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    To my old self. May you stay dead.

      

    



  	
        
            
            ...sin is lying at the door; and its desire is for you, but you must rule over it.
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PART 1: INFECTION
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Alan and Rebecca Ringard were two broken people. She wanted a savior. He wanted someone to believe in him. Together, it worked.

A ghost of horrors past tells Alan who he is. In his heart, he knew she was wrong, but that was a wound that just wouldn't heal. “Come on, Alan. You got this, you're Alan Ringard. This job is all that matters, nothing else in this world.” He stood with his arms akimbo. For a moment, he felt slightly heroic.

Alan checked the time and raced to the front door. “Becky! I'm leaving. Bye!” Rebecca closed her laptop hiding her choice in videos and set down her first glass of wine. She caught up to him at the porch of their new home. She was very proud of her choice in Alan.

“Hold up, Alan! You forgot your lunch. I hope you don't forget how to drive that train. The results should be posted soon, right?” Rebecca asked.

He'd taken this test many times before he met Rebecca and failed then. He'd most likely fail now but he put on a brave face. No one knows the train better than he does. Not until those questions drop in his lap and poof. Nothing. 

“Yes, soon.”

“Ok, come home an engineer so we can celebrate.”

Alan pulled his new bride close for a kiss and left for work. He looked up and saw the now-ever-present new light in the sky. He knew Brad the Space Unicorn will come through; he always does. Men like Alan grind the nine to five but Space Unicorns save lives. “You got this, big guy,” he said to no one.

“What's that hunny?” Rebecca guessed it was nothing but she wanted to be sure. He assured her it was nothing. They'd been married such a short time and she was still getting used to Alan's quirks. She hadn't known him long before she knew he was the one. He was like a boy scout that never lost his way.

He was the one who took her away from the pain and sorrow. Also known as mom and step-dad. One she never knew how she truly felt and the other took every chance to feel her up. Alan saved her from that life of having no options as a cam girl, to this: her own home and a loving husband. Maybe one day, a baby. All the traditional white picket fence stuff. Things were looking up. Nothing bad will ever happen to her now.

Rebecca saw the next-door neighbor dropping a bag into her trash can, waved and walked over to say hi. “What's going on?”

“Just putting out the trash, Beck. My husband forgot to take it with him when he left. Trash day is tomorrow. That man works with robots all day and never brings one home to do this simple task. Say Rebecca. Do you watch The Avalog Show?”

“Uh, no. I watch other kinds of shows though. What's that?”

“Well, do you have a second? Come in. Have some Irish coffee and let me tell you all about it, girl.”

“What, day drinking? I don't know.” Rebecca led the way.

Alan stepped into the autonomous rideshare for work. His coworkers shuffled over to make room for him to sit, morning greetings were uttered all around as the van drove away. “Here, take my seat, Engineer Ringard.” The van broke out in laughter and died down.

Alan began to mutter to himself. “Have a good day, make wise choices, help others, don't die today in the yard.”

His co-workers paid him no mind.
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THE GOVERNOR OF CALIFORNIA stared at the bright ominous blot in the clear blue sky. The meteor hurling toward the central valley will wipe out the entire western united states and darken the whole world in a cataclysmic cloudy winter shit storm. He was going to skip the Bullet Train Open House again this year. An aide handed the phone to the Governor. She told him it was NASA. “We ran the numbers, Sir. The millions of voters saved is worth the price, pay the unicorn.”

****
[image: ]


FAR FROM SACRAMENTO, smack dab in the middle-ish of California, away from anything fun or worthwhile was Visalia, California. It was the hub of the newly finished bullet train railway system. All day every day, the trains rocket up and down California and back again.

Alan's van arrived at the train yard. His co-workers moved about prepping the station for the annual open house. All of the most important people in California were expected to come. Some years, even the Governor would show up. Some gathered in familiar groups talking about the meteor and placing friendly bets with one another on the outcome.

“You can do this. You got this, do good. Help others. Don't die,” whispering to himself.

Alan stepped out last from the van at the train yard, already in uniform. Les Moore, the conductor, stood 10 yards away and motioned for Alan and Taylor Kent to come to him. He was doing double duty until the position was filled after yet another accident on the railway caused the opening for an engineer. Luckily it was not fatal but, she wasn't coming back to work. “Ringard, here's the manifest for today. You're taking the rear today. Kent will take the front since he wants to be an engineer.”

“I want to be an engineer too, Les.”

“Take the test, Ringard.” Les walked away toward the train.

“I did,” said Alan more to himself.

Les stopped. “What was that Ringard?”

“Nothing,” said Alan. Les headed to the engine.

Taylor couldn't stand the injustice. “He said he took the test,” interjected Taylor.

“Is that so?” Les called back over his shoulder. “Too bad there's not two openings. Good luck, to you both.” Les lied.

“You didn't have to do that Kent.”

“I know, but you're a good guy, Alan. Les shouldn't ignore that. And you're my friend.” Alan smiled at that revelation. Taylor was
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