
 Prologue 

Visions of Celluloid Danced in his Head 

Undisclosed location in the Western Hemisphere, 1959 

Somewhere in the dark the movie projector sputtered to life, 
spewing celluloid film frames in rapid motion.  

The men who sat gathered in this dark waited in a stifling 
silence. The courier had arrived a mere hour earlier, straight off a 
plane from Europe, from behind the Iron Curtain. The 8mm film 
they were about to watch was a hard-fought prize. The metal 
canister containing the film held dents and a smidgen of dried 
blood. It had cost the life of an important American operator in 
the Soviet Union, as well as the life of his contact, a pretty young 
Russian woman who worked for the Soviet scientist who had 
authored the film. She was smitten with the American. He, in 
turn, used that infatuation to persuade her to steal the film. After 
succeeding in turning the film over to the courier, the American 
operator was run over and killed by a street car in an apparent hit 
and run (apparent because after the car ran him over, it reversed 
and backed over him before speeding away). The pretty young 
Russian woman was quietly executed by firing squad. 
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The powerful Americans who sat in the room had ordered the 
film’s theft. To them it was the highest priority, despite the lives 
lost. They were casualties of a quiet war. A cold war. These men 
were thinking about survival, the survival of the western world. 

The film canister was marked property of the Committee for 
State Security, more commonly known by its transliteration as 
the KGB. 

Light from the projector illuminated the small screen at the 
front of the room. A test pattern counted down, then what looked 
like a home movie began to play. It was black and white, water 
damaged in spots, grainy; the footage scratched from rough 
handling. Haunting images graced the screen. In the living room 
of what looked like an older East European hotel, a frumpy 
Russian lady who looked like nothing more than a housewife, 
held a small array of Soviet scientists spellbound.  

The housewife, Ninel Kulagina, swayed back and forth 
rhythmically as she waved her hands above the matchsticks that 
laid on a dining room table. The matchsticks stood up, came to 
attention, and began to march across the table. A metal salt 
shaker joined them. A compass spun. The woman raised her 
palms to show this was no sleight of hand. There was no string. 
No magnet. Ninel was looking more and more physically spent 
with each trick she performed. Only these were not tricks. 

Next, a Soviet scientist sat a white rabbit on the table. It 
looked up at the woman and wiggled its pink nose cheerfully. 
The housewife knew what was expected of her. She rocked back 
and forth as she waved her hands in a circular motion in front of 
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the rabbit. Little by little the animal bent forward, until it fell 
over dead. 

It was then that the Americans in the room watching the film, 
became scared. 

The woman looked up at the screen, a dead-ish sort of 
expression on her face, blank, yet holding a sliver of remorse for 
the infinitesimal life she had just taken. It was as if she was now 
looking out at the Americans, as if she could see them from 
within the confines of the movie itself. A moment later, the film 
reel broke. 

The projector continued to sputter as the broken film 
whipped wildly around the spool. 

A man stepped forward and turned off the projector. He did 
not turn on the light. The man knew better. In his world, 
anonymity equated with self-preservation. Doctor Crispin 
Putnam addressed the men in the room. “The technique is called 
telekinesis, the ability to move objects using only the mind.” 
Doctor Putnam’s voice was calm, analytical, and utterly 
emotionless. The hawk nose his glasses sat upon framed a rather 
narrow face. The man was skinny and frail. 

Still, the impression he exuded was one of a dangerous 
individual. Doctor Putnam was a scientist with a brilliant mind 
who served America in the war on communism with his intellect. 
It was his most formidable weapon. 

One of the faceless men in the dark, asked with a slight 
Texan twang, “That the genuine artifact? Not a trick? Not 
misinformation?” 

“No.” 
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“Was what we saw, that woman killing a rabbit with her 
mind?” 

“My guess would be, she telekinetically stopped its heart 
from beating.”  

“Gee-zus! They’re training psychic assassins.” 
“The Soviets are still years away from something like that, if 

it’s possible at all. Right now it’s their mind readers who pose the 
greatest threat.” Doctor Putnam’s face remained placid. But the 
smile in his eyes burned bright. He could see it in their faces. The 
film had spooked them. They were finally going to listen to him 
for once. “They’re stealing the secrets right out of our heads.” 

The men sat quietly for a few moments. Then, one by one, 
they got up and left, until there was only the scientist. Doctor 
Crispin Putnam was content. He knew he would have his way 
now, that his work would be regarded as sacrosanct. He knew 
that at last they would give him carte blanche. They had no 
choice. The only other option was to do nothing. And that was no 
option at all. 

The film had been the catalyst that now began a new race 
among the superpowers. Not an arms race. Not a space race. But 
a race to find men and women who had paranormal aptitude and 
a willingness to use it. Aptitude that could be developed. 

