
  
    [image: Flight]
  


  
    
      Flight

    

    
      
        K.G. RING

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: BrassRing Publishing]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Get Access to Free Books and Exclusive Material

      

    

    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Blog Excerpt 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Blog Excerpt 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Blog Excerpt 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Blog Excerpt 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Blog Excerpt 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Blog Excerpt 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Blog Excerpt 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Blog Excerpt 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Blog Excerpt 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Blog Excerpt 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Blog Excerpt 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Blog Excerpt 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Blog Excerpt 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Blog Excerpt 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Blog Excerpt 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

      
        Blog Excerpt 16

      

      
        Chapter 17

      

      
        Blog Excerpt 17

      

      
        Chapter 18

      

      
        Blog Excerpt 18

      

      
        Chapter 19

      

      
        Blog Excerpt 19

      

      
        Chapter 20

      

      
        Blog Excerpt 20

      

      
        Chapter 21

      

      
        Blog Excerpt 21

      

      
        Chapter 22

      

      
        Blog Excerpt 22

      

      
        Chapter 23

      

      
        Blog Excerpt 23

      

      
        Chapter 24

      

      
        Blog Excerpt 24

      

      
        Chapter 25

      

    

    
      
        Did you enjoy this book? You can make a big difference

      

      
        Acknowledgments

      

      
        Author’s Note

      

      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Get Access to Free Books and Exclusive Material

      

      

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      One of the best things about living in the future is that authors can build relationships with their readers. I occasionally send newsletters with details on new releases, special offers, and other news related to my writing.

      

      To begin our relationship, sign up for the newsletter at KennethRing.com or scan the QR code below.
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      To my wife, whose patience and dedication to her family are inspirational.

      

      And to my mother, whose example has led me here.

    

  


  
    
      Never, for the sake of peace and quiet, deny your own experience or convictions.

      
        
        Dag Hammarskjöld

      

      

      

      Here is a test to find whether your mission on earth is finished: If you’re alive, it isn’t.

      

      
        
        Richard Bach
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      APRIL 16, 2026

      I came in from the fields looking forward to dinner with my parents. As I entered the barn and headed to my apartment on the second floor, I noticed cars in the driveway. People often stopped for vegetables, even if we didn’t have the sign out. Some part of my brain registered the coincidence that all three of the cars were black SUVs.

      Visitors meant I had time for a shower before dinner. I was unbuttoning my shirt as I walked through the door but stopped short, surprised to find my living room full of people.

      “Who are you?” I asked, pausing in the doorway.

      “Olivia Donnelly?” A large man in a suit asked from across the room.

      “Yeah, that’s me. What’s going on?”

      I glanced around the room.

      “Where are my parents?”

      “Ms. Donnelly, I’m Anthony Graham with the U.S. Marshals. We need to ask you some questions. Will you have a seat, please?”

      He phrased it as a question, but it came across as a command.

      “What? Where are my parents?” I asked again, my stomach knotting.

      A woman, younger than the man, stepped in from the kitchen.

      “Your parents are fine, Ms. Donnelly.”

      I heard her, but didn’t respond. Delicate features and dark brown skin distracted me momentarily, but she was a strange person in a team of strange people going through my stuff.

      “Um…identification. Let’s see some ID.”

      Graham spoke, but the woman stopped him. She held her ID card from the chain around her neck. I leaned in to read it and caught a whiff of perfume. Something with vanilla. The card said that she was Agent Stefanie Tucciarone, Federal Bureau of Investigation.

      Well, crap, I thought.

      “FBI?”

      “Most of us,” she said, gesturing to the large man. “Graham is with the U.S. Marshals.”

      “Again, Ms. Donnelly,” he said, “Will you take a seat?”

      He was 6’3” and solid. I had sparred with guys like him in martial art tournaments, learned to throw them and to be thrown.

      Still, I would not like to tangle with this guy, I thought as I entered.

      “You’ll tell me what this is about?”

      “We have some questions about your recent activities,” Graham said. I noticed a bit of a southern accent. Not heavy, but there. Georgia, maybe?

      “Activities?” I asked, hoping my voice didn’t squeak. I had done nothing strictly illegal, but I was nervous. I get nervous when a cop pulls me over for having a headlight out. FBI agents in my living room? My hands were shaking and my voice quavered.

      “Ms. Donnelly,” Agent Graham said, “Can you tell us everywhere you’ve been in the past six months?”

      I needed a minute to think and ground myself.

      “Look, I was headed to the bathroom. Can I go in there and pee? Before we talk?”

      I glanced at Agent Tucciarone.

      She nodded at another agent who went into the bathroom. I heard him check the medicine cabinet, toilet tank, and the shower door. He came back out thirty seconds later and nodded.

      “No window, solid floor and ceiling,” the agent said.

      Graham gestured magnanimously towards the bathroom.

      “Thanks.”

      I avoided the agents’ eyes as I walked to the bathroom. After I finished, I washed my hands and face and took my hair down. I combed it with my fingers and remade my ponytail. My shirt was still open, showing the undershirt below, so I buttoned it back up.

      Standing in front of the mirror, I took a moment to meditate. When people think of meditation, they usually picture someone sitting quietly for a long time. That’s the way you start, but when you get good at it, you can meditate anywhere, anytime. Dr. Wayne Dyer described Zen as being the space between two thoughts. That’s where I went. I stopped thinking, watched my body and breath. Calm and self-control descended and enveloped me like my grandmother’s old quilt.

      When I stepped back into the living room, I offered the agents something to drink.

      “Ms. Donnelly, we’re not your guests. I need you to sit down and answer some serious questions,” Graham said.

      “Nothing for you, then. Anyone else?” I asked, looking around.

      “No, thank you,” Agent Tucciarone said. “We really need to do this, ma’am. Then hopefully we can get out of your hair.”

      “Hallelujah.”

      I got a glass and filled it with water from the cooler, then sat down. Graham gazed intently at my glass as I drank, and I suspected he was thirsty. I took a long swallow and smiled as best I could.

      “I’m all yours.”

      “Your whereabouts for the past few months,” Graham reminded me.

      “Right, let’s see,” I counted on my fingers, “April, March, February...?”

      “Let’s start with October,” Graham said.

      “Oh. That’s a long time ago.”

      I don’t enjoy lying. I’m no good at it, but I couldn’t tell the government what happened outside of St. Louis.

