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Chapter One

 


A Time of Worry
and Uncertainty

 


“Would you rather
live in a post-apocalyptic world where the few humans left die
slowly of radiation poisoning while freezing and starving in a
prolonged nuclear winter … or Mexico?” Josh Fox asked his consort,
Kerry Coleman. The two were discussing where to flee, something out
of the ordinary for most folks—but not Josh.

The couple had garnered a great deal of
unwelcome notoriety in the past two days, what with Josh having
hijacked the helicopter of New York governor-elect Zachary
Davenport, injuring two policemen in making his getaway. Josh had
the New York City Police Department, the FBI, and the U.S. Army
interested in speaking to him, and the multi-billionaire Davenport
family hankering to murder him. He wished to remain aloof from all
of them, hence his reason for fleeing.

Kerry had committed the dreadful mistake of
marrying Gregory Davenport, Zachary’s brother, then compounded it
by falling in love with Josh; hence her reason.

The fugitives had hidden in a friend’s
apartment till midnight, then ventured to Gregory’s TriBeCa
condominium complex, where they stood in the hall outside his
unit.

Kerry ignored Josh’s question; she fished her
keys out of her purse. “I’m pretty sure he’s at the mansion, but
you never know,” she said, her trembling hands jingling the
keys.

Josh took the keys from her. She pointed to
the proper key, and he slid it into the lock as quietly as he
could. As he opened the door, the burglar alarm started
beeping.

“Shit!” she yelped as she dashed to the
keypad to shut it off.

“So much for stealth,” said Josh as he took a
pistol out of his pocket; but he didn’t need it—no one was
home.

Josh opened a cabinet and took the keys for
the Mercedes while Kerry collected some clothes and toiletries.

When she came out of the bathroom, he was
checking the cupboards and fridge; he was disappointed in the
selection.

“As you know, he eats out all the time,” she
said. “Hungry?”

“Yeah. I haven’t had much to eat in the past
few days. You wouldn’t believe the shitty selection of food
available for zero dollars.”

“Still, I don’t understand how you can be
hungry with the situation we’re in. My stomach’s in knots. God,
Josh, people want us dead. Even as I’m saying it, I don’t
quite believe it.”

“You can still change your mind; just stay
here.”

“I’ve made my decision; I’m coming with you,”
she replied in a tone that conveyed, Don’t bring it up
again!

They stole to the basement garage to steal
Gregory’s favorite car. When the elevator door opened, Josh stuck
his head out and looked both ways. Seeing no one, he stepped out.
Kerry followed. Just as they got to the car, they heard someone
coming. Both immediately squatted behind the car. The night
security guard strolled down the passageway in slow motion as the
fugitives’ hearts beat wildly. Failure to make their getaway could
mean their lives.

The man stopped in front of the Mercedes.
Josh took out his gun. Kerry shook her head at him. The guard lit a
cigarette and sat on the hood of the car. Kerry and Josh looked at
each other as if to say, Shit!

A few minutes later, a car drove into the
garage, and the security guard stamped out his cigarette and
hastened to the elevator. The car pulled into its assigned space,
and an elderly couple got out and went to the elevator.

After the elevator door closed, Kerry and
Josh slid into the front seats of the Mercedes. Josh drove quickly
out of the garage and pulled out onto Church Street.

“Upstate?” he said.

She nodded.

He headed to the Holland Tunnel.

Halfway through the tunnel, traffic came to a
halt. “God, this city is unbelievable,” said Kerry. “A traffic jam
at one AM … Probably construction.” Josh nodded, but then his eyes
opened wide. “What?” she asked.

“What if the cops are checking cars at the
exit points?” Her eyes matched his.

“What should we do?”

“Nothing we can do other than keep
going.”

The two quietly panicked for several minutes
as traffic crawled forward. Kerry took Josh’s hand and squeezed. He
saw that she was crying. “Maybe it’s just a traffic jam,” he
said.

As they approached the end of the tunnel,
they could see flashing red and blue lights ahead.

“Shit!” said Josh.

“Maybe they won’t recognize us with blond
hair,” said Kerry. The two had dyed their hair the evening
before.

“With our luck?”

“Should we get out and run back through the
tunnel?”

“They’d see us on the cameras. We’re
trapped.”

Just as Josh was reaching for his gun, the
two saw that there had been an accident. “Oh, thank God,” said
Kerry.

“That’s not very nice,” said Josh as he
inhaled deeply to settle down.

