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      Tommy died in November. At first, it was just a numb sensation in his left hand. Adam had laughed about it back then, when out of nowhere Tommy would struggle to play a chord or a scale, and he would shake his arm, opening and closing his fingers before clutching his chest and pretending he was having a heart attack. Then one day, Tommy couldn’t raise his left arm for almost an hour, so he’d gone to see a doctor. On the balcony of his Chicago apartment, Tommy explained to Adam that he was going to die. That there is no cure for ALS, and it can kill a person in as little as a year. His motor neurons were dying, his muscles were going to waste, and Tommy would slowly lose the use of his limbs. When the disease fully took hold, he was going to need assistance with simple things like eating and going to the bathroom. Finally, his heart would stop, and that would be the end of him.

      “There’s no treatment at all?” Adam had asked.

      “There are pills, but they destroy your liver, and you die anyway. Damned if I do, and all that.” As Tommy said these things, a Red Line train raced by, and the rush and clamor that flew up from the tracks gnawed the flesh from his words.

      They’d smoked cigarettes that night even though Adam had quit years before. While playing guitar, they’d shared a bottle of bourbon. Once they were too drunk to play, Tommy put on records from his floor-to-ceiling collection. Both men cried all they could cry as Adam listened to his older brother take an imaginary walk across the rest of the life he’d always assumed he had coming. There were countries he would never see, loves he would never know, and so many thousands of days he would never wake up to, full of both the grand and the minuscule, which to Tommy, all weighed out the same now. A black sheet was rising on an unseen horizon, and it was being drawn towards him, covering decades that never were, erasing tomorrows as it fell. At once, all notions of future had been made vestigial and severed like a sixth toe, ballooning the importance of hours, minutes, seconds. That morning Tommy passed out with the red dawn, and Adam walked home as the sun rose on a world he wasn’t sure he much cared for anymore. Now it was October again, and Adam was remembering it all over, feeling it all over, and on mornings like this one, suffering for his attempts to drown it all in alcohol.

      His bare feet skiffed along the cold wood floor on his way to the kitchen and a bottle of Tylenol. Shirtless, Adam chased two pills with water, then sat on his couch and closed his eyes. Right away the room started to spin and dip to one side, so he opened his eyes again and sat up straight. Next to the front door his bags sat waiting. Mark would be ringing the buzzer in twenty minutes. Mark was punctual. Time means something to drummers. Even ex-drummers.

      Rising from the couch, Adam yawned as he walked down the hall to his white tile bathroom. The Adam that stared back at him from the medicine cabinet mirror looked exhausted. His thick black hair stood askew, and his eyes were heavy and laden with purple shadows. He wanted to go back to bed. Instead, he gargled crystal blue mouthwash. Bracing himself against the sink, Adam spit and rinsed the basin. He rolled deodorant under his well-toned arms, each one dressed shoulder to wrist with elaborate tattoos. On his left, three black ravens perched on a crooked and leafless tree. On his right, a proud gray wolf stood against a floral woodland.

      After dressing, Adam walked down the hall past six black stands holding six different guitars, three of them basses. A layer of dust coated all of the instruments. In the living room, he crouched at a low shelf and dragged his finger along the spines of record sleeves until he found a specific album. Holding the record by its edge, he set it carefully on the turntable. Speakers crackled and popped to life as Adam set the stylus to the vinyl. Gentle piano and a long note from a guitar accompanied him as he stepped to a window that faced north where Adam looked out on the overcast city.

      On any other Friday he would have already packed his laptop and hustled underground to the platform of the Logan Square Blue Line. Work was in the video department of a global consulting firm where he ran a soundboard whenever one of the suits hosted a web meeting. It was boring and entirely without challenge. As long as the audio didn’t clip, his day was a success. He begrudged the mindless tedium of it, but if nothing else, the necessity of work kept him moving. When he was at his lowest, the routine provided a floor, a level between himself and rock bottom. Though the thought of doing the same job for the rest of his life made his body hum with panic, watching as people funneled themselves towards the subway steps, Adam found himself wishing he would have told Mark no.

      But it was hard to tell Mark no. They had been friends since they were twelve, then bandmates for more than a decade. Mark also worked as a journalist, which honed in him a talent for finding the most charming possible way to badger someone until they gave him what he wanted. That’s how he wore Adam down last week when he’d called and said, “Dude, come to South Dakota with me.”

      “Why, what’s in South Dakota?”

      “I’m going to the Badlands for a story. Take a week off. And before you make up some lame excuse about not being able to afford it, it’s all expenses paid.”

      “What’s there to do out there?”

      “It’s a natural wonder. You look at it.”

      “That’s it?”

      “I don’t know, you hike around and watch buffalo and shit.”

      “Can I think about it?”

      “No.”

      “Let me rephrase, I need to think about it.”

      “What’s there to think about? This has been a hard year for you, and I’m scared that another cold and miserable winter in this city is going to kill you if you don’t shake loose and have a little fun first.”

      “Isn’t South Dakota cold and miserable?”

      “Probably. But it’s a totally different kind of cold and miserable. Come on, dude, just pretend you’re doing me a favor. Pretend you’re doing it because I need a wingman to make sure I don’t fall asleep at the wheel or start spending all the company money on cocaine and strippers.”

      “Well, hold on a minute. If there’s no cocaine or strippers, I definitely don’t want to come.”

      Once Mark had Adam joking, the trap was set. “Fine, but you have to pick one or the other. I’m a writer not a rapper.” He’d paused for effect, “Seriously though, I need you, buddy.”