Of particular value to the espionage communities of each 
country was remote viewing. 
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Chapter One 

ESPionage 

Istanbul, Turkey  
September 22nd, 1962 

He felt them coming with homicide on their minds, sour 
Scotch on their breath, and silencer tipped guns in their hip 
pockets. He didn’t need to be a mind reader to know that. Which 
is exactly what John was, a mind reader. Although he didn’t call 
himself that. Neither did the ones who were coming to kill him, 
who were also mind readers. That colorful old term summoned 
up other images: technicolor tents, trapeze artists, bearded 
women. Freaks. Mind readers belonged in carnivals, circuses, 
sideshows. 

That’s why it was so absolutely ironic that this inevitable 
showdown was going to take place in a small desolate carnival, 
closed for the season, on the outskirts of town. 

Mind readers in sideshows sought attention and fame. Not his 
kind. They didn’t want a name, to be defined. They preferred the 
shadows. 

No one really called his kind anything at all in those early 
days. To be known was to be compromised. They all knew the 
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mantra. To be effective, they had to go unnoticed. Their work 
was invisibility itself. They were the puppet masters. Ghosts. 
When someone saw the strings, someone had to die. Someone 
had seen the strings John had spun. Now he had to die. 

Despite his fear, John, who had a scathing sense of humor, 
could still see the jocosity of his present predicament. The three 
who were coming to kill him were uneasy companions to one 
another from disparate superpowers. The trio had been ordered 
by their superiors to form a temporary alliance to get John. 
Imagine that, world peace achieved through conspiracy to kill. 
They must have hated him more for that. Which meant when 
they killed John it would not simply be a calm cool execution 
style slaying. The kill would be messy, carried out with extreme 
prejudice, after they had extracted what information they could 
get out of him. 

John was tempted to peek into their beady little minds and 
see what creative means of murder they were planning for him. 
But he knew better than that. He already knew they were coming. 
One more glimpse into their thoughts and they would know that 
he knew they were coming. 

Best to let them think they had masked their minds well 
enough on this bleak night in the old carnival close to the shore 
where Europe ended and Asia began. The wind - emboldened by 
the nearby Black Sea - lashed at the shore, whipping and snarling 
with ferocity. The harsh sea air brought fog in with it, a surreal 
salty swirl. Thick as pea soup, as they say. John had to squint to 
find his way through it. But none of that mattered at all. 
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John could not ‘come in from the cold’ like some secret agent 
in a hard-boiled dime novel. Which was also what John was. A 
spy. Actually, there was a term for his kind. It would not be 
coined for at least another few years. This glamorous and exotic 
appellation would be psychic spy. However things weren’t so 
glamorous right now at the very height of the Cold War, when 
fingers were poised above little red buttons that could annihilate 
whole continents, populations; although in actuality, they were 
little red switches. 

Glamorous terms were always invented after the fact by 
romantics and fools, not that there was any real distinction 
between the two. 

Psychic Spies. John hated them all - even himself - with their 
sick twisted games and damned delusions of godhood. Everyone 
who knew they existed hated them, which wasn’t all that many 
people. Most of humanity went throughout their routine little 
lives without ever knowing there were creatures out there who 
could crawl around in their heads, blaspheming the temple of 
their own private psyches. 

The various leaders of the various superpowers regarded 
psychic spies the same way they regarded nuclear weaponry: 
they were a necessary evil. If the Soviet Union had 
thermonuclear warheads then by God and thunder, America had 
to have thermonuclear warheads too! There was no other way. 
The United States would be at the mercy of their enemies if they 
did not participate in the arms escalation. It was no different with 
psychic spies. The United States had them because the Soviets 
had them. East Germany had them because the People’s Republic 
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of China had them. Fidel Castro’s Cuba had them because North 
Korea had them, and so on. However, the officials of all these 
governments had one thing in common: they hated their mind 
spies. They did not like the way these agents smiled slyly with 
superior smugness, as if they were privy to all the unknowable 
secrets. These types of agents were subtly uncontrollable, often 
gently pulling the strings of even their own commanding officers 
from time to time, when they thought they could get away with 
it. 

The withered old KGB bosses - staunch little Stalins - would 
have dearly loved to march all their psychic spy comrades out 
onto a lonely barren field and put a bullet in the back of each and 
every one of their miserable heads. But they couldn’t. Not as 
long as other countries had psychic spies. 

Behind their minds, the CIA section chiefs called their own 
agents mind fuckers. John didn’t disagree with this assessment. 
The world would probably be a better place without his kind. His 
kind. The vitriolic words burned like colorless odorless acid in 
his head. For better or worse, remote viewers existed. As long as 
they existed there would be work for them to do. Dirty, morally-
sullied work, but still work. 

