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 Prologue

Present day, it was Jan’s first time out of
the United States, not because she didn’t like to travel, but she
just never thought to go overseas. She’d been to Yellowstone,
Branson - MO, Anchorage - AK, and throughout Nebraska where she was
born and raised her family, but not to Europe. The thought excited
her and worried her; there were so many things to see during the
holiday in France and the sights themselves, but there was also the
thought that nearly overwhelmed her when she watched the news,
“Terrorist bomb” or “Terrorist shoot”. Weren’t there spies who kept
an eye on things so the public was protected? And her friend,
Aaron, had been to Europe many times; he worked for NATO some time
ago, spoke French and enough conversational German and Spanish to
translate. She thought about her kids and what if anything happened
to her.

Her daughter told her, “Mom, you’re at a
point in life where it’s kind of now or never.” Her daughter
continued, “Dad’s been gone for some time and you’re in good
health, retired, and your kids …” She smiled, “We’re fine and
want you to go.”

First, the trip would take them to France
where they would head east from Paris to Strasbourg to see the
Christmas market and visit a special friend of Aarons. After
France, they would go to Switzerland for the Christmas market and
then a visit to Schilthorn-Piz Gloria with its beautiful panoramas.
Aaron made all the arrangements and there would be three of them
for this trip: Aaron, Jan, and Mary.

Mary was a kind woman, a good friend, and a
bit of a religious fanatic. She collected bibles and had three that
were historically valuable; she planned to bring them along and get
them blessed at Notre Dame and at the Strasbourg Cathedral. “I
can’t wait!” She told her husband. “Europe, too bad we can’t go
further east to Hungary or … Russia.” She sighed happily. “I’m
so excited!”

The following morning, Mary, Aaron, and Jan
boarded their plane to France from Omaha. Seven hours ahead of them
in Moscow, Russia, a stout young man, covered in a heavy coat, hat
and scarf, walked in a casual way, without worry or fear and in no
real rush to get to a place. His fingers played with something
small in his pocket, perhaps an extra button or some change he’d
left in it. But, when he turned the corner to the airport shuttle,
two Russian police officers stood there with a flyer in their hands
and he was, at once, unnerved. The police officers scanned the
faces and looked for someone, him perhaps?

Suddenly, the thing that he played with in
his pocket was more valuable than his life and he made a fist
around it. Then, he turned away, though no one was the wiser
because he did it so naturally that there was not a thing suspect
about it. He stopped and looked at the passersby. “By train then.”
That afternoon, he managed to get the train out of Moscow and had
as his final destination, Strasbourg, France. He got his seat on
the train and then sent an urgent text; the words were encrypted
the second he tapped, ‘send’. “Strasbourg Christmas market, two
days, near the cathedral.”

The following day, Jan, Mary, and Aaron would
be in Paris and then on their way to Colmar. The next day, they too
would be in Strasbourg to see the cathedral and shop at the
Christmas market.


Chapter
One

Schilthorn - Damn Americans!

December 24th, Schilthorn-Piz
Gloria, Switzerland, there was a beautiful building with glass all
around that sat atop a mountain some nine thousand feet above sea
level. Christmas decorations adorned the lobby and beautiful
colored lights hung around the exterior. Holiday music played in
the background and tourist looked and pointed at the majestic
mountains that surrounded them. Tourists sat at tables on the patio
at Schilthorn while other people sipped on espressos or cappuccinos
and had pastries. However, three American tourists were on the
verge of an international incident.

Screams erupted and two Americans, a grandma
and widower, Jan, who walked thousands of steps a week, and her
friend, Mary, a sixty something brunette with a petite frame and a
bible in her hand, moved as fast as their legs would let them! Jan
had her tablet tucked neatly under one arm and her purse under the
other arm. Mary had an old school camera with a long lens slung
around her neck.

Russian thugs chased them!

Jan looked at Mary. “Run!” The cable car was
just ahead of them and it was nearly full for the return to Murren.
“Mary, the cable car!” She turned, saw a food cart, and jerked it
out to thwart the thugs!

