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            Foreword

         
         I grew up surrounded by car imagery.

         
         Back in the 1950s and early ’60s, if you were to flip through the pages of Life or Look or the Saturday Evening Post and looked at the automobile ads, or if you picked up a brochure from your local Ford dealer, you might have noticed that
            all the pictures of these cars were illustrations, not photographs.
         

         
         These beautiful, airbrushed renderings weren’t always one hundred percent accurate. These cars were longer and sleeker than
            the real ones. The wheelbases were extended. They sat lower to the ground than the actual cars did, appeared to have a wider
            stance. The chrome sparkled. The glass glistened.
         

         
         My dad drew those cars.

         
         Dad—his name was Everett—spent much of his life in the advertising world as a commercial artist. He wasn’t one of the execs
            knocking back scotches in fancy offices like those guys in Mad Men. He was in the trenches, hunched over his drafting table, airbrushing a fin, blending a reflected tree into the car’s graceful
            sheet metal, executing the outline of a perfectly round hubcap, freehand. (A sample of his work graces the title pages of
            this book.)
         

         
         I loved to watch him work, and once, when I was three and Dad had stepped away from his workstation (this was when he had
            a home studio), I got into his chair and, with a crayon, proceeded to improve upon a $5,000 Cadillac job. (I am lucky to be
            alive.)
         

         
         Dad bought me loads of toy cars because he loved them as much as I did. Dinky Toys, Corgis, kits that I had to paint and assemble
            myself, slot car sets where we would engage in races, shoulder to shoulder, our hands gripping the controllers.
         

         
         And yet, until I reached the age of fifteen, Dad never had a car as beautiful as anything he created on a piece of art board.
            But we had been strolling a dealership lot one day, and spotted a discounted 1970 Dodge Charger, not unlike the car the bad
            guys drove in the Steve McQueen movie Bullitt. (Okay, it had a bench seat and a column shift, but it was still a Charger.)
         

         
         “You should get that,” I said.

         
         “Your mother would never go for it,” he said.

         
         That was probably true. But he bought it, anyway. And in less than a year, that cool car would essentially become mine, although
            I would have given anything not to have had that happen the way it did. Dad was diagnosed with lung cancer, and in seven months
            we lost him. My mother did not drive, so I was her chauffeur, and whenever I needed a car, I didn’t have to ask whether it
            was available.
         

         
         So, a love of cars was bred into me. It was part of my DNA. I love gripping the wheel, hitting the gas as I come out of a
            curve, the roar of the engine as you go through the gears.
         

         
         A car is an extension of who we are. It’s a reflection of our personality. When we get in the driver’s seat, there’s a kind
            of union under way. The car does not move without you and you do not move without the car. The magic doesn’t happen until
            you get in that seat, turn the key, and put your foot on the accelerator. (Okay, not all cars need keys these days, but at
            least you must push a button.)
         

         
         Cars are thrilling. What do you remember first about the aforementioned Bullitt, or The French Connection, or Ronin? The chases. Is there a more nerve-wracking flick than Steven Spielberg’s Duel, which pits an everyman in his puny sedan against a deranged trucker?
         

         
         Imagine those movies with self-driving vehicles.

         
         Which brings me to Look Both Ways.
         

         
         We are told that the autonomous, or self-driving, car is imminent, and when everyone has access to one, accidents will plummet.
            The cars will be safer because they will strictly follow the rules of the road and be better at anticipating and avoiding
            accidents.
         

         
         What could go wrong?

         
         Well, as many news reports have suggested, plenty. Putting one’s faith in the car’s abilities can lull a driver into false
            security. In models where a real live person is expected to take the wheel in a sudden, potentially dangerous event, they
            can’t respond in time. Some early prototypes have had difficulty identifying pedestrians. Others have been confused by shadows
            or a setting sun.
         

         
         To be fair, it’s early days. There may come a time when every car on the road is self-driving, and if they’re all able to
            communicate with one another, crashes will be a thing of the past. And while that is inarguably a good thing, I view this
            future with dread. You know what a self-driving car is? It’s a bus, but smaller. It’s an Uber, without the driver who wants
            to tell you about the screenplay he’s working on.
         

         
         It’s boring. It’s soulless. It is the death of fun.

         
         However, it’s also a springboard to a great “what if.” Every book begins with a “what if” and here’s the one that prompted
            this book: What if a company wanted to conduct a grand experiment with their self-driving cars? What if they could persuade
            the residents of an isolated community to give up their conventional cars in exchange for self-driving ones, for a month?
            Wouldn’t that be the ultimate test of how well they perform?
         

         
         But then, what if a virus infected the network? What if the cars all went nuts? Homicidal, in fact? What you’d have is a few
            hundred Christines on your hands.
         

         
         The premise is very different from the type of thrillers you’ve probably come to expect from me, but it was too good an idea
            to put aside.
         

         
         Maybe autonomous cars, one day, will be a wonderful thing.

         
         But until they’re perfected, when you’re crossing the street, I’d advise you to look both ways.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Prologue

         
         Wendy was clipping along the Pacific Coast Highway, arguing with her mother over the Bluetooth about when she would have time
            to come to Detroit and see her father before he died, which was laying it on pretty thick, considering what he had was bursitis,
            when she noticed that the car in front of her had no driver.
         

         
         “What the hell?” she said.

         
         “What?” said her mother, her voice echoing inside the car. “What is it?”

         
         She’d been following this car for nearly five miles now, heading back to her home in Santa Cruz after a business meeting in
            Pismo Beach. She didn’t normally take the Pacific Coast Highway, as she was doing tonight. She’d seen the view a hundred times—ho
            hum, there’s the ocean, big whoop—and the freeway was faster. And even if she’d wanted to take the extra time with the scenic
            route, there wasn’t any way to appreciate it when it was coming up on midnight.
         

         
         But there had been a truck rollover in the northbound lanes of the freeway—Wendy got an advance warning on her Google traffic
            app—and so she had exited before the flow of cars turned into a standstill, and headed for the coastal road.
         

         
         She had texted her mother before she left Pismo Beach, figuring she had gone to sleep and wouldn’t see it until the morning.
            But she must have woken up in the middle of the night, seen the text, and decided to call.
         

         
         Wendy had been listening to CNN on the satellite radio. She usually ground her teeth while listening to pundits debate—no,
            more like shout at each other—about the latest shenanigans in DC, but instead of listening to news, Wendy had been rehashing
            in her mind her day of meetings, all to sort out permissions for a new subdivision. The locals were unconvinced that there
            was adequate water supply for the ninety proposed homes and Wendy had gone armed with various engineering reports.
         

         
         And by the time she’d left, the locals were still unconvinced.

