.

Sure enough. Twenty minutes later we reached the Zimmerman home, and Mrs. Williams till didn't seem
oriented.

We were just south of the Zimmerman's. She ran to the top of athirty-foot, rocky ridge, and started
firing. A bolt passed by close enough to send tingles through me and | et out aburst of sparks. |
dropped my power, but refused the wind's, and plummeted to the ground, directly east of her location,
adongtheridge

Asthe ground rushed up, | suddenly surrendered to the breeze. My weight disappeared and the breeze
pushed me upward. | went to flight and was skimming aong theridge, racing right at her, in lessthan two
heartbesats.

Sheld garted moving toward where I'd “ crashed” and but skidded to ahalt. Now it wastimeto turn the
tables. Rather, tip them over. For Mrs. Williams had no way of knowing that the ridge she now stood on
had been built by me only yesterday.

Her hand came up, and | dropped the ridge ten feet. She waved her arms to gain balance and sent abolt
skyward, far away from me. | dropped the rock even lower, then arched alarge piece over her head.
She was now stuck in my freshly made crag, unable to use her speed. | floated over her, keeping the
rock between us.

"Therock above your head, Mrs. Williams, isheld in place by me. If | am killed or knocked
unconscious, it will fall down on top of you. Do you understand?’

There came some quiet words—probably language ingppropriate for alady—and then she answered.
“Yes' Shesghed. “I undergtand. | won't attack you."

"Thanks. Can wetak?'

"Areyou going to let me out of here?’

"No."

Shesighed again. “All right. Let'stalk. Can't you makeit alittle lesstight, at any rate?'

| floated down beside her, just out of her reach, on the south side of the ridge, toward their half-built
mangon.

"NO_"

"Y ou know,” she accused, “you don't much act like an angd.”



"I'mnot your angd.”

She chuckled.

"All right. | deserved that. But you arethe Angd of St. Thomas, aren't you?"

| nodded dowly.

"I am. Who are you? And why are you on my idand, threatening the peace of my people?’
"Your idand? Your people?’ she said sarcagtically. “Kind of puffed up for akid, aren't you?"

"Itismy idand to protect,” | replied. “ They are my peopleto serve. Asmy family hasfor three centuries.
Now answer my questions or I'll sedl you up and fetch the police.”

"All right! Sheez, you're pushy.” | said nothing, and she continued. “My nameis Wanda Overton and I'm
from the States. | wanted to talk to you, but not like this. Will you set me free?"

"No."
She nodded, ahard glint to her eye. “ Okay, angel. Well do thisthe hard way."

Her hand dipped into her jacket, then flipped out. A blue ball flew from her hand toward the house. It hit
once...

A ball! | went straight down after the ball. 1t was happy to see me, ‘ cause it bounced up high. | swooped
at it with alaugh and snatched the ball out of midair. Still laughing, | soared into the sky, happy, happy,

happy! I...

Something bright hit me hard in the body. It threw me at the house and | crashed into asecond floor wall,
the bl flying free. It was drywall and cracked when [ hit it, saving me some pain. | fell to the floor,
coughing and gasping for air. No act, this. When flying, | had some protection. And | could affect the
gravities around meto form a shield whenever needed. But they'd hit me a the worst time; chasing aball
with my guard down.

They?
Even as| thought it, | knew it to betrue. | stood up, too shaky to take flight, and looked at the ridge.

Mrs. Williams should have been crushed to death in the rock. But shewasn't. Mr. Williams was there,
yanking large chunksloose and tossing them aside like beach bdls. All the while, Mrs. Williams casudly
blasted more rock clear.

Eventudly she wasfree, and they approached me, Mrs. Williamsarriving in ablur while Mr. Williams
flew over.

"Not bad for an untrained rookie,” she said, looking me over. “Y ou played me pretty well, Carlita. But
you should prepare for the unexpected. Of course, you weren't to know that Caesar here also had

powers."

"No,” | admitted, coughing again. My breath was dowly coming back. “1 didn't know that for sure. But
you're wrong about a couple things.”

"And what might those be, dear?” she smiled as sheraised her hand toward me.



"I'm not arookie.” | took another deep breath and bent over to cough again. Thistimel was faking it; |
didn't want them to notice the black rectanglesforming in the air behind them.

"No?'
"No. I've been on duty for ten years. Since | was seven.”

"And the other thing, Carlita?’ Mr. Williams asked. He was sill hovering off the edge of the unwalled
second floor.

"I did come prepared.” | jerked straight, and Francis released hisrectangles.

Mrs. Williams fired at me, but the energy whipped back and was absorbed by the sheet of sheer black
that enveloped her torso, pinning her asamsto her side. | heard a heavy thump as Mr. Williams crashed to
the ground. Apparently he couldn't stay aoft with ten gravities pressing down on him. Francis black
force fields zoomed down and had him tied up like amarket chicken in moments. He struggled briefly,
then quieted. Francis stepped from the darkness, clutching his pen and sketchpad.

"Sorry | couldn't warnyou, Sis” he said. “Mrs. Williams, you'd better not fight it too much. My
congtructs have pretty sharp edges.” Shetook his advice and lay quiet aswell.

"Mr. Williams showed up about twenty minutes ago,” he continued. “He figured out you two were
coming, but not me."

"Or us,” came avoicefrom the airs. A few grunts followed, then Bobby, Jeff and Betts carried Mr.
Williams up the gairs. They plopped him beside Mrs. Williams. Betts turned on awork light and shone it
on our two prisoners.

"Hey!” she said suddenly. “1 know these guys!”
"Sure,” Bobby said. “Mr. and Mrs. Williams, our clients.”

"No!” Betts said with excitement. “I mean, yeah. But | aso recognize them from the States’ papers.
They're Blue Lass and Strong Man, from that group, the Galactic Good Guys! They're both
superheroed™



Chapter Six
Galactic Good Guys

"No, we don't actually defend the entire gdaxy,” Mr. Williams answered Francis after held released
them. He smiled tolerantly, as though held heard the question many times before. “ Just our corner of it."

"Y ou mean, like the surrounding solar systems?’ Francis asked excitedly. Being a person with specid
gifts—and aboy—he knew al about the Good Guys. “Isthere dien life that close?

"Umm...” Mr. Will—rather, Strong Man, hesitated. “I'm ... Not at liberty to say. Y ou understand.”

"Surel” Francis said with awink. “Probably a special code or something heroes have to know. Or
maybe just corps members, huh?"

"Something likethat,” Blue Lass said before turning to me. “ The reason we're here, Carlita, is because of
you."

"Me?’ | said, surprised.

"Y es. Weve decided to accept you into the Galactic Good Guys.”
| blinked.

"Yourekidding, right?"

"Not a all,” Strong Man said. “Blue Lassand | were sent here to test you and to seeif you weretruly the
heroine the rumors had claimed you were."

"Yes,” Blue Lass continued with asmile. “ And I'm happy to seethat they were dl true. The otherswill be
pleased.”

"Others?’ | said weskly. “Y ou mean more of you are coming?'

"Indeed,” Strong Man rumbled powerfully, “ Stone Man, Wind Lass, Bumble Bee. They'real coming.”
"Codl!” Francisexclaimed, agrin from ear to e=r.

| could see that Bobby, Jeff and Betts didn't think it was cool. Neither did |. Timeto put astop to this.

"Ligten, Blue Lass. Strong Man. I'm flattered. Redlly, | am. But my lifeis dedicated to keeping S.
Thomas safe. I'm the twel fth generation of my family to havethistrugt. | travel to &. Croix and S. John's.
| even keep an eye on the British Virgin Ides. But my home and duties are here. | can't leave."

"l don't understand,” Blue Lass said, her tone cooling. “Are you saying your powers are limited to here?
Or judt that you're afraid to leave the safety of theidands?!

"Oh, get red!” Bobby brokein. Blue Lass stared at him in surprise. “Don't you get it? Therés been an
Angd of S. Thomasfor three centuries. Mot of us know the stories, though we don't share them with
outsiders. But we know there's nothing safe about these idands. Blackbeard had his home here.
Bluebeard, too. Were the number one target for hurricanes every year. There's been davery, smuggling,
wars, and criminds aplenty on St. Thomas over the past three hundred years. And there's always been
an Angel to protect the innocent and save those lost at sea.



"Carlita.can no more leave us than we can live without her. Her mother died for us. Her great-aunt, too.
Eleven, inal. Never question her resolve to fight for what'sright!” Bobby squared off, as did Jeff, Betts
and even Francis. | blushed, but stepped in front of them.

"I'm sorry you came al theway out here.” | waved at the mansion. “And I'm sorry you had to spend so
much money asaway to get to me, only to have me turn you down. But I'm staying.”

"Wedon't give up easily,” Blue Lasssaid. “Y our superpowers over rock are a perfect component to add
to our force. And while we don't know what your upper limits are, what you've shown so far is sufficient.
So, too, your sKill at flight.”

"Please, Carlita,” Strong Man added. “ Reconsider and join us."
“No."

"Hmmm ... Thisisgoing to be harder than | thought,” she admitted. “Once the others get here well
discuss sweetening the job offer. In the meantime...”

"In the meantime, please leave usaone.” | was getting tired and alittle annoyed at this.

"The Galactic Good Guys always reach their goals,” Strong Man declared. “Y ou will join us, Carlita,
andyou will..."

I'd had enough of this. Stepping up, | looked Blue Lass squarein the eye.

"What do you think you should do?’ | asked her, looking deep beyond her eyes. Sparkles appeared
around my own eyes. Her mouth opened, then closed. She blinked once, then stared back.

"I think | should find the best chocolate sundae on theidand and et it,” shefinaly mumbled, sounding
surprised a her own conviction. “Good bye.” She turned and raced off, only ablue afterimage remaining.

"Blue Lassl” Strong Man called after her. “What'swrong?’ He turned back at me, anger in hisvoice and
eyes“What did you do to her? Where is she going?'

| stepped up to him, bright blue eyes sparkling.
"Where do you think, Strong Man?"

Hefrowned a me, then hisface softened ashelogt histrain of thought. “To bowl 300 at the aley. | think
| will, too. Seeyal” Heturned and flew off.

"That was sneaky,” Bobby accused. “But funny.”

| giggled. Apparently, the Good Guys didn't know about all my abilities. And they'd made some poor
guesses a others.

"Wdll, they were getting kinda pushy.”

"l dunno, Sis,” Francis said. He sounded alittle disappointed. “ They're the Galactic Good Guys, after
al.."

"Yeah,” Bettssaid. “ And those two are going to be plenty upset when they finish doing their little
erands.”

"I don't think S0, Betts,” | replied. “1've donethislots of times, and they all seem pretty happy after



they've had their harmlessfun.” | laughed. “Though it may take Strong Man awhileto bowl three
hundred!™

We taked awnhilelonger, but the others soon left, leaving only Francis and me. We waked down to the
rocky shore and sat on alarge boulder.

"Areyou sureyou're doing theright thing, Carlita?’ he asked wigtfully. “1 mean, the Galactic Good Guysd!
Y ou might have a chance to go to other planets! At least you'd seetherest of theworld! And just think
what it would belikein their satellite headquarters? Or their New Y ork base? Or the Los Angeles one?”

"It does sound exciting,” | said, and looked up at the night sky. “Sometimes | wish | could go to the
das."

"Will you ever try?’ Francis asked. “ After al, you've never found an upper limit to either your speed or
dtitude. With the right equipment..."

"No, thanks, littlebro"” | said emphaticaly. “ The time may comewhen I'll have to try the upper limits.
But why risk it when | don't need to? Besides, there's not awhole |ot that's going to affect our idands
from outer space.”

"Maybe an dienrace?’ he offered, dmost hopefully.
"Maybe,” | said with ashrug. “If that happens, I'll cal the Good Guys,” | added with awink and agrin.
"WEell, they do protect this corner of the galaxy,” Francis agreed with alaugh.

We sat quietly for atime after that, enjoying the night and the company. | looked a my little brother ashe
leaned back on his hands, swinging hisfeet over the boulder and staring out at the sea.

What was he thinking? | wondered. Was he thinking about our parents? Mom and Dad had been lost at
seaten miles north of here, not quite in sight of Tobago Idand. | remembered the day so well, but Francis
wasonly ayear old. Did he missthem theway | did?

Or was he thinking about the future? Mogt of the time, there were anumber of my family serving the
idand. Asafamily wewere collectively cdled “the Angd", regardiess of how many “angels’ were
serving. And there were normally severd of usat atime. In fact, over the past hundred years, theréd
been only one Angel twice; Mom for three months after Uncle Johnny was killed, and me since she died.
Maybe that was why the people took such good care of us. But even when Francis was old enough to
gart hisduties, his gifts would be quieter, more defensive. Did he worry held be lost in my flashier
abilities? A sudden thought cameto me.

"Y ou know, Francis, in afew yearsthe Good Guys might be interested in you. Did you think about that?'
From hissurprised look | could tell he hadn't. After afew moments, though, he shook his head.

"I don't think so, Carlita. | don't have the kind of abilitiesthat are really useful in agroup. Not like yours.”
So he had been thinking about it.

"I think you'rewrong, Francis,” | said, surprised at how much | believed it mysdlf. “Y ou're smart, stay
calm under pressure, have grest control over your rectangles, and you..."

"What about my teleporting? I'm lucky to survive every timel useit.” He shook hishead in
remembrance. “Likethelast time. | ended up 150 feet inthe air. If you hadn't been there...” He didn't



finish,

"All right,” | agreed “ Control over your teleport gift isflaky. And your clairvoyanceis gill sporadic. But
S0 were your rectangles once. Just giveit time. I'll bet by the time you're fifteen or sixteen, you'll be atop
notch rookie for the Galactic Good Guys."

"Maybe,” hesad. “But you know what, Sis? Asexcited as| am for you to think about joining them, |
can't see mysdf leaving theidand.” At my haf smile, he grinned. “ Okay, okay, | get the point. Y ou're not
ready to leave either.”

"It'snot so much as ‘ready to leave’ asitis, ‘want to stay'. I'm the Angel! How could a person want
more? Except another Angel? And that's you, Francis, in acouple years."

Hetossed arock into the waves and watched it splash into the water. We didn't say anything more for a
long time, and then it was time to go home. We got to our feet and brushed off.

| jumped into the breeze, caught flight, and went doft. Circling around, | flew over Francis. He jumped
up and grabbed my outstretched hands. | took away the Earth's pull on him and weroseinto the air. By
now, Blue Lass would be deep into her chocolate sundae and Strong Man would be bowling his head
off. We could count on a safe and quiet trip home.

And soitwas.



Chapter Seven
Fireat the Unity Lodge

With the mansion project suddenly canceled, there wasn't much need for me at the office. | went in, but
spent only two hours caling our suppliers and subcontractorsto let them know we were out of work for
awhile. They were disappointed but accepting; TomCon had collected our feesin advance from the
“Williams', so everybody was paid up to date, including us. Good, because | needed the money. Bad,
because| ill hadn't saved up enough to see us through the school year, which was less than two months
away. | hoped | wouldn't have to work full time when classes sarted. | didn't have my Aunt Beth's
specid gift of never needing deep. On the other hand, neither did | have her quirk of having to be buried
to the neck in sand every month.

So with nothing to do except my “ other job"—the one that didn't pay—Francisand | showed up at the
police gation niceand early.

Officer Kent was on desk duty. The gang—there were only adozen of them—all took turns at the desk.
He gave usahig grin and friendly wave. It wasn't like he had anything to do; even the crimindson S.
Thomas dept in late every morning.

"Good morning, Carlital” he said with ahuge smile. “Morning, Francid™
"Morning, Officer Kent!” Francis said cheerfully. “ Anything happen overnight?”

"Not much. We had four tourists come in complaining about a pickpocket. There was atrash fire over at
the 99 Steps, but Bud and Jm had it out in just acouple minutes.” Bud was the Fire Chief for theidand,
and Jm the only full timefirefighter. Everyone € se was avolunteer, including me.

"Can | fix some breskfast for everyone?’ Francis asked. | sometimes wondered if his cooking ability was
agift.

"Believeme, Francis,” Officer Kent said, “you never haveto ask that!” He buzzed us through the
security door.

Francis headed to the kitchen, while | walked over to the radio counter and swapped out my radio for a
fresh one. Having an angel wasn't any good if you couldn't reach her, so | dways carried apolice radio.

"Wejust got in anew modd, Carlita,” he said helpfully. “Look in the lower drawer. The Lieutenant
wanted me to make sure you got one."

Curious, | opened the drawer and inspected the new ones. Nice. The earphone and mic clung to the
cheek. Three of them matched the dark brown of my Carib skin. | raised one and looked questioningly at
Officer Kent.

"Yep,” he sad with anod “ Those were ordered specid for you. We fed red uncomfortable when you
shut off your radio.”

"l haveto,” | explained, “if I'm to have any chance of spooking the bad guy. If he saw the headset, hed
know | wasjust another person.”

"Bdieveme, Carlita” hesad dryly, “youll never be‘just another person’.



"Well, maybenot". | laughed and tried it on. It used awirdess headsat, so | could put the radio anywhere
on me and not get caught up on the wire. | shoved it into the bottomless depths of my blue denim purse.

"How'sthis?’ | asked Officer Kent.
He narrowed his eyes and inspected me from ten feet. Hefinaly nodded.
"l think | can just seeit. But | know to look for it. | think it'll work greet, Carlita.”

"Great! | don't mind telling you that I'm alittle nervous turning off my radio. Thisll makedl of usfed
better."

The door chimed asit opened. | looked to see who it was, then ducked down quickly when | saw it was
an off-idander. There was nothing redly unusua with somebody like me being behind the counter. But it
was away's better to avoid explanations when possible.

"Good morning, ar!” Officer Kent said cheerfully. “May | help you?'

"Yes, thank you.” He had avery thick States accent. Maybe Boston or someplace likethat. “I'd like to
speak to the Angdl of St. Thomas. Could you contact her for me, please?

"Sir?" Officer Kent had gotten this question before. They dl had. And everyone had the perfect
response.

"The Angd. | wish to spesk to her.”

"I'msorry, Sr,” hesaid dowly, “but thereisno Angd of St. Thomeas. It'san idand legend that dates
back..."

"Three hundred years. Yes, yes. I've heard dl the surprised denidls, al the colorful explanations. The
people of St. Thomas seem quite determined to keep her redlity their secret. But | know she exigts.
When you see Carlita, tell her that Benjamin Frost waslooking for her. Understand, officer?!

"Sir, I'm not surewhat to say. | ... Sir'” Another chime and the man was gone.
"Clear, Carlita,” he said in alow tone. “Who wasthat guy?'

"I don't know,” | said honestly. | pointed at the security monitor mounted benegth the desk. “May | see
the tape?’