One thug leapt over the cart, two thugs fell
onto it, and the last thug dodged left … then right, but fell
anyway over his fellow thugs!

“Mary!” Jan stood at the hallway to the cable
car. She got her tablet out and snapped pictures of the thugs.
“Ha!”

Mary huffed and then turned back to Jan. She
grabbed Jan by the arm and hurried her up the hallway. “Cheese and
rice, stop taking pictures already!” She looked around. “Where the
hell is Aaron?”

A bearded disabled man with a cane swatted
one of the thugs across his shin! “Ja! Das ist gut!”

“Ah!” the thug yelped and stumbled into a
table and chairs!

Aaron looked at the snowcapped mountains and
was clueless. “Ah, Switzerland, majestic mountains.”

Tourists rushed to the windows and looked at
the men who chased the two grandmas.

Aaron, a handsome forty something, parked
himself close to the glass so he could people watch.

A robust twenty-something woman, with breast
the size of the nearby mountains, stood next to Aaron. “You are
American?”

“Yeah,” He bowed up his stout frame and
pushed back his dirty blond hair.

Mary looked around once to get some idea of
where they were. “Get in that line!”

“What line?” Jan stood near a large group of
teens that bundled together to stay warm. She got her tablet out
and took a picture; the flash blinded several teens.

“Ah, stop that please!” A teen held his hand
up over his eyes.

“I can take pictures if I want.” Jan looked
at Mary and then she saw a thug. “Oh shit!”

“Language!” Mary’s brow went up.
“Sinners?”

Jan nodded and dipped her head toward the
center of the building.

The disabled man limped quickly across the
floor! Then, he swung his cane and knocked another thug down! “Get
on the car!” He shouted at Jan.

“Who the hell is that?” Mary asked.

A thug stood at the end of the hallway and
looked for the women. “Davay, Idiot!” He fanned his hand at his men
to come to the line at the cable car. “Here!”

Two thugs were upstairs and looked at the
crowd. Three thugs pushed their way through the crowd toward the
glass doors that led to the cable car. One thug hobbled and rubbed
his shin.

The lead thug, a tall, muscular man with a
tattoo that covered half his face, looked Jan over. “Here!” He
reached over and grabbed her arm! “Come with me!” He looked for his
man. “Yuri!”

Yuri, a stout man with a beard, shoved his
way through the crowd. “Marco, I’m coming!”

Mary drew her small, but heavy bible back,
and swung it at him! “Sinner!” The leather was supple and much like
the leather on a well-used whip. The bible’s spine landed dead on
his cheek and the impact rippled across his tattooed face!

“Du idiot!” He shook his head to recover from
the smack down.

“You don’t call me an idiot!” Mary kicked his
shin, “get your filthy hand off of my friend, sinner!” The bible
went up and then she looked for place to strike. “Praise be to the
glory of God!”

“Ah!” His leg gave out! He grasped his shin
and looked at the bible that hung over his head. “Suka!”

“Mary!” Jan waved her hand and pointed at the
cable car. “It’s leaving!”

“Rude!” A teenager yelled at the thug.
“Ma’am.” She motioned at Mary.

“What did he call me?” Mary asked and held
her bible high.

“The ‘B’ word.” Then, she mouthed the word
‘bitch’.

Two thugs on the second level pointed at the
grandmas. “They are there! Go!” The thugs nodded and rushed to the
stairs.

Mary looked at the tattooed man. “How dare
you!” She wiggled the bible in her hand. “Jesus wants you to repent
for your sins.” Then, she drew back her Jimmy Choo knee high boot
and paused. “I only wear these when I’m not at church.” She buried
the tip of the boot in his crotch!

“Ah!” His hands clutched the family jewels
and he cried out in agony. “Ah, my nuts!”

“Language!” She smiled, tucked her bible, and
then pushed through the crowd toward the cable car doors. “Go Jan!”
She motioned for Jan to get on. “Move or help!”

