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Karl regarded the dead body in his driveway the way most folks looked at road-kill. It was something to be dealt with before it stunk too bad, or the turkey vultures decided to congregate for a feast, but for now, it could wait. It was lunchtime. He maneuvered his Gator, a 4-wheel ATV, around the corpse and continued down the dirt two-track that led to his ramshackle house.  

Jesse, flipping through an old Penthouse magazine, sat in an old green velour La-Z-Boy on the small porch with his boots resting on the wood rail. The stairs and porch that fronted the house were well past their prime but the ramshackle house was even older. 

Karl killed the Gator’s engine and asked, “Who’s that up the driveway?” 

“Hell if I know,” Jesse replied without taking his gaze from the magazine. Jesse, barely 20, was Karl’s half-brother. They shared the same father. 

“Unless I’m wrong, it sure looked like one of your arrows sticking out of his back.”

“I didn’t say I didn’t shoot the guy; just said I don’t know who he is.”

Karl climbed the three rickety stairs to the porch, being careful to avoid the middle step as it was almost rotted through, and smacked Jesse’s feet from the rail. 

Buttlicker, Jesse’s huge mongrel that sprawled out on the porch next to him, emitted a low, menacing growl while his ears flattened against his head. 

“That mutt ever comes after me, I’ll kill it,” Karl promised. “Now don’t play stupider than you is, dickhead! What happened?”

Jesse regarded Karl with brooding eyes while patting Buttlicker’s head before replying, “I guess he cain’t read our signs. The sumbitch was banging on the door before I was even dressed. Wouldn’t stop either. I went out the back door and when I came around the front he was still pounding on the damn door, so I shot him. Must have hit his spine ‘cause he fell backward off the porch and couldn’t stand. He started crawling down the driveway. He was crying and moaning like a wounded deer. I cut his throat so he wouldn’t suffer no more.”

Karl picked up a clipboard from the porch floor. A bunch of papers with Census printed across the top were attached to it. “Well, shit! He sure as hell didn’t walk here. Where’s his ride?” 

“I stashed it in the barn. Harley should be able to get some good coin for the parts.”

“You best git him off the damn driveway before Harley gets here. He’ll be pissed. I’m starving. I’m gonna fix me a liverwurst and onion sandwich. You want one?”

“Hell yes. Put some of that spicy mustard on it, too.”

Karl nodded and entered the home.  

Sue Ellen, affectionately known as “Sexy Susie,” was sitting on the faux leather sofa, wearing only a pink thong and an extra-large white T-shirt. She drank a can of Busch Light and watching Fox News.  “Can you believe the damn Democrats are still whining ‘bout Trump? Don’t they see all the good he’s done?”

“Good Lord, woman, put some clothes on. Jesse is on the porch looking at them nude gals in Penthouse. What d’you think he thinks when he sees you dressed like that after looking at all those titties?”

Sue Ellen smiled and lifted her T-shirt. “Ain’t nothin in that magazine better than these. You worried your little brother is gonna have a go at me?” 

Karl shook his head. “No, but he is still a man and you don’t need to walk around nearly bare-ass in front of him. Now put on some damn pants.”

Sue Ellen stood and pushed out her lower lip while sauntering to the bedroom. Karl admired her figure as he always did. He had to admit she had incredible tits and the rest of her wasn’t bad either. She worked out four days a week on a stripper pole in the barn and punched the heavy bag too. He wasn’t sure how long she would stick around but the last three years were the best of his life. He would marry her in a minute, but so far she had refused his near-weekly proposals. 

A few minutes later, Karl was spreading the spicy mustard on the sandwiches when Sue Ellen walked out of the bedroom wearing hip-hugging gray sweatpants with the words “sweet cheeks” stenciled on the rear in bright pink. She had the same T-shirt on but had it knotted tight above her midriff, the thin cotton stretched taut across her ample breasts. Her bleach-blonde hair was pulled back tightly in a short ponytail secured with a rubber-band. She was barefoot, as she always was around the house and yard. 

“Better?” she asked while doing a slow pirouette.

“A little. I guess.”

She smiled sexily at him, then looked at the liverwurst and frowned.

“You hungry?” Karl asked.

“Not for that crap,” she said while reaching around his waist and squeezing his groin. 

Karl moaned and said, “Damn, girl, at least let me eat first. I’m starving.”

“That mouth of yours ain’t going nowhere near my lips after you eat that shit.”

“Aww, man. Okay. I’ll eat it later, but take this one out to Jesse, would ya?”