“You know what I mean.”

They passed the accident, sped up, and headed
toward the interstate.

The two said little to each other for a
couple of hours as they ruminated about their predicament and about
the person sitting close by. They had met a year earlier and had
fallen in love months ago, but this was the first time they were
truly together. For a typical couple, this would be reason to walk
on air, but that was impossible with the crushing weight on their
shoulders.

Nearing Kingston, NY, Kerry broke out of her
reverie and said, “We have to get new identities. We should pick
new names.”

“I’m an old hand at this. We take the first
two frozen bums we find in a back alley and steal their IDs.” That
was how Josh had become Brad Armstrong, his alias while he was
Gregory’s chauffeur.

“There’s this expert forger I prosecuted that
bargained his way out of a long jail term. If we pay him enough,
he’ll make whatever ID we want. He’s in Albany.”

“He won’t trust you.”

“If he watches the news, he’ll know we’re on
the run.”

“Then I won’t trust him.”

“This diamond ring is worth fifty thousand
dollars. This will buy all the trust and ID we need. The guy’s name
is Gary Martin, but his buddies call him Giggles. It’s facetious
because even though he likes funny people they say he never laughs
at anything. Instead he says, ‘I like you, mate.’ That’s his laugh.
He’s American, but spent a few years in Australia, and came back
with a bunch of Aussie sayings and affectations. It’s how he
distinguishes himself; he’s a real character.

“You know how I got him to cooperate with the
DA? He was bragging about beating some guy up, and I responded with
your gag about dodging the guy’s wheelchair and kinking his oxygen
line. He said, ‘I like you, mate,’ and started talking, and we got
key information to convict the state’s biggest money launderer. I’m
sure he’ll like you. Just be funny.”

“I can’t be funny on command.”

“Just be yourself, and it’ll work out. We
need to pick new names, ones that won’t draw attention. For men, I
like the names Bret, Ryan, Kevin, Peter …”

“Whichever.”

“How about Peter?” He nodded. “What girls’
names do you like?”

“Erin, Samantha, Sarah …”

“Sarah sounds nice. What about a last name?
Never mind, you’ll just come up with something foolish.”

“Chang is foolish?”

“If you don’t look the part, it is. We have
to make it as hard as we can for them to track us down. If they
find out our new aliases, it would be best to have really common
names. Maybe Johnson or Smith or Jones—” She gasped. “That’s a
police car. Slow down!” She looked in the side mirror. “He’s
pulling out after us!”

“Stay calm,” he recommended as his heart
nearly jumped out of his chest. “We don’t know he’s after us. I was
only going a few miles over the limit.”

“We’re driving a stolen car.”

“It’s unlikely it’ll be missed till morning.”
He pulled out his pistol and put it on the seat beside him.

“What are you doing?”

“Just in case.”

“You promised me you wouldn’t kill anyone.
You promised to be a good man.”

“And I’ll keep my promises unless it means
your death or mine—and if we get caught, make no mistake, the
Davenports will kill me, and ruin or kill you.”

“The Davenports do not control the police.
There’s at least a chance the FBI has your recording from the
cockpit voice recorder, or someone official believed the case I
made for you on TV, and will start an investigation—or the phone
company can reproduce the call I made of Zachary’s confession.”

“Are you willing to bet our lives on any one
of those slim chances? He’s turned on his lights! Shit!” He took
the gun in his hand.

“If you kill a cop, you seal our fates
forever! If they catch us, we’ll both get the death penalty. Or
we’ll be on the run for the rest of our lives.”

“If your plan works, they’ll think we’re
dead.”

“I won’t go through with it with a murderer.
Pull over.”

“That’ll end badly. If he knows the car is
stolen, he’ll pull his gun on us. If he’s stopping us for speeding,
we have no ID or ownership to show him. Either way, we’re fucked.
I’ll make a run for it.”

“In real life, bad guys almost never get away
in a car chase; the cops radio ahead to other cops.”

“Fuck!” Josh pulled over. “If he pulls in
behind us, that’s it. I have to shoot him.”

“No! If you do, I give up on you, and you’re
on your own. Give me the gun. Give it to me!”

He cursed and handed it over. The police car
sped past them. Josh put his head on the steering wheel and took
some deep breaths to slow his racing heart. Kerry started crying,
her way of expelling the stress.

A few moments later, she warned, “I am not
casting my lot in with a murderer. Do you understand?”