"Sure.” Officer Kent backed up the tape and played it.

Mr. Frost was an older man, maybein hissixties. Trueto his name, he had black hair that seemed frozen
in place by streaks of white. He waswdll built and had a craggy, handsome face, and walked with a
dight limp. I'd never seen him before,

| shook my head. “I don't know him or hisname. Wait.” | thought of something. Going to the kitchen
doorway, | called out to Francis. He showed up holding alarge pan and wearing an gpron. | asked him
about the strange man.

"Sure, | know who heid” hesaid. | had asinking feding he might.
"Let meguess,” | sad. “A Galactic Good Guy."

"Thelcicle” he said with anod. “He's one of the founders. Does some pretty cool stuff withice



formations.” He grinned. “No pun intended.”

"Wonderful,” | said, turning back to Officer Kent. “The Galactic Good Guys are trying to recruit me and
they won't take no for an answer."

"How do they know you, Carlita?’ he asked.

"The mansion project. Our ‘Mr. and Mrs. Williams were redlly Strong Man and Blue Lass. | don't know
how they'd gotten suspiciousto begin with, but | am a pretty open secret here.”

"Maybe you need to changethat,” he suggested. “ Go more undercover.”

| shook my head. “It would only make people more curious. Better to have thousands of people covering
me than one mask. Besides,” | added to get the mood happier, “can you just imagine what amask would
doto my tan?"

Helooked at me and chuckled. Like most people on theidand, | was descended from Carib, African,
and Dutch blood, so my complexion was pretty “tan” to begin with. Officer Kent was no different. If
anything, his skin was darker than mine.

"You'reright, Carlita. And just think how tan lineswould ruin thewhole‘ Angel’ mystique.” We laughed.

The emergency line sounded right then, cutting off our conversation. Officer Kent picked up thelinewhile
| fished out my radio and clipped it to my jeans.

"St. Thomas 911,” he said crisply. “What is the location and nature of the emergency?'

He started scribbling in the logbook, then nodded at me. “A fire out of control at the Old Unity Lodge. Is
everyone out?’ Helistened, then shook his head. “ Three to six trapped indde? Please remain cam,
Father. I'm sending the fire department right now.” A pause. “Yes, | think shélll betherefirst.”

That'sdl | needed to hear. Shouting to Francis, | ran up the stairsto the second floor. Three off-duty
officers were there, but they weren't bothered by my sudden appearance. In fact, they cheered meon. |
ran up the stairs that took meto the roof. | did thisalot. Pushing the door open, | felt the breeze on my
face. | caught flight and shot straight up to 1000 fest.

The Old Unity Lodge was northwest of the station, and | had no difficulty spotting it. Smoke poured from
the windows and doors. There was asmall knot of people outside at a safe distance, so | made for them.
Behind me, | heard the fire Srens starting up.

| was spotted—yprobably looked for—as | swept to them. Rather than land, | hovered about five feet up.
"Do you know where they're trapped?’ | asked no onein particular.

"Yes” sad one, apriest. “Down in the basement. We were working on the food drive when..."

"How many?’ | interrupted. Seconds counted.

"At least three. Perhaps six. Mogt are e derly, but there were two or three young adults...”

| had what | needed and didn't wait for more. I'd been in most of the public buildings on theidand,
including the Lodge. It helped tremendoudy in the case of fire or late night crime.

| flew at the door and raised my gravity shields. They would keep me from getting burned too badly. |
could aso use the shidds to protect the victims, provided | could find them. Since the door was aready



burned beyond redemption, | flew straight throughit.

It was pure hell indde. Flames ate every surface, sparing nothing. | couldn't tell for sure, but it looked like
it had been deliberately set. Not the time to worry about that, though. Onceinside, | swung to my right
and went down the stairs. | had maybe five minutes of air insde my shield. Less, once | included the

people.

The stone staircase wound down, and | wasin the basement. The fire had Sarted here, without question.
The heat was very intense, and the air wasfilled with smoke. The large room looked nothing like |
remembered it. Then it was quaint. Now it was a nightmare.

| pushed on, looking everywhere. Seconds ticked away. Through the roar of the flames, | could hear the
grens gpproaching. | didn't want any of the firefightersto have to enter thisinferno. | looked harder.

There werefive of them, huddled together at the cellar door, either unconscious or dead. | couldn't take
timeto find out. Not that it mattered. | was bringing them dl out.

That they were at the cellar door was good. Hovering over them, | carefully placed a skintight shield
around them, one at atime, then expanded it out to join mine, giving them my relatively fresh air. Good.
Now it was just amatter of blowing open the door and...

A loud crack broke through the roar, and the ceiling above our heads crashed down! | was caught
completdy off-guard, being intent on my charges. The beam hit me before | could remove dl itsweight,
and | crashed to the floor, grounded.

The heat was beyond intense now, and | could fedl it on my lungs. Someone started screaming, the
shidld'sair having revived her. Rather than trying to quiet her, | instead focused on the burning beam and
stonework we were trapped unde.

| saw dl thelines of gravity in our galaxy and how they pulled us. It was like looking through avast web
of glass strands. Some were thicker than others. The thickest was dways Earth's. Everything had glass
strands attached to them. The Good Guys had thought | controlled rock and had the ability to fly. | could
fly, but I controlled alot more than rock. What | did was control the forces of gravity, increasing and
decreasing, iminating, or even reversing whichever ones | wished.

No timefor niceties. | removed the Earth's string and greatly enhanced the Sun's, which wasin direct line
of the cellar doors. No point in wasting good rubble, either. | also built alarger second shield to keep the
floor above usfrom collgpsing.

The stonework and beam rumbled, then did off my inner shield. | hurled it a the cellar door asfast as|
could. Themass dammed againgt the metal door and obliterated it. | immediately restored norma gravity
and the rubble fell to the ground, fanning out asit hit.

"Everyonewho'sawake,” | yelled over the flames. “ Grab an unconscious person!” | stooped and picked
up an ederly woman, showing the others they weighed nothing. Literdly. | saw some nods, and they
followed my example. Onetrip only. Good. | led them out through the cellar.

Onceoutsde, | lifted off and flew around to the waiting crowd. Already ambulances had arrived and the
fire department was pumping water.

"There's another four wounded people on the other side!” | shouted, lowering my passenger onto a
gurney. | pointed, and the paramedicsran around theinferno. | finaly dropped my shields and dmost
passed out from fresh air that rushed into my lungs, giving me a coughing fit.



"Let'sget you seento,” the paramedic helping the elderly lady said to me. “ The firefighters can handleit
from here.” His gaze drifted to theright.

Thereweretourists! Here, a afire! Three or four were looking at me. One was pointing. What business
didthey...

| cut off my mentdl tirade and nodded, till coughing.

"I'll befine. But put meonagurney,” | saidin alow voiceto the paramedic, “and take your time getting
me to the ambulance, okay?| ill have work to do.” And with that, | collgpsed to the ground.

A clatter of equipment, and then | felt strong, confident hands move meto the gurney. A blanket went
over my body, and an oxygen mask over my face. | opened my eyes and saw the paramedic drawing a
needle. Hewinked a me.

"Jugt sdine solution, Carlita,” he said quietly. “If werre going to have tourists, we may aswell givethema
show, hey, girl?” Heflashed meaamile.

He put the needle in my arm, and injected me, then waved at another paramedic.
"I've got her sedated and stabilized, but we have to get her to the hospitd, Sat!”

The gurney rose up and they wheeled me around. | turned my head and looked at the Lodge. It would
beimpossblefor thefirefightersto save any of it, it was so out of control. That'swhy | was here. And
why my family had aways been here.

There were strings on the flames as well. The higher they reached, the cooler the flames became. | freed
them from the Earth's pull and subjected them to the pull of ared giant some twenty lightyears away.
Only | made the distance between the flame strings and the star only amillion miles apart. Meanwhile, |
coated the entirelodge in an invisible gravity shield that kept the air out, but Iet heat escape.

"Look!” someone shouted. Gasps and startled voices came from the gathering crowd.

Theflames of the Lodge suddenly reached hundreds of feet into the bright blue Caribbean sky, then
flashed out of existence with a“whoosh!"

The gurney clacked against the back of the ambulance and thewhedls swung up asit and | did into
place. | kept the shields on the lodge for aslong as possible. Without warning, deepiness poured over
me. The strings snapped back to normal, but the firefighters werein control. The paramedic who'd given
me the injection got in beside me and smiled again. The doors banged shut and the ambulance moved off.

"Youjerk,” I mumbled, haf grateful and haf angry. “ That redly was a sedative.”

"Sorry, Carlita. | wanted to tell you, but knew you'd only fight it.” 1 nodded. “ And you've some bad
burns. At least, bad enough to need trestment. | waswilling to wait an extraminute for you to put out the
flames, but no more. Y ou did agrest job, Carlita, saving those people and what's | eft of the lodge. But
now let us do our job and take care of you.

"Youdesveit."



Chapter Eight
Benjamin Frost

| spent the next four daysin the hospita, recovering from my burns. Fortunately, | wasaquick hedler.
Not agift, not in the way my abilitieswere, but something that had run in my family for generations. It
was a blessing, seeing how often we stepped into places best avoided.

Franciswas a congant vigitor, bringing in measfor both me and the nursesin thewing. Thefirefighters
had al chipped in some money so Francis could cook to his heart's content. Believe me, nobody
complained!

By the second day, | was up and moving around, visiting people, talking to them and signing autographs.
| did tricksfor the kids, floating objects and showering sparkles. | even caught a breeze from an open
window once and was ableto fly around the children'sward. There were plenty of rods and tubes and
things, and the ceiling was kindalow, so | went dowly. They loved it, though, and | was glad to have
something to do.

Onething | wasglad | didn't have to do was answer questions. Reporters always stayed away,
respecting my privacy. Whenever one did want to interview me, he or shewas polite, and never wrote
anything that would give avay my name. And nowhere did it ever say that there redlly was an Angel of
. Thomeas. | knew that reporters from elsewhere were quite different. Privacy meant nothing to many of
them, only the story. But on the Virgin Idands, blood and family ran far degper than ink. Again, a
blessng.

Neither was | bothered by anyone from the Good Guys. | don't know whether by choice, because they'd
lost track of me, or because the hospital was good at covering up my presence. But it was a pleasant
four days.

Y et dl good things, asthe saying goes, must cometo an end. | was getting antsy, anyway. Francisand |
made one more pass through the wing, saying our goodbyes, then left the hospital. | probably should
have waited until nightfal, then flown home unseen, but | let my guard down. Maybe that waswhy the
Good Guys had |eft me done.

Sure enough, Benjamin Frost was outside the main doors, waiting for me. He was sitting on abench,
reading the VI Daily News. Beside him were a dozen more copies.

"Good morning, Carlita,” he said pleasantly, folding his paper closed. “Hello, Francis."
"Good morning,” | replied withasmall amile, asif not recognizing him. “Nice day today, isn't it?"

"Very,” he answered, then gave measmall smile of hisown. “Before | went into the police Sation last
week, | was at the small cafe acrossthe street. | saw both of you enter the station that morning, about ten
minutes before | followed. The time of my entrance was not by chance. | even saw you hide near the
radios, Carlita. Still, forma introductions are dways proper.” He smiled again, stood, and gave ashort
bow with his head. “My name is Benjamin Frost, from Searsport, Maine, and | am requesting an
audience with the Angel of St. Thomas and her brother, Francis.”

Wheat could | say? Denia was the automatic response. But it was pretty foolish to make adenid after I'd
aready admitted my abilitiesto hisfriends. A growl in my stomach told metheright course of action.

"Okay, Mr. Frogt,” | said. “Buy uslunch and I'll talk.”



"Thank you,” he said smply. “ Shal wewak?"

To my reief, we went to the same cafe hed watched the police station from. Nonetheless, | held Francis
hand pretty tightly. Thiswas an unexpected tactic. For whatever reason, | hadn't thought they'd use
discussion to pursue me.

Thewaitress gave usabig smile and seated us right away in the haf-filled restaurant. Aswe looked over
our menus, he started conversation.

"I'm surprised, but very pleased, that you came with me.” He chuckled. “ After the easy way you handled
Wandaand Caesar, | thought | might have my handsfull.”

"What do you want from us, Mr. Frost?’ | asked.

"A good question. Please, dlow metimeto give agood answer.” He set his menu down and motioned to
the waitress. “But first, some lunch!”

* * * %

"I've been able to put together most of your family's history, Carlita,” Mr. Frogt started again whilewe
waited for dessert. “It wasn't easy. Fortunately, there are anumber of idanders who know and trust me.
They felt they could confidein me and know I'd keep their trust.”

"And haveyou?'

"If by that you mean, have | kept my knowledge from others, then the answer isyes,” he said. “Not even
the Good Guys have been told asingleword.”

"Why?’ | asked, very curious. Francis, too, was listening closdly.

"Tel me, Carlita,” he asked, seemingly ignoring my question. “How old were you when you redlized you
hed extraordinary gifts?'

"] don't see how..."

"I wasfour,” he said. “I'm seventy-two years old now. | have known about my heet stealing abilitiesfor
gaxty-eight years.

"I'll never forget the day | discovered them. My parents, older three sisters and | were coming to
Americafrom our eastern European homeland. We came by boat, since it was the only way my father
could afford passage.

"The gx of uswerein steerage, crammed into one cabin. | dept on the floor so my ssters could have the
top bunk, while my parents shared the lower bunk.” He drew adeep breath and let it out. “We were
poor, but what an adventure! It wasdl ayoung boy like mysdf could hopefor!"

Hisface drifted from happy to sad in the next heartbedts.

"The adventure ended three nights out. The ship caught fire. It was anightmare! By thetime | woke up,
the cabin wasfilled with smoke and the cabin's wooden door was charred. | could seeflamesin the
cracks where the door had warped.”

Francisand | lisgtened intently. | could fed the painin hiswords, dmost fed the heet of that awful night.

"l got up right away and tried to wake my parents and ssters’ He broke for amoment and closed his
eyes. “I couldn't. They wereall dead. It wasthen | redlized I'd been saved only because I'd dept on the



floor, where smoke hadn't reached me.

"But my savation seemed only temporary. The door was burning now, and | had no way to escape,
since we had no porthole. | sat on the floor next to the bed and stared at the door, wishing more than
anything the firewould go away. How | hated it!” Hetook asip of his coffee.

"| passed out shortly afterwards and don't remember much more. | awoke the next day in alifeboat,
along with twenty or so other survivors. They stared at me and made me sit in the front of the boat. They
all took turns watching me. No one spoke to me, and they only grudgingly gave me food and weter. |
was too young to ask why they were treating me that way. It wasn't until several months|ater, during the
inquiry, that | found out | was the one blamed for the anking of the ship.”

"You?' Francisblurted out. “I don't believeit! How could you have done something horrible like that?
They wereliard™

Mr. Frost smiled at him.

"Thank you, Francis, for your confidence.” Another sip of coffee. “I only wish it wastrue, that | hadn't
sunk the ship.

"Atfirg, | didn't believeit. Like you, Francis, | couldn't believe | was capable of such adeed. But for a
different reason. Y ou believe me unable to do such an act because of the ‘hero’ status | enjoy, don't
you?’ We both nodded. “1 was no hero then. Just ascared little boy. How could | know if | were
capable of evil or not?’ He sat down his coffee cup and folded his handsin front of hisface. | could see
how much it hurt him to go on. But | didn't stop him because | dso felt how much he had to go on.

"My terror of the flames awoke my inner powers. Most people think that | have power over cold.
Nonsense! There's no such thing ascold! It'sal aquestion of molecular vibration that determines* heat’
or ‘cold'. The dower the molecules of an object vibrate, the*colder’ itis. Therein liesmy ability | remove
heat by dowing the rate a which moleculesvibrate” A flicker of asmile. “Still, it'ssmpler to be known
asThelciclethanitis The Gentleman Who Steals Hest From Things, so | dlow the inaccurate
nomenclature to continue. But | digress.

"When thefire ripped through our cabin door and began egting at the bunks where my dead family lay, a
burning sensation seized me. Thinking the hesat was esting me aswell, | gave up and surrendered to the
flames

"Indoing so, | conquered them. The flames did indeed attack me. But they vanished even asthey
touched me! | could control heat! But | could not control the power."

"What happened?’ | whispered.

He shrugged. “ It wasthen that | passed out. But the cause of the ship's sinking was not fire. The
witnesses maintained, the court of inquiry determined, and after years of persona research and
soul-searching | must painfully admit, that the ship was pulled benesth the waves by the sheer weight of
theicethat covered every square inch of the ship.”

"Buticefloats,” Francis objected. “It'sless dense than water."

"True enough,” Mr. Frogt agreed “But ice isfar more densethan air A ship remains afl oat because of the
amount of water it displaceswith air. When that air isin turn displaced by water or ice, the ship will sink.
And while water is denser thanice, it so flows off. Ice does not. Accumulated iceis one of the greatest
dangersto ships. And because of my lack of control, the ship my family and I—and hundreds of innocent



travelers and sailors—was on, sank.”
"But how could they know it was you, Mr. Frost?’ | asked quietly. | had to blink away tears.

"| was saved by abrave man—afather from another family on our deck who risked hislifeto check all
the cabins—who found me and carried meto safety.” Helooked away briefly, and it was obvious his
thoughts drifted back to that moment. “ He saved my life, and | thanked him poorly. By thetime hewas
able to get me onto the lifeboat, his hands, arms, and left Side of hisface, where he held meto protect me
from bresthing too much smoke, were badly frostbitten. And the three people on the boat who handled
me before | awoke were aso frosthitten, though thankfully al three could be treated without resorting
to...” He paused, then finished. “Without resorting to amputation.”

| couldn't think of anything to say. Neither could Francis. We smply sat there quietly with him, hoping he
would tell usahappy ending, but knowing he couldn't.

"After the investigation and their conclusions, | was sent to an orphanage, and nothing was said about that
night or my powers. Or s0 | wastold. Asthe years drifted by and no one adopted me, it became
apparent that was not the case. Those in charge of the orphanage had been told, and they dared not risk
dlowing meto ever leave.

"l did leave, when | turned sixteen. 1'd been practicing my control over my heat stealing and had reached
apoint where| fet it was complete.”” He smiled wryly. “1t wasn't, but that's another story.

"Anyway, | joined thecircusas‘ The Living Icicle’ | wasin afreak show and made do for severd years.
It wastherethat | met two more ‘freeks like mysdf, Hank and Beth Window."