John hated himself for being one of them. He hated himself 
more because he had been the first of them to come to the 
attention of the CIA. They were well behind the other countries 
in this area. John was their wake up call. When they saw what he 
could do, they jumped on the bandwagon wholeheartedly. He had 
shown the powers-that-be the way. Their logic was pragmatically 
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flawless. If he existed, others like him must also exist. And they 
ran with it, like a rabid dog with a bone. 

Part of him, the part that believed in America, knew that this 
was how it had to be if the country was to survive. He told 
himself that these were the times they lived in. 

The other part that believed in nothing thought it was all one 
meaningless joke. Ha ha. Mankind’s true destiny was to bring 
about its self-destruction. The empty void was our heritage and 
nothingness, our kingdom. 

Although, there had been a time before all this. Before all the 
events that had led him down the road to the here and now of this 
broken down carnival in a web of shadows, where death was 
imminent. John remembered this now and wondered to himself, 
Is this what people mean when they say they saw their life flash 
before their eyes? 

Though this was no flash. Merely an echo of memories of a 
humble beginning. 
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Chapter Two 

The Ace of Spades 

John remembered how they came for him in that beginning. 

Road to Montgomery, Alabama  
August 22nd, 1961 

The navy blue Chevy Impala roared down the poor excuse of 
a roadway, through the blinding light of a brilliant summer day. 
The blacktop sizzled from the August sun, until you could see the 
heat rising off of it. That selfsame heat sizzled the air, vaporizing 
it until everything shimmered like a dream.  

The constant plink-plinking of bugs hitting the windshield at 
high speed, reminded the driver of rain. He turned on the wipers, 
smearing bug juice aside. The Chevy tore past a broken down old 
diner called COZY’S. The sign under the name of the 
establishment proudly proclaimed: No dogs or Negroes! 

A few miles down, closing on Montgomery, the car passed 
another sign. The sign was large and rattled violently as the 
vehicle passed. This one read: Jim Crow South. 
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Kilby Prison  
Montgomery County, Alabama 

The last vestiges of day spotlighted the practically medieval 
correctional facility. What it shone on were inhuman living 
conditions: dusty, sweaty cons herded like dogs in the yard, rusty 
ringed barb-wire for as far as the eye could see, redneck bulls in 
dark sunglasses, shotguns resting on their hips. These men itched 
for a chance to use the rifles, relieve the day-to-day drudgery 
with a little blood. Target practice. 

There was little hope of escape for the inmates. Miles of 
dense and unforgiving swampland sat between the prison and 
anything even remotely passing for civilization. Although even 
that civilization wasn’t all that civilized. 

As the sun set with a final violet haze, it silhouetted the navy 
blue Chevy Impala that sat in the distance, on the other side of 
the swamp, engine off, waiting. 

John was rousted from his cell quietly, but brutally by the 
correctional officer. He immediately knew this wasn’t routine. 
Jailhouse bulls always came in pairs. They never came at night. 
The gun that was shoved in John’s face told him to be silent. 
Outside, a burlap potato sack was thrown over his head. This was 
bad, John told himself, as bad as it gets. His hands had been 
cuffed behind him, so there wasn’t much he could do, except 
what he was told. 

Soon the bull had John trudging knee deep through the 
swamp. Gulf spike-moss floated on the frothy surface, clinging 
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to dead fractured trees sticking up out of the ebony water at ugly 
abstract angles. The sound of a hundred bullfrogs croaking was 
amplified by a ghastly echo effect. Dry moss hung down from 
the trees like dreary Christmas decorations left out too long. The 
combination of all these things with low hanging swamp gas, 
gave the setting a ghostly visage. 

The potato sack over John’s head was so badly worn in 
sections, he could partially see through it. It smelled of dried 
stale saliva and sweat. How many others, wearing this same sack, 
had been marched out into these wetlands to their deaths? John 
wondered. The arrival of night hadn’t done much to diffuse the 
heat. It was sweltering, making the terrain stink; a combination 
of mud, moss, and critter piss. The two men passed through one 
swarm of mosquitoes after another. 

Although John was damn afraid, another part of him was 
strangely elated to be heading away from the prison. To be free 
of it. Two months there was two months too long as far as John 
was concerned. 

“Move yaw ass,” the bull shoved John hard. He was a 
redneck to the core. He sounded like one. He looked like one. 
John refrained from asking questions, hoping this would get the 
bull to talk. He knew this bull was the chatty type. He liked 
hearing the sound of his own voice. He was also unnecessarily 
sadistic. 