“I do, yes. Do you understand that you cast
your lot in with a fugitive who has a price on his head? Do you
understand what’s at stake if they catch us?”

“Of course I do.”

“I don’t think you do or you wouldn’t judge
me so harshly for being willing to do whatever it takes to save our
lives. You believe in the justice system because you worked for it.
I don’t because I’ve been its victim. It can be easily manipulated
by a billionaire with political power.”

“I’m keeping the gun.”

“Fine. Just let me say it now since I won’t
be able to after they kill me: I told you so.”

She shook her head dismissively.

He continued, “One more thing: keep
threatening me, keep questioning the judgment of someone who
understands a lot better than you the perilous situation we’re in,
and I’ll give up on you. I can walk away from you any time; I’ll be
much safer that way. Do you understand that?”

She turned away from him and looked out at
the cold, bleak landscape.

Josh pulled out onto the highway and headed
for Albany.


Chapter Two

 


An Insane
Idea

 


They got to Albany
at around three AM and found a hotel, parking the car so it
couldn’t be seen from the street. She washed out his wound. It
looked like it might be getting infected.

Before they went to sleep, they did a little
planning for the harrowing days to come. Key to a future free of
pursuit by the law or the Davenports was Kerry’s idea of faking
their deaths in a plane crash. The Davenports had an estate south
of Catskills State Park with a private airstrip and hangar. In that
hangar was a small plane, which they would appropriate.

Josh, a pilot, had a good notion of how to
crash without the undesirable spin-off of dying. It had to be into
the ocean, since crash investigators might suspect something fishy
if they found the plane on land without their mangled bodies. He
would leave the Emergency Locator Transmitter operational, so the
authorities would know the plane crashed and approximately where it
was under the water. He hoped they wouldn’t spend the millions it
would take to search the ocean floor for the bodies of two
suicides.

“So we have to land in the water or parachute
out over water?” Kerry said in a tone that implied what she left
unsaid: Are you crazy?

“It isn’t going to be ‘we.’ It’ll be me. I’ll
meet you at a pre-arranged destination.”

“I don’t want you taking all the risks.”

“It’s stupid for both of us to if only one
has to, plus you’re pregnant, and we can’t just wash up on shore
without anyone to help us. You need to drive wherever we’re going,
so we have transportation and supplies after the crash. As for the
crash, I can’t simply land the plane on the water and get out. If
it isn’t done just right, it might flip over or tumble end over
end. Even if I manage it, I’d have to land off the continental
shelf or they could find the plane intact and, again, no bodies.
Then I’d have to go … what, a hundred, two hundred miles to get to
shore? Impossible. If their plane has autopilot, I could bail out
over land and leave the plane flying way out into the ocean until
it ran out of fuel.”

“That sounds like the best plan to me.”

“Maybe, but if the plane is reported stolen
or if air traffic control somewhere picks it up, they might
scramble a jet and find out it’s empty. The plane can’t be going
very fast or I couldn’t open the door to get out, so they’ll have
plenty of time to find it in the air. If it manages to glide to the
surface without being seen, it’ll probably stay in one piece, and
it might float for a while with the ELT beeping. If a boat happens
to be near, we’re sunk—so to speak. If the plane sinks, it should
go at least a couple of thousand feet, but we couldn’t be sure.
Still it might work.”

“Do you have another idea?” asked Kerry.

“Yes, but I won’t like it. Depending on the
type of plane it is, I might be able to put it into a spin that it
won’t recover from. It’ll come down hard and disintegrate.”

“You’ve parachuted over water before?”

“Just once in training, and I thought that
was enough of that, but I learned enough to do it again if I have
to.”

“Will you be able to get out of the
plane?”

“Yes. A spin should have no heavy Gs to
fight. I should be able to open the door and literally fall out of
the plane. The key will be keeping the plane in the spin. Some
small planes are very stable, and can level themselves out. If the
Davenport plane will stay in a spin, I can bring it down close to
shore at night so no one can see, parachute out, and paddle ashore
in an inflatable raft. And I think I know just the place. We need
to find a computer.”

They walked down the hall to a common area
near the front desk. There sat a computer for hotel patrons. He got
on the Internet and looked up the Bay of Fundy. He found a chart
showing the current moving south along the eastern seaboard from
New Brunswick down to Cape Cod, then turning back up north back
into the Bay of Fundy along the western coast of Nova Scotia.

“If I bring the plane down right about here
…” He pointed to a spot a tad southwest of Yarmouth, Nova Scotia.
“I should be able to get to shore.”