      “Give it a shot,” Graham said.

      Two other agents sorted through books and papers on my kitchen table.

      “Well, I live here, of course. That’s one.” I said weakly, trying to see what the other agents were doing.

      Graham blinked.

      “Um, I’m not in school this semester, so…not there,” I said, stalling.

      “What school would that be?” Another agent took notes, and Agent Tucciarone set a digital recorder on the coffee table.

      “You’re recording this?” I said, “Is that even legal without my permission?”

      “Ms. Donnelly, I’m done being polite. We’re here on an issue of national security. You may not be aware, but we have a lot of latitude in situations like these. Now, will you cooperate or not?”

      “Agent Graham,” I said, anger at his bullying threatening to break through my calm, “have I refused to cooperate?”

      “What school?”

      I told him.

      “Go on,” he said flatly.

      I listed all the places I could think of, including my martial art school, yoga class, library, grocery, feed shop, hardware store, and department stores.

      “Have you been to the dentist, Ms. Donnelly?” another agent asked.

      “What? Oh...yes.” That caught me off balance, which was probably the point. How much did they already know?

      “What about the courthouse?”

      “Yeah...” I said, remembering the tax forms I filed for my parents.

      “What about online purchases, Ms. Donnelly?” the first FBI agent asked. What was her name? I couldn’t remember. Stefanie something.

      Graham said nothing, just stared at me.

      “Online purchases? Um, yeah, you know.”

      “Why don’t you pretend we don’t know,” Graham said.

      “I could check my eBay and Amazon history if you want a complete list,” I said. Something about this man was infuriating me.

      “How about you give it your best shot without the computer?”

      I sighed.

      “I bought an old-fashioned aviator’s helmet and goggles.”

      Graham nodded.

      “And a silk aviator’s scarf. And a leather flight suit.”

      “Anything else?” Agent Stefanie asked.

      I swallowed hard.

      “I bought an emergency parachute.”

      “Are you a pilot, Ms. Donnelly?” Graham asked.

      “No, not yet.”

      “Then why would you need an emergency parachute?”

      No answer could make this any better. I leaned forward, elbows on my knees, fingers steepled.

      “For emergencies,” I said.

      Agent Stefanie smiled and turned away.

      “Emergencies,” Graham said, glancing at her. “Ms. Donnelly, have you been out of the state in the past six months?”

      “My car’s not the greatest,” I said, sitting back again.

      “I didn’t ask about your car,” he said, his attention focused entirely on me again.

      I took a deep breath.

      “I visited Illinois recently, but I don’t remember the details.”

      That was accurate enough. I wasn’t in a town and couldn’t pick out the field where I landed on a map.

      “Don’t remember details? Maybe I can help. Do you remember this?”

      He glanced at one of the other agents and nodded. The agent set a folder on the coffee table and made a show of opening it. Inside were still photos that he arranged in front of me. They were video captures that showed the back of a gigantic blue and white jet in flight. The first showed something that wasn’t much more than a blob at the top of the vertical stabilizer. The second showed the shape of a person in a leather helmet and goggles. The third showed an indistinct ball streaking past the right side of the camera.

      “I do not remember taking those pictures,” I said. The attempt at humor was spoiled when my mouth went dry and my voice cracked.

      “Ms. Donnelly, again, you are being questioned on a matter of national security, one which has implications and repercussions, the likes of which you cannot imagine.”

      He stared at me, his gaze granite hard.

      “Olivia Donnelly, is this you in these photos?”

      All anger and humor were gone. Only fear remained.

      “Yes.”
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        * * *

      

      The Federal Bureau of Investigation headquarters in Indianapolis is a newish building on the northeast side of the city. It’s three stories tall, has lots of parking, a guard gate, and a black chain-link fence around the perimeter.

      I was kind of impressed.

      The SUVs drove to a secure entrance in the back that wasn’t visible from public streets. We drove through two gates topped with razor wire before they helped me out. Things didn’t look good.

      Three agents escorted me through the building to a room with a table and several chairs. I had seen enough NCIS to know it for what it was - an interrogation room. I sat down and waited while they attached my cuffs to a bolt in the floor. After a long day working on the farm, I was tired. When the agents left, I sat back and put my feet up on the table, hoping to catch a quick nap.

      “Feet off the table,” a voice said.

      “What?” I asked, opening my eyes.

      “Take your feet off the table,” the amplified voice repeated.

      The table was new, but just steel and Formica. My work boots wouldn’t hurt it.

      “I just want a quick nap so I can be fresh to answer your questions.”

      “Take your feet off the table, Miss,” the voice said.

      That “Miss” sounded like an insult.

      “Why?”

      “You are in federal custody, and we do not allow you to put your feet on the table.”

      “Let me go then, and I’ll put my feet up on my bed,” I said, no longer impressed.

      The voice went away, and the door opened. Marshal Graham and Agent Stefanie came in. She dropped a folder on the table, and they both sat down.

      “Hi agents,” I sighed, sitting up and putting my feet down.

      I was nervous, but also tired and hungry. For the duration of the hour-long car ride, I had meditated and worked on centering myself. Now, I tried to maintain that calm.

      “What are we talking about now?”

      “Ms. Donnelly, I understand you’re not a criminal. Aside from driving too fast, you seem to be a pretty good person,” Agent Stefanie said.

      “Okay,” I said, wary of the compliment.

      “The...situation appears to have changed,” Graham said.

      “I’m not sure I follow you.”

      “Frankly, I don’t know where the law begins and ends with people like you.”

      He was silent for a moment, and my jaw fell slack. I sat up straighter.

      “People like me? What do you mean? There are others?”

      Graham said nothing, just watched me.

      I glanced at Agent Stefanie, then back to Graham.

      “Okay then, where do we go now?” I asked.

      “That’s what our bosses are deciding,” he said. “For what it’s worth, you will not gain any points for yourself with petty rule breaking.”

      My calm fractured and rage propelled me to my feet, but the cuffs chained to the floor prevented me from standing up straight.

      “Petty rule breaking? I’m being treated like a criminal. An animal!”

      Graham looked at me with narrowed eyes, but otherwise made no move to do or say anything.

      I closed my eyes, sat down, and took a deep breath. I shook my head and shoulders and opened my eyes. Have you ever tried to calm yourself with adrenaline rushing through your veins? It’s difficult.