         
         So she was deep in thought, thinking about what further documentation—and at what cost—would be required to change their minds,
            when her mother called. Wendy blamed the conversation on her failure to notice, until now, that this car she’d been following
            for about five minutes had no one behind the wheel.
         

         
         It was when light from oncoming vehicles illuminated its interior that she noticed something odd. It did not appear anyone
            was in it. No silhouetted head, or heads.
         

         
         “What is it?” her mother asked again. “What’s going on?”

         
         “This car. In front of me. There’s, like, no one in it.”

         
         Her mother laughed. “Maybe it’s your aunt Winona.”

         
         That made Wendy laugh, too. Her mother’s sister was so short that she could rarely be seen over the steering wheel. But, of
            course, it was not her aunt, who had given up driving years ago and currently lived in a nursing home in New Hampshire.
         

         
         But this car in front of Wendy didn’t even have any visible headrests that might help obscure a short driver. She could almost
            make out the lights from the instrument cluster, the large touch screen in the center of the dash.
         

         
         So maybe, she thought, this was one of those self-driving cars. Autonomous, they called them.

         
         But there was still supposed to be someone behind the wheel, just in case something went wrong, wasn’t there? That was the
            big thing that scared her about those vehicles. You let the car do everything for you, but you were still supposed to be ready,
            just in case something happened that the car didn’t know how to respond to. Except, how were you to stay alert if ninety-nine
            percent of the time there was nothing to worry about? It’d be like those people working the airport scanners. Hour after hour,
            you look at X-rays of suitcases until your eyes cross, and then when a bag full of dynamite rolls past, you don’t notice it.
         

         
         Wendy wondered, did some of these high-tech cars like to take a spin without a passenger? Leave the owner at home? Do some
            cruising, hook up with a Cougar?
         

         
         Wendy chuckled to herself. Good one.

         
         “I’m gonna pass,” Wendy said. “I gotta get a better look.”

         
         “You be careful,” her mother said.

         
         She waited for a straight stretch without traffic. That might give her a better look. Curiosity wasn’t her only reason for
            wanting to get by this car. It had been sticking strictly to the speed limit—further evidence that it was programmed to obey
            all the rules of the road—and Wendy had something of a lead foot. She wanted to get home.
         

         
         The road ahead was clear.

         
         “Here we go!”

         
         She put on her blinker and shifted over into the passing lane. As she got alongside the other car, she glanced over.

         
         She was right. There was no one behind the wheel. How insane was that? This car really was out for a joyride! Or maybe, Wendy thought, the car could be summoned by its owner. You’d send a message from your phone, start your car remotely, tell
            it where you were and when you wanted it to pick you—
         

         
         Hello.

         
         A shirtless man suddenly appeared in the driver’s window. He sat up suddenly, indicating the seat had been fully reclined.
            Half a second later, next to him, a naked woman—well, naked from the waist up, anyway—appeared. Wendy’s sideways glance lasted
            long enough to see the woman’s wide eyes and open, stunned mouth. The naked woman dropped back, out of view, immediately.
         

         
         “Oh my God,” Wendy said.

         
         Her mother, frantic, said, “Are you okay? What’s wrong?”

         
         The shirtless man did not, however, drop back. He continued to glare.

         
         “Shit,” Wendy said, turning her eyes forward.

         
         “Shit!”

         
         There was a car coming straight at her.

         
         Wendy did the calculations in her head in a millisecond. There wasn’t time to accelerate and get in front of the self-driving
            car. So she hit the brakes, let the other vehicle pull ahead, then swerved back into her lane. The blasting horn of the oncoming
            car Dopplered past her.
         

         
         Her chest pounding, Wendy aimed the car for the shoulder and slowed the car to a dead stop as the self-driving vehicle’s taillights
            vanished into the distance.
         

         
         “Wendy? Wendy!”
         

         
         Wendy took a moment to catch her breath, and then she began to laugh.

         
          

         “Asshole,” Frank Silvio said, sliding back down onto the reclined seat once the other car had dropped back. He shifted onto
            his side so he could reach out and trace his finger along the jawline of the woman stretched out next to him. But she shivered
            at his touch and pulled back.
         

         
         “What?” he asked.

         
         Things had been going so well up to now. God knows he’d been as careful as he could about his behavior. If you were a movie
            producer in this day and age, and fucked an up-and-coming—no pun intended—starlet, you had to make the ground rules very clear.
            No more whipping it out. No more secret buttons under the desk to lock the office door. Christ, you had to be careful. So,
            when he’d met . . . hang on, what was her name again? Right, when he met Cheryl Garland, he told her right from the get-go,
            he was not considering casting her in anything. There was no quid pro quo, sleep-with-me-and-I’ll-make-you-a-star bullshit.
            Just told her, hey, I like you, you want to hang out, come see my beach house, maybe go to a party and meet Ryan Gosling?
         

         
         And she’d said yeah, sure, let’s hang out.

         
         So, none of that power dynamic bullshit, right? He wasn’t dangling an acting opportunity in front of her, and just as well,
            because he’d seen her in one of those NCIS things—who the fuck knew which one—and her theatrical skills weren’t worthy of a grade school Christmas pageant. She’d had,
            like, three lines playing a seaside restaurant waitress, parading around in a bikini, and it didn’t take a genius to figure
            out how she got the part.
         

         
         Her attributes were well on display right here in the car.

         
         Silvio could remember, back in the day, when you had to park the car to make out. Now, you could do it while you were on the move. He had the 2021 Gandalf, top of the line. Man, what
            must they have had to pay the Tolkien estate to name this love boat after the fictional wizard, not that they wouldn’t be
            able to cough up the money given what they charged for one of these beauties. But the name was totally apt. These wheels were
            nothing short of magical. Took delivery just three days before. Couldn’t wait to take Cheryl for a spin, show her what it
            could do. And what they could do, while the car went about its business. What was that old Greyhound commercial he’d hear on the TV when he was still
            in short pants? “Leave the driving to us!” Yeah, except in a Gandalf, there were no diesel fumes, and you didn’t get stuck
            sitting with some guy who hadn’t bathed since the invention of the wheel.
         

         
         “Frankie,” Cheryl said.

         
         “Yeah, babe?” He was circling her right nipple with an index finger.

         
         “Can’t we just go back to your place? I mean, the car’s great and all, but I really can’t relax, you know?”

         
         As she finished the sentence, the car filled with light and, a second later, a deafening roar as a truck went past in the
            opposite direction. Cheryl flinched.
         

         
         “Every time that happens I jump out of my skin,” she said.

         
         “We’re totally okay,” he said. “If you don’t believe me, let me check.” He lifted up his chin. “Hey, Lola, everything cool?”

