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Personal Message from C.D. Bryan:  
 

I Love writ ing books! But what I love even more is hearing f rom 
readers. If you enjoyed this  or any other books, it would mean 
the world to me if you send a short email to int roduce yourself 

and say hi.  I always personally respond to my readers.  
 

I would also put you on my mailing list to receive n ot if icat ions 
about future books , updates and contests .  

 
Please click this link and introduce yourself , so I can personally 

thank you for trying my books.  
 
 

http://bit.ly/1lALP28
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CHAPTER ONE 

 

What’s Coming is Here After 150 Years  
 

J.R.’s  eyes  popped open  and shif ted f rom side to s ide.  

They were fi lled with suspicion and for good reason.  

It had been s ix days  s ince his  grandfather said it was 

coming. And in that time, J.R. was  sure someone or 

something had been s talking him.  

Worry and fear quickly flooded his  mind . He knew 

he’d run out of  places  to hide . And now, something else 

was  wrong—something new. 



He could feel it.  

He wiggled his  nose with irritated twitches . Then he 

puckered his  l ips , rol ling  his  gaze downward. And while 

focus ing past the end of  his  nose—looking almost cross-

eyed—that’s  when he saw it. 

“What in Sam’s  Dams is going on?”  J .R.  grumbled in a 

jaw-dropping s tate of  panic  as  he rubbed his  f ingers  in a 

downward s troke over a Fu Manchu mustache. “That’s  it. 

Grandfather owes  me a better explanation.”  

Things  were getting worse . Everything f rom the 

feeling of a menacing s tare on the back of  his neck, with 

each trip  to and from school , down to the shadows 

jumping around in the tree outs ide his  bedroom window 

every night. And now this —waking up with a Fu Manchu 

mustache.  

J.R. peeked out f rom under his  bed .  

The coast was  clear.  

He rolled out, jumped to his  feet and did his  fas tes t 

cleanup ever, including the painstaking process  of  

shaving. That part he hated. Razor  burn is  no laughing 

matter at twelve-years-old. 



“Oh great, late again,” he grunted ,  while glancing at 

the clock and pushing through his  typical  eight and a half  

push-ups . He knew getting a better explanation f rom his  

grandfather would have to wait. So, h e grabbed his 

backpack and dashed for the door.   

“Jicky-Jack, I ’ll  be back,”  he whispered, rubbing the 

head of  a gray wooden s tatue of  a peregrine falco n.  

J.R. opened and c losed his  door as  quietly as  poss ible 

thinking that his  grandfather might s ti ll  be sleeping. But 

that didn’t seem to matter because a loud snake- like cal l 

echoed f rom down the corridor.  

“Pssssss t.”  

J.R. looked in the direction of  the c all  but saw no one. 

He and his  grandfather were the only two with bedrooms 

upstairs , and his  grandfather’s  door was  c losed. Then it 

came again. 

“Psssssssss t . . .”  

It was  followed by the c licking of  a latch and the 

squeak of  a knob. The door to his  grandfather’s bedroom 

opened. 

“Hey, Jackrabbit,” whispered his  grandfather while 

peeking around the f rame of  the door, “ is  that you?”  



J.R. didn’t really l ike that nickname but he lived with 

it. He knew his  grandfather meant well , giving it to him 

because J .R.’s  f irs t name was  Jack and because he  was a 

fas t runner. But what he didn’t unders tand was  why his  

grandfather was  acting so mysterious and whispering  like 

he was .  

At the end of  the corridor, his  grandfather, Mr. C, as 

he was  called, res ted his  bony hand on J .R.’s  shoulder, and 

pulled him into the doorway and out of  the hall.  Then he 

coughed and c leared his throat. “Jackrabbit, l is ten to me 

and l is ten carefully.”   

J.R. l is tened and made a mental note of  the fact that 

his  grandfather was  dressed in a gray s ilk  suit ins tead of  

his  pajamas . 