He found a chart of water depth off Yarmouth
and determined the ocean was a hundred or more meters deep ten
kilometers—six miles—from shore. “That should be good enough,” he
said.

“You’re obviously not in peak condition.
You’ve lost a lot of blood. How realistic is it that you can paddle
for a long time?” said Kerry.

“The current should take me toward the coast,
but I don’t know how long I’d have to paddle. You’re right … it
could be a problem.”

They thought maybe some kind of small motor
might help. Another Google search yielded a good possibility: the
Sea-doo Seascooter GTI. It would get him about five miles before
the battery gave up. He might have to swim up to a mile. It also
meant at least two hours in the north Atlantic in November. He
would need a good wetsuit and an inflatable survival vest to keep
him on the surface.

The fast current would also wash bodies away
from a broken-up plane, so if the authorities looked they wouldn’t
get too suspicious when no bodies were found.

“I think that’s the best plan, except I’ll
have to bail out into the Atlantic in darkness and somehow not die.
I’m shitting myself just thinking about it.”

“I don’t want you to crash. It’s too risky. I
like the gliding-to-the-deep-ocean plan.”

“It’s safer, but much less likely to work.
Good bet that the Canadians will be wondering what’s going on with
a plane over their airspace that won’t respond to its calls and
warnings. They’ll send up interceptors and find an empty plane. I
like the riskier plan because they won’t have time to scramble
jets, but only if the Davenports have the right kind of plane.”

They determined that Kerry would drive to
Yarmouth. The best route in the autumn, when ferries between Maine
and Nova Scotia weren’t operating, was to drive to Saint John, New
Brunswick, and take the ferry across to Digby, Nova Scotia, with
another short drive south to Yarmouth. But she’d need different
transportation: the Davenport car would be reported stolen by
morning.

They went to sleep for a few hours.

The next morning they walked to a seedy part
of town near the hotel. The narrow street, with its sordid
tenements and gloomy inhabitants steeped in poverty, shouted danger
to a man finely attuned to the myriad perils of life. He kept his
eyes peeled as they walked up to a squalid building.

Kerry said, “Giggles owns this bar—used to,
at least.” She knocked. “Remember, try to make him like you,
mate.”

The door opened, and out jutted a face. Out
of this homely face came the following homely phrase: “Fuck off,
mate.” The face withdrew, and the door closed.

“That was him. I guess he doesn’t want
visitors,” she said with a smile.

“Fuck off doesn’t seem to leave too much room
for ambiguity,” agreed Josh.

“He didn’t recognize me with blonde hair, I
guess.” She knocked again.

Again the door opened, and the man said,
“We’re closed, whackers. Push off.”

“Mr. Martin, it’s Kerry Coleman—you know,
from the Manhattan DA’s office?”

He traded the frown for a fake smile. “Oh, I
didn’t recognize you. Welcome to the dark side, Mrs. Davenport.
Judging from the news and those bruises on your face, you got some
powerful blokes pissed at you, you little ripper. And this is the
infamous wuss, Josh Fox. I’m a conscientious deserter myself,
mate.”

“He’s not a deserter,” insisted Kerry.

“No sweat off my balls. I’d like you better
if you let New York fall into the fucking sea. All those
cock-licking bankers and brokers bilk people out of billions and
ruin the fucking economy and get bonuses. The DA is too busy
screwing the likes of me to bother with them. I do less damage in a
lifetime than those mongrels do every fucking minute. So what the
fuck do you want?”

“Can we come in? We have a—”

“No. Fuck off. I don’t need the trouble,”
said Giggles.

As he pushed the door closed, Josh put his
arm out and stopped the door. He shoved the smaller man inside, and
said, “We have a business proposition, shithead, and you’re going
to listen.”

Kerry walked in and shut the door.

A behemoth quaked up to Josh and lifted him
off the floor with one arm.

Josh said, “I’ve often wondered how I’d react
in King Kong’s clutches, and I’m a bit disappointed to learn that
my reaction smells so much.” That garnered no reaction from
Giggles. Josh went on, “Uh, Kerry, undergoing a spot of agony here.
Getting him to ‘I like you, mate’ isn’t very easy with death
knocking at my door.”

“Don’t hurt him,” said Kerry. “Look, Mr.
Martin. This is my five-carat blue diamond ring, worth fifty
thousand dollars. Give us your help, maybe a day or so of your time
and unique talents, and it’s yours.”