The bull shined his flashlight in front of him, into the swamp, 
examining each layer of moss, watching out for the night time 
predators they both knew were out there. At the other side of the 
swamp, at the bottom of a small hill, the bull stopped and 
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listened. John heard it too. Faint music was wafting down to 
them. 

“Don’t know whatcha did. And I ain’t fool enough to ask dat 
bunch. But hate to be yaw sorry ass.” The bull had the habit of 
punctuating his diatribes by whistling a thin spray of spittle out 
from in between his two front teeth. The bull’s teeth were 
tobacco stained yellow-brown; many of them had hollowed out 
black cores from ancient untreated cavities. 

John had no idea what the bull was talking about, but he 
could make out the two men on the top of the ridge shining 
flashlights down on them. John did his best to stay on his feet as 
he and the bull trudged up the muddy embankment. Whoever 
‘that bunch’ was, he was about to find out. John had already 
resigned himself to the strong possibility he might not leave the 
swamp alive. 

As they approached, John deduced that they were city men. 
He smelled their cologne and could make out enough of their 
business suits to note that they were tailored. They were an 
anomaly. Men from these parts rarely bathed and wore blue 
jeans, not suits. Another dead giveaway was the fact that the 
swarms of night time insects bothered them. The men shooed at 
them impatiently. 

“About time,” the first suit fired off. 
“Tired of wading through croc shit,” the second suit chimed 

in. 
John was even more perplexed. They definitely were not 

cops. But they also weren’t feds either. From their diction, he 
could tell they were college educated men. Ivy league. They were 
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with some branch of the government. An important branch. Their 
official demeanor gave away that much. What were men that far 
up the food chain doing in a swamp in the South meeting with a 
low-level bull and a no-name convict in the dead of night? John 
was doggedly tired, deathly rattled. His skills were not yet 
developed enough to view the men under these conditions. 
Everything was happening so fast that it was all but impossible 
for John to concentrate on anything other than his own fear and 
curiosity. 

The bull grinned at the city man’s comment. “Got my 
money?” He caught the wad of cash the suit tossed at him, 
weighed it in his hand. It felt about right. The bull pocketed it 
and pushed the con toward the suits, “He’s all yawls.” 

The second suit unholstered a gun. The cocking of the 
weapon made John stiffen. This was it, the moment of his 
murder. Intense fear made the burlap sack suck in and out rapidly 
over the con’s mouth as he began hyperventilating. As much as 
John tried, he couldn’t help it. He hated letting them see his fear, 
letting them derive satisfaction from it. 

The bull was instantly aroused by the prospect of watching 
an execution. It was all good sport to him. “Don’t stand too close 
when you shoot ‘em. In dis heat, a man been known to explode 
like a Mexican piñata. Jus’ a sack of boiling blood.” The spit 
whistled out again as his cheeks contracted. The bull’s eyes 
gleamed in anticipation, waiting for the kill shot. “Sheeit!” 

The man in the suit heeded the bull’s advice and took two 
steps back. Then he swung the gun in the bull’s direction. 
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“Shit,” was all the redneck could muster in a deflated voice 
as the suit pulled the trigger. 

John winced as the bullet tattooed the redneck’s forehead 
between the eyes. The bull’s head seemed to pop like a balloon 
as the back of it went spinning off into the night. Damn, if the 
bull wasn’t right about the piñata effect, John thought. The bull 
dropped like a sack of potatoes. It was as if the soul had been 
snatched right out of his body at the moment of impact, the 
instant of death, if you believed in such things. Which John did 
not. However, he was rethinking his position on the matter. It 
was amazing the clarity you achieved at a moment like that. 
Surprisingly, John was fixated on the fact that the gun didn’t 
make as much noise as it was supposed to. He squinted his eyes 
through the sack and saw the long cylinder on the end of the gun. 
A silencer. At that moment, John realized these men were much 
further up the food chain than he could ever have imagined. 

The first suit knelt and fished the wad of cash out the bull’s 
pocket. He stood up, spit on the bull’s body - John supposed the 
man thought it a fitting tribute - and nudged the bull’s body with 
his foot, giving it a proper send off. It didn’t take much to make 
the fresh corpse slide down the muddy embankment, into the 
swamp. The body floated gently down the stream for several 
seconds, then something pulled it under. 

The two suits hustled the con up onto a dirt road, where the 
Impala sat waiting. Now John could make out the song that was 
playing. It was a decidedly upbeat tune, considering the subject 
matter. “Chain Gang” by the singer Sam Cooke. John almost 
laughed. Almost. 
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John - his hands still cuffed behind his back, the sack still 
over his head - was tossed into the back seat as the two suits got 
in the front. The engine started. The car pulled off quietly. These 
men were professionals alright, too expert to speed away from 
the scene of a crime. 