         
         A mechanical, yet feminine, voice emanated from the speakers. “All systems are performing at optimum levels.”

         
         “Lola?” Cheryl asked.

         
         Frank Silvio grinned. “My ex-wife. When you set the car up, you can name it anything you want. I call her Lola because the
            real one never did a thing I said, but this one has to. Say, Lola?”
         

         
         “Yes?”

         
         “I guess we might as well head home. Let’s go back to the beach house and crash.”

         
         “I will take you there,” Lola said.
         

         
         “Hey, Lola, how about a blow job?” Frank asked.

         
         Lola replied, “I am sorry, but that does not fall within the parameters of my functions.”

         
         Frank grinned at Cheryl. “Okay, in that respect, Lola’s exactly like my ex.”
         

         
         The car slowed. The turn signal came on by itself as the car moved onto the shoulder. On the touch screen that spanned the
            entire dash, several video images captured what was around the car in all directions. Lola, confident the road was clear,
            executed a U-turn and began to head back they way they’d come.
         

         
         Frank leaned in and planted his lips on Cheryl’s. “Just getting my own motor running before we get back.”

         
         She reached down and stroked the front of his linen slacks. “If we get a flat, I seem to have located the jack handle.”

         
         The car, in addition to being a self-driving machine, was also fully electric, and whisked along the Pacific Coast Highway
            almost noiselessly.
         

         
         Minutes later, they felt the car decelerating.

         
         “Must be here,” Frank said without looking up. “If you feel the car turn right, then—”

         
         The car turned, and began to climb.

         
         Frank nodded. “Yup. We’re back.”

         
         His beach house was, as the name suggested, right on the beach. But it sat at the base of a sixty-foot-high cliff. At the
            top was a concrete parking pad that overlooked the ocean. Silvio’s other vehicle, a Porsche Panamera, and Cheryl’s Hyundai
            were already sitting there.
         

         
         Christ, Silvio had thought when he’d first seen what she drove. Broad needs an upgrade.

         
         He could feel the car making the gradual climb. As it reached the peak, it would slow. Once the Gandalf was parked, they’d
            have to walk down the nearly fifty steps to his place.
         

         
         “Hear the surf?” he asked the actress.

         
         “Um, yeah, I think?”

         
         “That’s because the engine hardly makes a sound,” he said proudly.

         
         Cheryl did not look as impressed as he’d hoped she would.

         
         Perhaps if the Gandalf’s engine were noisier, it would have been more immediately apparent that the car was not slowing. It
            was, in fact, accelerating as it reached the top of the hill.
         

         
         Silvio sensed something was not right. He rose up and looked through the windshield. Up ahead were his car and Cheryl’s, parked
            nose-in at the cliff’s edge on the far side of the concrete apron. There was enough space between the two for the Gandalf.
         

         
         Lola’s going to hit the brakes just in time, he thought.
         

         
         But they were closing the distance too quickly. The Gandalf was not slowing.

         
         “Lola!” Silvio shouted. “What the fuck are you doing?”

         
         Lola, calmly, replied. “Back to the beach house and crash.”

         
         “Wait, what? I didn’t mean—”

         
         The car slipped between the parked cars as cleanly as the Millennium Falcon zipping sideways between two asteroids. And then it was airborne.
         

         
         Cheryl screamed as the car sailed out into the air. Straight, for about two seconds, and then gravity kicked in, the car’s
            front end tipping downward, offering her and Silvio a moonlit glimpse of the rocks and the rolling waves below.
         

         
         In the instant before impact, before the windshield shattered and the car filled with water and Frank Silvio and Cheryl Garland
            were no more, Lola had one final thing to say:
         

         
         “You have reached your destination.”

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            One

         
         Sandra Montrose was already awake when the alarm went off at six.

         
         She’d been staring at the ceiling since shortly after three. Had she prepared enough media packets? Would the catering company
            come through? Media types, she knew from her work back on the mainland, went wild when they saw free snacks. They were locusts.
            You’d think they hadn’t eaten in weeks. Give them some take-out containers and they’d carry it home with them.
         

         
         But it wasn’t just the catering that had her worried. Was the ferry running on time? How high were the winds? Was there rain
            in the forecast? Fog? That’d be all she’d need. A thick blanket of fog that would keep the ferry on the mainland. Before she’d
            gone to bed she’d checked her app and things looked good, but anything could happen overnight. What was it they said about
            weather forecasters? Was there any job where you could be wrong fifty percent of the time and not get fired? But if the ferry
            was on time, Sandra believed everything would fall into place. A delay would screw up the entire day.
         

         
         And so would half a dozen other things, now that she thought about it. Would the audio-visual tech stuff come off without
            a hitch? The computer stuff scared her because she had to trust it all to someone else. She’d hired a Garrett Island AV firm
            to set things up and they’d done half a dozen run-throughs to make sure everything worked. Still . . . Sandra was the first
            to admit she was something of a techno-moron. Sure, she could wield her iPhone like she was Billy the Kid and the phone was
            a six-shooter, but setting up a big screen and making sure it was going to interface or whatever the hell the word was with
            the presentation on the laptop, well, that was not her area of expertise. Putting blind faith in others went against her nature.
            It was one of the reasons she didn’t like to fly. If she had no idea how to operate a 747, how could she determine with any
            certainty that the pilot knew what to do? Fortunately, when it came to finding people with talents she lacked, the island
            was not a bad place to be. It catered to the well-off—even if plenty of the people who lived here year-round were not exactly
            in the top one percent—and it was pretty common for organizations like Apple or Google or Amazon to hold conferences and retreats
            here. So, over the years, the island had attracted and developed a support system for that kind of clientele.
         

         
         Sandra’s public relations firm—which consisted of, well, Sandra—was doing just fine, thank you very much. She’d done promotions
            for local hotels and fishing tours and organized plenty of conferences for midsized firms. But she’d never taken on something
            this big. A multinational company? Whose stock price was going through the roof? Whose CEO had made the cover of Fortune?
         

         
         Welcome to the major leagues.

         
         She’d had to pull together a team for this one. Not that her client hadn’t been looking over her shoulder the whole time.
            That Albert Ruskin guy, assistant to the president of Arrival Inc., was phoning, texting, and emailing her twenty times a
            day to make sure things came off without a hitch. She knew why he didn’t trust her. He didn’t trust her because she wasn’t
            attached to some big-name firm in New York or Chicago or LA. Sandra was not exactly Edelman, or Weber Shandwick, or Hill+Knowlton.
         

         
         She was Montrose Strategies.

         
         She was a local. A two-bit player, so far as Ruskin was concerned.
         