“Or I could have King Kong—I like that,
mate,” he noted to Josh—“I could have him break the deserter in
two, and let him carry you up the Empire State Building after I
relieve you of your ring and everything else of value.”

“No you couldn’t, because if you put a
scratch on my man, I put a hole in yours, then in you,” returned
Kerry, as she pulled the gun out of her purse and pointed it at the
big man. “Put him down now!”

He threw Josh across the room.

“I like that, mate,” Giggles said to King
Kong. “He generally thumps before he thinks,” he told Kerry. He
nodded at his hood, and the man backed off.

Giggles remarked to Josh—who was getting to
his feet and rubbing his hip bone, which had borne the brunt of his
precipitation to Earth—“Why the hell you dragging that she-wolf
along? Ain’t you got enough problems on your own? I always say
women ain’t worth the effort. They don’t feel that much better than
my hand, but they make so many more demands.”

“You must have one amazing hand. Until mine
grows a pussy and tits, though, I’ll stick with her.”

“You’re a dag, mate. I like you. I think we
can do business. What do you want me to do?”

Kerry spoke up. “We need professional ID:
passports, licenses, social security. Two sets each so we have
backup in case we need to run again.”

“I’ll just give you passports. You can use
them to get all your other ID right from the government. And might
I suggest putting away your cannon? I said we can do business.”

She lowered the gun, but kept it in her
hand.

“By sheer coincidence, I have a pair of U.S.
passports for a Mr. and Mrs. Nathan Hnatiuk, who’ll happen to look
exactly like the both of you as soon as we fit them with your
pictures.”

“I guess that would be okay for the backup,
but we want a full set of Canadian ID, and you can damn well make
it for us for the huge diamond ring.”

“And I’ll need a commercial helicopter pilot
license for Canada, too,” Josh added.

“I’ll see what I can do. Got names in
mind?”

“Sarah and Peter Jones,” Kerry replied.

Josh said, “You wouldn’t happen to have a car
we could trade for a two-year-old Mercedes-Benz SLR McLaren
Roadster, would you? They go for almost half a million new.”

“Condition?”

“Well, there’s a barely noticeable scratch on
the trunk, the left front tire is down to five thirty-seconds
tread, and it’s stolen.”

“I like you, mate. Stolen from
Davenport?”

Josh nodded.

“Car in stolen-from-Davenport condition might
fetch you a rusty Ford Escort with a dead body in the trunk.”

“Does it come in blue?”

“I like you, mate.”

“The Mercedes will fetch me a small camper
van with valid license plates or go fuck your hand,” said Josh.
Kerry had argued for a camper, because it meant less need for
hotels, which cost money and increased their exposure.

“I’ll see what I can do. Come back here and
we’ll take your passport pictures.”

As Giggles took Josh’s picture, Kerry
threatened, “Call the cops on us and I’ll mention you’re violating
the terms of your agreement to stay out of the business. We end up
in jail, so do you.”

“You see, mate?” he said to Josh while
snapping Kerry’s photo. “Not worth the trouble.” He said to Kerry,
“Give me the keys and location of my new Mercedes.” She did so with
another look of warning. He said, “I know.”

*

Told to come back the next afternoon at two
o’clock, the two left the bar. “Did that monster hurt you?” she
said when they got outside.

“My hip hurts like hell.”

“Poor guy. I’ll rub it better at the
hotel.”

“The hip bone’s connected to the love
bone.”

“Okay, I’ll rub that, too … Oh! You’re
bleeding again, and your face is white as a sheet. We have to get
you to a doctor.” She turned and jogged back into the bar. Josh
dragged behind. She said to Giggles, “Your gorilla opened his wound
again. Do you know a doctor who can treat a gunshot wound off the
record?”

“I know a dude out in the country who lost
his medical license for killing a patient when he was drunk. King
Kong will drive you out there and persuade him to fix Fox if the
price is right.” She opened up her purse and took out a gold
necklace with diamonds and rubies. “What do you know, that’s
exactly the right price,” said Giggles as he snatched it from her
hand.

Weakened by the further loss of blood, Josh
collapsed to his knees. Giggles turned to his heavy. “Take him out
to Rose’s place, and make sure he helps.”

King Kong lifted him up. Kerry put his arm
around her shoulders and helped him to the car. As they drove to
Rose’s, Josh put his head down on Kerry’s lap and lost
consciousness.

“Hurry!” she said.

A few minutes later King Kong pulled into a
dirt driveway and up to an old farmhouse.