Aaron looked at the crowd and his jaw
dropped. “What the hell?”

Jan stood by at the door to the cable car and
blocked the door with her hand. “Move!” Teens slid past her while
others did not dare to cross. “Mary!”

The operator, a nicely dressed man, waved at
her to get clear of the doors. “Madam, please.”

“Just let my friend get on.” She put her body
across the door so he couldn’t move her.

The big breasted woman next to Aaron pointed
at Mary. “You know that woman?”

He turned to the her and shook his head. “I
wish I didn’t.” Then, he rushed to the stairway and down the steps
toward the crowd.

The thugs fought their way through the crowd
and one thug, in desperation, pulled a gun. “Klar!” His thug
buddies turned and ducked. “BANG!”

Screams erupted and people frantically ducked
under tables or ran for cover!

Mary got in the cable car. “They’re shooting
at us!”

“No, just in the air.” She showed her tablet
to Mary. “See, I got a picture of them.”

Mary gasped. “You and that damn tablet!”
Then, she shook her head. “Where’s Aaron?”

Jan scoffed, “He’s been here plenty. He’ll
find us.” She had Mary by the arm and pulled her deeper into the
cable car. Other people huddled on the floor of the cable car. “Why
are they down there?”

“Because terrorists are shooting!” Mary
yelled. “Oh God.” Two thugs stood, sweaty and disheveled, at the
very back of the cable car.

The operator rose from where he’d taken
cover, pushed a button, and the doors slid shut; the lock released
the cable car and it drifted from the pen toward the open
mountainside.

Just as the cable car was about to clear the
roofline, the disabled man threw his cane away and leapt from the
roof of Schilthorn onto the roof of the car! “Thud!” He slid toward
the edge and jammed his fingers into the metal rim to stop himself
from going off the roof and to his death.

Everyone looked up!

Jan looked at Mary. “What was that?”

Back at Schilthorn, the thugs slammed their
fists on the glass doors of the station and cursed the women as the
car drifted down the mountain. “Yuri and Marco are in the car.” One
thug said.

Jan held her tablet up and filmed them. “Ha,
we got away.”

“No, we haven’t.” Mary tapped Jan’s shoulder
and turned her to look at the back of the car.

The car was jammed with people and descended
toward the town of Murren.

Jan squinted and then saw the thugs. “Oh
shit.”

A woman next to Mary pointed at the men who
banged on the glass. “Do you know those men?”

Mary caught her breath, “no.” She snapped and
then sighed. “They’re nasty, evil men.”

“Oh, then you’ve done well to get away from
them.” She said and looked at Jan. “And your friend?”

Mary looked at Jan. “Her? She’s evil
too.”

Jan smiled, tapped her hearing aid, and then
got her compact from her purse. “Who’s evil?”

“She wants you take her picture.” Mary said
and rolled her eyes.

Jan got her tablet in hand, tapped the camera
icon, and then snapped a photo of the woman with Mary.

Aaron low crawled to the lobby, looked at the
thugs, and then looked toward the cable car. “What the hell did
they get into?” He turned away. “What do I do?” He got to the bar
and crawled behind it.

The bartender was behind the bar too. “Sir,
would you like something?”

“Sure, something healthy.” Aaron kept his
head down. “A shake.”

The bartender nodded, looked over the bar
top, got the blender, a few ingredients, and ducked back behind the
bar. He poured the ingredients into a blender and then put the
blender on high. The green, orange, and reddish mix whirled around
in a blur.

People fled to other rooms or stayed on the
floor while the Russian thugs searched the place.

“Stay down!” One of the thugs yelled.

Other thugs walked around and looked at
people.

“Here you are, sir.” The bartender poured the
muck into a glass.

Aaron’s eyes locked on the mulch and then he
cleared his throat. “What’s this?”

“A pyrolytic digestive enzyme shake.” He
smiled, “James Bond had this healthy drink.”