There was someone seated next to John. He couldn’t make 
out who it was until he heard the voice. 

“Hello, John. So nice to see you again.” As usual, the voice 
was disarmingly soothing without a trace of genuine human 
emotion. 

Now John could guess what this was about and what the hell 
was going on. 

The man seated next to him was Doctor Crispin Putnam. 

HQ, Washington, D.C.  
four days later 

The headquarters - known merely as HQ - was a nondescript 
gray corner building on the east side of the corridors of power, in 
the center of all the hustle and bustle. It was older than most of 
the other edifices and skyscrapers around it. The structure was 
forty stories tall and had matching gray gargoyles on all four 
corners of the thirty-sixth floor, guarding the uppermost levels. 

Rush hour was in full swing. Traffic, pedestrian and 
otherwise, moved in all directions. On the sidewalk directly 
across from a series of revolving glass doors that gave entrance 
to HQ, were a cluster of shoeshine stations, conveniently located 
next to a corner newsstand. A row of clean-shaven white 
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businessmen in suits and ties sat smoking and reading “Life” 
magazine and an assortment of mainstream newspapers before 
work, while Negro shoeshine boys aggressively buffed and 
polished their wing-tips. Black men who shined shoes were 
always called shoeshine boys, even if they were fifty-year-old 
men. The younger businessmen dapperly smoked thin Lucky 
Strike cigarettes. The older businessmen chewed on fat Cuban 
cigars while reading press headlines about the Castro threat to 
democracy. The irony was lost on them.  

Other magazine and newspaper headlines being perused held 
similarly alarming headlines: “Building of Berlin Wall Mounts 
Tensions,” “Cosmonaut First Man in Space,” “Kennedy Sends 
Military Advisors to Vietnam,” “USSR Detonates 50 Megaton 
Hydrogen Bomb.” The world was in turmoil. And America sat in 
the middle of that strife, with enemies on every side and the ever-
present threat of communism reaching out from behind the Iron 
Curtain to extinguish the flame of democracy around the globe. 

Neither the businessmen having their shoes polished nor the 
shoeshine boys had any idea that the gray building before them 
played an important role in that fight.  

Mostly it was the upper levels of the gray building. 
The thirty-sixth through fortieth floors had been leased by a 

corporation that was the dummy face for a branch of the Central 
Intelligence Agency with the palaverous title Directorate of 
Science and Technology. The DS&T was created and 
commissioned with the task of researching new technology and 
possible applications for intelligence gathering for the United 
States. The thirty-sixth, thirty-seventh, and thirty-eighth floors 
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were large halls containing aisle after aisle of tall metal cabinets 
that stretched from floor to ceiling, burgeoning with medical 
books, newspaper articles, microfilm, scientific documents, and 
university journals from America and nearly every other corner 
of the earth. Rolling metal ladders were used to access the higher 
levels of the cabinets. 

More publications were being added by the minute by clerks 
pushing carts overflowing with tomes. People in a maze of little 
cubicles categorized, analyzed, and reviewed this mass gathering 
of information. Some translated the foreign materials into 
English, while others wrote reports for the technology they were 
reviewing. A number of desks had machines on them for viewing 
microfilm retrieved from other countries by field agents. These 
were manned by the most senior and trusted employees in this 
sector. 

But it was the thirty-ninth and fortieth floors where the truly 
interesting things happened. It was also where John was being 
held. John never forgot that fateful day that was forever 
imprinted on his psyche. The day that would alter the course of 
his entire life. 

He could feel the three men coming. Only these men were 
not psychics. John could sense them, even though he could not 
yet hear their precise foot falls in the acoustically vacuous 
corridor. These were footsteps of purpose, destiny. 

John took another drag off his Lucky Strike as he sat in the 
creaky wooden chair in the shadowy recess of the dark room. 
The walls of the place, much like the building, were gray and 
nondescript. There were no windows. If asked to identify the 
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room later, John would only be able to think of a concrete box. 
That’s how they wanted it, no definable characteristics.  

Now the footsteps were painfully audible, loud in fact. 
Maybe they were just amplified by the adrenaline that was 
pumping through John himself. Maybe the footsteps were in time 
to the quickened beating of his own telltale heart. They stopped 
outside the metal door to the room John occupied. John 
momentarily pondered if the metal door was supposed to keep 
people out or him in. Both, he supposed. The rattling of keys on 
a crowded ring announced their arrival. A moment later, the three 
men entered the room. 

“Why is it so damn dark in here?” asked Doyle Hinkley. 
Doyle from spoken word and manner was clearly ex-military, 
although the black suit he wore signified a shift into a different 
sector of government. That sector’s initials were CIA. Although 
people who worked for the CIA didn’t call it the CIA. They just 
called it the Outfit. It was like a cop saying he was on the job. 