         
         But Arrival Inc. had the political savvy to know it would score points by involving as many of the island businesses as possible.
            If they’d brought in caterers and techies and PR people from Manhattan—or, even closer, Boston—sure as shit that would have
            pissed off the islanders. And if there was one thing the Arrival people needed on their side, it was the islanders.
         

         
         And as if all this were not enough to worry about, there was Archie.

         
         God, Archie.
         

         
         If he was this much trouble at twelve, what would he be like at fifteen? Eighteen? What the hell was he thinking, sneaking
            onto one of those historic tall ships in the harbor and scaling the mast on a rope ladder? Getting caught by the owner, having
            the cops called? Sandra had defied nature and given birth to a monkey who would fearlessly climb anything he could. Before
            the tall ship, it had been the local high school. Archie and his buddies, exploring rooftops.
         

         
         Thank God it was Joe who answered the call about the ship. Talked the owner out of a trespassing charge, brought Archie home.

         
         Sandra threw back the covers, swung her legs off the bed, and turned on the small lamp on the bedside table. Sitting on the
            edge, she did what she always did every morning, even before going into the bathroom.
         

         
         She checked her phone.

         
         It rested next to the lamp, charging. She’d muted it, but the moment she brought the screen to life, she wished she hadn’t.
            Five missed texts from Ruskin, the first of which had come in at half past four. Christ. Well, he was probably as stressed
            as she was. There was a hell of a lot riding on this.
         

         
         His texts offered ample evidence of his state of mind:

         
         
            CNN is confirmed! They want to do live remote. You can handle that? Do we have enough Arrival backdrops?

         

         “Yes, of course,” she said aloud.

         
         
            Did you get revised video?

         

         She nodded at the phone.

         
         
            Just found out Fox News reporter is vegan. Who would have believed that? You’d have thought they were all raw meat eaters.
               Check menu selection!!!!
            

         

         Sandra shook her head wearily. She’d pulled together a buffet that considered every possible taste. Gluten-free, vegan, and
            not a peanut on the goddamn table. The last thing you wanted at a presser was someone going into anaphylactic shock. Tended
            to put a damper on the festivities.
         

         
         The final two texts had landed in the last five minutes.

         
         
            Where are you?

            Get the fuck up!

         

         She tapped the screen and typed her reply.

         
         
            Up. All issues in hand.

         

         She tapped the send icon.

         
         God, there were times when she wanted to go back to a landline. No one could send you annoying texts on a landline. But she’d
            found herself using it so rarely that she’d had it disconnected three months earlier.
         

         
         There was one other text, but it was not from Ruskin. It was short and to the point:

         
         
            Luv ya.

         

         That was Joe for you. Man of few words. But one of them caused an uncomfortable stirring within her.

         
         Luv.

         
         She held her thumb over the screen’s keypad, wondering whether to reply and, if she did, what she would say. Okay, maybe luv was not quite as serious as love, but it was still an expression she was not ready to make. She liked Joe, no doubt about it, but he was the first man she’d dated—and slept with—since, well, it happened.
         

         
         Was it written down anywhere that you couldn’t have sex while you were still grieving? What if the heartache never stopped?

         
         She knew she had every right to get on with her life, but the guilt was still there. And she was definitely not ready for
            the kids to know she was seeing someone, let alone getting between the sheets. What was she thinking, that night the week
            before, when she let him sneak into the house after midnight? Risky enough, having sex in her bedroom with the kids down the
            hall, but letting Joe fall asleep after? She had to shake him awake at four in the morning and get him out of the house before
            anyone else found out he was there. He nearly fell over trying to pull on his pants in the dark and almost forgot his Glock.
            A fucking pantomime is what it was.
         

         
         And, considering how important today was, it had been a huge mistake meeting up with Joe the evening before at a cheap hotel
            on the mainland. Making up a story for the kids that she was at the community center getting things ready for the big event,
            then the two of them boarding the ferry on foot, picking up Joe’s car on the other side from the paddock, heading to a hotel
            in North Falmouth. You couldn’t take a chance like that on the island. Sure as shit, next time you were at the Garrett Diner,
            someone would stroll over and say in a voice loud enough for everyone to hear, “Hey, wasn’t that your car parked out front
            of the Seagull Motel?”
         

         
         Even these days, when every car on the island looked the same, except for color, it wasn’t a chance you wanted to take. And
            Joe didn’t want her coming over to his house. He lived with his mother—God, don’t get me started—and didn’t want to have to explain the sounds of squeaky bedsprings at breakfast. Okay, yes, he was a good son, moving her
            in with him after she’d taken a couple of falls living on her own. And now she was in a wheelchair and Joe was exhausted from
            taking care of her. So, yeah, he was a saint. But weren’t saints entitled to a sex life without having to hide it from their
            moms?
         

         
         And then there was this whole business about what he did for a living. A cop, for crying out loud. Her whole life, she’d never dated a cop, wasn’t even sure she’d ever even known one personally. The
            only ones she’d ever met were those who’d pulled her over, and there had been a few occasions like that, back in the day.
            Not that she hadn’t encountered a few who didn’t like to get a little handsy, copping a feel while they patted you down for
            drugs.
         

         
         It was a long time ago.

         
         What was so weird about Joe was he started out working in the tech field. He was good with computers. But from the time he
            was a little boy, all he’d ever wanted to be was a policeman. Any picture of him as a kid, he had a six-shooter strapped to
            his waist. Forget Bill Gates or Steve Jobs. Joe wanted to grow up to be Roy Rogers, or, as he got a little older, maybe Lieutenant
            Columbo. So instead of heading to Silicon Valley, he enrolled in a police academy. And now, well, he wasn’t exactly Columbo
            with the rumpled raincoat and cigar. He was more Chief Brody, from Jaws. Top lawman on an island, although, so far, he hadn’t gone mano a sharko with a Great White. What he did have to deal with
            were parking infractions, drunken beach parties, snooty city folk who thought their shit didn’t stink, and, of course, one
            crazy kid who wanted to take up residence in a crow’s nest.
         

         
         Sandra tossed the phone back onto the bedside table, knocking over a three-by-five framed photo.

         
         “Fuck,” she said, and righted the photo. “Sorry.”

         
         She touched the plastic glass protecting the image. Taken nearly twenty years earlier, it featured her on the right, arm in
            arm with a bearded, stocky man on the left. Smiling for the camera, they were both wearing black leather jackets and chaps
            and gloves, reflective shades, the whole nine yards.
         

         
         Sandra smiled sadly as she ran her fingers over the picture of the man.

         
         “You get it, right?” she whispered to the photo. “It’s been almost a year. It doesn’t mean I don’t love you, that I won’t
            always love you.”
         

         
         She paused, as if waiting for a reply. In her head, she heard, Your life doesn’t have to end just because mine did.
         