“Oh, what a plus.” Aaron looked at the
contents, took a sip, and gagged. “Wow.” His cheeks contorted and
his throat buckled; he swallowed poison and his body fought to
vomit it up! He took another sip to force down the horrid muck.
Then, he licked his lips. “It’s the second swallow that washes away
the gross one.”

“So, what brings you to Schilthorn?” The
bartender asked.

The thugs gathered around the bar. “We can’t
stay, Boris … the police.”

Boris nodded, “The drone has jammed
everything up here, no calls out or in.” He looked up and then at
the people who cowered on the floor. “Don’t hurt anyone and find
the other American.”

Aaron looked up and put his finger to his
mouth. He slowly looked back at the bartender and mumbled. “I
was with a couple of friends.” He winked.

“Where are they now?” The bartender looked
left and then right.

“Uh,” he shrugged his shoulders. Then, he put
his money on the floor and a tip. “Thank you.”

“Good luck, sir.” The bartender smiled. “Just
to know, the Swiss police will come.”

Aaron nodded and then wondered about the
terrorists around the bar.

One of the thugs leaned over the bar,
“You!”

Aaron choked. “What?”

“Get up!” He pointed his gun at Aaron.

Boris looked at him. “What’s this?”

Aaron stood up and held the drink. “Have you
had a protein enzyme drink?” His tongue convulsed.

Another thug studied Aaron’s face. He edged
his gun out and leveled it at Aaron’s head. “You are one of
the Americans.” He walked around the bar and grinned slyly. “He was
with those women.”

Aaron looked at the cable car stand. “No, I
wasn’t.”

The thug looked at the bartender and then
him. “Uh-huh.”

Aaron looked at the muscled thugs. “Wow, you
guys are really muscular and rough looking.”

The thug nodded at Boris and then looked at
Aaron. “This way, please.” He dipped his head toward the lobby.
“Where is Marco?” He asked a thug next to him.

Another thug dipped his head toward the cable
car stand. “He’s made the car with Yuri.”

Aaron swallowed a gulp the size of a
baseball. “C’mon guys.”

The thug pressed the barrel of his gun
against Aaron’s temple. “Where is the chip?”


Chapter
Two

Small town, Nebraska

A WEEK EARLIER, on a table near the living
room window, Jan talked on her phone and looked over pictures of
other places that she’d been to. In one picture, the Grand Tetons
rose majestically into a powder blue sky. Then, there was a picture
from the Grand Canyon and another picture of a street in Anchorage.
“A lot of travel in the US, but nothing outside of the US.” She got
her passport and looked it over. “Yes, good for another five
years.”

A male voice nearly shouted over the phone.
“And you have your pill list!”

“Yes, I have it.” She smiled. “I can’t wait
to go.” Her jovial spirit brightened at the prospect that she was
going to Europe. “Hey, this will be my first stamp in my
passport.”

“Mom, I just want you to be okay.” Her son
had the phone on speaker and his mouth right against the
microphone.

“I will be, son. My knees are in top shape.”
She pressed the phone against her ear to hear him better.

“I know. You walk thousands of steps every
day.” He hedged. “But it’s not your knees …

“Don’t start.” She puckered her lips and then
pressed her fingers against her eyes. When she opened them, her
hand was firmly over her mouth; a bad feeling welled up in her like
gray clouds that preceded a storm. “I’m fine.”

“Okay.” He huffed. “So, it’s you, Aaron, Mary
and then you’re going to meet his friend.”

“Yep, then onto the Christmas markets, and
then Switzerland.” She looked at the time, “Hey, I got other things
to pack.”

“Alright, so tomorrow morning?” He knew it;
she wanted off the phone because he hinted at something that she
didn’t want to talk about.

“Yes, I can’t wait.” She set her passport on
the coffee table.

“Alright, mom.” He knew that was it. “I love
you.”

“I love you too.” She got a glass of wine.
“I’ll call you tomorrow.”

“Okay, until tomorrow then.” He waited for
her to hang up.