Out came a scruffy man who looked to be in
his early forties. He wore dungarees, a plaid shirt, and ratty
sneakers. His face was unshaven, his hair uncombed, his body
unclean. King Kong pulled Josh out, and carried him to the
doctor.

“He looks well ransacked. What happened?”
said Rose.

“Shot in the arm,” answered Kerry.

“Don’t want to know who or why. Bring him
inside.” Rose led the way and pointed into a front room. “Put him
on the bed there.” King Kong put Josh on the bed and went outside
for a smoke.

Rose said to Kerry, “I get by by treating
people who can’t afford the ridiculous prices hospitals charge. I
take cash only.”

“How about a pair of diamond earrings worth
two thousand dollars?”

“Let me see.”

She took them out of her purse.

“You steal these?”

“No. My ex-husband gave them to me.”

He took them. “I have basic medical supplies
for simple procedures. If he needs an operation, he’s out of luck.”
He knelt next to the bed and looked at the wound. “The bullet went
straight through. He’s lucky. The wound is infected. He’ll need
powerful antibiotics soon or he’ll be in trouble, but if he doesn’t
get blood right away he might not need to worry about that. I don’t
keep any here, except what’s in me. What’s his blood type?”

“I don’t know.” She felt terrible that she
had no answer.

Rose went to his cabinet, got a few things,
and came back to his patient. He poked Josh’s finger to get a drop
of blood and tested it. “A-negative. Mine’s AB-positive; no good.
And we don’t want to use the thug’s unless you want him to wake up
with a permanent fog in his head,” Rose said with a chuckle.
“What’s yours?” he asked Kerry.

“O-negative.”

“Universal donor. Perfect. I’ll need a quart
or so from you. Roll up your sleeve and lie down next to him with
your head up against the wall.”

Kerry did as directed, but informed the
doctor, “You should know I’m two weeks pregnant, in case that makes
a difference.”

Rose nodded and got what he needed from his
cabinets. He put on latex gloves, wrapped a tourniquet around her
upper arm, and cleansed her skin with an alcohol swab, saying,
“Little sting,” as he inserted the needle. He undid her tourniquet
and put it on Josh’s arm.

“A hospital,” he said as he proceeded to put
a needle in Josh’s arm, “transfuses blood through a plastic tube
into a collection bag with sodium citrate in it to prevent
clotting. Then the donor blood drips by gravity from the bag down
through another plastic tube and into the recipient’s arm. It takes
about two hours per pint of blood into the recipient. We’ll speed
it up considerably by taking the direct route of a plastic tube
between your artery and his vein. The downside is I have to guess
how much blood is transfusing.

“I’ll assume you have no horrible diseases to
pass on to him; if so, I don’t give refunds. I remove the clamps,
and voila, you inject some liquid into him for a change.” He
winked. “I can’t give him too much of your blood for obvious
reasons, so I’ll give him a saline solution to replace some of the
fluids he’s lost.”

The doctor hooked up an IV. “I have really
strong antibiotics. The only question is are they expired?” He
looked at the bottle and said, “Expired two months back. Should be
fine. If not, you’ll be saying the same thing about him two months
from now.”

He laughed, but Kerry didn’t. He injected the
antibiotics. “This will get him on his feet as soon as possible,
which I assume is important.” She nodded. He gave her some capsules
and said, “Make sure he takes these with every meal for a week.”
She nodded again.

Rose cleaned out the wound, then stitched the
entry and exit wounds shut. Finally, he bandaged the arm. “He
should be fine in a couple of days.” After a few more minutes, he
said, “That’s probably enough blood.” He took the needle out of her
arm, then his. “Sit up. Feel light-headed?”

“I think I’m okay.” She stood and said,
“Whoa,” and sat back down.

“Take it slow, and you’ll be fine.”

She waited a couple of minutes and stood up
slowly. She felt okay.

Rose left the room and came back in with King
Kong, who picked up Josh. “Hey!” said Kerry. “What are you
doing?”

“This isn’t a hospital. He can’t stay here,”
said Rose. “Just put him in a bed, and keep the bag above him so
gravity works it magic.”

Kerry grabbed the bag of saline solution and
walked beside King Kong back to the car. Josh opened his eyes as he
was being carried into the hotel. Kerry gauged by his comment—“Are
we home, Dad?”—that he was out of it. King Kong deposited him on
the bed and left. Kerry suspended the saline from a lamp over the
bed, took off his shoes and pants, and covered him with a blanket.
She got a drink of water and lay down next to him. Fatigued, she
soon fell asleep.

