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Let me repeat to you a story that I recently
heard. It’s a story of trust and betrayal, of the loss of most
everything, and of an inspiring struggle for survival. A tale of a
desperate assassination hatched in the very midst of people loving
people, and the unappreciated redemption of most everything.

 


Woah, sorry. That got needlessly literary
didn’t it? Funny, I was recently teasing a friend about that
tendency when telling a story. (OK, I only knew him for less than a
day… but still… friend.)

 


From here on I’ll try to keep it, “Just the
facts, Ma’am”. Do you get that? The old cop show, “Dragnet”?

 


Sorry, again. I know lately I’ve let myself
get paranoid about my references not landing as they should.

 


Let me just start with my part of this story.
It began with a road trip from my home town of Houston to Dallas. I
had planned to do tourist stuff. First stop: Dealey Plaza, site of
the Kennedy assassination. There’s an actual museum, and they’ll
even take you up to the floor of the schoolbook depository from
which Oswald fired.

 


I had gotten a sandwich from the Museum Store
and Café on Elm Street. I took it to the “grassy knoll” made famous
by the conspiracy theorists. I thought it might amuse the other
girls at work to be able to tell them I had my lunch on the
infamous spot.

 


But I’d hardly started on the sandwich when I
was suddenly distracted by a strange distortion in the air, a foot
or so above the ground, ahead and slightly to my right. In less
than a second the distortion was replaced by two prone, struggling
figures.

 


We see people suddenly appear out of nowhere
all the time on TV and in movies. But when it happens in real life
it freaks you right the hell out.

 


One was wearing what I took to be a hazmat
suit, although there was a belt with a boxy device with controls.
The suited guy was gripping some kind of rifle which the other guy
seemed determined to wrench away from him.

 


The hazmat helmet came off in the struggle
and I could see the man’s face now. Long, thin features. Blond
hair, currently matted against his sweaty scalp.

 


Then the strangest thing: Right in the midst
of this furious struggle he looked up and around at the sky, and at
me and the other people nearby. A beatific look of intense joy came
to his face.

 


Then the fight began rolling in my direction.
I dumped my sandwich and scrambled away.

 


I ran to my car, jumped in, and tried to
drive off.

 


But then hazmat guy ran in front of my car,
pointing the odd-looking rifle straight at my head. I braked. He
dodged around to the passenger door and threw it open. Then at that
instant the other guy came charging in, slamming into him from
behind.

 


The other guy had dark, straight hair, and I
actually found myself noting that it was sharply parted straight on
the left. I guess I noticed this because that’s not a hairstyle you
see much these days. He was quite cute; I would almost say a
pretty-boy.

 


Hazmat guy was able to turn it around on his
assailant pretty quickly, and soon had him in a head lock with just
one arm. Then, as we all started to hear approaching police sirens,
he tossed parted-hair guy into my passenger seat, announcing,
“You’re coming with us. I’m not leaving anyone who can identify
me.”

 


He then leapt into the back seat, pointed the
rifle my way again, and commanded, “Drive!”

 


I took my foot off the brake, and we peeled
away. It would seem I was now a getaway car driver.

 


As we left the plaza, parted-hair guy cried,
“This man just shot the President!”

 


“Trump’s in Dallas?” I asked. “I hadn’t even
heard he was in Texas!”

 


“Who?”

 


“He means Kennedy,” came from the back seat.
“I just shot John F. Kennedy.”

 


“Shot and maybe even killed him,” the other
guy said.

 


I glanced in my rear-view mirror. Hazmat guy
was looking at the passing landscape, and then he supplied, “He’s
definitely dead.”

 


“Where are we going?” I asked. “What
direction?”

 


“Doesn’t matter.” Then the car-jacker seemed
to reconsider. “North.”

 


I pulled my phone out.

 


“Hey, Google!”

 


<chime>

 


“I need driving directions to Highway 75
north out of Dallas!”

 


Google’s voice came to us from out of my car
speakers. “Take Main Street west to Commerce. Turn right onto north
Riverfront Boulevard, then merge onto Spur 366 east.”

 


Even out the corner of my eye I could tell
that parted-hair guy’s eyes were bugging out. I glanced at him, and
saw he’d somehow ascended to an even-higher level of anxiety.

 


“What kind of car is this!?” he finally
blurted.

 


“It’s a Ford Focus.”