“Bye.” She pressed the red icon on her phone
and hung up. Then, she looked over the clothes on her bed, a nice
black dress with sliver sequins around the collar and a dark belt
that wasn’t as dark as the dress. “Okay.”

Her daughter knocked heartily on the front
door.

“What is this, Grand Central?” She swallowed
the wine and shook her head. “Good wine.”

The door rattled as someone turned the knob
to get in.

“Okay!” She set the glass down, got the knob
in hand and pulled the door open. “I wondered who had that hard
knock.”

“Mom,” they hugged. “So, you’re all
ready?”

“Mark just called and I’ll tell you what I
told him.” A frustrated sigh pushed through her lips. “Yes.”

She went right to her mother’s bedroom and
looked the luggage over.

“Please, come in, Janey.” She shook her
head.

“You know I’ve been to Europe a few times and
I want to make sure that you have what you need.” She looked at her
phone. “I’m going to text you this list.”

“Great.” She rolled her eyes and went to the
kitchen. “Coffee?”

“Is it organic?” She went through everything
in the luggage. “I think you’re all set.” Then, she grimaced and
touched a black strap that was buried deep under a heavy sweater.
Her eyes widened. “So, you have … everything.” She gasped.

“Yes, I’m taking what I need for the trip.”
She got her wine glass and hid it.

“I bet.” She pulled up on the black strap and
mumbled what she read from the label. “Victoria’s Secret.” Then,
she lifted the black lace thong up and mouthed the words, “oh my
god.”

“Coffee’s nearly ready.” She pressed the
percolate button.

“Will you …” She bit at her lip. “Have
some privacy when you’re there?” She cleared her throat and then
stuffed the thong into the dresser drawer.

Jan looked up and wondered what she was up
to. “Yes, I have my own room.”

Janey hands trembled as she put the clothes
back in the luggage, flipped the top over, and pushed it down.
“Looks good.”

“Okay.” She blurted out and headed to the
kitchen.

“Okay?” Jan held up the coffee cup. “No
cream.”

“Yeah.” She looked at her hands. “My hands
are dirty.”

Jan smiled. “You know where the bathroom
is.”

Janey went to the sink and scrubbed her
hands. “Yeah, so it looks good.”

“I’ll put your cup here.” Jan laughed to
herself and set the cup down.

They talked about the weather over there and
the threats.

Janey gulped her coffee, “Just be careful who
you talk to.”

“Aaron knows his way around.” She smiled.

Janey set her cup of coffee down and then
went to the front door. They hugged. “Alright, I love you and enjoy
yourself.”

“Love you too.” Jan shut the door, turned her
attention to the bedroom, and went in to see what Janey had done
with her things. “Why is she such a prude?” Her eyes panned the
clothes on top, then she rummaged through her things. “Really.” She
shook her head and looked at her dresser. One of the drawers wasn’t
completely closed. She got her fingers on the handle and pulled.
There was the thong. “It’s my life and my sexuality.” She looked at
the time; it was nearly midnight.

Her phone rang and she looked at the name.
“Mary Bridgeless.” She slid her finger across the phone. “Hi,
Mary.” She got the thong and modeled it against her waist. “Uh-huh,
baby. Grandma’s got candy.”

“Hey, have you got an evening dress for the
bateau thing?” Mary looked at her husband who busied himself with a
pair of needle nose pliers and dug them into the back of a cuckoo
clock.

“I’m bringing my black dress and the rest are
street clothes.” She got the dress from her luggage, put it against
her hip, and looked in the mirror.

“Okay, then I’m going to bring my evening
two-piece. I just didn’t want to wear the same color.” She looked
at her caramel colored dress; it shimmered.

“Phil still set against going?” Jan set her
dress down and then went back to the living room for her passport;
she got it and took it to the bedroom.

“Yeah, he said there’s no reason to leave the
US.” She looked at her husband who worked quietly on the clock.

“There isn’t.” He blurted out.