      “We understand,” Agent Stefanie murmured, “and, for what it’s worth, I apologize.”

      Her eyes were sincere, and I sat back in the chair and nodded, breathing deeply to control my temper.

      “I’m not the sort of man to cage an animal,” Graham said, “let alone a person who doesn’t deserve it.” His southern accent was more pronounced now. Was he trying to sound sincere?

      “Tomorrow, we’re taking you east. Probably to Quantico.” He paused for a moment before saying, “Ms. Donnelly, this is a big deal. You understand?”

      I shook my head.

      “Not really, no.”

      Agent Stefanie leaned in.

      “Look, we can’t go into details, but it’s…important. You’ll probably meet people,” she paused. “Well, people you’ve seen on the news.”

      “Will they put me in a lab?”

      “It wouldn’t surprise me — among other things,” Graham said.

      “Let me tell you something,” I said, leaning forward and speaking very low so hopefully only they could hear me. “This won’t work. They can do whatever they want, but they won’t be able to figure it out. They can take me apart atom by atom, and they won’t find any answers.”

      Graham turned his head, glancing at the camera, then back to me.

      “What do you mean?”

      From my very first levitation experience to the present, I have kept a digital journal of my experiences. I started writing once I knew I wasn’t crazy or hallucinating. When I began posting online, I kept the story on my blog about a year behind the actual timeline. I needed time to process events and discoveries and frequently edited articles before they posted, as I came to understand things better.

      I considered for a moment before I responded.

      “I’ve written about this. It’s not something they can turn into a weapon,” I said. “It won’t work like that.”

      “Don’t be too sure,” he said.

      “I am sure. It works by becoming peaceful, a better person. By becoming, I don’t know, spiritual, for lack of a better word.”

      I was uncomfortable saying that word out loud.

      He looked at me quizzically and then smirked.

      “God DAMMIT!” I yelled, trying to stand again. I looked at the camera. “Haven’t you guys even read my blog?”

      I had posted answers to these questions months before.

      “Of course we’ve read it,” Graham said.

      “Then you think I’m an idiot? That I don’t know what I’m talking about?”

      Graham pushed away from the table. “We think you might be…hasty in your conclusions.”

      “‘Hasty,’” I repeated, falling back into the chair. “Great. ‘Hasty.’ I’m being interrogated by freaking Treebeard.”

      Agent Stefanie snorted a laugh.

      “Your blog has attracted attention,” Graham said, standing. “Lots of attention.”

      “From who? Almost nobody reads my blog.”

      Graham looked at me as if I were an idiot.

      “I’m not talking about page hits or shares. Not your followers, or community leaders, or whatever. I’m talking about governments, corporations, political organizations.”

      “What? You mean they want it for military applications? I’ve already told you, that’s not possible. I’m not worried.”

      “Well, you should be. They’re not just interested in military applications. They’re interested in a group of people for whom passports and border crossings are no longer an issue. Smuggling and espionage and…”

      “Freedom,” Agent Stefanie said, looking up at Graham.

      He paused, raising his eyebrows at her. He finally sat down and sighed.

      “Maybe,” he said, throwing his pen down onto the folder in front of him. He scrubbed his face with his hands and pushed his hair back.

      “Look, I won’t sugarcoat anything. You’re in danger. The U.S. government has its issues with you; Defense and Homeland both want you. My job is your apprehension and protection. The FBI’s job is finding and catching the bad guys.”

      “Bad guys? What bad guys?” I asked.

      “The ones who are coming for you,” Agent Stefanie said.
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        * * *

      

      They left me alone for an hour before Agent Stefanie came back into the room.

      “Listen,” she said, leaning over the table. “Tomorrow morning, a helicopter will land outside. We’ll take it to the airport and then fly directly to Quantico.”

      “Okay, what⁠—”

      She cut me off.

      “Get some sleep. You have a big day tomorrow.”

      And that was it. Agents moved me to a small cell with a cot; I was uncuffed and offered microwaved food from a box. I declined but took all the water bottles they would allow me to have. Then, I did my best to sleep and meditate.

      Early the next morning, I was doing Sun Salutations when the helicopter landed. By the time the agents opened the door, I was tying my boots. They let me use a bathroom where I washed my face and did my best to clear my mind.

      Four burly male marshals escorted me through the facility. Agent Tucciarone (I had gotten her name from one of the other agents) fastened a bulletproof vest around my chest, giving me another whiff of vanilla as she did. I was grateful when she tightened my ponytail after strapping a Kevlar helmet to my head.

      I started to ask a question, but she shook her head.

      “Remember, they’re keeping you safe. That’s their job.”

      My heart felt like it was climbing up my throat. I forced myself to be calm. I needed to breathe and be meditative.

      Fear and tension faded, and I centered myself in that moment. No thoughts of the future or the past. I was here now, and I loved who I was, what I was doing. I was free and in control. The feeling of oneness that I had felt at crucial times in my practice returned. I felt a deep connection with Agent Stefanie and the marshals.

      When they led me through the door, the bright sunlight caused me to squint. Suddenly, we were hurrying across the lawn to the helicopter. I had never been in a helicopter.

      The certainty that I wouldn’t be in one today either flooded through me. I was in light meditation as they jog-walked me across the yard. The agents had cuffed my hands behind me, but my feet were free. I felt, or more precisely, I knew something significant was happening. The marshal in front of me was in danger, and nobody saw it but me. I had to help.

      You know how sometimes, when you are holding your breath, suddenly you realize you have to breathe? Like that, I had to kick the marshal’s legs out from under him. I watched myself step up with my left foot and sweep my right leg to catch him in the ankle and push both feet to the left. He started falling just as the marshal behind me put his hand on my shoulder and pulled.

      I let the momentum of my sweeping kick turn me around, and I kicked the Marshal behind me. I put my right big toe squarely into his left hip joint. He folded over, and I took a fraction of a second to hope he wasn’t seriously injured. They hit the ground simultaneously, just as the others were turning.

      I shot into the air and heard the crack of a shock wave from the sniper round that passed under my feet, right between the two standing agents. The shouts and cries of a half-dozen people followed me into the air, quickly drowned by the roar of 150 mph wind buffeting my head as I shot through the clouds.

    

  


  
    
      So…hi.

      I’m Olivia and I can fly.