 


“No, I mean with the thing in your hand, and
the voice coming out of your car!”

 


“What do you mean? That’s Google.”

 


“And that device in your hand?”

 


Now I was worrying about this guy. “That’s my
cell phone!”

 


“Cell phone?”

 


Hazmat guy said, “It might help if you think
of that as a hand-held computer. And I would guess that Google is a
bigger computer.” Then he leaned forward a bit. “You should know
that right now you’re in January of the year 2020.”

 


“2020?” he exclaimed.

 


Now that I thought about it, his hair-style
did seem more 1960’s. I looked at his clothes. He might have been
an office worker, but I didn’t see anything inconsistent with
someone from the 60’s.

 


Hoping to deescalate the situation a bit, I
said, “Look, let’s introduce ourselves to each other, OK? I’m Kay
Stork.”

 


The man in the passenger seat said, “Russell
Sikes”.

 


“Hello, Russell,” I said, and then returned
my attention to the rear-view. “And how about you? Or do I just
call you hazmat guy?”

 


He seemed to quizzically mouth the word
“hazmat” to himself, but eventually responded with, “My name is
Nick Davison”.

 


“Hello, Nick, not at all pleased to meet you.
Now do you mind explaining all this, please?”

 


“My story is very long and… complicated.”

 


“Well, I’m just driving up the highway.”

 


But Nick just wearily relaxed back into his
seat.

 


“How about you, Russell? Care to tell us your
story?”

 


“Well, I came out to see President Kennedy
pass by on Elm Street,” he began. “The president was just coming by
when I started seeing this strange distortion in the air. Suddenly
that distortion became a person, wearing something like a… Mercury
space suit.”

 


“This in no way resembles a Mercury space
suit,” Nick interjected.

 


“Well, some kind of space suit.”

 


“It’s not a space suit.”

 


“No?”

 


“No.” Then a bit softer, as he looked out the
window, “I left that back at my space ship.”

 


“Well, naturally,” I exclaimed, fuming. Then,
not being able to leave it alone, I added, “You know, I’ve seen my
share of sci-fi movies, and I love ‘em, but I’d have thought the
time-travel aspect would’ve gotten us sufficiently far into
science-fiction territory without you also coming from outer
space.”

 


I huffed a sigh. “So where are you from,
exactly? Mars, or another solar system entirely?”

 


“Moon,” Nick supplied matter-of-factly.

 


“The moon,” I murmured with my eyes on the
road. “A moon-man.”

 


Then, after several seconds of awkward
silence, I said, “Sorry, Russell. Please, finish your story.”

 


“So anyway, this guy… Nick… immediately
turned his rifle on the President and began firing. But the weird
thing is, although I could definitely hear gunshots going off, they
were coming from way off to the left. None of the sounds seemed to
be coming from his rifle. Maybe a tiny little <whuff>
<whuff>, but that was it.

 


“I jumped on him and tried to take his rifle
away. He fought back and started going for a button on that device
on his belt. I tried to stop him, but he overcame me.

 


“Suddenly the motorcade was gone. Most of the
people who had been around us were gone. There were a lot fewer
people, and I’m sure they were different people.”

 


“But there were still people,” came
from the back seat. “And there was still grass, and trees. And the
sky was still a gorgeous blue.”

 


Russell and I exchanged a solemn look, but
neither of us decided to respond to this.

 


“The whole thing was over in seconds,”
Russell continued, and then stopped to consider. “I don’t think
anybody even saw any of this. I was standing in front of a tall
fence, well behind most everyone else. Most people were looking in
the direction of the cracks of gunfire, not our direction at all.
Or were looking at the motorcade. I don’t think a soul saw us or
what happened.”

 


We continued northward, past Richardson, past
Plano, largely quiet now.

 


Russell divided his time between staring at
the LCD displays on my dashboard and looking out the side window. I
supposed he was contemplating family members and friends being
either in the ground or nearly-unrecognizable with wrinkles and
gray hair. Occasionally he’d see something which seemed to rivet
his attention, such as a billboard changing ads as we drove by.

 


And it’s always possible that I hurt Nick’s
feelings a bit. Or maybe he was just very tired. He was definitely
crashing down from an adrenalin rush, and now seemed quite mellow.
I found that past a point I was no longer worrying about getting
shot, and I got the impression of same from Russell.