"Iron Works and Dream Catcher,” Francis said, nodding enthusiagticdlly. “ That was the beginning of
Freedom Squad. Y ou three, and Laser later on, were agreat team!™

"Laser.” Mr. Frost chuckled with honest humor. | relaxed. He seemed to have cometo a better timein
hislife. “Richard Gilmore. Did you know, Francis, that Richard hated the name Laser? Thought it was
childish indulgence. He just wanted to be called Richard. It took usdl our skillsto convince him he
needed amoniker with more ... persuason.”

"That'swhy my family has dwaysused ‘ The Angel of St. Thomas,” | volunteered. “ Partly because that's
what our people named us, but adso because it both calms the innocent and makes the guilty fed weak.” |
amiled. “ Sometimes.”

"Therein liesthe challenge, yes?” he agreed. “To use aslittle force as needed to render justice. Y ou and
|, Carlita, are—and one day you, Francis, will be—vigilantes. Citizenswho appear at the scene of a
crimeor disaster and try to make thingsright.”

"Well,” | admitted, “I'm actualy an official member of both the St. Thomas police and fire forces. My
mom was, too. | dso have some policetraining and firefighter certification. It helpsalot.”

"You areajoy, young lady!” he said, laughing openly. “Never have | seen one 0 young with such afirm
grasp of her purpose and place. Any reservations | had about you are swept away!"

"Thank you, Mr. Frost,” | said, sad our conversation had to come to an end. But | could see wherethis
wasleading. “1 can honestly say it would be an honor serving with you. Both Francisand | would learn
so much from you. But my placeis here, on theidand of St. Thomas. | cannot abandon my people, any
more than you could leave your family. My soul ishere, Mr. Frost. | speak for my brother aswell. At
leadt, at thisstagein hislife. Like| told the others, | must declinejoining the Galactic Good Guys.”



"The Galactic Good Guys?’ He seemed genuinely surprised. “Dear girl, why in the world would | counsd
you to join that bunch of puffed shirts and pompous peacocks? They are agroup of short-sighted people
unable to properly grasp what you and Francis so easily do: What your purposeis.

"Join them?| should say not! My purpose in coming to the idand, Carlita, was to make sure you and
Francis were prepared for the lives you have and to convince you both to stay herel™



Chapter Nine
Troubleln Threes

"Would you care for any more chicken, Mr. Frost?’ We'd spent the afternoon with Mr. Frost, and had
come back to our apartment for dinner. Asaways, Francis cooked. He'd prepared one of his best
chicken medls, using fresh fruit, aplash of rum (never mind how we got it!), and one of the chickens|'d
bought from Sir Hector.

"Why, yes, Francis, | believe | will,” Mr. Frost replied. Francis, beaming at serving his hero dinner,
dished out another portion, then offered me a second helping.

"No thanks, little bro! If | eat anymore, | may not be ableto fly!” | laughed.

"Tel me, Carlita” Mr. Frost said between bites, “how do you baance your everyday life with your
uperhero life?"

"It'seasier for methan it wasfor you, Mr. Frost,” | answered. “Which reminds me. | told the guys 1'd be
onlinetonight.”

"Theguys?' he asked.

"Uh-huh. The precinct and firehouse.” | pulled out my new radio and put it on, carefully laying the cling
mike aong my cheek. “There. How's that?'

"Looksgood, Si¢l"

"Very sophigticated, Carlita’ Mr. Frost nodded. “That'sapoliceradio, | takeit?'

"Y up. When acrime or fire hgppens, | want to be there.”

"Very commendable. And I'm sure the flying helps.”

"Unlesssheseesabdl inplay,” Francissaid with agrin. | rolled my eyesand giggled.
"I'm sorry?’ Mr. Frogt said. “I don't understand.”

| explained to him my wesknessfor chasing balswhen | wasin flight. Instead of laughing, though, he
became very serious.

"Carlita, how many people know of this?'

"Theidand people,” | replied. “And | suppose all the Good Guys do now, too. Blue Lass used it against
me when we fought last week."

"This can become a problem, Carlita” he said. “Y ou're going to need to..."

"Uh, gottawait, Mr. Frost!” | interrupted suddenly, putting ahand to my ear. Habit. Theradio reception
was gredt. | listened for amoment, nodding my heed.

"Got it! I'mon my way, Lieutenant!” | looked at them. “Just got acal. Therésamaniacin arentd car,
racing dangeroudy intown."

"May | come?’ Mr. Frost asked, standing.



"Sure!” | yelled over my shoulder as | raced to the door. “I can't take you, though! Takestoo long for
first timersto get used to it! Catch up, okay?"

"I'll be dong presently,” he caled after me.

There was afriendly wind blowing across our porch and | didn't have any time, so | jumped off the top
step and took flight, accelerating and ascending quickly. It wasasmdl risk: off-idandersrarely looked up
and anyway wouldn't believe their eyes.

"I'm airborne, Lieutenant,” | said in the mike. “What's hislocation?'

"Westbound on Main Street, at Guttets Gade, Carlita. He's gotta be doing at least sixty. Cars Two and
Three were chasing him, but stopped after the suspect clipped several merchandise carts.”

"Anyone hurt?’ | picked up my speed, scanning the town below. There was aflash of sunlight off glass. It
wasthecar. “1 got him!"

"Roger. Nobody hurt yet, but it's only a matter of time."

"l know. Do you know anything about the driver? How many occupants? Why he's so reckless?
Anything?'

"Sorry, but no. Our firdgt indication was when he took out avendor's cart on Hibiscus Alley.”

"Okay. | guesswell ... Wait! He's turning onto Highway 30, sill heading west.” | thought aquick
second, then decided. “ Lieutenant, notify the airport I'm pushing the car over there. Less chance of
damageandinjury.”

"Gotcha. Take care, Carlita. Lewisout."

| was directly over the car now, about fifty feet aboveit. Since | didn't want them to spot me, | was
following the road. Timeto stop thisguy. I'd try the easy way fird.

| concentrated, and the gravity lines appeared. Like a puppeteer, | only needed to pull the right ones and
the car would cometo a controlled stop. Tugging on the planet's strings that held the car to the road, |
gently guided the vehicle dightly into the air. At the sametime | increased the tug of gravity onthecar's
rear. The engine began straining, but the car dowed down to maybe thirty miles per hour. Good. | pulled
up on the car some more. The engine went from straining to racing as the whed sl eft the ground. The
driver quickly dowed the engine. So far, so good.

Thedriver's hand appeared, holding abal! | immediately turned my head, looking north, to the
mountains. A count of ten and | looked back down. The hand had withdrawn. Suddenly, awoman's
head appeared from the passenger's side. Next her arms. She turned up toward me and began waving
her arms.

A whap of abullet, followed by the boom of agun. The driver wasfiring at me! | pressed gravity on his
gun hand, but he managed to pull it indde without dropping the gun. The woman, looking terrified, dso
dipped back into the car. | would have to assume she was a hostage, then.

"Lieutenant, the driver appearsto have ahostage. A woman. He definitely has agun; hefired it once at
me. He dso knows my weskness. I'm going to ... wait asec.” The driver's hand regppeared, without the
gun, and motioned to the ground. The threat was understood. “He wants me to release the car or helll
hurt her. Advise, please.” Inside, my ssomach was churning.



"We've got another problem, Carlita,” came the Lieutenant's grim voice. “ Thereés another criss, two
miles out and just cdled in. Pleasure craft on fire, three adults, six children on board without lifeboat or
vests. Sinking imminent. Y ou haveto get to them!"

"Roger,” | said. | looked out over the harbor and saw smoke billowing up from a spot well beyond the
breskwater.

Below was acar with ahostage. At sea, eight livesin danger of fire and drowning. Eight livesto onelife,
but how could | choose to abandon even the one?

"Calita"
Not more!
"Yes, Lieutenant?"

"Troubleinthrees. A smdl craft gpproaching King airport has called in amayday. The pilot had a heart
attack and none of the other three passengers can fly."

Thiswas a nightmare, one in which there was no time to decide how to proceed. Whom did | save?I'd
never had to ded with this much before.

"Okay,” | said, making my decisons. “Notify the airport fire services. Send a car out to wherel am, and
move some other shipsto pick up the survivors of the boat. I'll dow down the boat, drop off the car, and
go for the plane. Carlitaout!”

No timefor finesse. | seized the strings holding the car and ripped off the roof, tossing it beside the road.
The gunman, histhoughts on me, pointed the gun up. | couldn't afford the time to dodge. Insteed, |
jerked him from the car and tossed him to the other sde of the road, into some nasty looking bushes. |
made sure the gun went further than he did.

"Turn the car off!” | shouted to the woman in the car while moving it and mysdlf to the airport. Not
paying attention to her, | looked out to seg, at the column of flame. Thiswas going to be hard. It wasa
good three milesfrom where | was.

Reaching out, | worked at the strings surrounding the boat. | had to put out the fire, and keep the boat
afloat. Releasing the Earth's tring from the boat, | gave it sufficient buoyancy to stay afloat.
Unfortunately, | couldn't do anything about the fire right now.

| turned my attention to the plane. It was coming in too low from the west. The plane was so canted that
the starboard wing would hit the ground before even the landing gear had touched. That would put it into
atumble, | wassure.

| was over the airport now. | shouted to the woman to buckle up. She'd no sooner done so than | set the
car down on agrassy patch of the runway. There were severa jets on taxi, and support vehicles all over
the place. So much for my identity staying a secret. I'd worry about thet |ater.

Picking up speed, | raced to the oncoming plane. Someone on board wastrying to line up the plane,
which helped alittle. Or so | hoped.

"Carlital” came an excited voice over my radio.

"ThisisCarlita,” | replied, still making for the plane. It was going too dow and was now wobbling. “Who
isthis?"



"Jenkins, Air Control. That small planeis heading toward adeparting jet!"

Grest. | looked behind me. Thejet was at the top of the runway. It wasn't moving, nor would it with an
emergency. But if the smadl plane overshot the runway, they could collide on the ground.

| glanced onelast time at the harbor, now four miles behind me and to my left. Smoke was ill pouring
out of the boat. | could keep it afloat, but only if it didn't burn to acrigp. | didn't even know what kind of
fireit was. What to do?

My eyeswere tearing up from frustration and | heard mysdlf gasping, trying to hold myself together.
Mother. How many times had she told me?* Carlita, you can't save every life. People are going to die.
All we struggle to do is save those we can and not be destroyed by those we can't.”

Okay. It wasafoolish action, but it was al | had. | pushed awave of water at the boat, while increasing
the mass of the water around it. Anyone knocked overboard by the wave would...

The plane! The buzzing of the prop had become deafening, and | looked just in timeto seeit bearing
down on me. Quickly, I dove under it, then swooped up and around the tail, coming to alanding on the
overhead wing. No timeto tell anyone anything. The ground was coming up fast.

The planewas near salling speed, so | smply removed itsweight. All of it. The plane pulled up sharply,
and | gpplied gravity to the nose. Increasing the pull on the air going through the propellor, | was ableto
shut the engine down.

The wheelstouched the runway and | braked it hard. | hope no one was hurt too badly, but the
emergency vehicleswere dready approaching the plane. | waved at the firefighters, then took off, up and
out to seaasfast as| could tolerate. Flying over the woman in the car, | could see she was sife. |
glanced down the road for the man, but couldn't see him. There was a patrol car there, though.

| was approaching the boat when | saw aglorious sight. Mr. Frost had frozen the water around the boat,
giving the people a safe place to run! He had joined them, having formed awakway of ice acrossthe
harbor, and was keegping them cam. Relieved beyond words, | swept in and landed beside Mr. Frogt.

"Thank you, Mr. Frost!” | started to say, but he held his hand up.

"Do you careto explain the reasons for your actions?’ he demanded of the boat's occupants. It was only
then that | looked at them.

It was Mr. and Mrs. Williams! Rather, Strong Man and Blue Lass. There was another man there, one |
didn't recognize. Thefive children? Mannequins. Store dummies.

Inadaze, | walked over to the dummies. | picked up ahand, then let it fall. Tricked. | should have been
furious. | probably was. All | could fed, though, was a numbness wash over me. | turned to Blue Lass.

"Why?" wasadl | could say inalow voice.

"To demongtrate the power of teamwork, dear,” Blue Lass said sweetly. “Don't you see now, Carlita?
Don't you see how much you need the Galactic Good Guys as teammates? Had these three events been
real, people would have died.”

Anger burned degp in me, asmall, bright flame. | clenched my figts. | stared at eachin turn.

"Thiswasatest?’ | asked quietly.



"Yes,” Strong Man said. “ The two occupantsin the car and Bumble Beein the smal plane are dl
Gdactic Good Guys, here to see you perform.”

"Perform,” | repeated. | took a step toward them.

"Carlita,” Mr. Frost cautioned me. “ Don't. They may be bumbling foals, but they're powerful bumbling
fools. And they are not evil. Just stupid.”

"How dareyou!” | shouted a them. “Y ou risked the lives of my people, al for some test? How dare
you!"

"We dare because were the Gaactic Good Guys,” Blue Lassreplied smugly.



Chapter Ten
Down Time

The tableau remained as frozen as the ice floe we stood on. Blue Lass continued staring at me, asif to
chalenge. Strong Man was by her side, with the third man behind them. Mr. Frost was a my | eft.

"Carlita” hesaidinalow tone, “let it go for now. We don't want to start afight out herein the bay.
There are too many innocents.” He motioned around the bay, where people were looking at us. Somein
boats were gpproaching us.

"What's the matter, Frost?’ the third man said. His voice reminded me of asnake. “Your little girl can't
takeit?'

"Oh, she can handleit, Victor. Just ask Wanda and Caesar. They underestimated her thefirst time, and
now they've done so a second.”

"Thistimel amwith them,” Victor hissed ominoudly.

"And | amwith her. Do you recdl the last time we had a disagreement, Victor?'

It was clear from Victor'sface he did recall, and it wasn't a pleasant memory.

"There will be another day,” Victor said. With that, he dove into the water and disappeared.

"You did well today, Carlita,” Strong Man said, trying to diffuse the mood. | guess he really was agood
guy. | nodded, taking the out. There were now craft less than two hundred yards away, some with
tourigts. | needed to be gone.

"Dont give me anymoretests. I'm not joining.” | jumped lightly and caught the trades, rising to twenty feet
or s0. “Please. Leave St. Thomeas. All of you."

| began pushing theice underwater to give them ahint. They got it dl right. Strong Man took to the air,
and Blue Lass jJumped up to him to be carried.

Satisfied they were withdrawing, Mr. Frost began working hisway back to shore, creating ice rampson
the water that he did down. They melted behind him, making for an easier cleanup. | pushed the boat to
the bottom of the harbor with the rest of theice. Theice would soon melt, and | could recover the boat
a night sometime.

Flying home was not afun thing. | had to explain to Lieutenant Lewis that these were al bogus
emergencies. He already knew. When the “kidnapper” had been arrested by the police, held flashed his
Good Guy identity card and they were forced to release him.

"What? Why?’ | said, loud enough that afew people looked up from the ground, even though | wasa
few hundred feet up.

"The team hasimmunity to traffic and safety laws,” hereplied tersdy. “ That'swhy we can't bring asingle
charge againg them.”

"Canwe at least hill them for the expense of emergency services?'

"Y es, and we will. But we both know they're quite wedlthy. To them, throwing cash at problemsis



sandard practice. Faceit, Carlita, you and | are smdl fish in theworld scheme of crimefighting.”

"Tdl that to the lady and three children you pulled out of the housefirelast year, Lieutenant Lewis. Or
any of the hundreds of people you've helped over the years.”

"Oh, | didn't mean that in anegative sense. Just in apolitical sense.”

"Inthat case,” | said, “that's how | want it. Look, Mr. Frost is not one of them. He's staying around me
for afew days. Give him the benefit of the doubt, okay?"

"Will do,” hesaid. “Areyou sure that's wise?'

"Yes,” | answered, amogt sure. “He's said the right things so far, and done theright things. Even got rid
of theice he usad out in the harbor.”

"W, that's more than the Good Guys did. We're stuck with cleanup of awrecked plane, awrecked
car, and asunken boat. They didn't even offer. It's probably beneath them.”

“I'll help out with the boat,” | offered. “ After al, I'm the one who sank it. | wrecked the plane and car,
too."

"Only because of the Good Guys' actions. All right, welll make plansto get the boat when thisthing is
over, okay?'

"Sounds good. Well, I'm landing a home now. I'll keep the radio on full time until these jerks are off our
idand.”

"Do you think they'll redlly leave?’ he asked, totally unconvinced.
"Oh, they'll leave. By themsalves or when | throw them off. Carlitaout.”

| touched down on our back porch and went straight to my room. Closing the door, | lay down on my
bed. My whole body was trembling.

Everything pent up insgde me came gushing out and | started to cry. Why did they have to come? Why
couldn't they just leave me and my idand done? | sobbed into my pillow, feeling anger, sorrow,
frugtration, and helplessness. Thiswasn't fair! | was only seventeen! Couldn't | have just adiver of a
normd life? Not while they were here.

At some point | drifted to deep, and wasfinaly free of my worries. At least for alittlewhile.

* * % %

When | woke up, evening was coming on. From my bedroom window came the glow of colorful festiva
lights. So, too, the sounds and smells of the nightly excitement that touched the idand when the sun went
down. | could hear Francistalking to someone in our living room. It sounded like Mr. Frost.

| sat up, feeling much better. | Sretched, gave aloud yawn. Thetalking stopped, and | heard movement.
There came aquiet rap on my door.

"S.§'

| stood and opened the door. Francis looked both worried and relieved. He gave me a hug, the kind a
big brother would, even though | was till taler than him.

"Areyou dl right?’ he asked me, concernin hisvoice. “Y ou got home and went straight to bed. Mr.



Frost said to leave you aone, but | wasn't sure...” Hisvoicetrailed off.

"Thanksfor letting me deep, Francis. And thank Mr. Frogt. I'm fedling alot more saneright now.” |
ruffled hishair and was rewarded with asmile. “How ‘bout | get cleaned up and we take Mr. Frost out?
I'm al superheroed out for tonight.”

He nodded and went back to the living room. | grabbed atowel and headed for the bathroom.

Forty-five minutes later, | felt likeanorma girl. 1'd put on my flowered, knee-length wrap skirt, with
matching blouse that showed off my middle. I'd put on some makeup, did al my nailsin red, and spritzed
on my favorite tangerine body spray. Y ummy! Next came my silver cross earrings and banglesfor my
wrigs and right ankle. Findly, | tied my hair back with abright red scarf and dipped on my sandals. |
looked mysdlf over in my full-length mirror, twirling Human again! | shoved the policeradio into my large
handbag, dung it over my shoulder and headed to the living room.

"Good night! And now, introducing Carlital!” | exclamed as | stepped into the living room, throwing my
armsout and posing. “Regular girl, ready for anight on the town! Thank you! Thank you!"