“It’s  happening,” he declared, s taring into J.R.’s  

puzzled eyes . “ I told you it was  coming and it’s  here. It 

happens  only once every 150 years , Jackrabbit. You’re the 

one. You’re next in line for the secret honor. And you can 

stop the spread of  that pandemic . It’s  probably in your 

blood.” He coughed again, this  time muff ling it in the 

bend of  his  elbow. And J .R. seized the opportunity for 

more answers .  



“What’s  coming, what secret honor and what’s  in my 

blood?”  asked J .R., feeli ng his heart pound fas ter  and 

fas ter as  his  voice began to shake. “Something or 

someone’s  been fol lowing me, grandfather, I  can feel  it. 

Who is it? And what’s  wrong with me? This  morning I 

woke up with a Fu Manchu mustache.  And what’s  a 

pandemic? I don’t even think I  real ly know what that is .”  

“Oh, you will ,”  said his  grandfather. “You will . Your 

life will  never be the same af ter today, Jackrabbit. That’s  a 

lif e-changing promise you can count on; I saw it in your 

tree.”  

J.R. guessed his  grandfather’s  mind was s lipping but 

he didn’t dare to say such a thing. He jus t nodded, all  the 

while feel ing something was  serious ly wrong.  

“What do you mean my tree? And tell  i t, whatever it 

is , that I don’t want any of  this .”   

“I should have seen it in my own tree,”  said h is  

grandfather, cas ting a piercing s tare into the corner of  his  

bedroom as  if  gazing beyond the wall. “But no matter 

about all  that, I  can’t tell  you anymore than I already 

have. Except to say, it f its  l ike a key to your destiny, and 

you’ll  have to make the connection before i t’s  too late and 



before the pandemic  spreads . Keep your willpower s trong, 

Jackrabbit, and follow the signs .  

“But grandfather , what key, what—”  

“Now, off  to school, you’re running late as  usual . And 

here I want you to have this  ticker before I . . .”  his 

grandfather paused  as  if  deep in thought and scratched 

the gray whiskers  on his  chin. “Well , never mind that. It’s  

for your birthday. It’s  a pocket watch. It’ll  help you s tay 

on time.”   

Mr. C placed a sparkling  gold watch in J .R.’s  pal m and 

bent over to whisper in  his  ear, “Each time it ’s  opened, 

something happens .”  

J.R. sl ipped the watch into his pocket as  his 

grandfather commanded his  attention  and grabbed him by 

the shoulders .  

“And remember these three things , J .R. One . . . the 

death of  a f lower or fall , is  the beginning of  l ife in the 

spring. Two . . . you can’t s top time for life, but you can 

stop life for time. And three . . . las t but most 

importantly, the machine has  time on its  side.”   

Mr. C’s posture sank, and with a deep s ig h he pushed 

J.R. on his  way, and then closed his  door.  



“Ok, this  is  too weird,”  said J .R. “School, get to school, 

that’ll  be normal. Wait, did I jus t say that? I must  be 

losing my mind.”   

J.R. raced along the corridor then sl id down the 

banis ter of  a golden-oak s taircase. His  thoughts  raced as  

well , what did Grandfather mean, fits  l ike a key to my 

destiny? 

He hit the landing below and charged into his 

mother’s  den. And as  usual , she was  watching the 

morning news  before heading to work at the library. He 

zigzagged through tower ing s tacks  of  books  and sat next 

to her on a small  couch. Together they lis tened to a 

horrific s tory being broadcast on the morning news .  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER TWO 

 

Bad News Boggles Boy in Broadcast 
 

A TV reporter was  interviewing a doctor and the lates t 

victim of  a new and wildly spreading pandemic.  

“Doctor,”  said the reporter on the TV, “What can you 

tel l us  about this  mysterious ly spreading pandemic?”  

“All  I can say  .  .  .  and should say at this point . . . is  

that it’s  all  in the vict im’s  head,” replied the Doctor,  “you 

know, infecting the mind. It’s  a complete mystery. I  call  i t 

the Pango Syndrome, named af ter myself , of  course, Dr. 