“Sure. I’ll see you in the bedroom. Be ready,” she said while picking up the paper plate with the sandwich and some corn chips on it. 

Jesse was still seated in the La-Z-Boy sipping a can of Busch Light when Sue Ellen brought the lunch to him. He laid the Penthouse down and took the plate, grinning at her. She looked nervously over her shoulder to make certain Karl didn’t follow her outside and whispered, “I’m going to screw your brother now, but I’ll be thinking of you, baby, while I do. You were so good this morning. Don’t forget, it’s our secret.” Sue Ellen winked at him and walked back into the house.

Jesse finished up his sandwich and corn chips, as well as his fourth beer of the day. He was pissing off the front porch as Harley, his oldest brother, pulled up in his wrecker.  

“Who the fuck is that in the driveway?” Harley yelled as he jumped from the truck.

Jesse finished taking a leak and zipped up quickly. “Some asshole that cain’t read our signs, He was pounding on the door this morning like he was a cop or something, so I shot ‘im with my bow.”

Harley shook his head and breathed in deeply. “You plan on leaving him there all fucking day?”

“No. I just ain't got around to moving him yet.” 

“Well, get around to doing it before someone comes looking for him. What did he want?”

“I guess he was taking a survey or something.”

“Shit, Jesse. You can't just go shootin’ everyone that comes up to our damn door. Now that’s twice in six months.”

“But he was trespassing, Harley. Damn, how many signs we got to put up before they believe us? This is America, after all. Sue Ellen says we got rights to defend our property. She’s smart about that stuff.”

Harley climbed the three stairs, avoiding the middle one, and sat down in the wooden rocking chair opposite the La-Z-Boy. He sighed and said, “Listen to me. The next time someone trespasses just tell them to leave. If they don’t, then shoot them, but at least give them a chance to leave, okay?”

“Well, okay. If that’s what you want.”

“It is, brother. Now tell me, what kind of vehicle did we get?”

Jesse smiled and said, “A real nice 2012 Ford F-150.”

Harley stood and walked over to Jesse, patting him on the shoulder. “Well, at least that’s good news. Come on, I’ll help you carry him over to the barn. You and I can butcher him up there and feed him to the pigs, then we’ll get started on taking the pickup apart. Is Karl around?”

“Yeah, he’s inside riding Sue Ellen.”

“Damn, that girl sure is energetic.” Harley wondered for the hundredth time what she was doing with a loser like his brother Karl.
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Officer Mitchell “Mitch” Manning handcuffed a screaming husband inside a filthy kitchen on the east side of his patrol district while stepping around a pile of spaghetti noodles on the floor. A red splatter of sauce dripped from the wall, several strands of noodles still clinging lightly to it six feet above the pile, not unlike a headshot wound exit spray. 

Mitch was glad no shots were fired at this domestic disturbance, but the husband’s wife was none too happy about him throwing a plate of spaghetti at her—especially one that she had so lovingly prepared just minutes earlier. “That’s right! Take the son-of-a-bitch to jail,” she screamed, while Mitch’s backup, officer Andrea Kosloski, attempted to keep her in the living room. 

“Screw you, bitch. I’ll be out tomorrow,” the husband hissed back.

“Alright, that’s enough from both of you!” Officer Manning ordered. At 6’2” and almost 215 pounds, with broad shoulders and large arms, he usually was listened to. It was many years since he helped lead his highschool football team to a divisional championship with a record-setting season of sacks, forced fumbles, and recoveries, but he was still in great shape despite being only two years shy of 50. 

When the husband started to protest, Mitch began to escort him towards the front door, while his cell phone began to vibrate in his shirt pocket. He ignored the persistent vibration and continued directing the handcuffed suspect towards the front door. 

“Throw a plate of spaghetti at me again, asshole! Maybe I’ll go next door to Donnie’s tonight while you’re locked up and see what a real man feels like. He’s been looking at my ass since we moved in,” the wife hollered from the dining room.  

“Andrea, if she says another word, cuff her up for interfering,” Mitch said.

The husband suddenly dropped low and pivoted to his left, causing Mitch to lose his grip on him. He hopped upwards and swept his handcuffs under his feet with the agility of a gymnast and charged towards his wife in the living room. Officer Andrea’s back was facing towards him as she shooed the wife back into the dining room.

Mitch shouted a warning to Andrea, but it was too late. The husband shouldered her out of the way with the force of a fullback, knocking her sideways and into a cheap china cabinet. The glass doors and china shattered while Andrea fell to the floor. The husband now had his hands around his wife’s neck and was choking her as she spat on him.