         
         Was it wishful thinking, imagining that he would be that understanding?

         
         “Got a big day ahead of me, babe,” she said quietly. “Wish me luck.”

         
         She got up and went over to the window to open the blinds. She liked to make the bedroom as dark as possible overnight, but
            welcomed the sunshine every morning. She twisted the wand on the slats, allowing light to stream in, and peered between them.
         

         
         Garrett Island’s residents were already on the way to work. The local economy thrived on the tourism dollar, and while many
            vacationers had left by October, there were still plenty of year-round residents and year-round jobs to keep islanders engaged.
            Vacant beach house rentals were upgraded and renovated. Marina owners who didn’t head to Florida for the winter spent the
            colder months doing boat repairs indoors. And the Garrett Mall, respectably-sized at just under half a million square feet,
            kept on going twelve months of the year even if the winters were on the lean side.
         

         
         Gazing out her bedroom window, Sandra observed how radically different the morning commute was today from a couple of weeks
            ago. She didn’t see Bill Winston, manager of Winston’s Grocery, driving by in his usual mid-’90s Ford Taurus on his way to
            work. Ann Worley, who’d be passing the house in another hour taking her twin five-year-old boys to day care before arriving
            at her law office, wouldn’t be behind the wheel of her Honda van. And the Klepmanns, the elderly couple in the small cottage
            around the corner, wouldn’t be in their ’70s-era Buick station wagon—a land yacht if there ever was one—on their way to the
            shopping center for their daily mall walk.
         

         
         But Bill Winston and Ann Worley and the Klepmanns would still be driving by. The difference would be in what was transporting
            them.
         

         
         They’d all be behind the wheel—no, correct that, since there was no wheel—they’d all be in a brand-new Arrival autonomous car.
         

         
         Self-driving.

         
         A bright red one was going by right now. That’d be Bill.

         
         Sedan-sized, four doors, lots of glass, an Arrival looked a lot like any other car in that segment, albeit with some quirky,
            distinctive styling. A bit jelly-bean-like with rounded fenders, yet somewhat rakish at the same time, with a low sloping
            hood and high trunk, like a Dustbuster minus the handle. Sandra was not about to tell the Arrival execs in general, or that
            snarky shit Albert Ruskin in particular, that the car reminded her of a ferret. Slinky and kind of creepy, especially with
            those narrow, snake-like headlights that gave the vehicle a hint of menace. But there was no doubt it was aerodynamic. You
            could ride a bike right up the hood, over the roof, then take a leap off the back. She wondered how long it would be before
            some of the neighborhood skateboarders figured out an Arrival made a great ramp.
         

         
         It hadn’t occurred to her, until the Arrivals invaded Garrett Island, how most cars these days were silver or black or white
            or gray. Boring, blah colors. Sandra could remember her grandfather had a two-tone, turquoise and white Ford from the fifties.
            Beautiful machines from a forgotten era.
         

         
         Arrival Inc. wasn’t afraid of a splash of color. Their vehicles came in strawberry red and lime green and sky blue and lemon
            yellow and plum purple, just for starters. So even if you didn’t always hear these battery-powered cars coming, you sure as hell saw them.
         

         
         And they were the only cars to see these days on Garrett Island. Arrival Inc. had made the islanders an offer they couldn’t
            refuse.
         

         
         For one month, the company proposed, turn your car over to us and we’ll give you one of ours in return. Live in a world of
            the future. Be part of a grand demonstration, where in one isolated location, no one—no one at all—has to actually drive a car, but can get anywhere they want to go.
         

         
         At the end of the month, you’ll get your old car back—if you even want it. And if you don’t, we’ll pay you more than fair
            market value for it if you want to trade it in for an Arrival.
         

         
         What a deal. How could anyone say no?

         
         Now the media was about to descend on Garrett Island to see how this grand experiment was going. Arrival had wanted everyone
            to have gotten comfortable with their replacement vehicles before holding the big media event. All Sandra had to do was make
            sure the news conference went off perfectly.
         

         
         No pressure.

         
         Sandra’s gaze moved from the passing cars to the house across the street. The one where that old reclusive guy lived, alone.
            One of the few on the island who had no use for Arrival’s proposition. He had no regular car to turn over, so far as Sandra
            knew, and evidently did not want the use of one that could take him anywhere he wanted to go. The few times she’d seen him
            outside, he was walking to or from the closest grocery store, pulling his purchases behind him in a small, wheeled cart.
         

         
         There he was, sitting on the front porch, this early in the day, having a smoke. Breakfast of Champions, Sandra thought.

         
         She recalled that the other night, when Joe slipped away before the sun came up, a light was on in the garage out back of
            the old guy’s house. She’d wondered what the hell he was doing in there.
         

         
         Sandra shrugged. Whatever curiosity she felt about the man across the street, it wasn’t strong enough to motivate her to go
            over and say hello. If he wanted to be neighborly, let him make the first move. Islanders were generally so friendly. Everyone
            knew everybody else’s business. But as long as she’d lived here, she’d never so much as said two words to the guy. Maybe he
            was one of those snooty islanders, the ones who were born and raised here and figured everybody else was an interloper.
         

         
         She turned away from the window, trudged wearily into the bathroom, and flicked on the light. When she saw her reflection
            in the mirror she flinched.
         

         
         “Jesus,” Sandra said under her breath. She walked to the sink, stuck out her lip far enough to blow a strand of hair from
            in front of her eyes, and looked at the task that awaited her.
         

         
         “When they invent a face that will do its own makeup, that’s when I’ll really give a shit,” she said to the woman in the mirror.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Two

         
         The Arrival corporation had been very strict where the media were concerned.

         
         No one could bring a conventional vehicle onto the ferry. A paddock had been set up on the mainland for the islanders’ cars,
            and that was where the media vehicles would have to go, too. Reporters would walk onto the ferry, and when they got to Garrett
            Island, convoys of driverless Arrivals would escort them to Garrett itself, the town at the eastern end of the island where
            most islanders lived, for the news conference. Not surprisingly, the TV and cable news folks were not happy. They had to leave
            their vans, filled with gear and equipped with satellite hookups, behind.
         

         
         But Arrival Inc. had made it clear bringing any conventional car or truck onto the island—a vehicle that someone actually
            drove—would be like performing surgery without washing your hands. A vehicle where someone sat behind the wheel and pressed on
            an accelerator and flicked a turn signal would be nothing short of a contamination.
         

         
         The island was a pristine environment, at least where the roads were concerned.