“Oh, be quiet.” Mary waved her hand at him
and shook her head. “Men.”

“All them damn foreigners don’t like us
anyways.” He shook his head. “You don’t know the language.”

“Aaron taught us some words.” She said.
“Bon-jur.”

He put the end of the pliers to his temple
and thought, “Help! Terrorist are shooting everyone.”

She held up her bible. “I have my faith in
God and people.”

He looked at the bible. “May stop a
bullet.”

“Tell him to be quiet.” Jan said. “And it’s
aide moi.”

“You hear that?” She turned to her husband.
“Shut up.”

“What’d she say? Be quiet?” He rolled his
eyes.

“I’m so excited.” Mary said gleefully. “She
said, help me in France.”

“You mean in French.” He shook his head and
focused on his clock repair.

Jan looked at her things. “I’m going to be on
the lookout for a rich European, a Sean Connery look alike” She
went to the bathroom and looked at herself in the mirror. The faded
skin spots and wrinkles were there, the crow’s feet. “I’m
seventy-one and still look good.”

Mary forced herself to grin. “Well, you know
you have to be careful over there.” She thought about it. “Phil’s
right. Everyone wants to come to America.”

“Frank’s been dead ten years. So, I’m looking
for a rich, good looking guy.” She sighed. “I’ll bring him back.”
Then, she laughed. “Frank wouldn’t mind.”

“Yeah, but love has to be a part of it.” Mary
said and gripped her bible firmly. “God’s the center of my life and
faith will help you.”

“I know that’s true with you.” Jan looked at
a Gideon bible on her dresser. “So, pray and ask God to find me a
man.”

“A good man.”

“One that loves long walks and sex.” Jan
laughed.

“Jan!” Mary nearly choked.

“Okay, I better go.” She set the bible to the
side.

“Uh-huh.” Mary pressed her bible to her
forehead. “Really, don’t you feel the heat on your skin?”

Jan caught her breath and thought. She’s just
a nut about her religion. “Okay, okay.” This time, she let the
phone stray from her ear. “I better finish packing.”

“See you tomorrow.” Mary said.

“If God allows it.” Jan smirked. “Bye.” She
quickly pressed the “END” button.

Mary looked at her phone, “CALL ENDED.” She
shook her head. “Lord Jesus, I pray for Jan.”

“Honey.” Phil set his pliers down. “She’s
different than you.”

“She’s a sinner and just won’t give her sin
unto the Lord.” Tears welled up in her eyes. “I …”

“Now,” he got up and went to her. “Not
everybody will be as strong as you are.” He wrapped his arms around
her.

“I know.” She ignored her husband and turned
to her bible. “Going to read a passage to cheer me up, Psalms.”

The words were as lite as his breath. “I’m
right here.” He said and pulled her close.

“Stop, I can’t read it with you all over me.”
She pulled back and went to the stairs, trotted down to the
basement, and to a nook. There was a large graphic picture of Jesus
on the cross and it hung next to her; the frame was tall, nearly
three feet tall. “Dear Lord.”

Phil looked at the empty stairway and bit at
his lower lip. Then, he turned and went back to the cuckoo
clock.

That night, Aaron stared at the clock.
“Nearly midnight already.” The carryon had a bulge in the middle.
His fingers gripped the zipper. He pulled it back and then around
the bag. The pile of shirts was neatly tucked under the two straps.
He pulled at the edges of the shirts so that they were stretched
out and flat. “Four-inch squares for underwear, six inches for T’s
and my jeans rolled up.”

His large frame overshadowed the bag and his
eyes perused the shirts, then the jeans, socks, underwear, T’s, and
all else. “Alright, either it’s here or it isn’t here.” A heavy
sigh pushed through his lips and his fingers got hold of the
zipper. “That’s it until the morning.”

The next morning, he was up, dressed, and lay
his bag in the car trunk. “Omaha, here we come.”

At security, Mary had to take out each bible
for a total of eight; they were of various sizes.

