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She is sitting at what seems like the world's longest bar, her hand trembling on her drink, causing it to slosh and spill, her face pale as the dead. A handful of patrons—regulars, she thinks—are grouped at the end, talking amongst themselves, glancing at her from time to time, their gaze making her increasingly uncomfortable. At length the waitress reappears.

"Ambulance is tied up elsewhere, hon. Big accident out along 1-5. State Patrol are on their way, though. How do you feel?"

"Better, slightly." She stares at her drink. "How can there be so many accidents when there's no one on the road?"

The waitress stares at her sweetly. "That's exactly the perception that causes them out here, hon." She pats her hand. "You holler if you need anything."

At last Beth takes out her phone and dials Dr. Lairman—there is no answer. She hangs up and dials her mother. She gets the operator instead: "We're sorry. You have reached a number that has been disconnected or is no longer in service. If you feel you have reached this message in error, please try again."

She hears the sound of helicopters in the distance, very faintly. And something else: military jets.

She tries the number again—gets the same message. Then again, dialing extra carefully. Same message. She glances at the newspaper on the counter as she listens. Its headline reads: AUTHORITIES LIED ABOUT RADIATION DANGER.

She looks down the bar at the others, a few of whom stare back. She quickly takes out a few bills and lays them on the counter, stands. The military jets fly exceedingly close as she moves toward the exit, the roar of their engines rattling the panes. "Ah, go ahead an' blow us up!" someone calls.

She exits the diner just as a jet passes over. Peering up at it against the gloomy sky, she has a brief flashback of the shape outside her windshield, and reasons that what she saw was indeed a jet. She moves toward her car ... and realizes that its hood is up. Concerned and a little angry, she continues walking toward it, finds a mechanic toiling away.

"What are you doing?"

The man looks up, startled, and wipes his hands on his pants. "After the way you careened in here? Giving you a safety check. Don’t worry, it’s all on the house.”

"A safety check," she says, mostly to herself. "But I ... no, I’m sure I don’t need one of those. Why would you—"

"No, no, I insist," says the mechanic, ignoring her. "Your own safety’s one thing, but you’ve got a baby to think about. Says so right there on your—"

"I said I don’t need one!" And she unloads on him, telling him to get the hell away from there. She looks up in mid-tirade to find the waitress and most the patrons gathered in the door of the café, staring at her.

She looks at the mechanic, who seems genuinely hurt, and a wave of guilt washes over her. At last she drops the hood and climbs in, starts the engine. The mechanic joins the others, still wiping his hands.

And they watch her drive away.
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SHE ZOOMS DOWN THE highway into a thickening fog. Frodo hangs his head out the window; he's watching the gloom-shrouded landscape pass. They come to a railway stop just as the flashing arms lower into position. As the train roars past she realizes it's a long one, and settles in. The clackity-clack of the rail cars is all she can hear. Fog swirls ominously.

Beth waits, peering intently through the gaps in the cars; there is nothing but darkness on the other side. As she waits, lights appear behind her. She watches them through her rearview mirror as they approach, resolving into the headlights of a small pick-up truck, pulling a travel trailer, which slows to a halt behind her—mere inches, it seems, from her bumper. Uncomfortable with this, she locks her doors and rolls both windows up to within a few inches of the moldings. She shakes out a cigarette and places it to her lips, holding up her lighter, then glances at the BABY ON BOARD sign. She lights it anyway.

As she takes a drag and exhales she notices another set of lights approaching from the opposite side of the train. The rail cars, meanwhile, are beginning to slow, shrieking and groaning. Beth smokes as the lights on the opposite side slow to a halt. They are extraordinarily bright—a big truck, perhaps?

Beth glances behind her; she is not at all comfortable with being so boxed-in.

The headlights of the vehicle on her bumper suddenly go black. The rail cars are moving very slowly now, as if they might stop altogether. She watches the pickup like a hawk, until its driver's-side door pops open abruptly, and she stiffens.

A woman climbs out and lifts the truck's hood; Beth breathes a sigh of relief. She glances at the bright lights on the opposite side of the tracks— they remain on, bright as ever.

The train grinds to a complete stop as Beth stares at the rail car directly in front of her. Its side door, which is closed, boasts a crude illustration of a UFO, and has been tagged with the words, THEY'RE HERE. She turns her attention back to the woman. Watching, Beth feels torn between getting out and helping—or staying put.

She decides on the former, and opens her door, telling Frodo to stay put. She moves toward the woman, who is bent over the pickup's engine. As the stranger’s back is turned toward her, she cannot see the woman's face. "Excuse me, Miss?"

The rail cars suddenly jolt and shudder, and Beth jumps. The woman apparently hasn't heard her. Beth repeats herself: "Excuse me, Miss?"

The woman turns and looks at her. She smiles sweetly. "Oh, hello."

"Need a hand there?"

"No, that’s okay. I know what it is. But thanks."

"Okay."

The fog is very thick now. Beth tums and walks back to her car, gets in. Frodo whimpers and whines. Beth pets him, comforts him. She glances at the rail car in front of her: the door with the graffiti on it is now open. She can see clean through the boxcar to the blazing white lights on the other side. She sits back, not sure what to make of this, and looks out her side window.

A masked figure clothed in surgery green is right outside the glass, peering in. It reaches through the partially open window and grabs her by the hair. Beth shrieks. Frodo goes berserk, snapping and barking. The figure wrestles with Beth violently; it is trying to inject her with something—a syringe full of yellow fluid. Suddenly another figure is at the passenger-side window, reaching through the gap, groping for the door handle. Frodo attacks its arm savagely, bloodying it, and it quickly withdraws. Beth puts the car into reverse, starts backing up—collides with the vehicle behind her. The tires of her car spin wildly; they are hopelessly pinned. There is a crash as the passenger-side window is smashed out. Another figure reaches in, zapping Frodo with a taser, debilitating him. The commotion distracts Beth just long enough so that the figure with the syringe is able to inject her. She grunts and moans in pain.

A gunshot splits the night and the figure with the taser falls into the car. It grasps at the seat as blood pours from the eyelets of its mask, then crumples to the ground outside—presumably dead.

There is a grizzled, rancher-type standing in the doorway of the boxcar, aiming a rifle. He is backlit by the glare of his headlights; the door of his
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