         
         It reminded Brandon Kyle of the time he had visited Australia to supervise the opening of the first Gandalf dealership in
            that country. Never before had his bags been searched after getting off the plane. The customs officials wanted to be sure he wasn’t bringing in any fruit or vegetables or plants of
            any kind. They even wanted to know if visitors were bringing in any animals, living or dead, which struck Kyle as an odd question
            until someone told him travelers had been caught trying to smuggle all sorts of things into the country—live chickens, mice,
            rabbits, you name it—and Australia was not messing around when it came to this. Kyle had heard about one guy who’d tried to
            hide a snake in his pants. A sharp-eyed airport employee became suspicious when it appeared the individual’s dick was trying
            to catch some air out the bottom of his trouser leg. This country, isolated from the rest of the world geographically, had
            been able to protect itself from foreign predators, and wanted to keep it that way.
         

         
         Arrival was taking the same approach where Garrett Island was concerned.

         
         When Kyle was able to see the docked ferry in the distance, he instructed his driver, Derek Penner, to drop him by the pedestrian
            ramp. There was no need for Derek to leave the Cadillac sedan in the paddock with the other vehicles. Derek wasn’t staying.
            He had somewhere else to be.
         

         
         God, it pained Kyle to ride in the Caddy. But the customized stretch Gandalf he’d had made for himself was one of the many
            things he’d had to give up. And even if he’d still had that special ride, he wouldn’t want to be showing up in it on this
            occasion.
         

         
         Talk about giving himself away.

         
         No, a nondescript, gas-powered, human-driven Detroit hunk of junk was the way to go today. Kyle had to fly, as they say, under
            the radar.
         

         
         “This is good,” he said, from his spot in the rear seat, to Derek, up front behind the wheel. So Derek brought the car to
            a gentle stop and, with the engine still running, slipped out of the driver’s seat and came around to open the rear passenger
            door on the other side.
         

         
         As Kyle got out, he asked, “How do I look?” He gently touched his mustache, ran a hand over his bald head, then patted the
            bulge of his stomach.
         

         
         Derek appraised him. “Good.” He paused. “Maybe that’s not the right word. You look like you’ve let yourself go.”

         
         “So you wouldn’t know?”

         
         Derek’s head went side to side, but it was a gesture of encouragement. “You look fifty pounds heavier, and this”—and he touched
            himself just above the lip—“is holding just fine.”
         

         
         “It ought to. It’s real.”

         
         “If I passed you on the sidewalk, I’d have no idea. There’s not a picture in existence where you look the way you do now.”

         
         Kyle smiled, nodded, then glanced at his watch. “Okay. So, be looking for me in about three hours.”

         
         Derek nodded. They’d been over this many times. Get the boat from the marina a few miles north on the mainland while the boss
            did his thing on the island. Head out to sea. Rendezvous at Garrett Harbor. Bring the boss back home.
         

         
         Good ol’ Derek, Kyle thought. At a time when pretty much everyone else had deserted him, Derek remained loyal to the end.
            Kyle wondered how much longer he’d be able to keep him on. Not that Kyle didn’t have funds squirreled away. When rich people
            got wiped out, it usually meant they were down to their last few millions, which was certainly true for Kyle. His worth was
            a mere fraction of what it was two years ago. Anyway, today’s events would determine whether he needed to find a way to hang
            on to Derek.
         

         
         “If you have any problems, call,” Derek said.

         
         Kyle patted his chest, making sure his phone was still in his pocket. “As long as our man on the scene does what he’s supposed
            to do, things should go fine.”
         

         
         “And your tech friend in Russia,” Derek reminded him. “With the messaging.”

         
         “Yes,” Kyle said.

         
          

         Kyle hesitated one final moment, as though steeling himself for a long journey. He let out a long breath, nodded to himself,
            then turned and started walking toward the ferry. He fell into line with several others as they reached the metal ramp that
            led to the open ferry bay that would, any other day, be filling up with vehicles.
         

         
         There was no ticket to show, no fare to pay this day. Arrival had essentially commandeered the ferry, and was picking up all
            costs.
         

         
         A media ID, however, was required.

         
         A stunning blonde woman in a clingy black dress was checking everyone’s credentials. She looked like she’d just walked off
            the set of The Price Is Right, Kyle mused. It surprised him that Arrival, considering who its CEO was, would resort to such outdated practices. The slinky
            model perched over a new car, that was something most auto shows had abandoned years ago along with in-dash cassette players.
         

         
         Kyle reached into his jacket and produced a laminated card with his photo on it. The woman leaned in, inspected it, and flashed
            a mouth full of perfect, white teeth.
         

         
         “Thank you, Mr. . . . Stapleton.” She grinned. “Wheel Base Trends, right, nice to see you. This headshot does not do you justice.”
         

         
         He laughed. “You should see my passport pic. It looks like one of those shots the police issue when they’re trying to identify
            someone they’ve fished out of the Hudson River.”
         

         
         The woman chuckled.

         
         “How long’s the crossing?” he asked her.

         
         “About an hour,” she replied. “They’re calling for rain, maybe fog, later in the day, so that might cause a delay on our return.
            But I’m sure it won’t be a big problem.”
         

         
         “How’s the ferry in fog?”

         
         The woman shrugged. “I work for Arrival, not the ferry company, but they’ve got all sorts of radar, right? Because they can
            do this run at night. I guess the ferries are already pretty much self-driving, aren’t they?”
         

         
         “Suppose so,” Kyle said. “But they’re a bit tricky when it comes to the McDonald’s drive-through.”

         
         Another laugh. “You’re funny,” she said, waving him on.

         
         Once on the ferry, he climbed three sets of stairs to reach an upper level where there was a snack bar. Normally, all one
            could get was coffee and soft drinks and bags of potato chips and maybe a plastic-wrapped sandwich, but today, the Arrival
            corporation had laid on all kinds of goodies. Pastries, a guy making omelettes, a woman running a cappuccino machine. Trays
            overloaded with fruit and cheese. All Kyle wanted was a regular coffee, which he took in a paper cup, then headed out to the
            deck for some fresh air.
         

         
         Standing at the railing, he gazed out across the water. There, more than five miles out, stretched across the horizon, sat
            Garrett Island. Brandon Kyle breathed in the sea air, felt the breeze on his face.
         

         
         What a magnificent day. And it was only going to get better.

         
         He glanced to his right and saw a woman he recognized. A TV reporter for one of the cable business channels. He tried to recall
            her name. Geary, he though. Rebecca Geary.
         

         
         Jesus. I’ve done her show.

         
         Brandon Kyle felt a wave of fear rush through him. Derek had assured him he did not look at all like himself, but what if
            he was wrong? What if this woman recognized him?
         