Franciswhistled and clapped. Benjamin smiled warmly and bowed. Both had dressed nicely, though |
didn't know where Benjamin had gotten his clothes: faded jeans with along-deeved, pressed white shirt
and soft dress shoes. He looked very distinguished.

"Shdl we enjoy the evening's pleasant lure and kindly distractions?” he asked, offering me an arm.
"Absolutely!” | said, taking hisarm while Francis got the door. “I want to have uninterrupted fun tonight!"
Heled me out, my arm under his, and the three of us went downgtairsto the street.

Big Mariewas at her cart, selling and talking and laughing. Pedro and Scott, two of her “street urchins’
were hanging around, eating some fried bread and chatting away. | pointed her out, and Mr.
Frost—Benjamin—took us over. Marie's eyeslit up when she saw us. She shooed her customers away
and held out her massive, strong armsfor Francis and me. We raced for them, Francis only just besting
me

"Good night. My, my! Our Carlitahas agentleman cdler thisevening!” Shelaughed. | blushed but
introduced them. Benjamin kissed her hand and she laughed again. “ And such fine manners. Y ou will
take care of our favorite daughter, no?"

"Mommal” | scolded. “It'snot likethat! Mr. Frogt and | are friends through..."

"Mutua acquaintances,” hefinished for me. “Itistrue. | know the Williams, whom Carlitals congtruction
company was building amansion for. Asfor how we met specificaly...”

"Benjamin, sheknows,” | said softly. “ Just about everyone on St. Thomas knows."
"Indeed?’ Benjamin raised an eyebrow.

"Mogt certainly,” Marie said, while Pedro and Scott nodded vigoroudy. “The Angel is our dearest
secret.” Her eyes sparkled as she smiled at me. “And our dearest treasure.”

"That'sright!” Pedro said. *Y ou gotta go through us to bother the Angel.”
"All of ud” Scott agreed.

"Now, get dong, you two! Lead sometourists Big Maries way, and shell make sure you've money for



breskfast! Go!” They laughed and ran off into the crowd.
"They are homeless children?” Benjamin asked. Big Marielooked surprised, then laughed loudly.

"Oh, no! They have good families! In the summer, though, | pay them to be urchins. Tourists come more
eadly when led by innocent children!” Shelaughed again.

"Animpressive woman,” he said after we'd walked off. “Isit wise to have so many people know who
you are?'

"It doesn't redlly matter,” | answered, motioning to one of the vendorsto send over to sugar canes. “Ever
have one?'

"Sugar? Straight from the cane? No, | havent.”

"It'sared treat. Hereyou go,” | said, handing the boy some money, then waving him off. He cracked a
huge grin at thetip, then returned to the cart.

"Theidentity of the Angdl has been known by the idanders since the beginning. It is our belief that there
will dwaysbe an Angel, and we are to cherish each Angel and the Angel will protect us. With their lives,
if need be"

He nodded, and we continued on. Francis excused himself to join up with agroup of friends, so | had
Benjamin al to mysdlf. | sghed contentedly.

"l hopethat sgh wasfor me, Carlita” he said.
"Yes, it was, Benjamin. May | cal you that?'

"1 would be honored if you did. It's been somewhat ... uncomfortable for you to call me Mr. Frost whilel
cal you Carlita. To my embarrassment, | do not even know your surname.”

"Francisand | don't have one,” | replied, shaking my head. “ The Angd'sfamily never hasasurname. If a
woman marriesinto an Angel'sfamily, she drops her last name completely. Even though shel's not an
Angd. Likewisg, if ... when ... | marry, my husband will drop his name. When an Angel passesfrom a
family—dies, | mean—thelast nameisrestored.”

We cameto asmall restaurant, tucked into asmall dley. “C'mon, let's eat here. | ate here on my last
birthday. Youll loveit!"

"Only if youwill dlow meto pay,” he countered.
"Of coursel” | said. “ That sugar cane was my whole night's allowance!”

We were seated quickly, with acouple gladly surrendering their tableto us. | thanked them quietly and
let Benjamin seat me.

"Y ou expect peopleto treat you as specid?’ he asked, somewhat surprised.
"Yes, Benjamin, | do. I'mthe Angd of S. Thomas."
"Forgive me, but that seemsatrifle ... overbearing. And outside your lovely personality.”

"Doesit?’ | looked a Benjamin, congdering. | didn't realy know him. And | didn't have the gift of
reading character, like my great grand uncle Hannibal did. Fortunatdly, | didn't have his weakness of



needing to have bare feet hiswholelife, ether. But | just fdlt ... right about thisman. | returned to my
menu, having made my decision for the evening's conversation. A waiter cameto our table.

"Good night,” he said, the common greeting on the idand after sunset. “ Are you ready to order, Carlita?
Sr?'

| looked up from my menu and smiled at our waiter. “May | have the ravo-asado, please?!
"Andto drink?’ the waiter asked.

"lce water, please. Extralemon, please?’

"Y es, maam. And you, Sir?"

"I'll have the same as Carlita. Only whitewine, please.”

"Yes, dr.” He gathered the menus and lft. | leaned forward.

"Benjamin? Would you liketo hear astory?"

"Certanly."

"Only idanders and the most trusted off-idanders, like Sir Hector, know thisstory,” | prefaced. “No one
tellsit to outsders except an Angdl. Itistrue, itistragic, itisexciting, and it isvery secret. It isthe Sory
of my family."

"l am honored.” He bowed his head.

"Then let'seat our dinner, and I'll tell you thetale of the Angdl.”



Chapter Eleven
An Angd'sTale

"St. Thomas has a history reaching back countless centuries,” | began. “ But the history of the Angel
beginsin 1493. That wasthe year the first European landed on our idand.”

"Chrigtopher Columbus.”

"Y es. Before he landed, St. Thomas—not our idand's real name—was a paradise. After helanded, it
was the devil's paradise. Disease was the worst. My people, the Carib, were not prepared for European
plagues and sicknesses. We quickly died off, and within two centuries, we were all but gone. There are
no full-blooded native Carib on the idands today.

"Worse than this was the mistrestment by the whites. Disease and plague were inadvertent demons.
Forced labor was not. They drove us, they beat us, they killed us. More so, they attempted to kill our
Spirit.

"Yetinaway, they helped us. They helped us prepare for the horrorsto follow.

"We found solace from our tormentors after awhile, for they Ieft. And for nearly two centuries, the old
ways returned and we were again the people. But then came the next wave of ‘explorers in the 1670s.
Only these people cameto stay. They were the Dutch. The Dutch are also my people. That'swhy my
eyesare bright blueinstead of black.”

We ate our dinner quietly. The tables around us had emptied, and | noticed severa groups of tourists had
been turned away at the door. Asthey should be at timeslikethis. | took adrink of ice water and
continued.

"With the Dutch rule came the pirates. It was..."
"Don't you mean, despite the Dutch rule?’ Benjamin softly interrupted. | shook my head.

"No, | mean ‘with'. Piracy wasaway of lifein the Caribbean and coasts of America. The Dutch
governors of that period decided that piracy would help theloca economy. Their local economy, not
ours. And so it did. Charlotte Amdie became a haven and business place for pirates, scum, and
low-lifes. The people of St. Thomas suffered again.

"Findly camethe grestest injustice of dl: Savery. Our Dutch masterswould abolish davery inthe
mid-nineteenth century, but until then, we were bought and sold like so much grain, sugar or rum.”

"We?' he asked.

"Yes” | replied. “My Carib ancestors, but also my African ancestors. They are my people, too. Even
French, though they did not suffer davery.”

"Thisthen, was the climate into which the idand's people were forced at the beginning of the eighteenth
century Not just the Caribs, but the Dutch and African people aswell. If ever there was a people who
needed an Angdl, it was the inhabitants of this devil's paradise.”

"And one was provided,” he said.

"And onewas provided,” | repeated. “ Thefirst Angel was my grandfather of ten generations, Rupert. He



was apirate who sailed under Black Sam Ballamy and Ben Hornigold on the doop Mary Anne inthe
early 1700's. Rupert was of Carib, Dutch and African descent, yet pillaged the very people he was
descended from.

"Onenight, asthe Mary Anne lay in anchor a Charlotte Amdie, Rupert wasinvolved in afight over a
child's possession: asmall necklace of little worth. Rupert lost the fight, but won the prize. Stabbed eight
timesin the chest, neck and head, hefell overboard, sill clutching the necklace.

"He should have drowned that night. Or bled to degth. But he didn't. He awoke the next morning on the
beach, asmdl girl standing over him. She pointed at the necklace.

"'Mine, wasal she said. Not aplead, not a demand. Just astatement. Without a moment's thought,
though the sand was turning red from his blood, he handed the girl the necklace. She took it and kissed
him on the forehead, then ran away into the trees. Again, he passed out and should have died.

"But again, he awoke. Thistime, hewasin asmal village of Carib people. At first hewasterrified: Caribs
were known to be cannibals. He then redlized that he was not the night's dinner but rather, the night's
honored guest. Even more incredible, hiswounds were healed and he himsdlf felt as never before. Rupert
had about him aclarity of mind and insght hed never had.

"Asthe days passed, he was amazed to discover that he spoke Carib. Also Dutch, English, German,
French, and severd other triba tongues, including ancient Ciboney and Arawak. In addition to this, he
felt the language, understood the peoples, and desired to protect them. Finally, to aid him with his new
purpose, he now had great strength and nearly instant hedling ability. Asthe pricefor his past
wickedness, however, Rupert could never again touch sat water without extreme pain.

"Rupert was awise man, though he had not known it. Now, somehow, held been made to understand,
and he didn't waste this blessing. Heimmediately used his giftsto better the lives of the peoples whose
blood flowed in hisveins.

"And what of the girl’?” Benjamin asked. “Was she an idand goddess who disappeared? Did she bestow
the powers on your grandfather?’

"No. There seemed nothing specid about the girl. In fact, they married years later, when she had fully
grown. Their first child, Amanda, aso had ahilities. Shewasthefirst of usableto fly. She could also start
or extinguish fires at will. However, the curse of her father followed her. Amandawas unable to say
awake once the sun had set.

"And s0 it has been for nearly three hundred years. Every child born of an Angel isthemsalvesan Angdl,
though only the oldest child can carry theline. And while every Angel has ahilities, we aso each have a
weakness. Mineyou know. | leaveit to Francisto reved his, if he chooses.”

"Have dl Angels protected theidand?'

"Idands, really. We watch over St. John, St. Croix and Water 1dands aswell, though our home has
awaysbeen S. Thomas. I've asssted the police and fire departments on the British Virgin Idands two or
three times, too.

"But the answer is, yes, Snce Rupert there has dways been an Angel of St. Thomas. Sometimes severd,
though werereferred to in the singular. Right now, I'm the only one.”

"Y our parents?'

"My mother died at sea, asdid my father, ten years ago. My mother was the Angel, my father, merchant



marine out of St. John's.”
"l am so sorry,” he said in sSincere sympathy. “How many Angels have died because of their caling?”

"Eleven, garting with Rupert himself. Shortly after their second son was born, Rupert was overpowered
by twenty men, bound in hundreds of pounds of chains, and thrown into the harbor. He broke the chains,
but the agony of the seawater overwhelmed him and he drowned. His body was found the next morning
on the beach. Amandawas eight when she took over."

"And you, Carlita?'
"l was seven.”
"Soyoung,” hesad, hiseyesmoist.

"Theremust always be an Angd, Benjamin,” | replied. “ Always. When Mom died, it fell tome. If | dig, it
fdlsto Francis. Then, asthe oldest surviving Angel, he will be able to continue the line, though whilel live
he cannot.”

"May | ask, Carlita, what are your abilities?"

"l havethe gift to control al gravity everywhere, including Earth, Sun, Moon, dl the planetsin our solar
system, and any star | wish. | can increase, decrease, remove or even reverseit. Mom said | am
probably the most powerful Angd ever."

"Incredible!” He was clearly shocked. “1 take it your power of flight comesfrom this control ?*

"No,” | ssid with adight shake of my head. “Though | can use gravity to smulaeflight, it isan entirely
separate gift. | do need adight breeze, provided by nature, to go aloft, however. I'm aso capable of
igniting aperson'sdesire for harmless activity. It causes no damage, but they are unable to do anything
other than fulfill that desire.” | giggled. “Y ou wouldn't believe how many arrests are made & restaurants.
A lot of people, including criminas, love agood med. The policejust follow the bad guy to the
restaurant, then arrest him after he's eaten. The police pay the bill because of thetrouble it saves.”

Benjamin stared at me, then laughed, the first time held been so relaxed. Hislaugh warmed me deep
indde.

"I'm glad | stopped you this morning, then. | had been worried that the three of them might have been too
much, even with me assisting. | see now that | saved them deep embarrassment and a sound thrashing.”
Helaughed again.

"No. You saved their lives” | said serioudy. “ Theres one more ability | have.” | hesitated, and Benjamin
touched my hand.

"If you don't want to talk about, my dear..."

"No.” | shook my head. “1 mean, yes. | don't want to talk about it, but | should. | promised you the
whole story.” | took adeep breath. Thiswas dways the hardest.

"Every Angel hasthreethingsin common. We dl have abilitiesand we al have one weakness. And ... we
al have one specid gift. A dark, horrible, wonderful gift.

"In moments of extreme crises, the Angel can reach deep and awaken this gift. It isawarping of thelr
other abilitiesinto an overwheming, destructive force."



"Isit controllable?"

"Yes. And no. The Angel has control over everything except potency. That isalways at full power."
"Why would an Angd use such agift?'

"My mother did the day she died. Because of it, three ships and hundreds of people were saved.”

"I understand” He nodded. “A type of supreme effort, taken to adangerousleve."

"Not redly. But sorta”

"Have you used your gift? Do you know what it iS?"

| took asp of water. “1 know what it is, but | haven't used it. | hope | never do. While using that gift, the
Angel isno longer the Angd of St. Thomas."

Hedidn't pressand | didn't offer. Our talk drifted to lighter things and my mood improved.

We ordered dessert. Since my story was over, some of the idanders approached us, looking for my
autograph, which | gladly gave them. A newlywed couple were quite excited about meeting me, so after |
signed their book, | removed the weight on her blouse. It began sparkling, trailing smal blossoms of light.

"That'll last acouple hours,” | told them. “Congratul ations and have ahappy honeymoon!” They thanked
me again, then left, hand in hand, ready for anight on the town. Benjamin looked at them and nodded his
head.

"l understand now,” he said warmly as our dessert was served. “ That's why you expect to be recognized
and respected asthe Angdl. It's the way people expresstheir devotion and thanksto you. Carlita, you
allow them this as yet another way to serve them!™

| nodded shyly. “Remember, Benjamin, | may bethe Angdl of St. Thomas, but I'm aso one of the
people of St. Thomas. I've been saved afew times by my relatives and by my friends. | know what a gift
itisto both be and have the Angdl. | will do nothing to detract from my heritage and duty and will do
anything to protect my idand and my people.”

Wefinished dessert and walked down to the harbor. It was such awonderful evening. | felt so calm, so
happy. | snuggled up to hisarm and sghed.

"That's the second time I've heard you sigh, Carlita,” Benjamin said quietly. “What isit, if | may ask?"

"It'sjust...” | paused, looking for the words. “It's just that, well, sometimes, I'm londly. | know | have my
brother. And | love Francis as a brother. But I'm aso responsible for him."

"Asyou are responsible for your people?’
| nodded. My eyeswere teary. Why were they teary?

"And with me, you know you can let your guard down. Y ou can fed and be anorma young woman,
no?'

Again | nodded.

"I have lots of friends, Benjamin. Big Marie, Sir Hector, my schoolmates. But I've never had aboyfriend.
Sometimes, | fed likel can't. I'm..."



"The Angd,” hefinished for me. | nodded again and started sobbing. He held me close and let me cry.
He stroked my hair.

"Go ahead and cry, Carlita. | understand the terrible loneliness that comes with terrible power. | have
lived with it my entirelife, aswdll. But | am certain you will not be one to have that burden forever.”

| looked up from his chest and into hiseyes.
"You...you ... meanit?'

"My dear young woman,” he scolded gently. “1 am far too old and my daysfar too pricelessto waste on
empty reassurances. Of course youll find afine man! And hewill be strong, and loving, and he will see
you asthe angd that you are, and not just the Angel of your people.” He kissed me on the forehead.
“And whoever does choose to court you will spesk to mefirg.”

"Benjamin?’ | said, stunned. He smiled and stepped back. With aflourish, he gave a deep bow.

"If you will have me, Carlita, | wish to give my lifeto you. AsBenjamin Frost when possible, as The
Iciclewhen required. It istime, | think, to add anew chapter to the story of the Angel of St. Thomas.
From thisday on, | am, and will always be, your dedicated servant and friend."



Chapter Twelve
Bumble Bee

Benjamin spent the night a our place, making do on the futon in our living room. He had a firgt-rate hotel
room, but preferred staying close until this Good Guys thing was over. Frankly, | was only too happy to
havehim.

Morning cametoo early, asit dways does. Fortunately, | had the night off and there were no
emergencies. | called Lieutenant Lewis about eight that morning and let him know | was back on duty
and that 1'd be around town. Next was acall to Bobby Dobbie to seeif they needed me. Nope, he said.
Tom Con was on atwo-week vacation while our lawyers settled up the paperwork with the Galactic
Good Guys. | was glad to hear it, sSince | got paid either way. | said goodbye and got ready.

Francis was serving Benjamin amorning baked pie of his own creation. He had agrin from ear to ear the
wholetime and the two were talking back and forth like lifdlong friends.

"Gmorning!"
Benjamin looked up a my voice and sood. He pulled out a chair for me, then reseated himself.

"Did you seethat, Francis? That's what a perfect gentlemen doesfor alady” | tossed my head and gave
asuperior grin.

"l dothat,” Francissaid defensively. “Only you're not alady, Carlita. Youre my sster.” Helaughed and
gave me breskfast.

"So, what's on the agenda for today, Carlita?'

"Thanks, Francis! Pretty much open, Benjamin. Normally, I'd head over to the other idandsto seeif
theres anything they need. But until the Good Guysleave, or | throw them off, I'm staying close to town
s0 | can keep an eye onthem.”

He nodded. “Wise. Well, in that case, perhaps you'd liketo join mewhile | find a suitable hometo
purchase."

"So you're really going to stay then, Mr. Frog?’ Francis till couldn't believeit.

"Indeed, Francis. | am not so old that | don't hear the voice of adventure and justice calling me, but | am
at apoint where settling down and letting adventure come to me has greet appedl. Besides...” He winked
at Francis. “1'm looking forward to new friendships.” Francis beamed.

We were on the streets an hour later. | introduced Benjamin to more of my people, including Sir Hector,
who was most impressed with him. Benjamin seemed to be asimpressed with Sir Hector. It wasn't
difficult to see them becoming drinking buddies before too long.