Mitch cursed and yanked his Taser from his utility belt. He flipped the switch to on while aiming the red laser light in the middle of the suspect's back. He realized the wife was also going to get the jolt but figured she deserved that for continuing to escalate the situation. He smoothly pulled back the trigger.  

The two darts instantly found their mark. Both husband and wife went rigid for a few seconds while riding the current then screamed and fell to the floor. Once the five-second ride was over, Officer Andrea hauled the husband off the floor with a handful of his hair. Mitch, who knew some payback was coming, quickly turned to his right so that his bodycam wouldn’t capture the incident. He noticed that Andrea’s bodycam was on the floor, apparently falling off her shirt when she was shoved into the cabinet. 

Andrea smoothly spun the husband around to face her and head-butted him in his nose. The crunch of bone and cartilage resulted in a steady flow of blood from the suspect’s nose. “Oh, damn. It looks like you busted your nose when you fell to the floor,” she said with mock concern. “Be careful you don’t trip down the porch steps, too.”

Mitch smiled to himself as Andrea escorted the husband roughly past him.

“You okay?”

“I’m fine, but the china cabinet wasn’t so lucky,” Andrea quipped back.

“I’m guessing you want this arrest?”

“Absolutely!” She answered with a devilish smile. “Besides, you’re leaving for your hunting trip tomorrow morning. I doubt you want to be here typing all night.”

“Trust me, I’m not complaining. I owe you one.”

“You bet your ass you do, and I intend to collect,” Andrea said with a coy look.

Several minutes later, after calming down the suspect’s wife, Mitch was back in his patrol car catching up on his daily patrol-log when his cell phone started to vibrate again. He snatched it from his pocket and saw three missed calls from his oldest brother, Luke, as well as two texts. Both texts simply read, Call me.

Mitch hit recall and Luke answered on the second ring.

“Hey, brother, you busy?” inquired Luke.

“Sorry. I wasn’t ignoring you. I told you I worked until seven, and, yeah, it’s been a busy shift.”

“Sorry bro, but just think, starting tomorrow you’ll be off for seven straight days.”

“Actually, starting in about 15 minutes, I’ll be off seven straight days. What’s up?”

Luke sighed. Not a good sign, Mitch thought. “Troy called. He missed his flight from Vegas. He couldn’t reschedule until tomorrow morning, so he wants us to pick him up at the Detroit airport at 9 a.m. tomorrow.”

Mitch was pissed. This was typical Troy. “Not a chance, brother. We planned on leaving at 7 a.m. sharp like we always do. He can rent his own damn car and meet us up there.”

“Look. We’re only leaving a couple of hours later, it’s not that far out of the way. He’ll be at the curb; we won’t even have to go in,” reasoned Luke. 

“But he won’t be at the curb,” Mitch said. “He’ll have some excuse like he always does. Besides, it’s still four more hours north. We won’t even get to the cabin until one at the earliest. Probably later because he’ll insist on stopping somewhere for breakfast.”

Luke sighed again. “Mitch, it’s the only week we all get together anymore. Dad’s been gone for almost five years now. We can make this work. If not for us, for Dad. We don’t need to hunt tomorrow night anyhow. This way we can unpack, relax with a few beers, and enjoy a campfire. We got all week to hunt. It’ll be okay.” 

“Alright, but he had better be at the damn curb. You tell him that. If he isn’t, he’s on his own for transportation.”

“Thanks, brother. I’ll tell him. Bless you, bro. See ya in the morning, probably at 8 a.m. instead of seven. At least we’ll have a bit more rest.”

Mitch grunted an acknowledgment and disconnected. He hammered out a text to their younger brother, Ryan. We’ll be a bit later tomorrow. Troy missed his flight. Big surprise!!! New ETA at your place will be 11:30-noon. See you then bro. 

The response was almost immediate. No problem. Preacher already told me. I guess since we haven’t heard different, Troy didn’t fare too well in the tournament.

Preacher was the nick-name they gave their oldest brother, Luke. The four brothers, as well as their two sisters, were all raised strict Catholics. Luke, now 60, was ordained a Deacon after he retired from a 25-year stint in the Army.  

Mitch shook his head before sending the next text. Troy was in Vegas for yet another poker tournament. He fancied himself a professional gambler but more often than not was on the losing end. “No doubt. See you tomorrow,” he texted back.

