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"John?"

John tried to crack his eyes open, but the
rays of sun that pried into his retina felt like sharp glass, and
he closed them shut. "What?"

"We'll have to get moving soon. We'll take
the Impala and get out of state as soon as we can. Possibly try for
Canada."

John allowed the words to mix in with the
vapors of the dreams in his head as he tried to make sense of where
he was. "Canada," he repeated, the words meant nothing to him.
"Why?"

"Wake up," Tom said. "You know we have to get
out of here. Especially after last night."

Last night, it hit John and a grappling hook
pulled his heart into his guts. Mom. Was dead. He took in a breath
of the cold air, and couldn't feel anything, but the hurt that was
a hole inside him.

"You all right?" Tom asked, throwing some
food at him.

John stared at the jerky. Last night was
coming back to him; all the details that he wished would stay
away.

"Mom," John said, trying not to cry. The
image of her standing over him while he played with plastic trucks
in a sandpit swam through him.

"Hey there," Tom said, walking over to him.
"Don't try to think about it."

"How?" John asked hoping for some
pointers.

"I don't know. You just have to think about
something else. Like how we might get killed once they find out
what we did and send everyone they have after us."

John stared at his uncle. That was some
advice. Don't worry about your mother because the rock that just
crushed her was coming at you. "I guess..."

"Don't guess," Tom said, his stern voice
returning. "Get ready and get going. Eat something."

John chewed on the jerky and swallowed.
Moving the jerky to his mouth made him realize that every muscle in
his body was aching. Last night must have taken everything out of
him. What use were his special powers if they only lasted for a
limited time? They started to fail only a few minutes into the
night, didn't they? He chewed and he swallowed.

He finally got up to his feet and the pain in
his hamstrings shrieked through his body. Then, as if that specific
pain was a catalyst, he remembered the furry creature he had
wrestled with in the basement, the fear he had when he thought
something that was just like him was going to defeat him. He also
remembered the lights coming on, and that creature being a man. A
shot of fear pushed his heart rate up.

"Tom?"

Tom, sitting in the car, thumping on the
steering wheel looked at him. "Yeah?"

"You remember how I thought there was a
creature in the basement?"

"It was just a man—"

"I know what we saw after the lights came on,
but I'm pretty certain that he wasn't a man before that. I mean I
know he wasn't."

Tom didn't maintain eye contact with John.
Instead, he stared at the woods all around them. John wondered if
perhaps his uncle thought him mad. And what if he did, and decided
to leave him? He had done it once, hadn't he?

"It happens, John. You get caught up in the
heat of the moment and your mind makes you think of crazy
things."

John decided to let it go. He took deliberate
steps forward—there was only one angle in which his legs wanted to
move—until he was on the passenger side, next to the door. Another
memory hit him. "Tom?"

"What?" Tom said, his voice leaning towards
anger.

"They have a picture of this car."

"They?"

"I saw it in the house. A picture of the car,
and a sketch that looked a lot like you."

Tom let out a breath of air. "Arghh!" he
yelled and slammed his fists into the steering wheel. He glanced
over at John with an evil stare. For a moment John wondered if his
uncle blamed him for everything that had gone wrong.

John took a step back. "I..." He didn't know
what to say, but he felt extremely unwelcome here. He missed his
mother and how she never really cared about his quirks. With her,
though she lost her temper, he always knew he was the only thing
that mattered. Here, with his uncle fuming over the steering wheel,
he felt like he was only a second away from being ditched. His
mind, not wanting to deal with Tom, made a sudden realization. What
if his uncle was like his dad? And if that was true, which given
the looks it seemed to be, then what if his mother never wanted to
talk about his father because he always acted like he was
going to leave her... After all, he did leave her, and John in the
end.

John felt angry with himself for ever
doubting his mother, someone who had taken care of him, and blaming
her for his father leaving. Then blaming her even more for not
telling him about a man who obviously didn't care for him.

John took another step back as Tom got out of
the car, swearing and kicking the wheels.

"My goddam car. I don't believe it! And all
because of you!" he shouted, casting another horrid glance towards
John.

Perhaps it would be best if he left, John
thought. He didn't feel comfortable with his uncle anymore. John
wondered if he would even want to meet his father. Not if he was
like Tom.

"I can leave if you want," John said.

Tom, breathing hard from kicking the tires,
stared at the ground.

"I know you think it's my fault that you're
losing your car," John said shuffling his feet. He tried not to
look up, because once again he felt like the world was closing in
on him.

"John come over here," Tom said in a firm
voice.

John took measured steps towards his uncle.
"What?"

"You're family, all right?" Tom said, a
forced niceness to his words. "Don't ever think that you're
unwanted. Got it?"

"Got it," John answered, though he wasn't
sure about his uncle's tone.

Tom clasped his hand on John's shoulder.

"I know I left you, and you think I was
trying to leave your mother out to dry. But I wasn't. It really was
what she wanted."

John brushed what Tom said off, slightly
ashamed that his uncle knew exactly what he was thinking about.
"You're not angry about the car?"

"I am. But it's not your fault."

John decided not to reply.

They got back on the motorcycle, after they
took everything they needed from the car, and drove away. They
didn't travel but a handful of miles before the tire on the bike
blew. Tom barely managed to maintain control of the bike as he
pulled it over to the side.

"Well, that's the end of that," said Tom.

They pulled the bike into the woods as Tom
checked the tire and kicked it. "Stupid, mother..."

"So what do we do now?" John asked.
Everything was going wrong. As if the whole world wanted to see
him, them, fail.

"We walk," Tom said.

"To Canada?"

"That's right."

"How long will that take?"

Tom stared at the highway, stiff and erect
like a pointer dog.