      And that was how I escaped from the U.S. government the first time. But how did they find me? And how can I fly? And who’s trying to kill me? And, and, and….

      We’ll get to all that.

      But first: the photographs. Six months before the feds introduced themselves in such a friendly way, I attempted my first long cross-country flight. It did not go as planned.
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        * * *

      

      Excerpt from the blog: Griffin's Flight

      NOVEMBER 24, 2025

      “Environmental Lapse Rate” is what meteorologists call the decrease in temperature with altitude. It varies, depending on things like humidity and how much the air is moving, but it’s about four or five degrees Fahrenheit per one thousand feet of altitude. That means if it is 40° on the ground, then it will be around 30° when you are 2000 feet above the ground. This can be significant, and even life-threatening, especially if you are flying without the benefit of an airplane.

      So, during the planning stages of my first long cross-country flight, I purchased several pairs of thermal underwear and began dressing in layers whenever I practiced. I wore insulated boots with room for thick hunter’s socks, and a barn coat big enough to cover several turtlenecks. Layering helped with the cold.

      That Sunday in October, I was up early. The plan was to fly to St. Louis, Missouri, and back, a round trip of close to 1000 miles. If all went well, I would be home by lunchtime. It was warm that morning, so I wore fewer layers than usual. The temperature on the ground was almost 70°, which meant it should be around 40° at my altitude. As long as I kept my face covered, I would be good.

      I headed up as the sun was rising. The sky was hazy, and there were clouds to the west.

      I don’t use the ground-based navigation aids that pilots use. Why? Intuition. When I need an answer, it’s usually there. But not always, which is why my phone was in a rig on my left forearm. I could check the GPS if I needed to. Studying weather was on my list, but I hadn’t gotten far. Again, I trusted intuition to guide me.

      But, it doesn’t hurt to have a backup, I thought.

      I headed west and a little south. I would follow I-70 almost all the way. If I got there early enough, I could fly through the Gateway Arch. If there were too many people around, I wouldn’t try it.

      Just past Indy, I noticed there was a layer of clouds about five hundred feet above me. I stayed alert for other traffic and flew well below them.

      A small airplane began closing from my right. I changed course to avoid him, but he kept getting closer.

      My coat has to stand out against the clouds.

      Since I didn’t want to be seen, I took a quick detour through the overcast layer. There was a risk of other traffic hidden in the clouds, but I had to take it. I transitioned to vertical flight and shot straight up, trying to pierce the cloud layer as quickly as possible.

      I grew nervous as I continued to fly blind, higher and higher. The overcast layer was thick. When I came out on top, perhaps 1500 feet above my previous altitude, the sun dazzled me. It was like walking through a door into another world. Unfortunately, the humidity inside the clouds had soaked my coat and helmet. My jeans were heavy and damp and my goggles fogged.

      It was a lot colder up here, too, and the air was thinner than I was used to.

      I checked for other traffic. The top of the overcast layer resembled a starkly beautiful, if unadorned, landscape. The sun was still behind me, so I knew the general direction to go, but the air was wintry cold. I didn’t want to fly above the clouds the whole way. Despite the beauty of the cloudscape, I was cold and needed to get below.

      I took a southwest heading and flew. My teeth began chattering, and I was soon shivering. The next time I checked my phone, there was a layer of frost on my coat. My jeans were the same. I slowed down and hovered. I tried to remove my goggles to clear the frozen fog, but they had frozen to my face.

      It was becoming impossible to stay meditative, which would mean that soon I wouldn’t be flying, I would be falling. I headed down.

      Mental note: Look into parachutes.

      In the clouds again, the humidity was thicker than ever. The frost on my outer clothing turned to a layer of hard ice, and if I had depended on aerodynamics to fly, I would be in real trouble. I couldn’t control my shivering now.

      I broke through the clouds into a light drizzle and quickly checked for traffic.

      Nothing. Get to the ground.

      I was flying over small fields and vast wooded areas. I landed hard and stumbled to my knees, my legs cramping from the cold. When I could move, I stumbled to my feet, went into the trees, and sat on a log to rest, think, and cry, not necessarily in that order.

      Remember, when flying, I have to be in light meditation and that shuts off the logical left side of the brain. So, while I was flying, I hadn’t registered how much trouble I was actually in. Even though I was now safe, retroactive fear flooded over me for a few minutes.

      But, eventually, gratitude arrived, and I may have shed a few more tears as I sat there. I was alive. The weather sucked, but I was in a beautiful place. Peaceful. The trees were bare, and there was a thick carpet of leaves. I gazed around and relaxed. The air was warmer, and the drizzle had stopped.

      After I had my emotions back under control, I took my coat and helmet off. The clothes underneath were damp, but not frozen. Since I was alone in the middle of the woods, I took my boots and jeans off, leaving on the long underwear. I slipped my boots back on and spread my things out to dry as best they could in the weak sunlight. Starting a fire would be ideal, but too risky.

      I practiced martial art forms to get my muscles warmed up and try to dry out my thermal underwear. I didn’t want to break a sweat and make my clothes even wetter, but I needed to get my blood moving.

      By this time, it was close to 9:00 am.

      Every so often, I shook out my clothes and turned them over. When I checked my phone, the weather forecast had changed. It was going to stay warm, but get cloudier and wetter.

      As long as the rain holds off, I’ll wait for an opening in the clouds and then pop up through the overcast and head home.

      I stayed there at the edge of the woods for more than an hour. When my clothes were as dry as they were likely to get, I got dressed.

      Finally, a long thin gash appeared in the ceiling to the south. I could fly down there, pop up over the clouds, and fly back home, relatively dry.

      When I get home, I’ll drop through the clouds and fly right down into the barn.

      That was the plan, anyway.

      I put my phone back in its rig, donned coat and gloves, helmet and scarf. I checked for both air and ground traffic, stepped back into the trees and lifted off under their cover.

      I climbed until I was so close to the clouds that mist formed on my goggles, then dropped a few dozen feet and flew fast. In less than 15 minutes, I would be above the weather.

      When the sky lightened up ahead, I descended 100 feet to get a better view. On the ground to the west, patches of sunlight crept across the fields like spotlights. I turned towards them.

      That’s when I felt the vibrations in my stomach that meant a plane was close. I slowed and looked all around, but could see nothing.

