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“Jerry, please put down the newspaper. The
camera’s rolling in five and you’re blocking your face.”

Jerry Spencer put the paper down, raised his
arm, and flipped me the bird. Then flashed his 100 watt smile for
both me and the audience.

Thank you, Jerry.

Jerry Spencer was the prime time
meteorologist at KWPR-TV, where I worked as a cameraperson. He was
the weather anchorman for both the six o'clock and 11 o'clock news.
Though he was tall, dark and Hollywood handsome with a set of
dimples that would melt any woman's resolve, he was also a major
pain in the butt, which was unfortunately mainly mine.

Whenever I had to shoot his segment of the
news, you could say it was always stormy weather for me. Aside from
never calling me Sarah, which was my given name, Jerry refused to
take my stage corrections seriously, virtually ignoring most of
them. Being a throwback to the caveman attitude towards life and
women in general, he thought that I, like the rest of my species,
should be more conventional and do appropriate women's things. To
Jerry, this meant spending most of any given day in the kitchen or
bedroom, naked and assessable, to satisfy his cravings for either
food or sex. Obviously, being a female cameraperson did not fall
anywhere in his scheme of things.

I soon discovered early in my career not to
make waves if I valued my job. Jerry had more seniority than me,
having both worked at the network longer and reached a higher rung
on the station’s hierarchy. Therefore, for the last two years,
whenever I’d give him the proper direction, he did whatever he
wanted to do and there was nothing I could do about it. Luckily, he
never pulled any crazy stunts that would have cost me my job,
though in several instances, he did come close.

Honestly, I never truly knew how to deal with
Jerry. Sometimes, I catch him staring at me as if he were taking my
measurements, which knowing Jerry, were probably for my coffin.
Other times, he'd be so obnoxious and caustic that I'd have to
physically restrain myself from scratching in his eyes out, which
by the way, I nearly did once.

When I first met Jerry, I thought he was one
of the handsomest men I'd ever seen. But the very fact that he
thought so, too, turned me off completely. You see, Jerry most
likely felt he was worthy of worship and I, being a mere mortal,
felt he was a mere mortal who, like myself, still had to perform
the same bodily functions. It was hard to be with someone who loved
himself better than you. Therefore, when he first came on to me and
asked me out to dinner, I turned him down, pissing him off. In
Jerry's world no woman ever did that to him. I just felt it wasn't
worth the grief, having just been there and done that with my last
boyfriend, Steve. Getting over Steve was taking a lot longer than
I’d hoped. I didn’t need another guy to twist me into a pretzel of
pain.

Usually I said as little as possible to
Jerry, avoiding him as I would a person harboring the Black Plague.
That's why I nearly died when I heard he was going to replace
Marshall Crocker, who’d been assigned to do a field story with me.
Poor Marshall had come down with an exceptionally bad case of the
Asian flu. When first informed that Jerry was going to be
Marshall’s replacement on this story, I was so desperate that I
called Marshall at home to beg him to reconsider. However, his wife
said he was KO'd for the day and probably the next as well, making
me just as ill.

Jerry and I were supposed to meet up with the
rest of the crew at the filming site. Usually the cameraperson
drove the van, but Jerry decided that he would drive since men are
innately better drivers than women. Yes, he actually told me that.
To remain on talking terms and avoid an argument which I probably
couldn't win, anyway, I acquiesced.

Because of last-minute equipment problems, I
got out of the station late and didn't get a chance to gas up the
van. It wasn't crucial since we were taking mostly highways and
could stop for gas along the way if necessary. We were heading
upstate to a little town called Ironwood to do a weather segment on
the approaching blizzard, which had been predicted to hit the area
later on that evening. Ironwood had the dubious distinction of
being one of the snowiest places in the United States. Last year it
had gotten nearly 200 inches of snow. We were going to do a short
human interest piece on the people's reactions to living in such a
snowy town and how they felt about this winter season and the
forecast of its first blizzard.

I hurried over to the van and climbed inside,
camera bags hanging from both shoulders, trying to catch my breath.
It would have been nice if Jerry had gotten out and given me a
hand. Instead, he acted annoyed, drumming his manicured nails on
the dashboard. “Hey! What took you so long? Waiting for your nails
to dry? It would be nice to get there before the blizzard
does.”

“And hello to you, too, Jerry. I'm sorry, but
I had a few last minute things to take care of.”

“Just like a woman.”

I narrowed my eyes. “What's that supposed to
mean?”

“Nothing. Forget I mentioned it. What time is
this shindig scheduled for?”

“Three clock. By the way, are you sure you
know how to get there?”

“Piece of cake.”

As we headed toward the Interstate, I had a
feeling this was going to be a ride I'd never forget. We must've
been driving at least 15 minutes when the silence in the van was
beginning to grate on my nerves. Before I started to climb the
walls, I turned on the radio.

Two minutes later, Jerry growled at me.
“Change the damn station.”

I turned to look at him, squarely, wondering
what his problem was now. “Why?”

“I hate that song.”

Still wanting to maintain the tenuous air of
peace in the car, I held my tongue and began to search for another
station he'd like. I just happened to glance up to see him blow
past our exit. “Whoa! Wasn't that our exit?”

“Where?”

“The one we just blitzed by,” I told him.

“You sure?”

“Positive. Hey, I thought you said you knew
how to get there.”