 


Shortly after we passed McKinney, Nick
struggled out of the hazmat suit. The scent of his sweat filled the
car.

 


“Sorry,” he said. “Suit’s impermeable, and
the dehumidifier died with the battery a while back. I’ve been
swimming in it for a while.”

 


We continued on in near-silence for about
another half hour. Then I noticed we were passing a sign for a
Texas Instruments plant. That made me think we must be getting
close to Sherman, which a glance at my phone on the mount
confirmed. I looked to Nick.

 


“Nick, we’re running low on gas. And I’m
getting tired of driving.”

 


“I need to piss,” Russell supplied.

 


“…And Russell needs to piss. I would’ve
assumed that your plan, if any, was to hole up in some hotel room,
and lay low. What say we do all that in Sherman?”

 


“Kay, I would’ve been happier if you’d
brought all this up as we were heading through Howe. That was a
small town. Sherman’s bigger, isn’t it?” He paused to consider.
“What’s beyond Sherman?”

 


“The Red River and Oklahoma.”

 


“OK, then. Let’s stop in Sherman.”

 


I had my phone highlight hotels, and picked
the first one I saw. Google instructed me where to exit for the
service road.

 


“Future-girl will get us there,” Russell said
wryly.

 


The situation wasn’t so bad that I couldn’t
smile a bit at that.

 


We came to a hotel called “Travelers Inn”
painted in a color I would call yucky yellow. I parked.

 


“Shoot me in the back if you must,” Russell
said, “But I’ve gotta go.”

 


And he was out of the car and into the hotel
lobby before Nick could as much as stir. But Nick seemed
disinclined to shoot him or anybody else right now. I think he was
starting to trust us a bit.

 


Nick was moving very slowly now, but
finally hauled himself up and out of the car. Out of his hazmat
suit, I could now see that he wore some kind of cream-colored jump
suit. But he had put the belt with the boxy device back on. He was
tall and trim.

 


Nick insisted that first order of business
was to dump the suit. I helped him find a trash dumpster. He
stuffed the suit in, burying it under other trash.

 


“Not exactly the prescribed disposal
protocol, but I don’t have any better ideas.” He stopped to think,
and then added, “I would get the interior of your car cleaned as
soon as you can manage.”

 


Just when I was starting to quit
worrying.

 


Nick then pulled out two grocery bags, and
used them to cover up his rifle.

 


I was digging through my purse. “I’m assuming
all of this is on my credit card.”

 


“I suppose so,” he replied and then looked
over at me. “Mine is back in my moon suit.”

 


Then I guess I’d been fixing my gaze on him,
because he spread his hands and went, “What?”

 


“You have a sense of humor.”

 


Nick shrugged. “Don’t most people?”

 


“Yeah, but I had you pegged for some kind of
fanatic. The emotionally-disturbed usually don’t do
self-deprecating humor.”

 


“Look,” he said with a sigh, and then met my
eyes. “I confess I just killed a man in cold blood. Arguably a good
man. But maybe I’m not the monster you think I am. Maybe I had a
good reason.” He looked off. “The best reason there could be.”

 


“Do we ever get to hear your
story?”

 


“Shower first. Then story; promise,” he said,
starting to trudge off.

 


As we headed back in the direction of the
hotel lobby, a squirrel cut across our path and then skittered away
across the parking lot. I had to laugh a bit at Nick’s childlike
wonder at having spotted this common type of wildlife. On noticing
my reaction, he made a point of assuring me that yes; he did know
what a squirrel was.

 


We had nearly finished the walk back to the
lobby when Russell popped out the door. He reversed when he saw we
were finally on our way in. He held the door open for me, saying,
“After you, Judy Jetson”. Then as I was passing though, he began to
add, “You see, we have this cartoon show…”

 


“That’s OK,” I said, waving a hand. “We still
watch that show. Get the reference.”

 


I got the room paid for, and re-parked the
car. Then the three of us clumped up the stairs to our second-floor
room. Russell seemed fascinated that I used a card, rather than a
key, to unlock the door. I noticed that Nick did a survey of the
surroundings before stepping off the balcony and into the room with
the rest of us.

 


“Shower,” Nick grunted. “You two are on the
honor system for the duration.”

 


Shower commenced, Russell asked me, “Well, do
we make a break for it, or not?”

 


“I want to hear his story,” I whispered back.
“I really don’t get the impression he’s a danger to us.”

 


Still
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