      The vibration intensified, making me anxious. It had to be descending through the clouds. Rolling, I dived, head down, rocketing toward the surface. At about 1000 feet above the ground, I hovered, waiting. I couldn’t see anything, but I could hear the engines as the plane passed overhead. Just as I resumed my trip toward the break in the overcast, the airplane dropped below the clouds. It was massive! No wonder I felt it so long before I ever saw or heard it.

      It was a Boeing 747, mostly white, but blue at the front with words along the fuselage. Each of its four engines was bigger than my bathroom. It had a huge wingspan, and the vertical stabilizer was maybe four times as tall as me.

      I turned west to follow. The jet was so loud and so close I couldn’t even hear the air rushing past my ears. The 747 continued to descend slowly. Up ahead must be an airport. Surely we weren’t that close to St. Louis yet.

      Without thinking, I flew through the massive airplane’s turbulent wake, enveloped in the sweet scent of burning jet fuel. I removed my right glove and touched the trailing edge of the rudder with one finger. A shudder ran through me at the feel of the cold metal. I backed off a few feet, pulled my glove back on and turned - just in time to see two fighter jets breaking through the overcast, following a few thousand feet behind the huge aircraft.

      Why are military jets escorting a 747?

      I had no time to think. I was flying backward behind the 747, still buffeted by turbulence. Still, I was close enough to the escorts that I could look the pilots in the eye.

      Am I camouflaged by the huge plane behind me?

      Regardless, as soon as you move, they’ll see you for sure, I answered myself.

      Suddenly, a beam of sunlight struck me. It scared me at first, but I jumped at the opportunity. I pulled myself into a ball and reversed direction as fast as possible, shooting directly between the two fighters.

      When they whooshed past me, I unfolded and shot straight up through the break in the cloud ceiling. Hopefully, the pilots would think I was a high-flying turkey vulture or something. I flew straight through the hole in the clouds into the bright sunlight on top. It was dazzling and frigid after the humid gray gloominess under the overcast layer. I pulled my scarf up over my nose and mouth and fastened my collar around my neck.

      I headed home as fast as I could fly. Streamlining my body, I tucked my chin into my chest, pulled my arms back alongside my body, and pointed my feet directly behind me. I thought about home and speed and flew like a rocket. The wind hammered at my ears, even through my helmet. I was going faster than I ever had before. I looked for other traffic every so often the best I could just by moving my head. There were jets ahead of me lined up to get into Indianapolis, then they were past.

      And, without even considering the question of the fighter escort, the answer popped into my mind.

      I just touched Air Force One. The President of the United States of America was on board that plane.

      Crap.
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      After escaping from the FBI (Holy CRAP, I just escaped from the FBI!) I flew to Mom and Dad’s, knowing the Feds wouldn’t be far behind. It was about fifty miles as the crow flies, but I was sure there were local agents, even state police, nearby. I closed my eyes most of the way and got there in about fifteen minutes. I landed in the yard, not worrying about secrecy, and started calling out as soon as I landed.

      Mom came to the door with her hand on her chest.

      “Livvie? What happened?”

      Yes, my mom calls me “Livvie” when she’s worried. I was 12 when we shortened it to “Liv,” but she forgets when she’s worried.

      “I’m okay. Where’s Dad?”

      He came out right behind her.

      “I need help,” I said, running to the workshop. It was awkward with my hands cuffed behind me. They both followed.

      “Dad, can you get these open? Or off? We’ve only got a few minutes. Mom, can you get some clothes together for me? Maybe some food? And money?”

      As she hurried away, I added, “We’ve got maybe five minutes.” She nodded and hurried up to my apartment.

      “To save time, why don’t I break the chain and send a hacksaw with you?” Dad said.

      “Awesome.”

      He cut the handcuff chain with bolt-cutters.

      “You found a vest, I see,” he said.

      “Yeah,” I gave him a half-smile, “You like it? A helmet too.”

      I hugged him, apologized, and ran up to my room.

      “I think they took all of your flying things,” Mom said.

      “Not all. I have a spare helmet and goggles in my car.”

      I grabbed my keys and ran downstairs, got the bag from the trunk, and ran back upstairs. I put as much into my duffel as I could. The FBI had my parachute and flight suit. I would make do with my winter coat and long underwear.

      Mom went to get some food together. I was heading downstairs when Dad came up.

      “I’ve got some cash here,” he said. “We had good sales this fall, and not a bad spring. I was going to take your mom on a cruise. It’s about $6,000. I don’t know how far it will go, but take it.”

      My eyes misted up.

      “Dad,” I tried to say, but my voice got stuck in my throat.

      He just shook his head.

      “No time.”

      I recovered my voice and said, “No. Look, you need to know this. The FBI was trying to protect me. Someone shot at me.”

      His eyes got huge.

      “Are you sure?”

      “Yes. You can tell mom when I’m gone.”

      He nodded slowly.

      “Is there somewhere you can go?”

      “I don’t know…” he said, drawing the words out, “Look, don’t worry about us. We’ll be okay. It’s you they want.”

      “Yeah.”

      I hoped so.

      Back in the yard, we stuffed my duffel bag with food and clothes. Mom’s iPhone was in my pocket, Dad’s money was in a hidden pocket of my coat, and my helmet and goggles were on. I kept the bulletproof vest. I hugged both my parents, kissed my mom on the cheek, told them I’d be in touch, and took off.

      As I was flying away, the Feds were coming down the road. Four black SUVs pulled into the gravel yard in front of the barn and skidded to a stop. Agents poured out and swarmed over the farm. They handcuffed Mom and Dad and put them into separate vehicles.

      That was hard to watch. It was my fault. I shouldn’t have come home.

      My phone rang. Unknown number. I answered it, curious.

      “Hello.”

      “Hi, Ms. Donnelly,” said a female voice.

      “Hi,” I said, “Who is this?”

      “This is Agent Tucciarone.”

      “Oh. Hi,” I said.

      I had never tried talking on the phone while flying. Dividing my concentration made it terrifically difficult.

      “Hang on.”

      I landed in the woods, in my old practice area.

      “Are you okay?” she asked.

      “Yeah. How are the marshals?”

      “Alive.”

      “Did you get the sniper?”

      “No. The noise from the helicopter made it impossible to tell where the shot came from.”

      “Great,” I said. “Do I have to throw this phone away?”

