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“According to my secretary’s notes, you say you are suffering from premonitions 

of some kind?” 

 “Yes, that is correct.” 

 “What kind of premonitions are we talking about here, Mr., uh… Jenkins?” 

 Artie Jenkins took a deep breath, his eyes fixed on the doctor’s desk. He did not 

look left. He most certainly did not look right. 

 “It’s a plane crash.  A big one, I think. It started about a week ago, right after the 

long weekend. I woke up Tuesday, and there it… that’s when it started.” 

 The doctor’s pen traced lazy circles across his small session pad. “Is it like a 

feeling you get? Or a movie that occasionally plays in your head? How would you 

describe it?” 

 Artie’s eyes flitted across the desk, pausing briefly on items they encountered; a 

red mug of pens; a small picture of Sigmund Freud in a silver metal frame, resting atop a 

humidor; a paperweight with a single, eternal daisy trapped within it. 

 “It’s like a still photo, or maybe more a 3-D model,” Artie said. “Just a moment, 

frozen, taken out of time. I says it’s a premonition, but honestly, it could very well be 

from sometime in the past as well, I guess.” 

 “Perhaps it’s not a premonition at all,” the doctor said, his pen forming words, 

finally finding purpose. “Have you thought that it might be a hallucination, something 

you’re manifesting yourself?” 
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 Artie shifted in his seat and shrugged his shoulders a little. “I just don’t know, 

Doctor. I guess that’s why I’m here.” 

 “And you definitely made the right choice, Mr. Jenkins. How about this… could 

you describe it for me? What do you remember about it?” 

 Artie seemed to shut down for a few seconds, his eyes clouding over as he 

considered the request. Reluctantly, he looked up to the right, his gaze fixing on a point 

several feet away and several feet off the floor. 

 “It’s a big plane,” he began. “A jet, I suppose, if you want to get technical. White 

with a blue strip going down the side of the cockpit. It may go down the whole plane, but 

the image is really confined to the nose/cockpit of the thing. It sort of fades as you move 

away from that, blending into the real background. Your walls, in this case.” 

 “You can see it now?” the doctor asked, interest creeping into his voice despite 

his decades-honed deadpan professionalism. 

 “Now, five minutes from now, an hour ago. It hasn’t stopped since it started about 

a week ago.” Artie addressed the doctor, but his focus remained upon the object that only 

he saw. 

 “Fascinating. Go on, please.” 

 “There’s a crew of three, that I can see. The guy on the left – I guess that would 

be the co-pilot – has his eyes tightly shut. By his hands, I would guess that he’s praying. 

There’s a woman behind him. Her hands are up in a defensive position, like this.” Artie 

raised his hands up, palms outstretched, as if to ward off a blow or the rapid approach of 

a large land mass. 
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 “The pilot is the worst,” Artie continued. “He’s all The Job, you know? Like he’s 

a split-second from turning his charge into a big bright fireball, and he’s determined to 

pull it out. His teeth are gritted, set, the muscles on his neck straining, his eyes 

determined, focused. There’s sweat on his brow.” 

 The doctor’s pen scratched furiously as he tried to record all the details for later 

examination. Psychiatric clues could hide in even the most mundane snatches of 

conversation. Who knew what could be hiding here? 

 “Anything else?” he asked. 

 “There may be smoke in the cockpit. It’s sort of hazy. Either that or the window 

needs cleaning.” 

 The doctor noted the last few details and sat quietly for a few moments, like a 

chess player plotting out his first few moves. He opted for a classic opening. 

 “And how does that make you feel?” 

 Artie shrugged. “How would you feel? I mean, why me? Is it even real? I 

remember when it first started, I’d try to ignore it, forget it was there. Of course, you 

never really can, but it can still ‘get you’, if you know what I mean.” 

 “’Get you’? How?” 

 “Well, you’re going about your life, trying to ignore it, and suddenly in the course 

of doing something else, there it is! And you flinch, every time. Maybe it’s the horror of 

it, or the unnaturalness of it being. Right. There. But it gets you every time, at least in the 

beginning.” 

 “And now?” 



Gray - p. 4 

 

 Artie shook his head. “Nothing. I’m just numb to it. It’s just part of the scenery, 

only a part that no one else can see. Which kind of scares me the most. I mean: how does 

one get used to something that unnatural?” 

 The doctor glanced at the clock. “People are very resilient, Mr. Jenkins. The 

natural tendency is to move on, keep moving forward. Accepting things and continuing 

on is a defense mechanism that we’ve built up over eons. You’ve become accustomed to 

seeing this image, real or imagined, and so your survival instinct is to move it from the 

realm of the horrific and dangerous into that of the commonplace.” 

 “And what if seeing this is my survival instinct trying to warn me of some 

impending disaster?” 

 “We are civilized men, Mr. Jenkins. We can’t be afraid of everything, now can 

we? If instinctively you still perceived it to be a threat, would you not react to it, still?” 

 “I…” 

 “Time’s up, but think about that and we’ll discuss it next week.” The doctor 

walked Artie and his premonition to the door. “If it gets bad, let me know and I’ll call in 

a prescription. We may not be able to make this image vanish entirely, but I’m pretty sure 

I can pharmaceutically blur the hell out of it.” 

 Artie thanked the doctor and left, his eyes on the ground. 

 

*** 

 

 The plane crashed four days later. No rhyme, no reason, no warning. It just fell 

from the clear, October sky, plowing into a scarcely-populated older section of the city, 
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leveling a block of decaying structures that were rapidly heading in that direction 

anyways. Fate, time’s wrecking ball. 

 The doctor thought little of it at the time, aside from being grateful that he hadn’t 

bought investment property out that way when he’d had the chance a few years back. It 

wasn’t until Artie Jenkins missed his weekly appointment that the doctor started putting 

two and two together. The Internet confirmed that there had been 39 people on the plane, 

all dead, and a surprising one dead on the ground, so far unidentified. It was all a real 

cooked mess, and the only way they knew of the one victim on the ground was a witness 

who swore she saw the plane hit the man dead on. 

 According to the witness, the real surprise was the man’s reaction. He just sat 

there, watching it come in, the witness said. Just watching it come.  