“I did—do. You distracted me.”

“How's that?”

“By fiddling with that damn radio,” he fired
back.

“Sure, go ahead, blame me,” I said, “if it
makes you feel better, but it won’t get us there.”

“Don't worry, I'll just get off at the next
exit and turn around.”

Unfortunately, the next exit was quite a
distance down the road. We exited the highway and backtracked, but
then things got worse. Instead of getting back on at the next
entrance going the other way, Jerry somehow missed it, and we had
to turn around once more. I may have been sitting in the van next
to him, but I don't know how he managed to get us lost. After going
in what seemed like circles, we were undeniably lost. Jerry finally
gave up and pulled off the road.

I opened the glove compartment to take out
the GPS.

“While you’re in there, take out a map,” he
ordered.

“This is better,” I said, depressing the
on/off button. Only it didn't go on. The battery probably needed to
be charged. I opened the glove compartment again to look for the DC
adapter connector, but it had gone missing. This was no good. Panic
began to slowly rise within me. “Let's find a gas station and ask
for directions,” I suggested.

“What for? Is there a map in the glove
compartment?”

Typical man, I thought. He can’t ask for
directions. My mother always used to say to my father whenever we
got lost on a drive, “Had Moses asked for directions, he and the
Israelites wouldn’t have had to wander the desert for 40
years.”

I tore through all the papers, old receipts
and general garbage that had gotten stored in the compartment and
managed to come up with a map of the area. But, it was virtually of
no value. If you had no idea where you were, how could you be able
to find your way?

“Give me the damn map.”

Jerry laid the map open across the dashboard
and studied it for about ten minutes. “Okay, I think I’ve got it
straight,” and pulled back onto the highway.

I wish I were as confident as he. A steady
throbbing had begun at my temples. I swallowed down the rising
panic as I gripped the seat. Jerry took the next exit off the road.
“I don't think you should have gotten off here, Jerry.”

“Really? Why don't you give me a break and
have some faith in me? I'm following the map.”

I had faith all right. I believed we were so
lost, I doubted we would ever see civilization again, let alone get
where we were supposed to be. Somehow we had gotten on some back
road and all we saw were trees. Not very comforting, I felt, as the
rat-a-tat in my head grew in strength.

Beads of sweat began to dot Jerry’s forehead.
I think he finally realized the hopelessness of the situation, as
well. And to make matters worse, it had begun to snow.

“We could try to backtrack from the exit we
got off,” I suggested.

“I don't think that's an option,” he said,
solemnly.

I looked at him. “Why?”

He pointed to the gas gauge, which was now
pointing at the red empty.

“Oh, no!” I smacked my forehead. I had
forgotten all about the gas and not filling the van before we left.
Jerry may have gotten us lost, but this was on my dime and Jerry
already knew that. As if to emphasize the problem, the engine began
to sputter. My heart sank a notch as Jerry maneuvered the van off
the road.

“What we do now?” I asked.

“I wish I knew,” he replied, without a hint
of sarcasm.

“We’d better call Kevin and let him know we
aren’t going to make it,” I said, grabbing my bag and fishing
inside for my cell phone.

“Can't you women ever be more organized?” He
said testily.

Ignoring his uncalled for sexist statement
and resisting the overpowering desire to stick my tongue out at
him, I found my phone. Scrolling through my contacts, I clicked on
Kevin’s number and hit send. Nothing happened. Narrowing my eyes, I
wondered, now what?

As I realized why the called didn’t go
through, I smacked my forehead and groaned. There was no cell
service in the area. I wanted to smash the damn phone against the
dashboard.

“What's the matter? No, don't tell me? No
cell service.”

“We’re in deep shit,” I managed to say as an
involuntary chill slipped slowly down my spine. How could any of
this be happening? Suddenly, I had awful visions of freezing to
death under a ton of snow with the one person I hated the most.

The snow was now coming down in large, heavy
flakes that were beginning to stick. The front windshield was half
covered with snow. I stared at it a moment before I went in search
of supplies that we’d need. Better to do that now while we still
could. As I got out of my bucket seat, I turned to Jerry and said,
“Put the van's interior light on, please.”

“Where are you going?”

“To look for blankets to keep us warm.
Freezing to death is not on my top 10 list.”

“Very funny.”

“Jerry, I wasn't being funny. We have
no idea how long we're going to be stuck out here—wherever here
is.”

I nearly tripped over one of my equipment
bags going back into the van’s interior, but managed to locate two
blankets, a box of flares, a first-aid kit, some bottled water, and
several flashlights. It wasn't much, but with the protein bars I
had, it would have to do. In the short time that we had been
stopped there, the temperature in the van had gotten colder and I
knew it would get worse because in all essence, we were sitting in
a tin can.

“I think you should come back here so we can
share the blankets,” I called to Jerry.

“You're probably right,” he said, unsnapping
his seatbelt and joining me. “This is really weird, Peters.”

“You know, I have a first name. It's
Sarah.”

“I know. What's your point?”

I raised an eyebrow. “Forget it.”

He sat down next to me. At least the floor of
the van was carpeted and we both were wearing warm coats. I draped
the blankets over us and hoped for the best—which at that moment
was that we'd both survive if neither of us froze to death or
killed the other.

In the silence, as I watched the snow fall
through one of the windows, my mind drifted off to
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