      “Look, Ms. Donnelly, we’re not your enemies.”

      “No? No, I suppose not. Still, I’ve done nothing wrong. I can’t live locked up.”

      “We want to protect you,” she said.

      “I have work to do. Somehow, I don’t think your bosses will allow me to do it if I’m in custody — protective or otherwise.”

      “Hard to get any work done with a bullet through your heart,” she said.

      There was no arguing with that.

      “Gotta go, Agent Stefanie,” I said, forgetting her last name again. “Glad your guys are okay. I’m turning this phone off now.”

      “Ms. Donnelly — Olivia. Be careful.”

      “It’s just Liv, and, uh, I will. One more thing. What are you doing with my parents?”

      “With you on the run, they’ll be questioned and placed under surveillance. Agents will be around, if not on the premises.”

      “Good enough. I’m sure we’ll talk soon.”

      I ended the call and turned off the phone. I flew up above the trees and watched two SUVs head up the road toward the highway.

      I had unprecedented freedom, for a while at least. I brushed an icicle off the end of my nose while I levitated. One thing I knew for sure, I needed to head south.
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        * * *

      

      It was late morning when I landed at a truck stop along the Mississippi River. I discovered I was near New Madrid, Missouri. There wasn’t any food there I wanted to eat, but I got a shower and some water. I flew to the roof and risked turning on my mother’s phone.

      I opened an anonymous browsing session and began looking for small independent restaurants with wireless networks or even computers. I noted the addresses of several, then turned off the phone. After checking for government cars, I had fruit and water for breakfast. I needed a nap, but first I had to get the handcuffs off. Hiding them inside my coat sleeves was becoming annoying. I took out Dad’s saw and went to work.

      I woke up from a nap, having been only half asleep, and knew exactly where I was. I was still alone. It was 10:00 pm, fully dark, and I was hungry again. I ate some of mom’s beef jerky. This batch had red pepper flakes and orange peel, which was a strange combination.

      Afterward, I headed to the store to use the restroom and then to the restaurant where I ordered tea and plugged my phone in. I checked the newspaper, thinking that a shooting at an FBI office would be national news.

      There was nothing.

      For the past few months, Mom and Dad have been helping me with my blog and social media. The blog has gotten more popular, and it’s sometimes difficult to keep up with the comment moderation.

      I assumed the FBI had probably swiped their computers. Once they replaced them, I was confident that my parents would take care of that side of things for a while. We automated everything except the comments. Mom could keep up with the Facebook page and other social media, but I was the one who interacted personally with people in chat rooms and one-on-one.

      I had a decision to make. On the one hand, I could publish all the posts and videos I had in the queue. That would drop a tremendous amount of information on my site at once. It might confuse people, but it would get the entire story, as far as it went, out.

      On the other hand, I could do nothing and allow my posts and the timeline of the site to remain a year behind what was actually happening.

      Maybe I should write an article about what’s going on now, I thought.

      If the government would not allow my story into the news, I could force the issue. But I wasn’t sure if it was the right move or not.

      I closed my eyes for a moment and cleared my mind in a flash-meditation. I asked the Universe for guidance and opened my eyes.

      The server came by, and I asked for lemons and honey for my tea. They didn’t have honey. They had packets of “honey-flavored syrup.”

      “Just the lemons,” I said.

      I put the phone down and looked around the truck stop dining room, allowing my mind to wander. It wasn’t busy this late at night. Dolly Parton sang about the travails of office work. Several men sat at the counter eating and flirting with the servers. A few couples sat in various booths, and one tired-looking family sat at a curved booth in the corner. The father had bags under his eyes, and the mother struggled to feed chicken nuggets to a toddler.

      One man sat alone at a table near me. He might have been Native American or Asian. I wasn’t sure. He caught me looking at him and nodded, taking a sip from his mug.

      I nodded back, wondering if he might be from the government, or even an assassin?

      He set his mug down and glanced at his bill. He took out some money and placed it under his cup as he stood and began winding his way through the tables in my direction.

      Crap, I thought. Crap crap crap.

      I moved, but I was still trying to free my legs when he stopped at my table.

      “Mind if I join you?”

      I looked up at him and didn’t answer.

      “I’m harmless, I swear,” he said, smiling and holding up a hand as if making a solemn vow. His voice had that slow, careful pronunciation and slight accent that I associated with Native Americans. I sat back in the booth. If he was an assassin, I doubt he would want to sit down with me.

      “Um… no, help yourself,” I said, sitting back down and gesturing across the table.

      He sat.

      “It’s a little of both, actually,” he said, scooting to the middle of the seat.

      “I’m sorry?”

      “It’s both. Asian and Native American.”

      What?

      “It can be confusing,” he said. “Some people even think I’m Hispanic.”

      “Oh.”

      “Kim,” he said, holding out his hand.

      “Liv,” I said, shaking it. His handshake was firm but soft at the same time.

      “Liv, what are you going to do next?”

      “Pardon me?”

      “Someone shot at you barely 12 hours and 400 miles from here. Someone wanted to kill you… end your existence. What are you going to do?”

      “How do you know that?” I asked, sliding the phone into my pocket despite my shaking hands.

      He smiled and held up both hands, palms out.

      “I’m not your enemy, Liv. I wouldn’t say we’re friends yet, but I’m definitely not an enemy.”

      I thought about bolting…thought hard. I could kick the table into his lap, pin him to the bench and fly out. But…I hated the idea of fear controlling my actions. That, and I wanted to know who this guy was.

      “Okay,” I said, forcing my body to relax and clearing my mind, “So, who are you?”

      “You and I,” he said, gesturing to us both, “we’re kin. Kindred spirits, anyway.”

      He had a curious habit of ducking his head to emphasize certain words. He did it with the word ‘spirits.’

      “I’m not sure what you mean.”

      “You’re going to find that we don’t all come in the same flavor,” Kim said, laughing. “Never mind. That’s not what I want to talk about. I’m neutral, okay? I want you to be informed - to have the information you need when you make a choice. You understand?”

      “Okay, but I don’t really know what you’re talking about.”

      He waved my statement away with a smile.

      “So, here’s what you need to know right now. Obviously, you’re right about your technology. You can’t trust it. The government knows every time you turn it on, every time you email or text. They won’t necessarily act, but they have it. Don’t trust your technology yet.”

      “Yet?”

      He laughed.