Ten hours later, she awoke refreshed and
famished. She was shocked to see the time: 9:48 PM. Josh was
sleeping soundly. His color had returned. The IV was empty. She
took the needle out and pushed a Kleenex on the small wound to stop
the bleeding.

She walked down the hall and got two cold
sandwiches and chocolate milks from a vending machine.

“Josh?” she said as she nudged him. He opened
his eyes. “You need to eat something and take antibiotics. Try to
wake up.” He took a deep breath and groaned. “Come on,
sleepyhead.”

He turned onto his back, pushed himself up so
his head was resting against the wall, and shut his eyes. “How did
I get here?” he asked, eyes still shut.

“King Kong carried you.”

He opened his eyes.

“We took you to a doctor and got you all
fixed up.”

He looked at his arm and saw the bandage.

“You have a quart of my blood in you.”

“Oh. Thanks.”

“How are you feeling?”

“Tired.”

“Eat and take the pill, and you can sleep all
night.”

After helping him eat and take his
medication, she tucked him in, and he went back to sleep. She ate
and went to the common area to use a computer. She had shopping to
do. Topping the list were the little Sea-Doo machine, a wetsuit, a
survival vest, and a parachute. She found a dealer selling Sea-Doo
products, wetsuits, and vests along the highway to the north of
Albany.

The parachute presented a problem. She could
find nothing on the Internet relating to parachute retailers in the
area, but she was almost sure the Davenports had parachutes for
their plane, so she decided to deal with it only if she was wrong.
Until she had a car, there was nothing she could do. She joined
Josh in bed and eventually fell asleep.

They woke up early. Josh felt much better,
but still weak. After eating, they honed their plans for escape:
where they’d meet after the crash, how they would find one another,
what they would need—two disposable cellular phones in case their
plans to meet didn’t pan out, a compass, and so on. He would fly
off the coast west of Yarmouth a little after dark so she would
know the plan was still on, and he could better judge how far off
shore to ditch. They checked the weather forecast and saw nothing
menacing for the next few days.

Returning to the bar that afternoon, Kerry
and Josh walked in and looked for Giggles. A dreary air pervaded
the scene. Along the wall behind the bar was a choice collection of
rotgut liquor and gallon bottles of wine. The stools before the bar
displayed many fine examples of the dregs of mankind, strewn in
various attitudes bespeaking not only their attitude toward
temperance, but the power of alcohol to beguile away their fetid
lives. Giggles, although he fit the profile, was not among
them.

Kerry asked the bartender where Giggles was,
and he answered, “I might’ve seen him, I might’ve not.”

“You see this?” Josh said flourishing his
fist.

“Josh,” Kerry whispered, “you couldn’t take a
girl scout in your current condition.”

“Bring her on. I’ll crush her.”

She pulled out a hundred and put it on the
bar. The bartender grabbed it and went to a back room. Returning a
minute later, he said Giggles would need a few more minutes to
finish up, and that they could have a beer on the house in the
meantime.

As they sat awaiting Giggles, a wave of
whiskey breath washed over them, foretelling the arrival of Dr.
Rose. Kerry pointed him out to Josh. He joined them a minute later,
glass of whiskey on the rocks in hand, asking, “How’s my
patient?”

“I’m think I’m dying,” replied Josh.

“Well, cut it out. You’ll ruin my
reputation.” His booming guffaw filled the room.

“Thanks for your help, Doc.”

“No problem. What’s your name anyway?”

“I believe it’s Peter Jones,” said Josh.

“Didn’t know a man’s name was a matter of
belief.”

“I’m pretty much confused about everything at
the moment.”

“Must be all that female blood in your
system. Any other troublesome symptoms?”

“I have this uncontrollable urge to nag
myself.” That spawned an elbow from Kerry, and another loud laugh
from Rose.

“Keep it down over there,” requested a patron
two tables over. The tall, skinny, fiftyish man held his head in
his hands as if nursing a headache. He wore black pants, a black
shirt, and a black look.

Rose sneered at the author of the request and
said to his company, “His empties could fund a war—oh, this is a
fine potion. Sophie, bring me a double of this—the damn drunk.”
Kerry offered him her beer, which she didn’t want. “No, I don’t
touch the stuff,” he replied.

“But I bet you aren’t shy of drinking it,”
guessed Josh.