Huh. Mitch thought. If his other two brothers weren’t upset about it why the hell was he? He glanced at his watch and swore. He was off shift in 5 minutes and wasn’t even at the station yet. He gunned the patrol car away from the curb and sped toward the station. 

––––––––
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Harley wasn’t always bad. His birth name was Harlan T. Rowson.  He was a fairly happy little toddler. He was the second child of Edward and Sandra Rowson.  Edward’s great-great-grandfather had emigrated from a small community outside of Herefordshire, England to settle in Michigan, where he found steady work in the booming logging industry. Michigan at the time was offering land for as little as $1.25 an acre, providing the purchaser agreed to work in the logging industry and sign a one-year contract.  

Harley’s great-grandfather chose the tract of land that Harley and his brothers currently inhabited, but Harley’s father, Edward Rowson, sold over a hundred acres of it back to the state several years earlier when money was hard to come by. 

Edward Rowson had struggled to find steady work and eventually purchased a service station in Mio. Sandra was Edward’s first cousin and she had suffered from undiagnosed schizophrenia.  She drowned her first child, Amber, in their bathtub on her first birthday, but told her husband it was an accident.  The authorities didn’t have a reason to suspect otherwise. 

A year later, Harley was born, and Sandra heard voices telling her to let this one live. Harley was followed six years later by Karl. Because of her untreated mental illness, Sandra was a terrible mother.  She self-medicated with heavy alcohol use. The two boys basically raised themselves when their father was working, which was 12 hours a day, six days a week.  

Sandra got progressively worse and harbored illusions that her children were evil entities intending to harm her. To prevent them from such activity she would lock them in their dingy basement for most of the day and release them just before their father returned home. When Karl was a newborn, she would toss down a bottle for Harley to give to him, and a granola bar for Harley, unless she forgot. Her memory wasn’t very good. 

Harley got used to the dark days of confinement, with only a single bulb providing any illumination. He would hold his little brother to keep him from crying and assure him everything would be okay. A rat soon became his pet. He would even share a small portion of his granola bar with it.  Spiders also became his friends, and he would trap them in a mason jar to play with them later.  He would relieve himself in a bucket that his mother made him empty every day back in the woods. 

Harley was happy when the school year started. It was such a relief not to be holed up in the basement with only Karl, the rats, and spiders for friends. Unfortunately, his social skills were severely lacking, and his behavior was far from stellar.  When he turned seven and attended second grade, he would yell, bite, and hit other students, as well as teachers. 

The teachers began to suspect neglect or abuse, but this was the mid-1960’s before most public schools had counselors. Their suspicions were never reported to any authorities other than the principal. Sandra and Ed dutifully attended parent-teacher meetings and acted dismayed at their son’s behavior. Mr. Rowson was very strict with the punishment he doled out for little Harley afterward. Belt whippings, and worse, were commonplace for Harley.

Harley repeatedly complained to his father about how he and his brother were being treated while he was working, but he refused to believe them and punished him even more severely for telling lies about his mother.  His mother not only locked him in his room after school but now warned him if he ever complained to his father again she would kill him and his brother. 

Harley believed her. His resentment for her turned to hatred, and over the course of six additional years, became a simmering rage.  On Harley’s 13th birthday, a Saturday, he refused to enter the basement after breakfast. 

His mother again ordered him to do so but he didn’t budge. A growing boy, he now stood defiantly eye-to-eye with his mother. Karl had dutifully gone down the basement stairs already. Harley was whip-thin from malnutrition while she was fifty pounds overweight.  He had not defied her in over a year, and when he had done so in the past, she would simply drag him down the stairs and then lock him in the basement.  

As his mother approached to grab him, he quickly sidestepped to her left, then forcibly shoved her down the basement stairs.  She gasped and flailed for the handrail that Harley had spent the previous day loosening with a butterknife. It easily gave way and she somersaulted headfirst down the steep wooden stairs. At the bottom, she slammed her forehead onto the dirty cement floor.  

After a few seconds, she groggily managed to get to her hands and knees. She hadn’t even heard Harley follow her down.  As she saw his legs in front of her, she looked up and observed that he was holding a long board.  As she wiped the blood away from a cut on her forehead, she thought that Harley looked truly happy for the first time in a long time. He was grinning from ear to ear. 

It was her last thought as Harley wound the board back,  like a baseball player with a bat at the plate, and swung it fast and low into her forehead.  The resulting sound was not unlike a solid hit that would surely be a home run. 