      “The dark side clouds everything. Impossible to see, the future is…” he said in a horrible Yoda impersonation. “Still, there might come a time when you can trust your tech again.”

      “Wait, you’re saying that the government knows where I am? Right now?” Panic began rising in my throat.

      Kim smiled.

      “Not just them. Much worse!” He grinned.

      “Christ…” I muttered. I glanced up, trying to see through the glare of the windows to the parking lot. Were they surrounding me even now?

      “Relax, Liv. I wouldn’t be here if there were any danger.”

      “So, why are you here?”

      “I told you. I don’t like to see people manipulated, even by my…well, by anyone.”

      “How is anyone manipulating me?” I asked.

      “You already know. The Feds are using you as bait. They’re allowing you to run because it forces anyone who wants you to scramble to keep up. That will make them easier to find.”

      “Will it?”

      “Sure. People call the cops when there’s shooting. What’s important here is that they’re happy to let you get yourself caught. Or killed.”

      I sipped tea with shaking hands while Kim smiled at me.

      “So, what about the guys trying to kill me? Who are they?”

      I couldn’t help scanning the restaurant as we were talking, scrutinising everyone who went through the doors. My voice shook nearly as much as my hands.

      “Oh, there are lots of people who would like to control you. Only a few of them want you dead. Too much to get into.”

      He leaned in and became serious.

      “Here’s what’s important. You’re not the first they have come after. This… Alliance. It’s been around for a while. Members come and go, and none of them really get along. But they put aside their differences for the hunt, and they all have their own reasons.”

      “The ‘hunt’?”

      They’re hunting me? I’m being hunted?

      “Well, yeah. Remember the sniper?”

      “Yeah, I just…I don’t know. It kind of brings it home, saying it that way.”

      “Yeah, it does,” he said, ducking his head a little. “Okay, so let’s recap. One: Don’t trust your tech. Two: The good guys are using you to find the bad guys.”

      I sighed, and my breath caught in my throat.

      “Okay. I’m with you. What else?”

      I clasped the mug in my hands to keep the shaking to a minimum.

      He looked toward the windows for a moment and seemed lost in thought.

      “There’s another group,” he said, and paused. The humor seemed to leave him.

      “Another group?” I prodded.

      “Yeah. They’re…not bad. You’re not in physical danger from them, but I’m not sure they have your best interests at heart. It’s complicated.”

      “Complicated,” I said. “Okay, well, as long as this group isn’t trying to kill me, I can deal with them. Death and prison seem to be the more pressing matters to me, don’t you think?”

      “I agree,” he said, shaking himself and smiling again, “but what do I know?”

      He shook my hand again and rose to leave.

      “Wait. I have, like, a million questions. How are we related? Can you do…things? What’s going on? Why can I….”

      My voice trailed off. He had said nothing about flying yet.

      “Why can you fly?” he asked, grinning, and then shrugged. “Better to ask why more people don’t fly. There’s nothing different about you, Liv. You’re no more special than anyone else.”

      “That’s what I keep saying!”

      “Keep practicing,” he said, and turned and lifted a hand in farewell.

      He walked away toward the doors. When I lost sight of him, there wasn’t a crowd. He didn’t turn a corner, and he didn’t go through the door. I was watching him one moment, and the next I wasn’t. It was like the windows in the background moved in front of him somehow.

      I’m just getting tired, I tried to tell myself.

      But I didn’t believe it.
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        * * *

      

      Good guys and bad guys alike already knew I was here, so I took out my phone and wrote a blog post. I re-read it and meditated briefly, listening to my emotions and my body, waiting for Guidance.

      I learned during martial art training that my body usually knew when I was performing a technique or form correctly or not. I felt balanced and stable when it was right, out of balance and weak if it was wrong. Likewise, when dealing with people, I could feel in my belly when I was doing the right thing, going in the right direction. The more I listened, the stronger that sense became.

      If I stayed calm and listened to those parts of my body, they could lead me in the right direction. Earlier that morning, right before the assassin shot at me, I had received a message from my body that all was not right. I listened and lived. I may have saved other lives as well.

      That thought made me smile. I was glad the agents had all survived. As I read over the statement I intended to post, I “checked my gut.” When it felt right a few minutes later, I logged in to my blog and Facebook page and posted the message. I put everything away, threw a five on the table and headed for the door, keeping an eye out for Kim.

      Right outside, leaning against a roof support, was a large bald man in a short navy blue pea coat. He wasn’t looking at me, but in his hand were the remains of the handcuffs I had left on the roof.

      Not good.

      On one hand, I was glad I had brought all my other stuff with me. On the other hand, it loaded me down and made me clumsy.

      Clearing my head, I took a half breath, deep into my abdomen, and released all thought and misgiving.

      Checking my body, I asked myself: What now?

      The cashier was watching me talk to myself, so I started patting my pockets. I found some small bills in my shirt pocket and impulsively walked over to her.

      “Can I get a lottery ticket, please?”

      “Sure. You got in just under the wire. Sales shut down at 11:00.”

      “Lucky me! Hey, do you have maps here?”

      She tilted her head to the side.

      “Yeah,” she said, drawing out the word, “Pay for this first, then you can look at the maps.”

      “Okay,” I said. In my peripheral vision, Pea Coat Guy walked into the store. I didn’t look at him, but I was sure he knew who I was. He knew I was aware of him, too. This guy didn’t look like FBI or even Homeland Security. My stomach clenched.

      Looking down at the counter, I made up my mind.

      “How much is the most expensive atlas over there?”

      “What? Geez, just go get it, and I’ll scan it.”

      “How much?”

      “$24.99.”

      I gave her two twenties.

      “It’s going to get scary here in just a minute. I’m not stealing the atlas.”

      “What?” she asked, looking scared. “Are you crazy?” Her voice was rising, attracting attention.

      In my smoothest voice, (which, you know, not that smooth) I said, “Look, I’m one of the good guys.”

      I smiled. She remained unconvinced.

      “Maybe you should just call the cops.”

      I took my lottery ticket and put it in my pocket.

      I turned, and Pea Coat Guy was right behind me.

      Clearing my mind, I said, “Hi, nice coat. Is that real wool?”

      I tried to step around to his left, but he reached out and grabbed my arm with his right hand. Without thinking, my arm circled up and around his, lifting the elbow and arching his back. His other arm was reaching into a pocket, presumably for a weapon. My right hand shot straight in, becoming rigid, turned and struck the side of his neck hard.

