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Chapter 1
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Flashing lights and buzzes and beeps made Fatima Patel restless. Conversations buzzed about her in various tones, voices, and languages, making her fearful. At eighteen months, Fatima was not sure what about this made her squirm, but she held close to her two greatest treasures. One was her mother, and the other was Dolla, Fatima's dark-skinned Ragged Annie doll. Fatima's mother, Cora, rocked her as they tried to make themselves as comfortable as possible in the Clearmont Airport. But comfort has its limitations in an airport terminal. There was an automated disembodied voice that would give a warning about being aware of suspicious persons and unattended packages. The warning made everyone and everything in the airport seem suspicious; this and the fiberglass seats were bolted to a steel frame and welded to an iron post set in concrete.  

Colton followed his mother. Colton's mother had let him wheel his suitcase. Colton was five years old and proud of his big-boy accomplishments. Colton's mother strolled, trying to find a seat in the terminal where she could be seated with her son. Valarie, Colton's mom, chatted nervously into her cell phone, assuring her husband that she would soon be boarding flight 1317 and returning home. There, Valarie thought near the mother and daughter.

"Look Bitch I don't give a shit who promised you what. I don't mean a God Damn thing until I sign on the bottom line." A portly man in a rumpled suit was having a private conversation with a cell phone and doing it in the most public way possible. Valarie and Cora looked over at the man, hoping he would take the non-spoken cue to lower his voice or, at the very least, choose the words he was using around children more carefully. "Ethics if horseshit. I can't buy lap dances with ethics. I need cold hard cash, and the other firm is offering two million more." The man on the cell phone continued his conversation. He winked at Valarie and Cora, indicating he did not understand how rude he was being.

"Attention all passengers for Flight 1317. The aircraft has arrived. We are in the process of cleaning and crew change. We plan to begin boarding at 1:15. We are on schedule and know you have your choice of airlines. We appreciate your choosing us." A snippy, robotic female voice sounded through the air.

Cora shifted to adjust Fatima, and Fatima dropped Dolla. Cora did not notice that Dolla had fallen, but Fatima did. Dolla's button eyes stared back at Fatima as she lay on the floor between the railing that secured the chairs.

"Colton, don't wander off. We will be boarding soon." Valaire called out as a command to her son. Colton did not comply. He pulled away from his mother and crawled between the stationary seating. Colton rescues Dolla and then hands her back to Fatima. Fatima accepted Dolla and smiled.

Right on schedule, the Airbus 319A would take off from the Clearmont Airport. One hundred and three passengers and eight crew members would be on board this flight headed for Portland, Oregon. On board flight 1317, there was a varied mix of people. The passengers represented all age groups, sexes, and nationalities. The one thing all one hundred and three passengers and the crew had in common was that very soon, they would all be dead.
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The cruising speed of an Airbus A319 is five hundred fifteen miles per hour with a max speed of five hundred forty-one miles per hour. Flight 1317 flew toward its intended destination in the most routine of fashion. In the United States, an average of between three hundred forty-nine and three hundred seventy-six people die as a result of commercial air travel. In an average year in the U.S., there are approximately 45,000 flights. 

In 2021, 2.2 billion people flew, meaning around 500,00 people per day. This makes flying one of the safest means of transportation.

"Well, Kid, I guess you are looking forward to a few days off." The pilot started, turning to the co-piolet in their secure environment known as the cockpit.

"Yeah, two days in a hotel in Portland, Oregon, be still my heart." The co-pilot responded just before seeing what looked like an infrared light beam. The co-piolet turned to the piolet and saw the pilot staring back at him. Seeing one another was the last thing man's conscious mind would record.

Two CFM56-5B 68.3-inch fan engines propel the Airbus A319. There is one fan engine on each wing. The right-wing exploded. The weight of the remaining engine, combined with the force of the explosion, sent the craft flipping end over end in a sideways summersault. There was the sound of lost and lost human lives crying out for salvation that created a cry that would scare the dead. Then, a second massive explosion sent shock waves in all directions. The second explosion was followed by silence. The following silence was not the peaceful silence of a spring morning but the silence created by a vacuum in human existence. Even birds seem to be holding their breath, trying to figure out the what and the how. Those of Flight 1317 now congregated in death.
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Harvey Newman walked slowly across the Oregon field, trying not to crush evidence beneath his all-weather boots. Harvey was a big man. Not fat but strong like a construction worker. Harvey Newman was the supervisor for his unit of The National Transportation Safety Board. Harvey was nearing retirement age but could not bring himself to make such plans. He was supposed to be off work, but Jerome had called him frantically, trying to get him to come to the site. The crash site was massive. No matter how large, It was too huge for a plane to have just hit the ground. An alarm bell started going off in Harvey's head. This is so wrong, he thought. Harvey removed the opera glass from his pocket and surveyed the area. Small teams of workers were flagging and tagging evidence all over the valley. Harvey spotted a mass almost three miles away that looked like a second crash site, but how could it.

"Good to see you, chief," Jerome confessed, meeting his boss. "Sorry to take you away from the day off."

"You probably saved me from going to jail for murder."

Jerome smiled. Jerome was a lanky black assistant supervisor with a degree in engineering—Jerome had a broad smile and an easy-going demeanor. Jerome and Harvey had a working relationship that they both enjoyed. "Who were you going to kill?"

"My daughter's new boyfriend. The young puck struts around all day with a woody wearing tight jeans."

Jerome knew it was his cue to take some of the pressure off his boss by letting him vent. "Katie is a good girl. You raise her right."

"It aint Katie that has me pissed off. When I was his age, I had a woody for everything in hot pants."

Jerome noticed Harvey staring at the second crash site, but Jerome was unsure how to bring it up.

"Okay, Jerome, let me have it. What the fuck is that up that hill, don't tell me a corporate jet decided to play chicken with a commercial jet and lost big time."

"Well, boss, that would make too much sense. That pile of burning rubble is the right engine from the commercial jet in front of us."

"So, the engine wasn't attached to the plane when it hit the ground?"

"That's my assessment," Jerome answered in his perfect English.

The men continued to walk the primary crash site. Harvey began bellowing orders to all the crew. Jerome scribbles feverishly on a notepad.

"So, what about the new boyfriend has you spooked?" Jerome finally asked.

"It is a fact that it isn't Katie that he is looking at when he gets these major erections. It's Donna, my wife."

Jerome tried to hide his laughter but could not.

"Yeah, laugh at my pain."

"Didn't you have crushes on older women when you were his age?"

"Shit, that aint the point. Donna is loving this attention a little too much."

"I see your point, and by the way, do you want me to call the F.B.I. or Homeland?"

"Both. I will be damn if we get caught holding the bag." Harvey looked around at the massive death scene. "Barbara Stanwyck."

"What?" Jerome asked.

"When I was a teen, no teenage girl could come close to matching up to Barbara Stanwyck."

"I am going to have to look that one up."

"And by the way, if you ever tell anyone I told you that I had a major hard-on for any woman other than my wife, I will have to kill you, too." Harvey, drying, joked and started walking up the hill to the second area of impact.
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