Our first stop was the police department. Officer Dan Kent was on desk duty again. Asaways, hehad a
gmilefor us

"Good morning, Carlital Hiya, Francis! Hello, Mr. Frogt."

"So you remember me?’ Benjamin asked, extending his hand. “I'm honored.” He gaveasmadl amile. “I
think."



Danny chuckled. “Don't worry, Sir. Y ou've got the Angel's blessing, so you'reright with us. I'm
glad—now—that you found her."

"Asaml|, Officer. Asam|."

"Benjamin's going to be moving here, Danny. How *bout that?"

Danny smiled again, but it was awesker one,

"Umm ... It will beniceto haveyou, Mr. Frogt,” hefinaly said, with no enthusiasm whatsoever.
"Danny!” | scolded. “ That's no way to greet anew idander!”

"But it isthe way to greet another potentia source of trouble, isn't it, Officer?” Benjamin said.
"Trouble?’ | asked. “How could you possibly..."

"Beacause of anguish for &. Thomas finest?” Benjamin finished. “ Officer Kent is no doubt thinking of
my past years as a vigilante—albeit sanctioned by the United Nations—and the consderable Rogue's
Gdlery I've built over the years.”

"Yes, dr,” Danny replied. “ That's one reason, though not abig one. | know most of those who opposed
you areether injall or retired.”

"Then my association with the Galactic Good Guys?’ Benjamin guessed. At Danny's nod, Benjamin said,
“Please do not concern yourself, Officer. Whilel have alegd attachment to them, it is nothing more than
apaper reationship. When it became evident twenty years ago that this—how shal | put it?>—breed of
hero wasradically different in how they pursued their careers, the Freedom Squad broke dl tieswith the
Good Guys. We remained on their rolls only at the request of the United Nations. In the event of a
planet-wide calamity or some such, they want to be ableto call on dl of us. So, no, Officer. | have as
littlelove for them asyou do."

Danny seemed much relieved and gave us atour of the gation. He introduced the guys to Benjamin, and
they had severd tips about where to buy ahome. Patti Clearwater had the best suggestion.

"Y ou know, the McFarley homeis vacant now,” she pointed out. “It's tucked back up againgt theridge
in Agnes Fancy. It'sjugt off the highway, but has plenty of privacy in the back for ... unusua guests” She
winked at me. “My sster'sared estate agent. She could show it to you today, if you want."

Everyone thought that agood idea, so Patti went off to make the call. Now that the misunderstanding
about Benjamin's connection with the Good Guys had been cleared up, my friends quickly warmed to
him. | took that moment to pull Francisaside.

"What'sup?’ he asked.

"I'm concerned about the Good Guys. They haven't left, and I've got a bad feeling they're going to be
‘testing’ me some more. Testing my patience, morelike,” | added somewhat nastily. | shook my head to
chase away my anger. “ Sorry. Anyway, | think you and | should guard the other until they're gone.”

"You're afraid they might use me againg you?’ he said, sounding alittle angry himsdlf. “ Carlita, | may not
have your abilities, but | don't have to be baby-sat either.”

"Huh?’ | said, genuinely surprised. “I'm sorry, Francis. That didn't come out right. | meant that Sncewe
didn't know when they were going to do something, | was going to say it's time you took on the mantle of



Angd. At least while these goons are here.”

Hisface took on awhole different look. In that split second of time, | actualy saw him shed his'little
brother’ identity and become the Angdl of St. Thomas. The moment passed and he was Francisagain,
but there was something different about him. Or something different in how | saw him.

"All right,” he agreed, nodding hishead. A little smile went across hisface.
"Whet?'

"Nothing,” hesaid. “It'sjust ... the moment finally comes and it's not as exciting as | thought it would be.
It'sevenalittle... | don't know..."

"Scary?’ | finished for him. He nodded again. “I know the fedling. | remember when Mom died, and |
became the Angdl. It al happened so fast that | was numb for amonth. Numb from our parents' degths,
from becoming the Angd, from having to be your ‘mom'. Even after the numbness wore off, it was over a
year before | could start thinking about mysdlf again. Hopefully, itll be easier for you".

Patti came back in the room and announced that her sister could show the home and would be right over
to pick us up. Benjamin seemed pleased. And very relaxed. | thought idand life was going to suit him
wall.

"If you don't mind, Mr. Frost,” Francissaid, “1'm going to stay behind. | need to talk to Lieutenant
Lewis"

"Very well, Francis We shall see you back at the apartment for dinner, yes?” Hetook my arm. | could
get used to that very quickly. “Carlitaand | will return about five."

Five minutes|ater Benjamin and | were getting into Denise Gonzales' car, and twenty minutes later we
were getting out at the house.

"The owner moved out over sx months ago,” Denise explained, opening the front door. “Mr. McFarley
was transferred back to the mainland, and Mrs. McFarley couldn't wait.” Denise gave aknowing wink.
“I think she had abad case of idand fever."

She gave us atour of the two-story home, which waslovely. It even had two porches: onein the back,
againgt the mountain, and the other in the front and looking out to the harbor. It was on the front porch
that | gave asudden yelp.

"What isit?’ Benjamin asked, Sartled.

"I don't know,” | said, rubbing my right arm. “It felt like abug bite, but areally hard one. It waslike ...
Ouch!” | jJumped again and spun around, looking for the stupid bug. Nothing.

"Ow!” Another, on the back of my neck. “ Aahhh!” Another on my cheek.
"Get ingde! Ouch!” | said, looking around the street. “Ow! | think I'm under attack! Ouch!”
"Bumble Bee,” Benjamin said, taking Denise by the arm. “ Another ‘test', no doubt. Be careful, Carlita”

"|—ow!—uwill be, Benjamin. Keep an eye on Denise. Ouch!” Hewent insde and | took to the air.
Running to the end of the porch, I—

ow!



My concentration broken, | fell over the edge instead of taking off. The driveway came up fast. I'd have
hurt mysdf if Bumble Bee had chosen to follow up his attack. But he must have thought | needed more
control to take off. | seized the split second of respite to get airborne. Skimming aong the driveway, |
gave out aloud scream and hovered behind the car. With luck, my trap would work and I'd draw him
out.

My trap did work, but luck had nothing to do with it. After five minutes, | saw him cautiously appear
from the trees across the street. He couldn't see behind the car where | was hiding, but he had enough
control of his power to affect even unseen things. | felt vicious tingson my leg, and it wasadl | could do
to iflemy ydlsto moans.

Confident he'd bested me, he walked toward me. Once hewasin the middle of the street, where there
was no placeto hide, | shot into the air quickly and approached him. | was plenty mad.

"Just what the he—ow!” Held gtarted in on me again. “ Stop it! [—ow!—just wan—aah! Ouch!—to
talk! Ow!” | ingtinctively dapped at unseen stingers. Welts were beginning to show on my skin.

"Stopit!” | yelled again. He merely smiled and continued, stinging me multiple times now.

The pain was getting to the intolerable point. | could see he wanted to ground me, but my flying was
inborn. | couldn't be grounded unless | wished it or was forced down.

He could, however, do sufficient damage to my body that 1'd be out of service for aday or two. That |
couldn't dlow.

"Las—ow!—chance, Bumble Bee!” | wastwisting and jerking to the stinging, and was becoming
lightheaded.

Forget last chance. If | didn't S0 something fagt, this‘test” would endanger my people by incapacitating
me. | ignored the pain long enough to increase Jupiter's gravity to Bumble Bee and dack off Earth's.
Maybe | was doppy. Maybe | was distracted. Either way, instead of easing him off the ground, he
rocketed into the sky. The attack stopped immediately and | took off after him. Maybe | was just mgor
ticked off.

| let him continue until he was way above the clouds. Ducking into the mist of anearby cloud, | abruptly
reversed the gravitieson him. | looked at the red welts on my arms and legs. Timefor alittle payback.

He plummeted down, even faster than norma, since Jupiter was dso pushing him. He zinged past me,
fear in hiseyes, and disappeared into the cloud. | counted adow five, then reversed the gravitiesagain. |
brought him to astop in the cloud, then lowered mysdf into it.

"Youand | are at about 10,000 feet, Bumble Beg,” | said into the cloud. | heard his gasping, but he
made no attack. “My flight capabilities are so natural to methat even if you managed to sting me
unconscious, I'd continue to float. My gravity powers however...” | gave him aquick drop and pick up
“...don't work the same way. Y ou'd hit the ground so hard, they'd have to vacuum you into a bag.

"So | think that endsthis ‘test’. Or should we go up to the next level of clouds and try again?"
"NO!" he shouted in desperation. “Y ou've convinced me! Put me on the ground! Please!”

"Why, of course,” | answered sweetly. “1 liveto serve. | know! Let's make ared impressive landing,
okay?"

"NO!" he screamed again. Oops, too late. He was dready heading to the ground as though fired from a



cannon. | dropped down at amore leisurely pace.

When he was about 1,000 feet from the ground, | angled his descent toward town. He screamed dl the
way. Again, | followed quietly.

Infront of the police gation, | left him just above the sidewak, spinning dowly in front of the station
window. Within moments, three officers rushed out. They taked to him for another moment, then one—it
was Danny—Ilooked up into the sky for me. | waved when he spotted me, then let Bumble Bee thump to
the ground. They'd find something to keep him busy for aday or two. Or not busy, if they just tossed him
intoacdl.

Satisfied, | swung around and flew back to Benjamin's new home. He and Denise were out on the
driveway.

"All taken care of 7’ he asked as | landed.
"All taken care of,” | said. Denise agppeared relieved. And happy, for Benjamin had bought the house.
"It'sniceand quiet here,” he said with achuckle | doubt anything happensin this neighborhood.”



Chapter Thirteen
Wind Lass

A quiet evening. I'd spent the afternoon showing Benjamin around the idand, introducing him to some
more friends of mine and letting the word out that he wasto be considered a“local” My people are very
friendly to off-idanders, but the loyalty and affection we have for each other goesfar deeper.

Francis had another terrific dinner waiting for us. We decided afterwards to walk to the beach and do
some swimming. Benjamin came along, but choseto sit on the sand and read.

We had agreat time. How my Grampa Rupert could stand living on an idand yet not be able to touch
seawater was beyond me. All Angels have aweakness, but maybe mine wasn't as bad as others.

| had duty in acouple hours, so | was enjoying my time now. | think | aso had a certain amount of
anonymity on the beach. | looked like every other native girl in aone-piece swimsuit. The Good Guys
couldn't test meif they couldn't find me. Did | say test? | meant bother. Hopefully they wouldn't pull
another one of their ‘emergency’ stunts.

They didn't. We passed awonderful two hours on the beach, then made for home Behind us, the sun
was setting into aburning ocean of pink and orange and yellow. The soft trade breeze blew across us,
making me appreciate again what ajoyful lifeit wason atropica idand.

Benjamin would spend the night again, it was decided. | didn't mind, not while the Good Guys were on
the idand. Which made me wonder about something. | sat down on our futon after a shower and change
and dried my hair.

"Benjamin, what exactly is your association with the Galactic Good Guys? | can't understand why you
would jointhem."

"It wasn't so much acase of my joining them asit was of them joining me. Us, rather.”
"Y ou mean the Freedom Squad.”

"That's correct, Francis. At first, the Freedom Squad gave no thought to expanding our ranks. The
Windowsand | did quite well for ourselves and, in modest honesty, for society. Even after Hank and
Beth started afamily, there was no pressure to expand our ranks. Neither was there anybody to join. It
seemed there were no others on the whole planet with specia abilities.” He smiled at me. “ Of course, we
weren't to know that the Angels of St. Thomas had been around over two centuries before the Freedom

Squad.

"As| said, we were content with our ranks. We did add Richard later, but hefit so well into our group
that it seemed quiteimpossibleto not add him. Four seemed the best number.

"Then Richard waskilled in England during the hostage Situation on the Liverpool Expresstrain. Wed
finaly come up against aunique villain, one who had powers. Suddenly, our digtinct advantage over evil
was not so distinct.

"Moreover, the years were catching up to us. Our powers and control of them had greatly increased
from use and time, but our bodies did not respond aswell. Also, Beth was a mother of four now, and
remained home for most missions, though her abilities to capture thoughts remained useful even from a
distance. But on thelines, it was just Hank and mysdlf. And two wasn't enough.



"It was then that Caesar approached us, hoping to join the Freedom Squad. He had phenomenal strength
plusthe ahility to fly, but was untrained and, forgive me, not highly intelligent.”

Benjamin 9ghed.

"Wetook himin, hoping to be ableto train him properly before throwing him into the fray. Unfortunately,
Hank lost hisright arm afew months afterward, destroyed by yet another powered crimina. The
Freedom Squad was essentially no more.

"Over the next few years, | continued training Caesar. He, in the meantime, was anxiousto join in the
fight. Despite my protests, he eventually did, and managed himsalf well. | was surprised and pleased.
Perhaps the Freedom Squad could continue.

"Caesar came to me one day, having made contact with another gifted person, Wanda, who was
petitioning to join Freedom Squad. Probably still optimistic from Caesar's early success, | agreed.

"From there, the door was swung wide open. Using their mgjority, Caesar and Wanda began accepting
more gpplicants. | became overwhelmed and |eft the Squad. Almost immediately they renamed
themsalves the Galactic Good Guys."

"So you're akind of mentor, then?’ Francis asked. Benjamin smiled sadly.

"Perhaps a one point, Francis. Now, | am nothing more than alink to the past for them. | anadsoa
convenience, for theimmunities and authorities granted the Freedom Squad were transferred to the Good
Guys"

"And what about Alchemist?’ Francis asked.
"Who?’" | interrupted.

"Thethird man at the boat site yesterday, Carlita,” Benjamin answered. “Victor Spekvin, known as
Alchemigt. Victor, children, is someone to be avoided. His abilities approach yours, Carlita, in force. But
you use your powers gtrictly for the preservation of life for other. Victor...” He paused, choosing his
words. “ At times, Victor does not cleanly fall on the sde of good. | do not trust the man.”

* k k %

The wind off Botany Bay wasfierce. Theidand meteorologist had contacted me and requested |
investigate a high wind on the western end of theidand that was localized but closeto the arport. If it
shifted south, the wind sheer for aircraft would be highly dangerous and King airport would have to be
shut down.

| cleared the mountains and moved out over the bay, following the terrain at 200 feet. It was around one
inthe morning. | yawned for the twentieth time. Night shiftswere nice, but threw my schedule out of
whack.

The wind abruptly increased in power, pushing me off course. Better go higher, | thought. Seeif | can
get above it.

At about 300 feet, | was bowled over. A gale-forcewind! | spun head over heglstoward theidand. |
was over Botany Point before | raised my gravity shield enough to regain control. How in theworld
could awind likethisexist?

The answer hit me asecond later. Literaly. Another blast careened off my right side, sending meinto
another tumble. Another test! | wish | had Aunt Mildred's weakness for cursing. She had to swear



constantly whenever she passed through solid objects, and had built an impressive vocabulary of bad
languege.

| didn't, though, so | did the next best thing: | looked around for a Good Guy to vent my anger on.

Cadming my flight, | started looking around for her. | was certain it was Wind Lass. Francis and Benjamin
had briefed me that evening on the Good Guys powers and abilities. | don't know why | hadn't asked
before; it made perfect sense to understand what | was up against. Well, better late than never.

For the next five minutes, she kept hitting me with powerful blasts of wind. And | ill couldn't find her. |
decided to try the sametrick | used to examine the strata of the ground when creating the berm.

| visudized the gravity lines. Then | went the next step and began visudizing internd gravity lines. This
was alot more difficult and caused avirtua downpour of popping lights and trailing sparklesfrom me. |
looked fast, because | was now a sitting duck.

Sure enough, | got hit again. Thistime from above. It shoved me toward the ground. | was tempted to
cushion my fall and fake being knocked out. But I'd done that to Bumble Bee only this morning, and they
might have talked. Instead, | pulled free of the downdraft and shot up and back out to the bay. My “rock
trick” had worked; | had her pegged now.

Windlass could fly, which meant there was no up-down moveto use on her.

Surprisingly, she let me get closeto her. In the moonlight, | could even see asmile on her face.
"Wind Lass, right?’ | asked.

"Yes. And you, Carlita, arethe Angd of St. Thomas."

"Wasthat you in the car the other day? The * hostage'?"

"Y es. Stone Man was my ‘kidnapper'.”

"Uh-huh. Is he here now?"

Wind Lasslaughed. “Of course not! Y ou passed the multiple location scenario. Thisisthe one-on-one
test. Youll find I'm much more formidable than Gary."

llGa,Wl
"BumbleBee"

"Oh. Okay,” | said agreeably. “1 don't want thistest. | don't want to join. And | don't want you people
onmy idand. | do want to get back to my redl life, however, so I'm ending the test. Now.” | increased
her weight a hundred fold. Maybe abath in the bay would cool her down.

Nothing happened. | increased her weight to athousand, then ten thousand. Nothing. She moved in
closer, her eyesbright.

"So you've found out my other power. | can cancel out others' ahilities. What are you going to do now,
Carlita? Y ou're now anormd person fighting a super-powered one.” And with that she hit me with
another wind gust. Thisone shot me high in the sky.

Again | worked my way free and reached for the water beneath her. A column of sea-water could also
end thisfight.



Nothing. Getting alittle desperate, | zipped ahead of her next blast, and made for shore. Maybe the
trees.

Again, nothing. How could she negate my abilities? Weren't they a part of me?

| heard her laughing over the howling wind. | turned back at her and flew in close. It wastoo dark to use
my suggestion gift, but maybe | could startle her.

No go. She knocked me off course before I'd gone a hundred yards. She hit me again. And again. | used
al my flying skill to avoid her blasts, but it wasimpossible to dodge something invisble. And her control
of thewind far outstripped my flying. Without my ahilities, | was helpless.

Ancther gust. She was pushing me to the ground, and not dowly. Four or five more and I'd hit the sand
and be stuck. | didn't want to take thistest, but | didn't want to fail it even more. But without my gifts...

Wait! | was gill flying. Did that mean she could only negate some of a person's powers? Maybe so. |
decided to try something else. Another shaft of wind. | took it full on, but didn't mind. | had her.

Glancing over the gravity lines, | reversed them. But only the ones surrounding Wind Lass. She hit me
again, but I kept working. Another blast, but | was done. There were no lines of gravity attached to
Wind Lass. Since she had the ability to fly, it wouldn't seem to affect her.