“These interviews are more favorable in dim light and quiet 
empty spaces. Less mind-chatter,” Doctor Crispin Putnam 
replied. His halting timber, as always, was measured. 

The more John observed Doctor Putnam the more he got the 
disconcerting impression that the good doctor would be more 
than happy to dissect him. 

“Interviews. Is that what we’re calling them these days? How 
many of these god damned things have we had so far?” 

“Too many,” the third man spoke bluntly. He was a blunt 
man, Pierce Graham, another former military man dressed to 
pass for civilian. But there was nothing civilian about these men. 
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They had led and sent men to their deaths. It was sempiternally 
etched in their eyes. 

Doctor Putnam wasn’t deterred. He calmly nodded his head 
toward the darkness, to let Doyle and Pierce know their subject 
was already in attendance. 

“Oh,” Doyle thought out loud. He squinted, but could only 
make out a lanky silhouette seated in the darkness, shrouded by a 
swirl of gray cigarette smoke.  

“John, here many change your minds,” Doctor Putnam 
added. 

The three men took seats at the three chairs that sat behind a 
long narrow metal table facing John’s void. 

Doctor Putnam consulted the file in front of him, although he 
didn’t need to. “John here is a walk-in.” 

That’s half right, John thought. What the scientist didn’t tell 
the two men was that John had just spent the last eight weeks in a 
prison in the deep South. Guess he doesn’t want to muddy the 
water, John mused fleetingly. 

“Another kook,” Pierce caviled under his breath. 
“Alright. Let’s proceed with an open mind,” Doyle ordered, 

revealing he was the man in charge. Most everyone who worked 
under Doyle Hinkley - who was a mere fifty years of age - called 
him the old man, although never to his face. “No pun intended.” 

Doctor Putnam nodded, produced a deck of playing cards, 
and addressed John, “Mr. Hinkley here will do the honors.” 

Doyle grimaced and took the cards. He shuffled, then cut. 
Doyle lifted the deck up in his palm, the faces of the cards 
staring at him so John couldn’t see them. 
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“Mr. Hinkley will mentally concentrate on the cards in his 
hand one by one. John, you’ll try to guess what each one is.” 
Doctor Putnam was already taking out a pad and pen to record 
the score. 

“Rather play poker,” the melodic voice drifted out of the 
darkness. John’s attempt to break the ice didn’t go over very 
well. 

Doctor Putnam and Doyle both ignored the comment 
altogether. 

“A real joker this one,” Pierce said as he consulted his 
wristwatch thinking what a waste of time this was. 

“Let’s begin,” Dr. Putnam said. 
Doyle concentrated on the first card. Pierce looked into the 

darkness. Only the whites of John’s eyes and the burning tip of 
the cigarette in his hand were visible to the two ex-military boys 
and the scientist. 

“Eight of clubs,” John stated. 
With a placid expression that revealed nothing to any of the 

men in the room, Doyle laid the card face down on the table and 
looked at the next one in his palm. Doctor Putnam leaned over 
Doyle’s shoulder, studiously taking down the results in his pad. 

“Three of hearts.”  
“King of diamonds.”  
“Seven of clubs.”  
“Joker.” 
This went on until Doyle Hinkley was down to the last card. 

John stopped. 
“What is it?” 
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John leaned forward, the chair groaning with the shift, as he 
lit a fresh cigarette with a shiny silver lighter. The flame revealed 
his dark black features to the two ex-military men. “The last card 
is the Ace of Spades.” John smiled sarcastically, flashing pearly 
white teeth as he phonetically lingered on the card designation 
that also doubled as a derogatory term for a Negro. Which is also 
exactly what John was, a Negro, as they were referred to in the 
American lexicon circa 1961. His eyes however, were sea green. 

The two CIA men exchanged troubled glances at the sight of 
a Negro in their interview room. Ill winds had just blown into the 
chamber, although not really. There were no windows there, but 
it felt that way to Doyle and Pierce years later when they 
reflected back on the fateful meeting. Being professionals who 
were in possession of many highly classified secrets, they were 
good at bridling their astonishment and fear. 

Doyle stood and addressed John. “Will you give us a 
moment?” 

John shrugged. “I’m not going anywhere.” 

Doctor Putnam and Pierce followed Doyle out into the 
hallway. 

Pierce looked at Doctor Putnam and asked the question that 
Doyle already knew the answer to. “How many did he get right?” 

Doctor Putnam, eyes glued to the test score he had written 
down, answered in a small voice, “All of them.” 