Karl saw the whole thing. Harley put a finger to his lips and told him never to tell anyone. He assured his little brother that he would never allow anyone to lock them in the basement again. 

The medical examiner later ruled the death accidental, as a result of falling down the basement steps, and the police closed the investigation.  Harley’s father was skeptical. Harley seemed indifferent to his mother’s death and in fact seemed happier in the days following. 

Harley’s father took a new bride a year later.  His new bride was much younger and was actually his niece.  She tried to assert some authority over Harley and his brother, but always backed down when Harley refused to obey her.  She complained to her husband that the boy had some seriously bad vibes. Six years later, she became pregnant and Jesse was born. 

Jesse carried some of the same DNA as Harley’s first wife and his two half-brothers.  From the onset, he enjoyed harming animals, except for dogs. He loved dogs. Jesse didn’t hunt or trap for food, or to sell fur, like the vast majority of hunters. He did those activities because he enjoyed hurting things, He truly loved to see animals suffer. As he aged, he discovered that he enjoyed hurting people even more than he did animals. He was a bad seed that grew worse each year. 

The Rowson brothers were meant for each other, as well as for the backwoods where their encounters with tourists were limited. Unfortunately for the Manning brothers, their paths would soon cross.
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Troy was halfway into his non-stop flight from Vegas to Detroit. He paid a few bucks extra for an aisle seat, but the cramped economy airline seats were still far from comfortable. Thankfully, two unhappy babies had finally stopped crying. He needed a smoke bad, not the vape thing, but the real cancer-stick with maximum nicotine. At 6 a.m., the cabin was darkened and most of the passengers were sleeping or at least resting. Troy undid his seatbelt and stood in the aisle, stretching his thin, wiry frame.

“Excuse me, sir,” a sultry voice said quietly behind him.

He turned towards the voice and looked into the gorgeous green eyes of the stewardess that brought him both his Bloody Marys earlier. She squeezed by him and in doing so brushed her hip across his. She smelled like lavender. It may have been wishful thinking, but he thought she purposely initiated the contact. She murmured a “sorry” as it happened and continued up the aisle.

Hell, being 50 wasn’t so bad, he thought. He still had all his hair and most of it was still brown, but the grays were coming quicker. His age and perpetual 5 o’clock shadow on his square jaw, combined with his tad-too-long hair, seemed to be the right combination for a certain type of woman. 

That type was the semi-attractive, middle-aged, recent divorcee, looking to simply have fun. His stewardess seemed to fit the requirements although he wasn’t certain about her marital status. He did notice she wasn’t wearing a wedding ring. 

Twice divorced, Troy was not the least interested in a steady relationship. After his second divorce three years ago, he was shocked to learn that most of the middle-aged women were of the same mindset. And, even better, casual sex was more accepted now than before his first marriage. 

Troy walked to the rear bathroom to make room for more alcohol. Upon exiting, the same stewardess, Kristina, as her nameplate stated, was pouring a cup of coffee into a paper cup inside the galley about a foot to his right. She smiled at him.

Troy went on the offensive. What the hell, he thought. Hip contact and now a big smile; what did he need, a flashing neon sign? “Good morning.”

“Good morning,” she replied in that same sultry voice. Her long dark eyelashes and perfectly stenciled eyebrows highlighted her emerald eyes. 

“You have the prettiest eyes I’ve ever seen,” Troy said. “I know that sounds like a cheesy pickup line but I’m serious.”

Kristina blushed a shade and broke eye contact before saying, “Thank you. It’s not cheesy at all.” After a short pause, she inquired, “Would you like some coffee?”

“Coffee sounds great. Would you think less of me if I asked for a shot of Kahlua in it?”

She laughed and said, “Not at all. I wish I could oblige but the best I can offer is bourbon. I could use some myself but that’ll have to wait.”

Bingo, Troy thought, then plunged ahead. “Maybe sometime, when you’re not working,” he suggested.

Kristina now made eye contact again and said, “That sounds great. I’ll leave you my email when I deliver your coffee. Are you headed home?”

Troy had to think about that for a second. Michigan indeed was his birth home and was his actual home for 30 years, but the last 20 were split between Vegas and Atlantic City. His current residence was a crappy condo in Atlantic City, but could be lost if he didn’t place highly in a big tournament soon. The bill collectors were circling like vultures.

“Yeah, I’m headed home. I come back home every October to go hunting with my brothers.”

Kristina frowned. “You kill animals?”