She hit me again, but thistime the force was much less. | squirmed free of the column of air and took
back control of my flying, usng asmilar sunt on mysdf. Just in time. The ground was less than thirty feet
below me.

| soared up quickly, making mysdlf atarget. She obliged by hitting me, but thistime there was no effect.
I'd findly figured out that | could usethe air aswell. Sighting her, | approached her at an easy pace. Over
and over again, shefired a me, al to no effect. It wasmy turn to smile.

"| think thistest isat an end.”

She was swegting and bresthing hard, but shook her head. “Not yet! I've only used my gale-force winds.
It'stimeto bring out my red power!"

"Um, | wouldn't do that,” | offered.
"And why not?'

"Because I've found the hole in your powers, Wind Lass. Y ou can cancel out some of my powers, but
not al. And what you've left meis more than enough to defeat you."

Shewas gasping now, like afish out of water. Which shewas.

"What ... What have you done to me?'

| smiled, but shook afinger.

"Ah, ah!” | said. “1 cant tdll you that. If | did, you might try to teke that gift away."

"But welve ... weve analyzed all your ... your pow ... powers.” Shewasfighting to stay conscious, and
waslosing. Thewindswere dying down quickly.

"Redlly?’ | asked innocently. “Well | guess| just ‘grew’ anew one.” | took adeep breath. “My! Isntita
great night? Such arefreshing breezel”



She gave me adirty look, then passed out. Thelast of the wind died away, and Wind Lass started falling.
Apparently her flight wasn't asinborn as mine. | grabbed her with my restored gravity powers and lifted

her up. | looked carefully at the gravity strings around her and decided that | could keep her unconscious
but dive until | got her to the police sation. As| took us back to Charlotte Amalie, | had afunny thought.

Thejall for bad guyswas getting full of Good Guys.



Chapter Fourteen
Stone Man

"Sowhat did you do, Carlita?’ Benjamin asked me as we shopped for furniture, dishes and whatnots for
his new home.

"That'seasy, Mr. Frost!” Francis chimed in. * Since she couldn't use her abilitiesto increase gravity, she
instead used them to reverse the gravity around Wind Lass."

"Yes?' he prompted. “I'm afraid | don't understand.”

"I cut off her air, Benjamin,” | explained. “Earth hasair only because of gravity. No gravity, no air. |
created asmall vacuum around her. She had only the air in her lungsto exhade and inhde. It didn't take
long for her to passout.”

"And your neutraizing of her winds?’ he asked. “ The same, but applied to yoursdf?'

"Uh-huh. Though | did letin some air,” | added. “After all, | didn't want to pass out. But yes, it wasthe
same. | merdly created avacuum around mysdlf. Anything she threw a me would only ‘bounce off” the
vacuum sphere, pulled away by alack of gravity.”

"Excdlent!” He clapped his hands. “Though | don't know if you are hel ping or hurting your cause by
besting them. They may be put off, having been bested repeatedly by ayoung woman. Or they may try
even harder to get you.”

"Keep your friends close,” Francis said sagely, “and your enemies even closer.”

"Something like that, Francis Though | should hope the Good Guys are not so obsessed with you,
Carlita, that they would step beyond al reason.”

"l hope not, too,” | agreed. “But they're getting close.”

We continued shopping, going to adepartment store first. Benjamin bought furniture and furnishings, then
took us out for alate lunch. Over burgers and milkshakes, Francis had an idea.

"Hey, | know! Carlita, how ‘bout after lunch we show Mr. Frost our schools?!

It sounded like fun, and Benjamin was interested, so we finished up and headed over there. First was
Francis school, then mine, Benjamin was amazed and pleased that we could live normd lives. Well,
sortanormd lives.

"How can the both of you cope in school, with every student knowing who you are?!

"Not dl of them know, Mr. Frost,” Francis piped in. We had just reached my locker and | wasfiddling
with the knob.

"No?’ he asked, perplexed. “I thought all the idanders knew about the Angel. Angels, rather.”
"Therestwo of us, Benjamin,” | reminded him, “but only one Angdl. It's dways been that way.

"And that'swhy we can livelike kids, too,” | continued. My locker opened. The darn did was ill
gicking, though. “Rats. I'll have to bring someoil next time."



"What Siswas saying, Mr. Frogt, isthat we're such apart of theidand, we'retreated like it. So we have
friends, afew jerks, and awhole bunch of kidsthat don't pay us much attention. We don't use our gifts at
school, sowefitrightin.”

"Francis right,” | agreed. “ And there are students who don't know about the Angel. A few teachers, too.
The ones from off-idand. A person hasto live here along, long time before someone who was ‘ bahn
here’ will tell them the truth. Even Sir Hector was here for ten years before being told".

"All that you say makes perfect sense,” he said with ashake of hishead. “Y et don't you fear your
secret—St. Thomas' secret, that is—will get out, and you'll both be exposed?”

"A little,” 1 admitted. We were walking toward the track and soccer field now. “But everyone has
worries. Oursarejust alittle different. They're dso the same, too."

"How so, Calita?'

"Worries become very thin and easily seen through when shared with your friends. And weve got every
idander as afriend when it comesto being the Angd. Even the ones that don't redlly like us as people.”

Wewalked out from under the palms of the school walkway and out onto thefield.
"| take it neither of you play school sports?’ he asked.

"l do,” Francis said. “ Soccer, though | don't practice as much as| should. Carlita makes me work too
hard on my studies.”

"That'sright, little bro'!” 1 said with alaugh. “You and | both know there's no future for you in sports.”

"Why not?’ Benjamin asked, then chuckled. “ Of course. The ‘away’ games would remove you from
your duties.”

"Uh-huh,” Francis grudgingly admitted. “We're on St. Thomasfor life, except for short trips. It's not too
bad a priceto pay, though."

"And they let you compete with your powers?'
"Huh?’ Francis asked. “Why would | want to use my gifts, Mr. Frost? That wouldn't befair."

"Children, you are addight!” Benjamin sighed and looked to the sky. “Y our honesty and sense of
fairness kegps my cold heart warm!™

We walked aong the track and soaked up the afternoon sun. The soft breeze was kicking up, promising
rain before evening.

Wed just made the turn around one end when Francis suddenly stopped.
"What isit, Francis?'
Francisdidn't say anything, but | knew what it meant. | put my face closeto Benjamin's.

"Francis can occasiondly sense when an extraordinary event is going to happen,” | whispered. “He
doesn't get them dl the time, but when he does, he'sawaysright.”

"A gift?’ Benjamin whispered back.



| nodded. “His abilities aren't asrefined or asfancy as mine, but they're quite powerful "

"There,” Francis said suddenly, pointing toward the far end of thefield, at the locker rooms. “Carlital Get
arrborne! Now!"

"Head for the bleachers, you two,” | said, taking to the ar. At Benjamin's hesitation, | added, “ Please,
Benjamin. Thisis probably another Good Guy ‘test’, and I'm just about fed up with them. But if you or
Francis help me, they might consider it ‘ cheating’ and test me again.” Movement came from the locker
room. “Go!"

They went. | flew dowly out to the middle of thefield.

The movement turned into a shape, which turned into aman. He was huge, as though made out of
granite. Just his size made me shiver, and he hadn't done anything. He gpproached to within thirty feet,
then stopped and looked up. His eyes were under deep brows and seemed to burn. Hishair, asblack as
mine, had dashes of white at the temples.

"Carlita” he said with avoicelike gravd. “It'smy turn now."
"Andyou are?"

"William Ridder. Stone Man. | wasthe driver of the car the other day. Y ou threw me out of it.” |
nodded.

"Can | please ask you to not test me, Mr. Ridder?’ | asked, coming down, amogt to the ground. “1'm
redly getting tired of this” | smiled hopefully. “ Please?"

"Maybe you're getting tired because you haven't been chalenged enough. Sorry, kid.” Heraised ahand.

My whole body tightened. Going aoft, | tried to get out of hisrange. But my muscles refused to budge. |
could only just gain dtitude. He smiled and took out a ball.

"Thisisgoing to be easier than | thought,” he said and drew back hisarm to throw the ball. Somehow |
knew that if | touched the ground, his power would overwhem me. And if hethrew that bal, I'd be
grounded.

Quickly, I visualized the strings to the ball. Not wasting an instant, | increased the Earth's hold on it five
thousand times, bringing its weight to over six hundred pounds.

"Uh!” Stone Man grunted, dropping the ball. Since he didn't throw it, | was unaffected. He went to pick
it up, but I'd increased the weight by half amillion. Weighing over thirty tons, it sank into the ground.
Stone Man turned and looked at me.

"S0, you don't need to gesture. Shows you have command. That's good. But how much congtriction can
you take?’ He waved and my body tightened further. | remembered what Benjamin had told me. Stone
Man could ‘ petrify’ opponents as though turning them to stone.

It was getting difficult to bresthe. | needed to gain more dtitude. Then even if | passed out, he couldn't
reach me.

| made severd morefeet, but that wasiit. The tightening was making my legs and arms cramp up now. |
began bending over as my stomach muscles seized up. Timeto try something else.

The lines appeared, and | reversed gravity on him. I'd done this to Bumble Bee yesterday, but it should



gill work.

It didn't. Stone Man was now using his other ability: immovakility. | increased the pull on him, joining in
severd other stars. Nothing. | risked even more, and the ground started to rumble, my gravity field
warping nearby objects.

"Ahhhhh!!” | cried out. Looking toward the bleacherswith pain-filled eyes, | saw Francis standing, his
fistsclenched. If | didn't end this soon, he—and probably Benjamin—would joinin.

Abruptly, | reversed gravity on Stone Man, and | tried pushing him into the ground. Nothing. Immovable
redly meant immovable.

"Giveit up, girl,” hesaid inaquiet tone. “We were interested in you mainly because we thought your
power was over rock, and would complement mine. But it's over gravity, | see, and no amount of force
canmoveme.”

"If | giveup?’ | choked out. “Y ou'll leave me dlone?’

"Of coursenot!” hesaid. “ Failing meansweéll petition the United Nations to have you removed from your
role as protector of thisidand. Y ou'd be considered too weak."

"No!” | yeled. “You can't do that! My family has been here for three hundred yeard!™

"And it'll end with you.” He clenched hishand, and | felt a stabbing painin my bones. “ Just surrender and
I'll let you go."

"Y ou would revea my identity to theworld?’ | gasped. “ And then what? Who will protect my people?’

"The Good Guys, of course,” he said. “ And when your brother became old enough, we'd train and test
him to seeif he could continue whereyou falled.”

"l hate you!” | screamed, and ripped the ground out from under him. A canyon forty feet wide, 200 feet
long and at least 100 feet deep opened up and Stone Man fell in. Immovable didn't apply inthin air.

His concentration broken, his hold on me vanished. I'd like to say | made amiraculous comeback, but if
anything, | felt worse. All my compressed muscles relaxed suddenly, the blood rushed into my armsand
legs, and | blacked out.

It must have been for amoment only, because when | came to, Stone Man was il at the bottom of the
ditch. Francis and Benjamin were undernegth me, yelling at meto wake up.

| righted mysdlf inthe air and shook my head. Dizzy, | drifted closer to the crevasse. Peering down, |
saw nothing but black.

"Can you see anything, Sis?” Francis shouted. They'd backed off to the track in case the fight resumed.
"No,” | gasped out, till recovering. “If he'sdive, he's unconscious or some—"

The crushing grip was back on me. But now | had no interest in playing. Thiswas for kegps. Without a
moment's hesitation, | dammed the ground shut, trapping Stone Man ahundred feet down.

"What have you done?’ Benjamin shouted, running toward me.

"Just wait,” | croaked, holding out ahand. Stone Man till had mein hisgrip.



Sowly over the next minute, hisgrip eased. Findly, it stopped atogether. That was my cue to open the
ground. Lifting the bottom of the crevasse up, | soon had amound of rock and dirt where the rent had
been. A dirt-encrusted Stone Man lay on top of it, gasping for breath. | went close to him, but kept my
advantagein theair.

"We can do thisover and over,” | said, my throat raw and painful. “ Sooner or later you'l either give up
or beburied dive. Whichisit?’ | moved the ground dightly, and the pile of dirt dropped three feet.

"Enough,” he wheezed out. “Y ou passthetest. | suppose ... | suppose you're going to throw meinjall,
too?'

"| thought about it,” | said in agreement. “ But after what you told me, | want you to deliver amessage for
me. Tdl your partnersthat the Good Guys have gone from being apain in my buitt to being a dangerous
enemy for St. Thomas. | may haveto try something very different next time."

"You'd bewilling to kill?” he asked, not redlly believing it. “Y ou'd step outside the law to protect your
pogtion?’

"You gtill don't get it, do you? The Angel isabovethelaw. | am by birthright what your group is by
United Nations approval. Kill?1f itisto save my people, yes, | would kill."

"Youreamonger,” he said with an ugly, flat tone.

"To those who threaten my people, I'm worse than any mongter,” | replied. “ Remember that the next time
you want to test me. | may decideit'safind exam."



Chapter Fifteen
Ultimatum

| managed to hold out until Stone Man Ieft the school, looking a him sternly the whole way. As soon as
he was out of sight, though, | went straight to the ground and lay down. | hurt all over. Francisand
Benjamin werea my side a once.

"Areyou okay, Sis?’ Francis asked anxioudy. He started checking me for broken bones while Benjamin
held my hand. | winced at afew places Francis touched, especidly my ribs, but he finally he shook his
head, relieved.

Benjamin wasequaly relieved.

"Y ou are quite fortunate, and very resilient, Carlita, to have withstood his attack and not have any bones
broken. Not many can say that."

"l don't fed very fortunate,” | replied, trying to Sit up. | madeit on the third try with their help.

"Y ou sounded serioudy pissed,” Francissaid. “1 thought you were going to kill him.”

"Nonsense, Francis! It isoutside the code of ethicsfor ahero to kill. No matter what the circumstances.”
"Were not heroes,” Francissaid smply.

"Francig"

"He'sright, Benjamin. We're not heroes. We're protectors. If it was absolutely required, both of us
would kill. Most Angds have. | fully expect to mysdlf oneday.”

Benjamin stood up, looking at us with disapproving eyes.
"How can you say that, Carlita? Don't you redizethat dl lifeis sacred?!

"Of courseitis, Benjamin,” | replied. “But life stops being sacred when it is misused to the point of
threatening others' lives. Then it becomes an evil thing."

"I don't believeit,” he said, shaking his head. “ Everything I've seen, done, everything, has shown meyou
two areincgpable of killing."

"If that'strue,” Francissaid, “then neither of us should be an Angel. If | have to choose between my
people and someone who's going to kill them, I'll kill the bad guy.” He looked away. “Evenif | haveto
summon the Carib Angd."

“The Carib Angd ?"

"Uh-huh. That one gift that every Angel has. When we cdl it, we stop being the Angdl of St. Thomas and
becomethe Carib Angd."

"Thisisnonsense,” Benjamin said, growing angry. “ Dangerous nonsense. | wonder if you should have the
privilege to be guardians of thisidand.”

"Itisaprivilege Butitisasoaright,” | said, getting alittleangry. “And asaright, it is something that



nobody; not our people, not the government, not even the United Nations, has control over. We are the
Angd, asnatura astheidand itsdf.”

"No!"

"Please, Benjamin! Y ou have to understand! We're not the Good Guys. We're not the Freedom Squad.
We're beyond that."

"Beyond what? Justice? Freedom? Respect of human life?” He shook his head. “I cannot be party to
such amisguided sense of duty.”

"Benjamin!"
He snapped straight and bowed at the waist.

"I'm sorry. | felt | had found kindred spiritsin the two of you. | see now that | was mistaken. Take care
of yourselves. Good-bye, Francis. Farewdl, Carlita.”

With that, he straightened from his bow, turned his back on us, and walked away.

* * * %

"Therel All finished!"

Doctor Grant tugged at the wrapping around my ribs one last time, and stepped back. “Y ou're going to
be sore for afew days, Carlita, but | can give you some pain medication for that.”

"Will it dow medown?’ | asked, carefully pulling my top back on.
"The bandages, probably not too much. The medication, somewhat."
"Then no medication. Not until I've gotten the Good Guys off St. Thomas for good."

"We havetotd fathin you, Carlita” he said without hesitancy. “1'm the sixth generation of my family bahn
here, and the Angel has never let usdown.”

| nodded my thanksfor his support and left. One benefit Francisand | had was free medical. Good thing,
too. Thehills| accumulated as the Angd were many times higher than my income.

Once outside, | caught a breeze and went airborne. Much better! | thought to myself. I'd also cut down
my own weight by two-thirds on doctor's orders. It took a big burden off my bruised but unbroken
bones.

Thetrip home was thankfully uneventful. Landing on my back porch, | went into the living room and
carefully lay down on the futon. Franciswas a market, getting our daily bread. | had the place to myself
for thefirgt timein days. Rolling to my back, | reviewed the past week. Wasthat dl it had been?

The Gaactic Good Guyswanted mein their ranks. | didn't want to join. They began testing me, fooling
or forcing meto get involved. | passed every test and none of my people had been harmed. I'd made a
good friend in Benjamin Frogt, then lost him. Looking back on it, things hadn't really changed. Except for
two things. | had badly bruised ribs, and the Good Guys were going to bring politica force against me
and expose the truth and identity of the Angel of St. Thomas. The ribswould hedl, but what could be
done about the other?

Needing abreak, | pulled out my history book for next year and began studying. Our teachers gave
Francis and me our books and assignmentsin advance, knowing our “excused absences’ were naturaly



much higher than other students.

The next few hours passed quietly and pleasantly. | finished four chapters, did the essays, and answered
the questions. Somewhere dong the line, during the French Revolution, | drifted off to deep.

When | woke up, it was night. The lights were on, and Francis waslying on the floor beside me, doing
math problems. Dinner had been prepared and smelled wonderful. Francislooked at me, and | smiled
back.

"Good night, little bro',” | said, stretching ... Ow! | forgot. My ribs reminded me.
"Good night, SIs,” he answered, stretching aswell. “Up for alittle dinner?”
"Am | ever!” | sniffed gppreciatively. “Fsh! Yummy!"

It was anice dinner, for both of us. | was sorry that Benjamin had deserted us, and | missed him terribly.
But it was aso comfortable just being afamily of two again. Francisfdt the same, | think.

"Do you think they'vefinadly |eft?’ he asked.

"I wish. Passthe lemon, please. Thanks. No, thisisn't going to end until they are convinced I'm not going
tojoin them.”

"What about Stone Man'sthrest to tell the world about us and get the UN to go after us?’

"I don't know” | shrugged. I.nside, | was very worried. But | didn't want to betray that to Francis. He
needed reassurance now. “1've been thinking it over. If they tell the world who we are, it might be hard
for awhile, but redly, how different would it be?"

"For onething, we'd be megagtars, the way the Good Guys are.” He made aface. “I thought that might
have been neat, but now | don't. They'd never leave usaone.”