“Has this ever happened before?” 
Doctor Putnam’s response was automatic, “Of course not. To 

fully express the magnitude of this: seventy percent would be 
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astounding. One hundred percent is-” The scientist’s words 
trailed off. 

“No wonder, dark room,” Pierce said. It sounded like an 
accusation. 

“I wanted you to see the ability before you saw the man.” 
“What the hell are we supposed to do with-” 
Doyle cut Pierce off, “A little background, doctor.” 
“A few months ago, our candidate here walked into a branch 

office of the CIA in New York that nobody was supposed to 
know was a branch office of the CIA, and told us he could locate 
our downed spy plane and pilot. Since the news was obviously 
classified and hadn’t been made public, we listened. Six hours 
later, we found it, in the middle of the Arctic ocean, at night. 
Right where he said it would be. He saved that pilot’s life. 
Naturally we kept tabs on him after that.” 

“Guess we can rule out ‘commie’ spy,” Pierce retorted. 
“That’s not helping, Pierce.” Doyle thought for a moment. 

“Alright. He’s bucked mathematical probability. Let’s find out 
what else he can do.” 

The three men returned to the room and took their seats. John 
flicked the ashes off the end of his cigarette. 

“Can we give you something more challenging, John?” 
Doyle asked. 

John was way ahead of them. He had been waiting for this. 
“An event. Something significant. Make it recent, so it’s fresh in 
your mind. Play it out in your head from beginning to end, like 
people do when they’re reliving the past.” John quickly added, 
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“Nothing that would be embarrassing to you or that you’d have 
to have me killed for later.” He was only half joking. 

The three men weren’t yet accustomed to John’s offbeat and 
decidedly bizarre sense of humor. Not that they ever would be. 
He was a smart-aleck, which meant he formed his own opinion 
of things. Military men hated that. CIA men despised it. Both 
needed individuals who didn’t question orders. No matter how 
heinous those orders were. 

Doyle thought for a few seconds, then nodded and closed his 
eyes. His forehead tightened as he concentrated. 

“My condolences,” was all John said moments later. Doctor 
Putnam and Pierce both looked at Doyle. 

Doyle stared coolly and evenly at the man in the dark, 
“Elaborate.” 

“A woman, I’m guessing your wife, lost someone close to 
her. An older man. Her father. You both attended the funeral. 
There was a small get-together at your mother-in-law’s house 
afterwards. A white, two story home with tall pillars in the 
country. You didn’t want to be there. Dislike family tragedies. 
You slipped out to the back porch and had a smoke. You have a 
good mind for detail. I could even read the band around the 
cigar: Habana. Aren’t Cubans illegal now?” John stopped. 

Doyle’s face froze in stages, “You even knew the type of 
damn cigar. Did you read my mind?” 

“Read? No. I saw what you saw in your head. Filled in the 
blanks with hypotheses. A picture is worth a thousand words, as 
they say. I can also feel the residual emotions that accompany 
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these images, which makes guessing very easy. I rarely hear 
words unless the emotion or intent behind them is strong.” 

“How can you feel someone else’s emotions?” Pierce 
challenged. 

“I don’t know. I just can. How can the mind interpret sight 
from the eyes?” 

Pierce, unable to take being lectured to by John anymore, 
exploded, “Jesus! Will you talk like a normal Goddamn-” He 
caught himself. His mouth froze as it was forming the ‘n’ sound. 

Everyone looked at Pierce. 
The man regained his composure in time to lie, “Don’t look 

at me like that. I was going to say Negro.” 
John smiled without a trace of humor. 
“Do you have any other abilities besides remote viewing?” 

Doyle asked, half hoping there were no more surprises. 
“Just one. I call it bending. I can plant one single very simple 

telepathic suggestion in someone’s mind. For that, I have to be in 
close proximity. Then I can bend their will.” 

“Could you bend someone to kill?” The room became quiet a 
second after Doyle asked the little question with the terrifyingly 
huge implications. 

“I honestly never tried. But I can’t just mentally tell someone 
to kill. That’s science fiction you know.” John started laughing at 
the notion. He stopped laughing when he realized that no one 
was laughing with him. John looked for a way to elucidate it so 
that they could understand. “Okay. It’s like this. If a man is 
standing on the ledge of a cliff, I can likely make him jump. If a 
man has a gun in his hand, I could possibly make him pull the 
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trigger. So I’d say the answer to your question is yes. Under the 
right circumstances, I guess I can bend a person to kill himself or 
those around them.” 

“Likely? Possibly?” Pierce echoed. 
“Extreme emotion, anger, fear, sorrow can sometimes block 

the mental transmission.” 
“I knew there’d be an excuse in there somewhere,” Pierce 

said looking from John to the old man. Pierce was only five years 
younger than Doyle. 