         
         Yes, he’d shaved his head, grown a mustache. He’d decided, at the outset, that he wasn’t going with some stick-on facial hair
            that might blow off before he’d even reached the island. The only thing fake was the artificial padding around his middle,
            a cummerbund of phony fat. Brandon Kyle had a reputation as a fitness buff. Washboard stomach, broad-chested, not the sort
            of guy you’d expect to grow a beer belly overnight. He’d made sure, back in Gandalf’s good times, that all corporate videos
            had at least one clip of him jogging or skiing or jumping out of a plane. (Okay, so that last one had been doctored. There
            was no fucking way he was going to take up parachuting.)
         

         
         And he’d even practiced a different voice to use today. He hailed from the South, but his parents had moved away from Mississippi
            when he was only four, and growing up in New England had done much to erase that drawl. But he could fall back into it easily.
            He’d just hear his father’s Southern gentleman voice in his head, and out it would spew from his own mouth. He always thought,
            talking in that Southern accent, it was like having a splash of bourbon on your tongue.
         

         
         When he caught the woman’s eye, he decided to take a chance that his disguise was adequate, and said, “How are you today?”

         
         Rebecca Geary smiled and nodded as she said, “Just great. Beautiful day. Especially considering we’re just getting into fall.”

         
         “It is that,” he said. “Be a bit chilly on the way over, I suspect.” He cocked his head. “I believe I recognize you from the
            TV.”
         

         
         She nodded. “The Geary Report. Rebecca Geary.”
         

         
         “That’s right. Good show. Watch it all the time.”

         
         “Heading over for the Arrival thing, like the rest of us?” she asked.

         
         Big nod. “I am indeed.”

         
         “Pain in the ass,” she said. “Not even letting us take a car. My cameraman’s carrying so much gear he’ll be in physio for
            a year.”
         

         
         “I guess they’re pretty serious about keeping the island . . . pure, I guess would be the word.”
         

         
         “I gather the only vehicles on the island that aren’t self-driving are emergency ones,” she said. “Arrival hasn’t yet got an autonomous ambulance. God, my manners. Who are you
            with?”
         

         
         “Wheel Base, two words, dot com,” he said. “Ben Stapleton.” He extended a hand and she took it.

         
         “I have to admit,” she said, “it is quite the project. An entire island with nothing but these crazy little machines.”

         
         “It’s a great stunt,” he said.

         
         “I’m not really a car person,” she said. “My boyfriend is. He loves sports cars, thinks the day when he can’t get behind the
            wheel is more or less the apocalypse. End of times, whatever. But as a non-car-person, I’m okay with it.”
         

         
         “Sure,” Kyle said, nodding.

         
         “You think it will happen?”

         
         “Think what will happen?”

         
         “Like Arrival says, that within ten years, maybe sooner, most of the cars on the road will be driverless. They say it works
            better when all the cars are like that. They can all talk to each other. You put a few real live drivers into the mix, and
            it’s chaos. God, just think of downtown New York with nothing but self-drivers. I wonder if I’d miss the honking?”
         

         
         “Probably not,” Kyle said.

         
         Some hair blew across her face and she brushed it away. “Arrival is leading the way on this. The Big Three, Japan, Germany,
            they’re all playing catch-up. And of course, they had a bit of luck.”
         

         
         Kyle angled his head, waiting for her to go on.

         
         “I mean, when your biggest competitor self-destructs, that’s what I’d call catching a break.”

         
         “The Gandalf,” he said.

         
         “Yeah,” she said. “What’s their stock worth now?”

         
         Brandon Kyle paused, then said, somberly, “Nothing.”

         
         “I hear they’re down to selling off the Aeron chairs. There’s virtually nothing left. God help you if you own one of the Gandalfs
            that are actually out there. Good luck getting service. It’s the DeLorean all over again, only worse.”
         

         
         Kyle nodded solemnly. “I guess you’ve heard the rumors,” he said.

         
         “Rumors?” she said. “You mean the outright allegations? Of industrial sabotage?”

         
         “Yes.”

         
         “Of course. I had Kyle on my show.”

         
         “Oh,” Kyle said. “I must have missed that one.”

         
         “Talk about a man possessed,” she said. “Possibly delusional. He honestly believes Arrival’s president masterminded a plot
            to hack Gandalf’s master system, slipping a bug into it.”
         

         
         “That movie producer, and that actress, they did die,” Kyle said. “The car did go off that cliff.”
         

         
         “Sure,” the woman said. “The software fucked up. No doubt about it. But you ask me, Kyle trying to lay this off on Arrival
            is just a dodge to keep from taking responsibility himself. Where’s the proof? You make an accusation as serious as that,
            you need something to back it up. Arrival’d probably sue if they thought Kyle had any money left.”
         

         
         Kyle felt a rush of heat to his cheeks but managed to maintain an air of calm. “I’ve heard he has the proof but no one will
            listen. He’s convinced, beyond a shadow of a doubt, that this was a deliberate act to destroy his company.”
         

         
         Rebecca Geary shrugged. “I don’t know. Let’s say he’s right. Let’s say Arrival, or some other company, got into the Gandalf
            network and introduced a virus. Shouldn’t Kyle have anticipated that? Shouldn’t he have had safeguards in place?”
         

         
         “So, blame the victim.”

         
         “Not saying that. But if you’re, I don’t know, Target, and someone hacks into your database and gets credit card info on all
            your customers, who do you get mad at? You get mad at the company, because they were supposed to protect you from that kind
            of thing. What about all these firms getting hit with ransomware attacks? A lot of them never took the threats seriously until
            it was too late.”
         

         
         “Hmm,” Kyle said.

         
         “The corporate world is cutthroat. Bad things happen to good people, and good companies. Some great inventions get overtaken
            by something else. VHS killed Betamax, although that was Sony that took the hit, so it’s hard to shed a tear for them. They’re
            doing just fine, thank you very much. But then, look at BlackBerry. They made a pretty damn good phone, but then the iPhone
            came along, and they took a beating. And now, well, if all your money’s invested in the gas engine or premium unleaded, you
            might want to rethink that. History marches on. The thing with Brandon Kyle is, he and his Gandalf went off the rails.” She
            laughed. “Or off the cliff, I should say.”
         

         
         Kyle found himself unable to feign a chuckle.

         
         “I guess,” he said. “Where’s your camera guy?”

         
         She tipped her head toward the cabin. “Carl’s at the buffet stuffing his face. Listen, nice talking to you. Probably see you
            at the presser.”
         

         
         “Sure,” Kyle said.

         
         She headed for one of the many outdoor benches set up on the deck with a view forward.

         
         Kyle could feel the engines starting. The ship began to vibrate. Moments later, the ferry began to move out from the dock.