"Not only that, but off-idand newspapers and magazines wouldn't care about protecting us, the way
Virgin Isand Daily News and the other papers do. It'd be awful."

"And what about the UN?'

"Francis, | just don't know!” | snapped, then wasimmediately sorry. He read my thoughts, figuratively if
not literdly.

"Y ou're holding back on me again, aren't you, Sis?’ he asked softly. | nodded. “ Trying to protect me as
aways, right?” | nodded again and wiped away atear. He came over and stood behind me. Hewas
growing up. He put his hands on my shoulders.

"Thanks. | know you're my sster, but you've aso been my mother. It's gotta be tough on you. | redly
likethefeding | get when | know my big Sster—the Angel—iswatching over me.

"But no, thanks, Carlita. Remember, I'm the Angdl, too. And the Good Guys are attacking us | like being
protected, but | have aduty to my people, and to my idand. Y ou gottatell me how we're going to fix
this"

| sniffed and gavehim asmadl amile.

"You'reright, Francis. I'm sorry."



"Good!” he said and took his segt. “Now, tell me what we should do, and I'll help out.”

So| told him.

* k k %

Thankfully, the next few days passed dong quietly. | spent two of the days a Tom Con, getting the next
job set up and catching up on dl the office work. It was so good to just forget mysalf that | worked late
both days.

The evenings and nights were equaly routine. | spent one night on regular patrol and a second one
walking the docks at Havensight, cutting down on the pickpockets and purse-snatchers. | only caught
about five—tripping them up by making one of their legs much heavier than the other—but that was
because word got around the under-community | was there and they avoided the area. Hey, aslong as
crime was stopped and my people safe—even the tourists were my people when on my idand—I was

happy.

Likel sad, it was amuch-needed break from the Good Guys, who remained unseen and unheard from.
Francisand | even spent aday on St. Croix, compliments of Air Carlita. Flying had its perks.

After the fourth day of worry-freeliving, | wasfinally beginning to relax. | probably should have put out
word that | wanted to find the Good Guys. I'd know within the hour where they were staying. Bt |
chose not to. Francis, my ribs, and | needed thetime off. Let it lie, | told myself. Maybe they'd lick their
wounds and leave. The only thing | missed was Benjamin's company. Hed given methe feding of safety
that | tried to give Francis.

We were home the evening of the fourth day, daving over our homework, when aknock came at the
door. Assuming it was the Chinese dinner that we'd ordered, | jJumped to my feet and answered the
door.

It was Victor Spekvin. The Alchemist. The one who hadn't tested me. The one Benjamin had warned us
about.

| reacted immediately by damming him to the porch. He lifted hishead dightly, so | increased the pull.
Helooked a me briefly.
"Not bad,” he said. “Good reflexes. But the wrong action.”

The floor underneath him suddenly disappeared, and he dipped through. The porch regppeared behind
him.
Racing down the gairs, | saw him standing on the street, his hands held out. | reached the bottom step

and approached him dowly. All around us, the Street festivities jarred to a stop; alarge open space
developed around us as the people gave me room.

"No, thisisnot atest, Carlita,” he said, smiling an evil amile.

"Good,” | said. “I'm tired of your tests. But then why are you here, Mr. Spekvin? Have the Good Guys
findly decided to leave me done?!

"Unfortunately, no,” hereplied, lowering hishands. | didn't like him. “Rather, we have made adecision to
report your actions and attitudes to the United Nations. The next time you see us, it will be as protectors
of theseidands and to relieve you of that respongbility.”



"Or?’ | asked. “Therésawaysan ‘or’ Otherwise you would have not bothered telling me. Y ou'd have
just carried out your threat.”

"Very dever, girl,” he hissed. “There is an dternative. Join us. We will then be ableto train you correctly
while taking responsibility for your actions™

"Y ou mean guard me."
He shrugged.

"That'swhat | would do,” he said truthfully. “But I do not make the final decisions. Strong Man and
Wandado."

He dipped back toward the people, the street shifting and flowing under hisfeet.

"l have delivered my message. Deliver your answer tomorrow, & the mansion site, a noon. Do not make
us come after you.” He gave alast smile. “ And do not force usto make you come after us.” He did from
sght, causing aripple of panic in the crowd.

| stood there, looking after him. | knew aveiled threst when | heard one. Make me come after them.
They'd crossed the line and were willing to put innocent lives a stake to achieve their god of my joining
them.

And I'd usedl my power to prevent it.
All of it.



Chapter Sixteen
Showdown

"You're sure then, Judge?’ | sat in Judge Window's private office. Whenever | had a question about law,
| went to him.

"I'm sorry, Carlita’ He sighed, hanging up the phone. “My contact a the UN just confirmed whét |
feared: asalega entity, we have absolutely no jurisdiction over the Galactic Good Guys. The freedoms
granted them by the World Court are darmingly expansve. They even include the peculiar clause of
non-sovereign intervention.”

"What does that mean?"

"It meansthat individua nations cannot negate the Good Guys freedom of movement and action.
Technicdly, we were bresking the law by detaining two of themin our jail."

"S0 you're saying we can't do anything until they actualy bresk the law?’

"Infact, we may not even be ableto intervene then. They can justify any and all damage as‘ necessary to
maintain globa justice. 1t's much the same aswartime powers. A nationisnot held liable for collatera
damage that occurs during an attack. The Good Guys have that same type of immunity.”

"What about lives?'
He shook hishead. “I'm sorry."

"Y ou're saying innocent lives could be lost—that they could be murdered by the Good Guys—and we
cannot prevent it?” He nodded, and | stood.

"I cannot alow that. | will not dlow that. Thank you, Judge. | was hoping we could prevent this. | see
now that we can't."

"Carlita, if there was something | could do, you know | would.” | nodded. He walked me to the door. “I
wish to avoid bloodshed as much as you. But unfortunately, it only takes oneto makewar."

"Not on my idand, Judge. Not on my people. Not whilel live."

He amiled. “Y ou are your mother, Carlita. The same burning dedication, the same unshakableresolve. |
know | spesk for al the people of St. Thomaswhen | say we trust you completely. Be careful, Carlita,
and go with our love.” He hugged me.

Taking to theair, | swung around toward the east, where the mansion was. It was ten in the morning.
Two hoursuntil their deadline. Perhaps| should get there early and...

Andwhat? 1 saw only one option, and | did not likeit. Not at all. And | did not like that | would useit.
But what else was there? 1'd never come across something so potentially devastating and yet so vague.
Storms, hurricanes, even earthquakes, al had away that they acted, a pattern to their destruction. But
they were mercifully short. What the Good Guys were planning would harm my people and my family for
countlessyears. It was like the diseases and davery of the Europeans and the cruelty of the pirateswere
al coming at once upon us.

My path was clear, but unbearable. | had told Benjamin | could and would kill. I'd told Stone Man as



well. | thought | could. I ... | knew | could kill. That did not make it any easier. The damage to my soul
would beirreparable. Once done, there would be no going back.

Mother understood and tried to explain it to me. | was five when she came back from duty, crying. It
was severa days before she talked to me about it. She'd been forced to kill a smuggler who was going to
kill severd Coast Guard seamen.

"It hurt more than | thought it could, Carlita,” she said. “But | need to shareit with you, because youll
faceit oneday yoursdf. | ill hurt ontheinsde, but | have to go on. The Angel isn't alowed to stop
being the protector. I—I can't! The Angd iswhat | am—what you will be—above everything ese. And
whileitisour birthright to act aswe need to protect our idand and our people, it wasto them | turned for
comfort. Itis our idand. They are our people. Go to them when the day comesthat you must take alife.”

And today wasthe day. Certainty so complete, it had to be agift. | made up my mind. Agnes Fancy was
coming up on my left. I swung north and started to descend.

"Benjamin, | need your help.”

| stood at hisfront door, my handsfolded in front of me. He towered over me, alook in his eyesthat
made me turn my head.

"I'm sorry, Carlita. | cannot help you."

| looked at him, angry, heartbroken, terrified and helpless. With tearsin my eyes, | glared and took a
deep breath.

"Can't? Or won't?’ | accused.
"Y ou may choose whichever. | will not be aparty to your kind of justice.” He closed the door.

"Benjamin! Pleasel” Sobbing, | pounded on the door. “Don't you understand? | need your help to save
lives! I've been forced into having to choose who lives and who dies! Please! | don't want to kill anyone!
And | hate mysdlf knowing that | will!” Crying uncontrollably now, | sank to the ground.

There cameaquiet click, and the door opened again. | looked up and saw Benjamin looking down at
me. Hisown eyeswere moist. He gave meadow smile.

"Carlita. Child. Please comein and share a cup of teawith an old, foolish man.”

* * * %

"So | have no other choice.” | finished my story and my tea. | glanced at the kitchen clock. Ten-thirty.
Ninety minutes.

"And | have no solution, Carlita” Benjamin stood up from the table and gathered my cup and his. “1 have
been thinking over the past days about the unique relationship the Angel haswith her people. | failed to
understand just how deep the love went. Love both ways. Y ou hover over your people as so many other
Angds have, and you know them; you are apart of them; you love dl of them and each of themasa
mother does her children. What you do affects al of them. No other super-powered hero—and | call
you a hero—has such ultimate respongbility, love, and commitment. | ... | see now that thejustice, the
protection, you bring theseidandersistota. That you are willing to do even the unthinkable in order to
save them. | wasafoal to think you less of ahero when you spoke of taking life. It is because you are
more of ahero that you are capable of anything, because you place their needs above yours, their lives
aboveyours. Please, forgive me."



Crying, | nodded my head and went into his arms. The safety he had provided me before rushed back
and | wascam.

In the end, that was dl | needed. Wetaked alittle longer, but he'd done morethan | could ever dream.
He'd given meareason to trust in mysalf. To make the hard decision. | till hoped it wouldn't cometoit,
but if it did, | would be ready.

* k x %

"Right ontime.” Blue Lass, predictably, wasthefirst oneto speak. | had just landed in front of them at
the mansion ste. It stood like an unfinished sphinx behind them, amost eerieinitssilence.

"Haveyou arrived a adecison?’ Power Man asked, wasting no time.

"I have,” | replied. Taking my time, | looked each of them in the eye, Ietting them seethe anger inmine. |
noticed Stone Man was not among them. Probably still recovering.

"1 will join the Good Guys under two conditions.”

"It doesn't work that way,” Victor said. He was in the back of the group and was prepared for afight.
Maybe hoping for afight.

"It doesfor me,” | said. “You will not dlow meto refuse the invitation. Not without consequences that
will harm my people. Therefore, | get to choose the conditions under which | will join."

"I'm not saying wewill accept your conditions,” Blue Lasssaid, “but what are they?!

"First: Regardless of what happens, you will leave St. Thomas and the Virgin Idands. Y ou will never
return or interfere with them again.”

"Easy enough,” shereplied. “We don't come here anyway. Nor would we. Theseidands are not
politicaly significant, and the people here too few. What's the second condition?

| felt my soul freeze at their callousness, but | continued.

"That you defeat me, asagroup. Thereisasmall idand west of here named Dutchcap Cay. It is
uninhabited but of sufficient Szeto alow freedom of movement. Meet me there at sundown.”

"Why not now?"

"Because, Blue Lass, while you may not place value on my peopléslives, | do. | want the areato be
completely clear of civiliansand al air traffic diverted. If | lose, | will join the Galactic Good Guys. But if
| win, you will guard my secrets and never bother me again.”

She nodded. “Agreed. Y ou run your little errands, and well meet you on theidand.”

Sheraised an arm and the Galactic Good Guys prepared to leave. She gave me asmall, superior smile.
Thekind | hated.

"Besurethat you are there on time, Carlita.” She closed her hand, and the group moved off. Within ten
seconds, the last one was gone.

* * % %

| returned home late in the afternoon. I'd told Benjamin what had gone on a the meeting, then flown over
to the police station and airport to arrange for Dutchcap Cay to beisolated from all air and seatraffic.
Before three o'clock, the whole idand knew the Angel would bein thefight of her life. Perhgpstheir lives,



too.
When | reached Staari, | landed and walked the last few blocks home, trying to clear my thoughts.

Weas| doing theright thing? Could | defeat them asagroup? Individualy, each of them had been
beatable. But how about as ateam? The only team-up I'd seen so far was Strong Man and Blue Lass,
and I'd won that round only with help from Francis, Bobby Dobbie and the gang a Tom Con. Thistime,
| was going done, because | couldn't risk their lives, knowing what | was up againgt, and knowing what
the Galactic Good Guys thought of my people.

And what happened if | lost?| didn't like that thought. Not one tiny bit. I'd do as promised. | would give
up being the Angd, leave St. Thomas, and join the Good Guys. Franciswould be the only Angel Ieft, a
hard thing to be, | knew from experience.

And | would never come back. How could |, after abandoning my people and rglecting my Angd duties?
The answer was easy and stark: | couldn't come back. To look into the eyes of those I'd betrayed would
kill my soul. | must not fail!

| stopped at the corner store and bought asoda. Mr. Graines, the owner, quietly accepted my money
and wished mewell. | thanked him and |eft. Hiswere the eyes| would haveto look into if | failed. |
opened my soda and continued home.

Victor. Of them dll, Victor wasthe one | feared the most. I'd only seen his power once, and it had caught
me off guard. He was called the Alchemist for good reason. He was able to ater any inorganic materia
into whatever eement he wished. Benjamin had told me that while Victor couldn't make complex things,
that inability had angered and frustrated him to the point that he used the ability he had with ruthlessness.
It was achilling thought.

| turned up my street and amost immediately saw there was something wrong. People stood around
Mariescart, but | couldn't seethe cart. And instead of laughter, | heard crying. Dropping my soda, | ran
up to them.

Pushing my way through, | saw the destroyed remains of Big Marie's cart, with Marie herself wailing and
inconsolable. | turned to one of my neighbors, Amelia.

"Get the tourists out of here,” | said inalow tone. “ They don't belong here right now.” She nodded and
passed theword. | knelt beside Marie and hugged her.

"Marie?’ | said quietly. She kept crying. “Momma? What happened? Who did this?'
She couldn't answer so someone esedid.

"It was one of those stupid Good Guys, Carlita,” he said with anger and frustration. “He went up to Big
Marie and wrecked everything, shouting, ‘Where's your Angel now? over and over."

| kept hugging her. Amelia came back and said al the tourists were off our Gade. | nodded calmly, but
insde wasthe burning fed of hatred. Hatred for the Good Guys. And | might end up being one.

"Momma! I'm so sorry! | wish | could have been here to help you!” She pushed me off and took me by
thearms.

"l do not blame you, Carlita,” she said, trying to get control of hersdf. “I blame mysdlf. | cry for me."

"Don't worry, Momma,” | said. “Well build you abetter cart, and make you new thingsto sdll. It will



take—"

"No!” she exclamed “My cart is nothing! Some wood and paint. Knickknacks and baublesto sdll to
off-idanders. What ismy fault isthat | havefaled you, Calital | havefailed the Angd of St. Thomag!"

"Don't say that, Momma!l” | said, getting scared. “Y ou've taken care of Francisand mefor years. We
love you as our mother! Y ou could never..."

"But | did, sweet child,” she mourned. “ That hideous cresture that destroyed my cart did so only to lure
Francis out. And when Francis cameto save me, that ... that ... crimind! Waved his hand and the boy
went into aseizure.” Marie broke down into sobs again.

The burning hatred went ice cold as my soul froze.
"Whereishe?’ | asked, my voice wavering. “Wherés my brother?

"Wedon't know, Carlita,” camethe quiet reply from somewhere in the crowd. “ After he attacked
Francis, hetook him."



Chapter Seventeen
An Angel Departs

Thered buoy just off Rupert Rock, where | lay, flashed over and over, an ever-vigilant watchman,
warning shipsthat there was danger nearby. Warning them to follow the lights and be safe.

Rupert Rock was very small, unable to hold adozen people, and bare. Yet | would come here a times
to be done and think my thoughts. The story was that the Rock had been named for Prince Rupert,
who'd lived thelife of abuccaneer centuries ago. The truth was that it had been named for my ancestor,
Rupert, aso abuccaneer, but who'd been given another chance and a specid charge: to be the Angdl of
S. Thomeas.

Lessthan aquarter-mile away were the Havensight docks. A cruise ship was passing by, heading out to
seq, full of carefree tourists and vigilant crew, devoted to the happiness and safety of those passengers. A
number of them waved at me, surprised, | think, to see me there. | wasin no mood to wave back.
Undoubtedly, someone would notify the Captain and he would assure them that dl waswdll; that | wasa
frequent visitor to the rock. Why? he would be asked. Hed shrug his shoulders and say that knowing the
mind of an idander was not possible. | would be forgotten, nothing more than a photograph, and then
they'd turn away and look forward to the next idand of their lovely tour. And wasn't &. Thomasanice
littleidand? So carefree! How lucky the natives wereto live there, free from danger and worry and things
unfortunate.

Sunset. It wastime. | stood and looked toward Charlotte Amdie. The lights were on now, from
Frenchtown to Havensight. The harbor itself was alight, anightly celebration of life and joy and peace
and fellowship.

Oneof thelightswasasmall boat making itsway toward me. Therewas till plenty of daylight left, more
than enough to seeit was a police launch, piloted by Lt. Lewis.

He pulled up close to Rupert Rock and expertly threw the launch into reverse, thenidle, leaving it
motionlessin the water. He didn't get out—nobody went on Rupert Rock except Angels—and gave me
agimanmile

"Time” hesaid. | nodded.

"The areais cordoned off. You'll have free reign tonight, Carlita” | nodded again. Lt. Lewissighed and
leaned on thewhed, looking at the sunset.

"I was a sergeant the day your mom last went to seaten years ago. I'll never forget that day. We were
taking a pounding from the storm, despite your mother's constant efforts. 1t's often overlooked when the
story istold that Constance had saved hundreds of lives here, on theidand, before she went after the
four ships”

| watched him and listened.

"Thedistress calls started coming in a noon. Four in two hours. As soon as she heard, even though she
was exhausted after two nonstop days of using her gifts, Constance radioed in and said she was off to
save them. Ableto glide on water and calming it around her, she was the only hope they had. So she
went out. After three hours, thefirst cameinto harbor. She went out again. Thistimeit wasfive hours
before she returned, with two ships. She went out again, even though it was amost dark.” He paused.



"We never knew for certain whether she had known the fourth ship was the one your father was on. Did
she put that one off for last, putting the needs of others above hers? Even above her children's? Or did
shewait to save it because it had the fewest lives on board? Or did she even know that?

"It didn't matter to us, Carlita. All we knew was that hundreds—thousands—of people were dive, and
the Angel was gone. The Angel and her husband. We grieved for them and for you asafamily grieves.
Constance was our own."