But Doyle, thinking of the possibilities, was already hooked, 
if it was true. 

“Prove you can do this- bending.” 
“I already have.” John pointed to the piece of paper in the 

pad in front of Doctor Putnam that the scientist had used for the 
test. All three men looked at the paper. Written over the test 
results in big, blocky childlike handwriting was the simple 
sentence: MY MIND WAS BENT. The two military men looked 
at the flabbergasted Doctor Putnam, whose eyes wouldn’t leave 
the paper. 

“I don’t remember writing that,” was all Doctor Putnam, who 
was gravely concerned, could offer as he stared from the pad to 
the ballpoint in his hand that he didn’t register picking up. 

“I chose him because he’s the most intelligent man in the 
room. The smarter they are, the harder to bend,” John stated 
matter-of-factly. 

It was the matter-of-factness of his statement that added a 
sudden chill to the room. Doyle paused for several seconds in 
cavernous contemplation. Everyone else in the room waited for 
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Doyle’s next move, knowing that the decisions made there that 
day would have far reaching consequences. 

Doyle asked one simple, very poignant question, “Why did 
you come in in the first place?” 

“To save the pilot. I picked up his mental transmission by 
pure accident. His mind was crying out. It was a one in a million 
chance to view somebody from that great a distance. But once I 
realized what was happening - that man risking his life for all of 
us - I knew I had to act. I am American, you know. I read the 
papers. I see what’s going on all around me. It’s all about to hit 
the fan, don’t you think?” 

“God, I sure as hell hope you can’t predict the future.” 
Everyone, even Doctor Putnam, unconsciously held their 

breath. 
A moment later, John shrugged nonchalantly. “Not in my bag 

of tricks.” 
“Do you know what the top five floors of this building are?” 

Doyle asked. 
“No.” 
“A division of the CIA called the Directorate of Science and 

Technology. The DS&T gathers and researches emerging 
technologies for possible intelligence gathering applications.” 

“And I’m one of those emerging technologies.” 
“A new world has crept up out of the shadow of World War 

II, into this Cold War era. This new world holds people like you, 
God help us.” 

“Negroes? ‘Cause I’m quite sure we’ve been around for some 
time now.” 
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“Why are we even wasting our time with this comedian?” 
Pierce shook his head. 

“Because this comedian has the means to change the course 
of world events,” Doctor Putnam said before he could catch 
himself. The scientist instantly regreted making the statement in 
front of John. 

“We can offer you a position,” Doyle said looking evenly 
into John’s eyes. “A paying position. Training. You’ll get to 
travel the world on the government’s dime.” 

Now Doctor Putnam and Pierce were looking at Doyle in 
astonishment. The head man continued on, undaunted in the 
least. He wanted John trained and put into the field as an operator 
for the Outfit. And he was going to have his way. Nobody was 
going to talk him out of it.  

“This does come with some pretty hefty downsides. One is 
that you can’t be you anymore. We’ll have to create a new 
identity for you.” 

John thought for a moment. “Can I pick my own name? If 
you don’t mind, I’d like to keep my first name. I’m kind of used 
to it at this point. Don’t think I could respond to anything else.” 

“Sure. Any ideas on a last name?” 
John thought for a second. Then it came to him, “Henry. John 

Henry.” And that was that. 
“Alright, then.” Doyle thought it an odd choice, but he 

acquiesced, then closed with, “What do you say?” 
The man who was now John Henry smiled as he calmly 

advised, “Read my mind.” 
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Doyle didn’t have to. “The answer is yes,” the old man said. 
Doyle rose. The interview was over. As he turned to leave, Doyle 
was already thinking of how badly the other remote viewers he 
was working with paled in comparison to John. 

John viewed this. 
His voice stopped the men on their way out. “Excuse me.” 

John’s next comment was directed at Doyle. “Those people - the 
ones you’ve been dealing with who tell you remote viewing is an 
out of body experience - are mistaken. They’re merely mediocre 
telepaths momentarily tapping into the mind of someone at the 
locations you want them to spy on. Seeing through their subject’s 
eyes. Viewing remotely.” John Henry’s candor was alarming to 
the men. “Nobody leaves their body and comes back.” 

“You’re calling our top viewers hacks.” 
“They’re hit and miss. They’ll be accurate roughly fifty 

percent of the time.” John shook his head. “Might as well guess.” 
“I’ll take that under advisement.” Before Doyle left the room, 

he quietly, calmly said with deadly seriousness, “Oh, and John, 
don’t ever look into my mind uninvited again.” 

Doyle exited, followed by Pierce and Doctor Putnam. 
John stubbed out his cigarette and waited for what would 

come next.
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