The TSA looked her over. “Yes, ma’am. Each
bible.”

“This is ridiculous. I mean, some ISIS
terrorists are probably in their seats on the flight, but a
God-fearing Christian …” She crossed her arms and huffed.

“Mary,” Aaron said and shook his head. “We
have plenty of time.”

Jan was in line and had her tablet in
hand.

Mary looked at the line behind her. “Great,
so they’ll think this is my fault.”

Jan’s skin cooled and she looked at a TSA
agent with another traveler; their luggage was open and everything
was set out! She mumbled to herself, “please no, please no.”

The TSA agent at the monitor looked at Jan
and smiled, then she winked and Jan’s carryon moved out of the
X-ray machine.

“Thanks!” Jan said. Then, she videoed the
fuss that Mary made while Aaron tried to keep the peace.

“Be careful with that!” Mary nearly yelled.
“It’s not a Gutenberg, but it’s rare.”

“Why so many bibles?” Aaron lifted one.

“I want to have them blessed.” She smacked
Aaron’s hand. “Don’t touch.”

“There’s like eight bibles.” He shook his
head and then walked away. “Lot of extra weight.”

“Jesus carried a heavy cross.” She looked up
and closed her eyes, “thank you, Lord.”

Aaron stopped, didn’t turn to her, and then
looked at Jan. “Okay then.”

Finally, Mary got through the security check
and made her way toward the boarding area. “The terrorists get
through, do bad things, and then we change security so that all the
innocents get interrogated.” She sat down in a huff and then shook
her head. “I forgive them.”

“The terrorist?” Aaron asked.

“Not in this life, just the TSA.” She smiled.
“Let’s do that selfie.”

They took a selfie and each of them made a
stupid face. “Blah!” Jan said. “Fromage!” Aaron said. “Praise be!”
Mary said.

“Talk about division of the masses.” Mary
passed Aaron in first, Jan in comfort plus, and then she went to
her seat in “main cabin.”

An hour into the flight, Aaron walked back to
Mary with bananas, a candy bar, and some biscotti. “Here.”

“Is that what you’re eating?” Mary looked
over the goodies. “Gosh, we got a pack of cookies like they used to
give us at Sunday school.”

“Enjoy.” He smiled and returned to first.

That night, on the international leg, Jan and
Mary sat together just behind first class. Jan had a fourth glass
of wine and giggled. “Uh, I haven’t felt this good in months.”

“No kidding.” Mary said. “Bottles half empty,
I’ll set it down.”

“No!” Jan blurted out and some people stirred
from their sleep. “That bottle is half full!”

“Shh.” Mary said and looked at the flight
attendant who looked at her. “She’s a little …” She motioned
with her hand as if she had a drink and then rolled her eyes.

The flight attendant winked and brought some
coffee. “Some coffee?”

“Coffee?” Jan shook her head and could barely
keep her head up. “Cof …” Her head fell back against the seat
headrest.

“Okay, she’s done.” Mary took her glass and
the bottle; then, she handed them to the attendant.

“She made a good show of it.” The flight
attendant smiled. “Thank you.”

The tail section fish tailed!

Mary yelped!

A passenger nearby spoke up, “someone shut
that drunk up already.”

Mary turned to him. “Sinner!” She looked the
man over one more time to be sure he didn’t dare say another word.
Her knuckles were white from the grip she had on her bible.

Jan inhaled, her nostrils rippled, and then
she snored.

“Great.” Mary sighed and looked at the video
screen; an image of the plane floated over the Atlantic. “Time to
Destination: 7 hours”, she touched the screen and it faded to
black. She mumbled the words, “Seven more hours and then ten days
in France with these two. Lord, give me strength.”

Jan turned onto her side from discomfort.
Then, a series of farts slowly slipped from her behind and each one
made a different, louder sound until the tenth fart passed with a
solid “pop!”

Mary’s tired expression turned sour and she
fanned her nose. “Strength Lord, please.” She fanned the stench
back at Jan.
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