         
         I hope she’s one of them, he thought. I hope she’s one of the first.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Three

         
         “I think our friendly neighborhood serial killer was at it again last night,” said Archie Montrose.

         
         Sandra’s twelve-year-old son was sitting at the kitchen table, ignoring the cereal he’d poured himself as he stared at his
            phone, playing a game. Any other morning, she might have told him to put his phone away, but she needed to save her strength
            today for bigger battles, should they come up.
         

         
         But she did ask, as she filled a mug with coffee, “What are you talking about?”

         
         “Ignore him,” said Katie Montrose, thumbing the screen of her own phone as she strolled into the kitchen. “He’s crazy.”

         
         “Oh, yeah?” said Archie. “What do you think he’s doing in his garage at three in the morning?”
         

         
         “I hope he’s building a time machine,” Katie said, “that sends you to another dimension.”

         
         “Lame-O,” Archie said. “A good insult would be building a time machine to send me to another time. But dimension? Makes no sense.”
         

         
         Sandra’s daughter, four years older than Archie, managed to take a mug from the cupboard, fill it with coffee, and add a pack
            of sweetener, all without taking her eyes off her phone.
         

         
         “You’ll care when he grabs you one night and takes you in there and starts torturing you,” Archie said. “Then, once you’re
            dead, he’ll start cutting you up into little—”
         

         
         “Enough!” Sandra shouted at her son.

         
         He glanced at her for only a second, then spooned some cereal into his mouth. Chewing, he said, “I’m just trying to save her
            life, is all.”
         

         
         “You binge-watch too many TV shows about serial killers,” Sandra said. “I forbid it.”

         
         That brought snickers from both of her children. Sandra knew it was an empty threat the moment she’d uttered the words. As
            if you could control anything your kids watched these days.
         

         
         Katie said, “Just because someone is up in the middle of the night doesn’t make him a murderer.”

         
         Her brother shrugged. “What else would it be? I bet he prowls the neighborhood around midnight, then takes his victim back
            to the garage. I saw him sitting on his porch this morning, havin’ a cig. It’s like with some people, they have a smoke after
            sex, but this guy, he has one after he’s killed somebody.”
         

         
         Sandra put down her coffee and stared at Archie contemptuously. “What is wrong with you?”

         
         Archie looked her way, puzzled. “Huh?”

         
         “Seriously, what the hell is wrong with you?”

         
         “I got this one,” Katie said, raising a hand to her mom. “He’s mentally unstable. Maybe you dropped him on the head when he
            was little?”
         

         
         Sandra scowled.

         
         Katie shrugged. “It’s just a theory. He could be possessed.”

         
         Archie said, “I can’t help it if you’re blind to the truth.”

         
         Katie broke off a banana from a bunch in a ceramic bowl and, leaning up against the counter, started to peel it. Her mother
            had to move around her to get to the sink to rinse out her cup.
         

         
         “Could you get a little more in the way?” Sandra asked.

         
         Katie tossed the peel into the sink. “I want to book my test. The DMV is open today. I don’t see why—”

         
         Sandra looked visibly pained. “I’m done talking about this.”

         
         “Yeah, well, maybe you are, but I’m not. I want to take the test. I want to be able to drive. Barry has his license, and Raj and Naveen, and they
            aren’t any older than I am and—”
         

         
         “It’s different,” Sandra said. “They’re b—”

         
         She stopped herself. Archie whipped his head around, as if he’d just heard a truck slam into the house.

         
         “Whoa,” he said.

         
         “Oh my God, I can’t believe you said that,” Katie said.

         
         “I didn’t say anything.”

         
         “You were going to say it was okay because they’re boys. That is, like, totally unbelievable, coming from you.”
         

         
         “I didn’t mean that. I don’t know what I was thinking.”

         
         “Because if you want the names of my girlfriends who have their license, there’s Pamela, and—”

         
         “You don’t have to tell me. I get it. Just because they’re ready—male or female—doesn’t mean you are. Katie, you know how—”

         
         “So what, I never get a driver’s license? Is that what you’re saying? I know what this is about. This is because—”
         

         
         “Don’t go there,” her mother said. “I’m not having this conversation again.” Her eyes started to mist.

         
         “Look, I know,” Katie said, her voice pleading. “Things can happen. But you still drive. I don’t see you—”
         

         
         Sandra raised a hand. “Not for long. I mean, well, look what’s happening.”

         
         Sandra reached over to the end of the kitchen counter, where she had left a stack of press kits in bright blue folders with
            pictures of the Arrival cars on the cover. She held one up.
         

         
         “You’re not even going to need a driver’s license,” she said. “This is the future. This right here.”
         

         
         Katie rolled her eyes. “Mom, save your PR stuff for the event, okay? It’s going to be, like, years before those kinds of cars
            are actually everywhere. In another couple of weeks, they’re going to clear the island of these jelly beans with wheels and
            probably ninety percent of everyone here is going back to what they were driving. What am I supposed to do? Ask you to drive
            me around until I’m thirty, when all the regular cars are finally gone? That’ll be fun. Especially on dates. You okay sitting
            up front while I make out in the back?”
         

         
         Archie made a gagging sound.

         
         “It could be sooner than you think,” Sandra persisted. “The world is changing so fast now no one can keep up.” She took a
            breath, steeling herself. “The truth is, what happened to this family—to us—would never have happened in a car that—”
         

         
         Katie raised her hands as if surrendering to the police. “Fine, fine, okay. Never mind.” She turned and started walking out
            of the kitchen.
         

         
         “Katie!” her mother said. “Come back—”

         
         Katie could already be heard stomping up the stairs.

         
         Sandra’s shoulders sank. “Shit.”

         
         Archie said, without looking her way, “That’s a buck for the swear jar.”

         
         “We don’t have a swear jar.”

         
         “But if we did,” he said, “you’d have to put a dollar in.”

         
         “Get moving. You’ll be late to school.”

         
         “Uh, earth to Mom. There’s no school today, remember?”

         
         Sandra put the heel of her hand to her forehead, remembering. “It’s teacher prep day or something.”

         
         “Yup.”

         
         “Then what are you even doing up? On weekends you’re in bed till noon.” She took a deep breath through her nose and fixed
            her eyes on him. “All tuckered out from climbing tall buildings and masts and whatever?”
         

         
         He let that one go by without comment. “I’m doing stuff with the guys.”

         
         “What guys?”

         
         “The guys? The guys I always hang out with?”
         

         
         Sandra shook her head. “You and your friends have a special talent for getting into things you shouldn’t.”

         
         “I don’t know what you’re talking about, Mom.”

         
         If only the tall ship incident were Archie’s only experiment in danger. “You started a grass fire at the Jamesons’.”

         
         Archie looked hurt. “That was a science experiment that
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