He turned back at me and smiled. The grimness was gone, replaced by amore relaxed 1ook.

"And | remember the very next day when you, seven years old, hair in pigtails and your eyes till red from
crying, showed up at the police station and announced that you were now our Angel.

"Ten years snce then. Ten years of joy, despite those who would force their evil on us. What I'm saying,
Carlita, isthat regardless of what happenstonight, | will aways be proud and grateful that | know you.
Come back safe, Carlita. Come back to your people, Angel of St. Thomas.”

| nodded again and spread my arms. Sparkles of lights poured from them.
"Thank you, Lieut ... thank you, Eric.” | caught the breeze and lifted off. “I'll not let you down."

Risng to savera hundred fet, | kept my armswide and lit the twilight with a blanket of sparkles. Trailing
acarpet of white, blue, green and red, | moved off northwest over Charlotte Amalie. Looking behind me,
| could still seethelieutenant below, looking up after me.

| swung my gaze ahead and gasped.

There, standing on rooftops, on ship decks, and crowded in the Streets, were my people, dl looking upin
slence. They had come out to wish me wdll, to tell me they would dwaystrust and bewith me. | felt a
lump in my throat. To be protector of apeoplelikethis... | would not fail!

| maintained the light display al theway to thetip of St. Thomas and beyond. Two miles out, past Salt
and West cays, was Dutchcap Cay. From my dtitude, now over athousand feet, | could just seethetip
of the sunset.

Descending to just over ahundred feet, | flew in toward the cay. The Galactic Good Guys were waiting
for me. With them, still held stiff by Stone Man's power, was Francis. | looked at Blue Lass, their true
leader.

"Release my brother.”

"Wewon't harm him, Carlita. But we're going keep him alittle longer, just to make sure you haven't
brought otherswith you."

"Others?’ | laughed at them. “Why would | need others? I've beaten you dl once, | can best you again.
But release my brother firgt."

She shook her head.
"All right” | Sghed. “Francis, | need you to get out of here when | say, okay?"
Bumble Beelaughed. “Didn't you hear Blue Lass, Carlita? We decide when he goes free!™

"Alwaysthe cur to your Mistresssfeet, en, Bumble Bee?’ came avoice behind them. “ And never avery
intelligent one, @ther.”



The Good Guys swung around and saw Benjamin standing there. Behind him, apath of ice covered the
sea.

"Benjamin!” Power Man exclamed. Benjamin shook his head.

"I'm sorry, Walter. Y ou do not get to use my name. | am Benjamin to my friends. To the Galactic Good
Guys, I'm Thelcicle

"But you're aGood Guy!” Wind Lass said. She hovered over the group, looking at Benjamin nervoudly. |
had a sudden knowledge that she, like Victor, had come out second best in afight with him.,

"I was never more than a convenienceto you,” he countered. “A Good Guy in name only. | have severed
eventhat tie” Helooked at Blue Lass. “1 have contacted the UN and reported to them what | have
witnessed these past weeks here. Even as we speak, the council is meeting to serioudy reconsider the
immunities the Galactic Good Guys have used and abused over the years. The Hague has aso been
made awvare."

They were flabbergasted. Caught off-guard, it was the perfect time to make amove.

"Now!” | shouted, drawing attention to me. Benjamin ran to Francis and held on tight. Instantly, they
disappeared. | made asmall prayer, hoping Francis teleport went safely.

| pulled off my radio and tossed it aside. Blue Lass Stared at it for amoment, then gave me adirty look.
"Y ou planned thisal."

"That'sright,” | said. “Though Benjamin helped out considerably.” | went doft. “He'sdone hisjob and
rescued my brother. Now it'stime for meto do my job."

At my beckoning, rock shot up in their midst and | increased its gravity abillion-fold. They jerked like
puppets and dammed into the rock as though magnetized.

Stings—much more powerful than before—shot al over my skin, breaking my concentration. At the
sametime, ablast of wind dammed me from above, forcing me down and into Strong Man'sarms. He
seized me and laughed.

"That was easy,” he bragged. “Hit her now, Blue Lass! | can hold her—wha?’ Hisfeet kicked in mid air
as| lifted us. He grunted as Blue Lass's bolt, intended for me, nailed him in the back. He released me and
took to the air himsalf. For amoment only, though. | increased the Earth's pull and he descended.

Ancther gust hit meagain, and | quickly raised my gravity shield. It would beimpossiblefor her...

Stingd All over my body! Again my concentration broke and again the wind pushed me where it would.
Only thistime it was toward the rock 1'd raised up.

Instead of resisting, | dlowed it to take me. Just before hitting it, | sent the rock back into the ground and
continued on to asurprised Stone Man. | increased my weight and dammed into him.

Big mistake. Hed dready goneimmovable. | struck him and bounced off, again hitting the ground. He
laughed.

"Got you!” he shouted.

Ingtantly my inddes seized up. I'd been right; being in the air was far better than fighting him on the
ground. His power was far more effective there.



Unable to move, | could not prevent Bumble Bee hitting me again. Stingsal over my body, and | couldn't
get to them!

A breeze went across my face, and | went airborne.

"Foal!” cameanadty hiss.

It wasthe Alchemist. Hewas holding aball. Giving an evil smile, hetossed it.
A bdl! | had to get the bal! | was tiff, but now | wasn't. Happy! Get the ball!

It bounced and bounced and bounced, playing with al the rocks. | dmost got to it, but awind blew it
some more, making it more fun to catch. Fun! | was having fun!

The ball moved again from thewind. Laughing, | went after it! Thiswas greet!

There were people on therocks, too. Maybeit wastheir ball. No! My ball! It was my bal! | went after it
some more!

A big wind came and dammed me into the ground, breaking the spell. The rock changed to stedl and
wrapped itsaf around me, holding me on my back, spread-eagled. Stings hit me again, and my insdes
were on fire as my muscles tightened. Grounded and unable to concentrate from the constant stinging,
they had me.

They gathered around, grim and victorious. Blue Lass knelt beside me.

"That'sit then, Carlita,” she said with deep satisfaction. *Y ou are now a Gaactic Good Guy. Thefirst
thing you'l do is convince Frost to recant his testimony so we can kegp our immune status. After that,
you'll leave St. Thomas and join us at our basein New Y ork, to begin your proper training."

"No."

"No?" Shefired abolt into me, ahundred times worse than Bumble Beg's continuous singing. “ Get a
clue, Carlital You'velost!” Her voice was becoming mean as she fired another bolt into me. “We own
yw.”

"I'msorry,” | said, my eyesfilling with tears. Tears of pain and of sorrow. Sorrow for them.
"Sorry for what?’ she asked.

"Sorry I'm forced to do this,” | answered. My body started burning, but not from the attacks. It was
burning with power. Looking her straight inthe eye, | said, “1 did everything | could to convince you to
leave. Now it'stoo late."

The pain subsided. | continued to stare at Blue Lass.
"I'velost my hold on her!” Stone Man shouted.
"My gings aren't working, either!”

Blue Lass stood quickly and backed up. My sted shackles disintegrated. The power had nearly
consumed me. | now wanted it to. Mostly. Slowly, | stood. Wind Lass hit me with agust of wind, to no
effect.

"What isthis?’ Blue Lass shouted. “Everyone, prepare for full assault!” Sheturned to me. “1 seethe



Angd of St. Thomas has another power."

"l am not the Angd of St. Thomas,” | boomed in avoice not my own. | had no control now. “ Thereisno
Angd of St. Thomas. | am your degth. | am your everlagting agony. Y ou are looking now upon the
insrument of your despair!

"l amthe Carib Angd."



Chapter Eighteen
TheCarib Angd

They would not escape. A smple gesture. Raising my arms, | called the watersto rise up. Ingtantly, a
wall of seawater, hundreds of feet high and a hundred feet thick, surrounded the cay. The wals glowed a
greenish white from bioluminescence, casting an eerie light over the startled group of humans.

"Y ou have threatened my people,” | rumbled. The words were not spoken by me, but came from my
soul and were spoken by another insde me. Besde me. With me. A part of me. “Y ou have forced your
will upon my Angd of S. Thomasand | will not forgive that!"

"But ... but you're the Angel of St. Thomas,” Strong Man stammered.

"Off-idander!” | spat out at him. “Outsider! Y ou know nothing! Shewho | livein, and who | have chosen
to be, isthe Angdl of St. Thomas. Who you speak to now isthe Carib Angel! The Nameless Dread! The
Spirit of the People! | have lived for countless millenniaand have counseled my peoples, given them life,
and brought them deseth. | chosethe first Angdl, and | shal choosethe last. Thisbeoved child is not the
last. Nor her children. Nor theirs, for many generations yet to come.”

"But she needstraining!” Wind Lass said. “We can offer her training.”

"Your liesareworthlessto me,” | replied. “Thisgirl and | can see through them asaray of sunlight on
shallow tide pools. Y ou do not intend to train her. Y ou intend to control her, and use her power—my
power!'—for your own, loathsome purposes.”

"We defeated your precious Angdl,” Blue Lass said, raising her hand a me. “And we can defeat you,
monster! Y ou occupy Carlitals body. That makes you vulnerable! Destroy her and we destroy you!™

"Areyou il blind, morta? | have spoken! Lifeismineto give and take! | have taken leven Angels.
Oneday | will take my hundredth. And each of them isworth far morethan al of you!"

Mother! Asthe Carib Angd, had | killed my own mother?

No, camethe soothing, rumbling answer insdeme. Thisis beyond you, beloved child, Loving Angel.
We are one. We are together. But it is | who declares what is right and when. One day, you shall
understand. For today, what | have said is enough.

Yes, | answered. It was enough. My soul went calm and | heard myself spesking again.
"This, then, isthe power you so foolishly tried to contain!” | opened my arms again.
"Look!” Stone Man shouted. “ The ground undernesth her!™

My sparkles had turned into stabs of black. They rained to the ground, forming aveil of void, a beautiful
pair of wingsthat took everything in and et nothing out. Even over theroar of the water wallsit was
possible to hear the crackling of therock asit was obliterated.

"Strong Man!” Blue Lass barked. Shefired into my body, but | merely absorbed it. Ignoring her, |
spread my veil acrossthe cay, from water wall to water wall.

A whooshing sound made me look up camly. Strong Man had pulled a boulder from the ground and
thrown it into theair. Wind Lass seized the boulder with her winds and fired it at me. Just beforeit hit,



Alchemist changed it into iron. Theiron projectile, threetimesmy size, dammed into me.
And ceased to be.

Tiny little pricks, less than goose bumps, touched my arms, legs, face and body. | looked down at
Bumble Bee and laughed.

"Aninsect!” | sneered. “For you, an insect's punishment!”

| picked him up with my gravity, then dammed him to the ground, knocking him unconscious. | jerked up
ahuge boulder and hovered it over him, intent on crushing him to alifeless smeer.

No! | shouted. You should not kill! You must not!
Do not command me, Angel, camethe reply, patient and gentle. | can end anything that | wish.

But you mustn't, | pleaded. Not when it is not required! My people are safe! These off-idandersare
defeated! What will killing them accomplish?

| care not what it will accomplish. It iswhat | have decided.

No! | repeated. You will not! If you do, I ... | will give up being the Angel. | wanted to cry, saying
that, but | had to hold true to what | knew was right.

The Carib Angd should have been angry with me. | was defying the very nature of the source of my gifts.
Y et he remained loving and understanding.

You are truly your mother, Angel. You have her foolishness. She thought she defied me, too, just
as you do now. You cannot defy me, child. You are me. Nor can you surrender your gift. Itis
impossible.

The moment is passed and you have not failed me. You have learned the first lesson of many. You
know yourself, and in doing so, begin to know me. Their lives will be spared.

Overjoyed, | took the boulder hovering over anow conscious and terrified Bumble Bee and tossed it
into the water wall. It crumbled instantly into gravel and was swept to the bottom of the sea.

Despite my inward struggles, only amoment had gone by. Good. It wastimeto end this. | moved dowly
toward them. My wings of oblivion had now become a backdrop, spreading upwardsinto the night sky,
beyond sight. As| moved, the water hissed and scarred wherever the tip of my veil touched.

"Do not test mefurther.” Thistimeit was not just the Carib Angel speaking, it was aso me. Our voices
swirled around each other, adding an eerie, non-human echo.

"My beloved child has chosen lifefor you, and | will grant her desire. Y ou will leave now, and never
return.” Thistimeit wasthe Carib Angd aone spesking.

"Wewill tell everyonewho sheid” Alchemist yelled.
"Thenyouwill die)” came our answer.

With just my own voice, | spoketo Blue Lass. “Blue Lass. Wanda. Please. Thisisover. If you pushit
any further, liveswill belog.”

"No!” she screamed. “Degtroy it!"



They assaulted me again, and | wailed.

" am the Carib Angel!” | shouted in double voice above the roar of water. “Y ou have known my mercy.
Now fed my wrath!"

| swept toward them and released my water walls. They crashed down from dizzying heights onto the
cay. Only onewall, thewall protecting my idand and my peopleto the east, remained up.

Asquickly asthe attack started, it ended. All of them pulled back and yelled for help asthe waters
crashed into them.

All except Blue Lass and Alchemist. With an abandon born of evil, they charged me, Alchemist turning
the watersinto air, and Blue Lassfiring bolt after bolt into my bodly.

There would be no mercy.

* k k %

The peak of Dutchcap, amost 300 feet in dtitude, showed first. Seething, sated, hissng waters poured
down the dope. To the eadt, thefind wall of water melted gently into the sea, reveding anewly risen

moon gently lighting the St Cay Passage.

A shout from below and | looked down, smiling. Encased in agravity bubble that the receding waters
dowly uncovered were the Galactic Good Guys. A more terrified and subdued bunch of people I'd never
Seen.

"You ... you saved usl” Wind Lass, her hair matted down like so much seaweed, exclaimed in wonder.

"Of coursel did, slly,” I replied in my own voice. In just my own voice. The Carib Angel was gone. Or
rather, returned to watching. “I give mercy to anyone who asksfor it. Aswell asto anyone who doesn't
ask for it."

"Wandal” Strong Man ydled. I'd forgotten he and Blue Lass were married. “Where's my wife?

"I'm sorry, Mr. Overton, but she and Mr. Spekvin rgected the mercy I'd offered them, choosing instead
to be eaten dive by their hatred and evil."

"Whereisshe?’ heyeled again.

"She'sdead, Mr. Overton. Sheran into my veil and ceased to be. In time, both she and Mr. Spekvin will
be forgotten; unknown facesin faded pictures. They will have never existed. I'm sorry."

He dumped to hiskneesin the bubble, sobbing.

"What's to become of us?’ Stone Man asked. He was much humbler than before. It was a pleasant
change.

"That's not redlly up to me, Mr. Ridder. My guessisthat your immunity to prosecution has been revoked,
though, meaning we can try, convict and imprison al of you.” They exchanged nervous looks. Now that
they were to be responsible for their actions, acool wind of caution prevailed. Good.

"I will speak on your behaf, however,” | added. “Y ou have caused me nothing but grief, but Benjamin
was right about you. The Good Guys are not evil, just stupid. Maybe today has made you al alittle
wiser. | will petition that you take your wisdom and leave my idand.” | looked each oneinthe eye.
“Forever.”



They nodded in agreement.

"May | ask one question?” Strong Man asked. Already | could see the pain of hiswifeslossfading. |
think he, too, knew she'd had an evil soul.

"Of course,” | replied.

"From the very beginning you had no interest in becoming part of our group. What wasiit about the
Gdactic Good Guys that made you regject us?'

"Asagroup? Nothing, redly. My brother hastold me quite abit about you, and | think you've the
makings of aforce for good. M ost superheroes would be proud to join your ranks."

They sraightened dightly. | was glad. After al, | didn't want to destroy them as agroup. Especialy now
that the bad had been weeded ouit.

"But?’ Stone Man prompted.

"But you need to understand the difference between you and me. | do not live adoublelife. | do not pick
and choose my fights, worry about politics or wonder what it islike to defend people | do not know and
care about. My home, my family, my duty, my very life—everything that comes together to make methe
person | an—al are the same thing.

"We aretwo very different kinds of beings. Y ou fight for justice. For what isright. That iswhat agood
superhero will do. I'm not a superhero. | don't fight for such things. Not in the way you think of them. In
fact, | don't fight at all. | live. | live for the safety of my people. | live for the peace of my idands. | liveto
protect them all—the guilty aswdll as the innocent—from those who would attack us.

"l am the holder of the soul of the people. | am thewall against which men's evil and nature's wrath must
crash if they wish to harm my people. | am the one chosen to give her lifeto their safety. And, if caled
upon, | am the one chosen to surrender her lifeso dl isnot lost.

"l amthe Angd of St. Thomas."



Epilogue
An End tothe Beginning

It all ended on aTuesday. | don't know why | remember that. Maybe because it had all started ona
Tuesday. Though | didn't know why | remembered that, either.

The private jet accelerated down the runway and went airborne. It waggled itswingsin saute, then
banked to the north, toward New Y ork. The Galactic Good Guys were gone.

"Fndly!"” Francissad.

"What, little bro'?’ | said, mussing hishair as we walked away from the termina. Benjamin was beside
us. | think he would aways be beside us. “I thought you had an incurable case of hero worship.”

"I kindagot over it, Sis” he said, dodging my hair rub. “ They're apretty neat bunch, but they're not what
| thought they were."

"A deep truth for al of us, Francis” Benjamin said. “I think the Good Guys d so learned they were not
who they thought they were. Reason now temperstheir eagernessfor combat.”

"That'salittle weak, Mr. Frost!” Francis accused. “We both saw they way Carlita mopped the floor with
them.” Helaughed. “I mean, the whole cay!"

"Francig” | scolded. Unknown to me at the time, Francis' rectangles had taken on another aspect shortly
after teleporting himself and Benjamin to Salt Cay. He could now observe things through the black
portals. They had seen—and heard—everything that happened that night insde the walls of water.

"It'strue, Carlita. Y ou have demonstrated beyond doubt that the Angel isfar stronger than them. And
much purer of heart.”

| blushed and changed the subject.
"Well, you can Hill join them later, bro',” | teased. “Explore the gdaxy. At least acorner of it.”

"Nah. Strong Man told me the truth. They've never |eft the planet. They just thought adding the word
‘Gdactic’ made them sound more powerful.”

| laughed.
"Wéll, hopefully they'velearned something.”

"They learned, Carlita,” Benjamin assured me aswe got into hiscar, aclassic, bright blue—ice
blue?—convertible,

"And they will be along time forgetting the lesson.”

Benjamin started the car up with aroar and we left the airport. | took out my bandanaand let my hair
blow in thewind.

It was aglorious day!
END