Uh-oh, Troy thought. He needed to implement damage control, and quickly. “Not at all. Truth be told, I’m the world’s worst hunter. I haven’t shot a deer in twenty years. I go mainly for the time with my family and I really enjoy the outdoors.”

“Guns make me nervous.”

“Me too. That’s why I’m strictly a bowhunter.” Troy lied. He loved guns, especially pistols. He owned five of them. His favorite was a 1902 American Eagle Luger-Fat Barrel that he worried he may have to pawn soon. Kristina perked up. 

“You bow hunt? I loved archery. My Dad taught me how to shoot. I was competitive for a bit.”

“Really? How cool is that,” Troy said and hoped he salvaged the situation.

A few minutes later, when Kristina delivered his coffee and a mini-bottle of bourbon, he noticed her email on the napkin and realized he still had the touch. He thought about Kristina for a few minutes as he sipped his coffee, mostly carnal thoughts, before his mind wandered to the upcoming hunt. 

There is something almost mystical about northern Michigan. Michigan residents, or Michiganders, know this well. The majority of the population occupies the lower half of the lower peninsula. The large urban areas such as Detroit, Flint, and Grand Rapids are non-existent “Up North.” Most of the vast area is state and national forest lands, interspersed with popular touristy towns the likes of Traverse City, Alpena, Ludington, Mackinac Island, and many others that draw thousands of out-of-staters each summer.   

The first two weeks of November mark almost every Michigander’s calendar as thousands of hunters invade the northern reaches of the state in pursuit of the plentiful white-tail deer. This two-week period is vital for many small northern communities that rely on tourism dollars that have slowed from the summer rush. 

Troy was happy that his father had been a bow and arrow hunter. He passed his love of this pursuit onto his boys. Each October, before the woods were invaded by thousands of rifle hunters, they went bow hunting and enjoyed a much quieter, serene, almost holistic atmosphere communing with nature. 

Despite being raised a Catholic, and hauled off to Sunday mass each week, the seed didn’t take. He believed in God but didn’t feel the need to go to church or ponder the next life. 

Troy’s mother, Rose, and two older sisters, Rebecca and Susan, didn’t partake in the annual hunt. Instead, the women spent a long weekend enjoying Frankenmuth, a small historic German village that boasted the world’s largest Christmas Store: Bronners.  Frankenmuth was equally known for its world-famous chicken dinners. Hundreds of dinners were served daily in two rivaling banquet-style Bavarian-themed restaurants. Each year, the Manning brothers stopped for one of those chicken dinners on their way home to Adrian. Troy’s mouth watered at the thought of the super-moist, crispy outside, tender inside, perfectly seasoned fried chicken.

Somewhere along the way, Troy slipped into a deep sleep and dreamt of the upcoming hunt. He was tracking a nice buck when the ample blood trail he was following, through a thick stand of pines and birch trees, led to a quickly flowing river. The water appeared red. Troy dipped his hands in the cool water and recoiled when he realized it was a river of blood. He spotted a camouflage-clad body floating by face-down and recognized with horror that it was his brother Mitch. His brother Preacher suddenly appeared on the far riverbank and was shouting something but Troy couldn’t hear what he was saying. A flock of at least 100 ugly crows landed in the pine trees above him. They were incredibly loud with the constant cry of “caw, caw, caw.”

Ryan now also floated by, flailing in the middle of the river, fighting the strong current. The crows suddenly went quiet as though a switch was thrown. Troy could hear Ryan screaming, “Help me, brother, help me!” as he reached out to Troy. Preacher on the far side was screaming, “Run Troy, run, save yourself because we’re already dead.” 

A freak of a man emerged from the woods carrying a blood-stained machete in his right hand. In his left was an arm that Troy just noticed Preacher was missing. Powerful hands from behind Troy grabbed his head and forced it into the river of blood, trying to drown him. Troy began screaming. Someone was yelling his name.

Troy awakened to Kristina gently shaking his shoulder and saying, “Troy, Troy, wake up.” Half-awake, he batted her hand away and started to push himself up from his seat when he realized he was no longer dreaming. 

“Easy, take it easy, you were having a nightmare,” she reassured him. The old woman seated next to him was leaning as far away from him as she could while her husband had his arm protectively around her, glaring at Troy.

“I’m sorry. I’m sorry,” Troy stammered as he tried to shake off the effects of the dream, but his heart was hammering, and his body was drenched in a cold sweat. Kristina smiled reassuringly but looked concerned as she walked away while the pilot
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