The waitress brought Rose his drink. “Thanks,
Sophie. Here you go,” he said, as he gave her a quarter tip. She
wiggled away. “She’s been after me for years now, but she’s not
very good looking. What do you think?”

Josh said, “The brown hillock next to her
nose and the crater where her right eyebrow should be mar what
would otherwise be a perfectly ugly face.”

“That’s not funny. It’s not like you to be so
mean,” said Kerry.

He smiled an apology.

Rose returned, “He’s right, though. I think
maybe a bear ate off her face and puked it back on,” he added with
a boisterous laugh.

That elicited, “I said shut up!” from the
beer fan.

Rose took a sip, then said to Josh, “Join me
in my wassail. Have a nip. It’s so smooth, and it warms your pipes
all the way down. Dr. Rose prescribes this special nostrum to cure
what ails you.”

“No, thanks,” said Josh.

He gesticulated to the man who was yelling
and said, “Want to hear something hilarious? That plastered son of
a bitch was a priest. A couple of years back, he figured out that
he wasted his life preaching on behalf of something that never
existed, and he’s been Giggles’s bread and butter since.

“You’d think more religious people would clue
in and flip out like that. Here you have this amazing nation, the
most powerful, most technologically advanced, richest nation the
world has ever seen, with most of its population still living in
the Dark Ages, with nonsensical superstitions like believing the
devil causes all their problems, and some all-powerful creature
fixes them if only they believe. Do you know that only fourteen
percent of Americans believe absolutely in evolution, and another
quarter think it might be true? Sixty percent completely reject it.
In the twenty-first century. What a bunch of ignoramuses. And we’re
supposed to be number one in the world.” He looked over at the
intoxicated man and said, “Feeling blue because you finally figured
out life is utterly without meaning? Have you tried Old
Milwaukee?”

The man gave him the finger.

Back to his previous disjointed line of
thought, Rose said, “Mankind has lost its way because evolution no
longer operates on us. Science and society protect us all,
including those who should’ve never had the chance to pass on their
inferior genes and those just taking up valuable resources who’ve
outlived any usefulness. Do you know what the answer is?”

Kerry and Josh shook their heads; they didn’t
even know the question.

Rose went on, “Lions. Yup, lions and tigers
and bears, oh, fuck. I’ve worked it all out. We get back to our
roots, our evolutionary roots. Here’s my scheme. Every ten years,
every person alive has to go to Africa, where we all started, and
prove he has what it takes to pass along his genes or to deserve
the resources he gets. During the visit, each person is set out on
the plain in a specially designed reserve. There’d be maybe a
hundred of them in different countries down there. In the reserves
are our main predators of days gone by: lions, tigers, jaguars,
crocodiles, and other dangerous things like hippos, rhinos, snakes.
You get the idea.

“With nothing more than his wits, each person
has to make it through the reserve, maybe fifty miles or so. Of
course, we’d stagger things so only a small portion of the human
race has to go at any one time. People are free to help each other,
but then that will slow them down. They can fashion weapons from
nature, but so few would be able to figure that out that it
wouldn’t help much. We’d exempt kids until they hit puberty, and
maybe defer for people who’ve broken their leg or something, but
only once.

“It’s a perfect plan for mankind’s future,
don’t you think? All the old pricks would be lion shit. We could
televise it. It’d be hilarious to see some ninety-year-old geezer
hobbling away with his walker as a lion slams into him, and knocks
him flying thirty feet, then tears off a hunk of his wrinkly ass.
The disabled are fucked. I can see a blind guy ornamenting a rhino
horn. Big fat fucks would waddle, and huff and puff, and then keep
a croc satisfied for a year. The stupid are likely to get picked
off, too, because they’re stupid. Men would help the pretty women
more than the hideous ones, so the ugly’s dominance will at last
come to an end.

“What we’re left with is a human race where
the stronger, faster, healthier, smarter, and prettier survive to
procreate, and all the losers expire. It would be a healthy dose of
reality for us self-centered human beings to learn that, in the
end, all we really are is food. What do you think?”

“You’re just like God, only real,” replied
Josh. “You should start a religion.” Rose howled at that.

Fed up, the priest got to his feet and
stormed over. “I told you to shut the hell up!”

“Watch out, Bishop Blitzed, or I’ll send you
to hell earlier than scheduled.”

“You better hope there is no hell after you
killed that old woman, ex-Dr. Rose.”

“Sent an old lady back to oblivion
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