      The man’s eyes rolled up, and he dropped to the floor in a heap.

      I turned to the girl.

      “Call the cops,” I said, my voice tight.

      I reached into his pocket and found a sap, a kind of leather bag filled with metal beads. I tossed it onto the counter and reached into his coat. There was an automatic handgun, probably a nine millimeter. I didn’t know. I put it gently on the counter.

      “You should hide those until the cops get here. The atlases over here?” I asked, gesturing toward the door.

      She nodded slowly.

      “Thanks.” I pointed to the phone. “Cops.”

      She shook her head and picked up the phone.

    

  


  
    
      So, how did this all start? It’s kind of a long story. Here’s the very first article from my blog, where I tell the story of moving back home. Think less origin story, more rationalization.
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      Excerpt from the blog: Griffin's Flight

      JULY 14, 2023

      I’m an ordinary girl. Woman. Whatever.

      I’m 20 years old and already a failure at life. They booted me out of school for being academically bored. I lost my job because I lost interest in serving angry, frustrated people. My girlfriend gave up on me because I gave up on myself.

      When I couldn’t afford my apartment any longer, I swallowed my pride and talked to my parents. Of course, they invited me back to the farm. What else were they going to do? Allow their only child to become homeless? I did a lot of thinking that week. Vowed to make changes.

      Mom and I talked as she made meatloaf that night, my childhood favorite. Dad was his usual mute self. She didn’t push, but we talked about how hard it is for people to change. We talked about how she quit smoking. She told me she replaced smoke breaks with quick walks.

      “It’s not enough to get rid of bad habits, Liv,” she said. “When you do that, it leaves a void in your life. You need to fill the void with something good.”

      The food was good. Mom could cook, I would give her that. Mom and Dad had moved here from town 30-some years ago and started farming conventionally (corn, soybeans, fertilizer, herbicides, etc.). But Mom had researched organic farming almost right away.

      She was a science teacher, and Dad was an industrial technology instructor at the community college. Farming was a part-time job for them, a hobby that sometimes paid the mortgage, but usually didn’t.

      When I was in middle school, they left the farm fallow for several years until they could go organic. They grew a lot of vegetables and raised animals, mainly for their own use. The past couple of years, they had experimented with grain.

      By the time I got to high school, I spent mornings and afternoons working on the farm. I baled hay and stacked it in the loft. I cleaned stables, turned compost heaps, fixed fences, and did pretty much anything that Dad showed me how to do. As a result, I was strong and pretty good with my hands. Both Mom and Dad had taught me life skills. I could make cornbread from scratch as easily as I could change the oil in the old Ford tractor.

      After doing the dishes, I hugged Mom goodnight and went to bed. Changing my schedule from a night-time pizza delivery driver to a farmhand would be rough. In my old life, I would be at work for another four hours before going home and putting in a video game.

      I straightened my room, changed into pajamas and lay on the bed with a library book. The library was one perk of city living I would miss. My card would be good for a while, and I planned to take advantage of it. I had visited the self-help section that afternoon on my way to the farm. The first book I checked out was Eckhart Tolle’s The Power of Now. It was about quieting the ego, being present here and now, and learning to live and not judge.

      During my time away, my bedroom had become a guest room. It was no longer the blue Monsters, INC. themed room of my childhood. Mom decorated it with wooden hearts and broom straw. I didn’t judge, but I couldn’t see myself staying here for long. I finally got to sleep around midnight, bathed in the scents of cinnamon and orange rind.

      At 6:30 the next morning, after consuming copious amounts of bacon and eggs, Dad and I sat at the breakfast table and did not chat over our morning coffee. He didn’t read the paper, and I had left my phone in my room. In my teens, it might have been a small slice of hell. Now, I was too tired to think. Eventually, Dad said he had something to show me, and we headed out to the yard with our coffee.

      In farming parlance, they call our barn a “bank barn.” That meant it was built into a hill, or bank, so that two floors were accessible from ground level. The top of the hill was level with the second floor, and the bottom with the first.

      We walked in the front to the second floor. My stuff was mostly still in boxes on the horse trailer parked on the floor beneath us. Dad unlocked a door that I had never seen before and opened it.

      We walked into a modestly furnished studio apartment. Apparently, my parents had built it last winter, anticipating the need for live-in help.

      “I think you’ll be more comfortable out here, don’t you?”

      “Well, yeah. But how much do you want for rent? This is really nice!”

      “Nothing. We already talked about your salary. This is a perk, I guess.”

      “Dad…I don’t know what to say.”

      The stress of losing my job, moving back home, and missing sleep was getting to me. My eyes became watery, but crying always made Dad uncomfortable. Knowing that didn’t stop tears from rolling down my face.

      “Hey, now. None of that,” he said, folding me into a one-armed hug. “There’s no crying in farming,” he said into my hair, intentionally misquoting a favorite movie of ours.

      I laughed and continued there for a moment, allowing him to comfort me. Finally, I wiped my eyes, and we separated. I glanced around at the kitchenette, built-in bookshelves, table, and furniture. I would have privacy and comfort, but access to family when I wanted. It was perfect.
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      I walked out of the truck stop door. My hands were shaking again from the adrenaline dump. I needed to leave, but if I didn’t clear the energy coursing through me, I wouldn’t be able to think. I lifted off and landed back on top of the building. When I hit the roof, I dropped my bags and shook like a dog coming out of water. I took a couple of deep breaths and blew them all the way out.

      Once I felt better, I slipped back into the straps of my bags, launched, and headed south. I needed a place I had never been and had no connection to. Camping would be cheap and anonymous, but I needed access to technology as well.

      I remembered my yoga instructor telling me about a campground on the north shore of Lake Pontchartrain. It was directly across the lake from New Orleans. It sounded good. I didn’t know if I could fly into a city undetected, but I would find out.

      I could find Lake Pontchartrain with no problem. Just follow the Mississippi to the Gulf of Mexico. I could land anywhere dark, wait for daylight, and then check my very expensive atlas. I already had the address of a cafe in New Orleans.

      By the time the sun came up, I was resting on a piling of the Lake Pontchartrain Causeway. Idyllic, if not for the roar of morning traffic passing overhead.

      When it was light enough to
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