Dorian Pango. And for reasons  that are not yet clear, it 

seems to have chosen our children as  its  host;  particularly 

those with weakened willpower of  the mind. It leeches  

onto these kids  and drains  their minds of every single 

dream they’ve ever had for what they want to be and do in 

life. And there’s no known cure. All  of  them fall  into a 

zombie- like s tate of  exis tence, operating like robots , with 

society tel ling them what to do. At leas t that’s  been my 

observation abroad.”  

“And so tel l  us , Daniel ,”  said the reporter, turning his  

attention away from the doctor and down to a boy, 

“you’ve actually acquired this  pandemic  disease spreading 

around the world, or the Pango Syndrome, as  the doctor 

has coined it. It’s  not kill ing  you or making you sick in 

any way, right? Can you describe the symptoms for us , 

Daniel?”   

The chubby-faced, brown-haired boy s tared into a 

camera near the reporter, his  eyes  changing f rom an 

autumn brown to a winter gray.  

“W . . . well ,”  he said trembling, “at firs t it was  l ike 

someone or something was  fol lowing me, you know, 



stalking me. Then, I began losing my willpower. Then it 

was  gone.”   

** 

J.R. leaned forward in a panic , s taring at the TV. The 

boy’s  symptoms sounded just l ike his  own.  

** 

“And before I knew it,”  the boy continued, “it was  l ike 

someone had s tolen the dreams I used to have, dreams of 

what I wanted to be and do in my l ife.”  The boy s topped 

speaking and scratched his  head, tears  rol ling  over his  

chubby cheeks . “They’re miss ing. There’s  nothing. I  can’t 

think of  a s ingle one. I  don’t even feel  l ike I want to do 

anything with my li fe. I  guess  it’s  l ike the doctor said, I ’l l  

jus t grow up to be a robot in society, doing whatever I ’m 

told to do.”  

“And so, Daniel ,”  said the reporter, “do you worry 

about spreading it to other children? And do any of  your 

friends have it?”  

“Yeah, I guess  so, but I ’m not sure how others  would 

catch it,” said the boy, looking to his father for 

reassurance, “because the doctors  said they aren’t sure 



how it spreads . And my f riends , well , I  can’t say for 

them—”  

“Very well ,”  said the reporter, cutting the boy off  in 

the middle of  his  answer and returning his a ttention to 

the doctor. “And doctor, what can you tell  us  about the 

number of  exis ting cases  and how quickly this  pandemic  

is spreading?”  

“Well ,”  said the doctor, “ the Center for Disease 

Control  and the World Health Organization have both 

es timated that over two mil lion cases  exis t worldwide, 

and there may be as many as  50,000 unknown cases  in our 

country right now.”  The doctor redirected his  attention 

away f rom the reporter and s tared into the camera. “It’s  

spreading l ike a wildf ire and where will  i t s trike next? 

Nobody knows . All  we know is  it could be your 

hometown.” The doctor moved closer, pointed directly 

into the camera and flashed a mysterious wink, “even your 

hometown, J .R. Timble.”  

** 

J.R. jumped off  the couch in a s tate of  shock when he 

heard the doctor announce his  name on national  

televis ion. 



** 

“Well , there you have it, Central ,”  said the reporter on 

the TV, s tepping in f ront of  the camera, “an accounting 

from both the discovering doctor and the lates t victim of 

what’s been dubbed the Pango Synd rome. Central , this  is  

Tom McKay, reporting live f rom the big  city, back to you.”  

** 

“Mom,”  J .R. yelled in a panic , “did you hear that?”  

His  mother picked up the remote and turned off  the 

TV. She sat in si lence for a moment, as  if  deep in thought 

and cons idering what to say , then s tood and headed for 

the kitchen. “ I don’t want you to worry about a thing, 

J.R.,”  she said. “Those people are thousands of  miles  f rom 

here so you’re safe.”  

“No . . . no . . . I  mean, yes , that’s  great, but that 

reporter. Did you hear him?”   

“Yes , I heard him, J .R.”  

“But did you hear what he said? Did you hear him say 

my name on national  television?”  

Mrs. Timble leaned back far enough to peer through 

the doorway f rom the kitchen. “J .R.”  she said, “Now 

honestly.”  
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