"Tom?"

Tom moved his finger to his lips to indicate
silence.

John cocked his head and listened.

Sirens.

Faraway. Getting louder.

Tom started to pull out their bags and throw
them on his back. John followed suit and helped his uncle break
branches off trees and cover the bike.

John's heart started to thump in his throat.
Something coursed through his veins, and right now all the pain and
aches were gone.

"We run?"

"No, we wait and see," Tom said.

The sirens got louder, and somewhere in the
background a helicopter sounded. They were safe, though, under all
these trees.

"How many people are chasing us?"

"As many as they want," Tom said.

John didn't like it when his uncle spoke
without really answering a question, and was about to tell him when
Tom broke off in a trot. John ran to catch up.

"Where are we going? I thought you said to
watch."

"Yeah, I'm not sure about that bike. It was
out of our sight," Tom said.

"So? We're not sure about half the things on
us." John waited for an answer, but knew, from all his experience
with grownups, that his uncle wasn't going to answer.

Tom gave John a queer look.

"I think there's a town up here," Tom said
after a few minutes of running.

"And?"

"We need to get close enough to hear what the
police in the area are thinking. If they're only after you, then
maybe we stand a chance."

"You mean you," John said, stopping in his
tracks. Could he trust Tom?

"Don't give me that look again," Tom said,
rolling his eyes. "Christ, you're more paranoid than your old man.
You think I'm going to give you up? If I wanted to do that I'd have
knocked you out in the house, or when you were asleep."

John studied his uncle's face, looking for
any sort of clue to give away his real intentions. There was
nothing.

Tom turned and ran again. John was tired of
following his uncle, but he didn't have any other ideas; he
followed.

"There," Tom said and pointed.

They were at the edge of the clearing; light
pierced through the thicket of the trees. Beyond the trees was a
flat dirt parking lot with several police cars parked around a
wooden shack that looked like a restaurant.

John could smell bacon. His stomach rumbled,
and his head swooned.

"Wait here, I'm going to run closer and see
what I can hear."

"I'll come."

"No," Tom said. You will not, I repeat, not,
follow me."

"Why not?"

Tom rolled his eyes. "Christ..."

There was a space between the rear of the
restaurant and a large garbage can. Tom sprinted towards it and
John followed.

They rested on their haunches. Just then, the
rear of the door opened and a cook came out to smoke a cigarette.
He was slim, brown, and had black hair. Mexican, thought John, as
his heart started to push more of the good stuff through his body.
He clenched his fists.

The cook didn't notice them crouched next to
the garbage. They couldn't try and hide because any movement would
require moving garbage bags piled next to the dumpster.

When the cigarette was finished, the cook
turned, saw them and froze. John made a move to jump, but Tom held
him back with his hand. The cook frowned, then a look of
recognition flashed across his face. He smiled and pulled out his
pack of cigarettes. Tom took one and John leaned in to take one
too.

"I don't think so," Tom said.

"What? Because I have to watch for my
health?" John asked, anger raising his voice.

Tom released a breath of air. John took the
cigarette and the Mexican lit it. He inhaled and the smoke attacked
his throat before it made it to his lungs. John coughed and
coughed. He had never tried one before and now, as he felt nauseous
and sick, he wondered how anyone could smoke this crap.

Tom and the Mexican man were laughing. When
John finally looked up from the pavement, Tom was talking to the
man.

"Your name?"

"Jose," he said, shaking Tom's hand.

"Tom."

"Good to meet you," Jose said in a stilted
accent that had American and Mexican elements in it.

"They're talking about us?" asked Tom as he
pointed inside.

"Yeah. Well him," Jose said pointing at
John.

"John," John said and stuck out his hand; he
felt like vomiting, but had to hold it in so that he wouldn't have
to hear Tom about it in the future.

"I know," Jose said, shaking his hand.

"What are they saying?"

"That you're wanted for murder."

John froze, felt like running, but looked to
his uncle instead.

"You believe them?" Tom asked.

Jose shook his head. "I've been thrown in
jail for things I never did. So why trust those bastards? Besides
they've been calling me a wetback ever since they got in."

All three went quiet as a roar rose up from
inside the restaurant.

"You guys need food?"

"If you can," Tom said.

"Hold on," Jose said and turned to the
restaurant.

"Can I listen from the kitchen?"

Jose shrugged. "Sure, there's only me and my
friend working. The owner won't be back until later today."

"Your friend..."

"He's good," Jose said and flicked his
cigarette onto the ground. The two of them walked inside.

From outside John could hear laughter and
lots of banter. His stomach rebelled. The smell of the garbage, a
mixture of sweet food rotting and chemicals from cleaners, wasn't
helping his nausea. A heave shuddered through his body.

Tom came out and squatted next to John.

"You hear anything?" John asked.

Tom nodded his head in a slight movement that
beckoned John to stay quiet.

John stayed silent, then his mind started to
race and he had to speak. "Well?

"Doesn't look good. They're trying to use any
means to get at you."

"So if the police are after me, now
what?"

"You won't get any rest until we leave the
country. But they were talking about motion detectors near the
border with Canada. That way might be a no go."

John felt sick from the information. "Then
what?"

"We wait and see," Tom said.

"Where?"

"In the woods."

"This is ridiculous," John said, his throat
tightening. "Are you certain they're putting my name and face
everywhere?"

"Well not everywhere, but the police know
about you. That means that we have to be careful."

"And on TV?"

"Jose said no."

"Why do you trust him? I thought that this
wasn't something to trust anyone with?"

"Well, he's just... It's people like him, the
people who work their asses off in the background whom I've always
trusted. They are the real power of this country."

John stared at his uncle; Tom's tone had
changed, almost as
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