      A road trip seemed like such a chore. Recognizing he felt that way, Adam judged himself harshly. He wouldn’t admit it out loud, but Mark was right. Over the last year, Adam had calcified into an introvert. Of course no one had expected him to go out in the weeks after Tommy’s funeral, but Chloe had still been around then, so even if he avoided his friends, they knew he wasn’t alone. When, months later, even the memory of intimacy in their relationship had faded, Chloe packed her things and moved home to Montreal. Single for the first time in a long time, Adam still declined invitations to go out. He lied to his friends, telling them he was going to stay in on Friday nights only to then walk up the block to the Polish bar where he sat alone. The bartender didn’t command enough English to strike up a conversation, and the aging, immigrant clientele never looked his way. Despite a work schedule that included long stints of travel, Mark was the only friend that saw Adam with any regularity because he didn’t take no for an answer. When Adam stopped meeting him out, Mark took to coming over unannounced. After Chloe left, when Adam stopped answering calls and texts, Mark snuck into Adam’s building behind a FedEx man, and wouldn’t stop knocking on Adam’s door until he finally let Mark in.

      Adam knew that Mark didn’t need anyone to accompany him to South Dakota. He knew the reality was that his friend was trying to construct something for him to look forward to, something to distract him from the overwhelming sense of loss that would inevitably grip him with the slow creep of autumn and the anniversary of his brother’s death. It wasn’t a bad instinct, to get out of town, to be in a place where every street sign wasn’t tainted by a story, where he wouldn’t see Tommy’s face or hear Chloe’s laugh around every corner. So he’d stopped fighting. “OK, I’ll go.”

      The door buzzer screamed. Adam crossed the room to a brass wall panel. He held the unlock button for a few seconds, then turned loose the deadbolt and let fly the small gold chain on his front door, opening it a crack. He retreated into the living room with a pair of shoes in his hand. Mark was pounding his way up, taking two stairs at a time. When he pushed through the front door, Adam was on the edge of the couch tying his laces.

      “Heeeeey buddy,” Mark said as he stepped into the apartment. In the living room, Mark froze in place, cocked his ear, and listened to the album Adam was playing for a split second before saying, “The Gloria Record EP. Nice.” He clapped his hands loudly, and with sunglasses still covering his eyes, said, “Today’s the day! How are you feeling?”

      Adam stood up, “Ready when you are.”

      “Great. I have to take a shit real quick, then we can roll out.”

      Mark disappeared down the hall. Adam turned off his record player and heard Mark unhitching his belt, which hit the bathroom floor with a metallic thunk. Mark didn’t close the door and continued to talk to Adam in between grunts.

      “Have you eaten breakfast yet?”

      “No,” Adam said, walking to the blue gin bottle that stood empty on the kitchen table. He set it in the trash gently so it wouldn’t clink against the bottles that had already been buried there.

      “So I’m thinking…ungh,” there was a plunk in the toilet. “I was thinking maybe we press out of the city a bit to get past the traffic, then stop in the burbs for food and coffee. Once we get out beyond Rockford there probably won’t be much of anything good until…ungh,” another, heavier plunk in the toilet, “until we get to Madison.” The toilet flushed and the sink ran. Mark emerged from the hallway drying his hands on his pants. When Adam looked at him, Mark squinted and asked, “Why do you still have a litter box in the bathroom?” Adam only groaned in response. “How long’s it been since Chloe left? A year?”

      “Nine months,” Adam corrected.

      “OK, nine months. Don’t you think it’s probably time to get rid of her cat’s shit box?”

      “Mondo was both of ours.”

      “So?”

      “So it wasn’t just her cat’s litter box. It was mine too.”

      “What difference does it make?” Mark asked, tossing his hands into the air.

      “It doesn’t, I was just explaining that Mondo was my cat, too.”

      “Well, is Mondo coming back? Do you have joint custody? Is Chloe going to put him on a plane and send him here every other weekend?” Adam knew Mark was trying to be funny, but it still hurt, so he looked away.

      Mark lightened his tone, “Anyway, we should try to make La Crosse for dinner and then crash in a motel somewhere in Minnesota. How’s that sound?”

      “Wherever we end up at whatever time, it’s all good for me. I just need to be home by next Sunday.”

      “I’ll get you back in time, but hey,” Mark locked eyes with Adam and stepped in close to him so he could set his hands on Adam’s shoulders. “This is going to be great. OK? We’re not going to be morose and bummed the fuck out all week.” Mark released Adam, who walked to where his jacket was folded over the arm of his couch. Mark kept up the encouragement. “This week is all about fun! It’s an adventure! We’re hitting the open road just like old times, only now we don’t have to play shows and we can actually afford hotels and real food!”

      Adam fed his arms into his denim jacket and smiled, “We’re not sleeping in the car this time? Damn!”

      “I don’t think you’d want to sleep in this car. It doesn’t exactly have room to sprawl out in like the old tour van.”

      “As long as it smells better.”
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      “What do you think?”

      “Wait. Are you serious? This is the car?”

      “Dead serious, mate,” Mark said as he started working the key in the passenger side lock. “My stuff is in the trunk, you can chuck your bags in the back seat if you want.”

      Adam didn’t move as Mark walked out around the front of the car and began twisting the keys in the driver’s side door. Instead, Adam just stood looking at the car with his backpack slung over his shoulder and his duffel bag slumped on the sidewalk. “Is this a Mustang?” he finally asked.

      “A Mustang?” Mark replied, almost with disdain. “Nah, nah, nah. This is a nineteen-seventy-two Dodge Challenger. Mustangs were show cars for suburban dads with money to burn. This is a four-barrel carb, Chrysler B V8, with three-hundred horses under the hood.”

      “None of that means anything to me,” Adam said, tossing his duffel bag onto the black, leather back seat. “And I am absolutely positive it doesn’t mean anything to you either.”

      Through his sunglasses Mark replied, “Sure it does. It means it’s fast. Hop in.”

      Adam dropped his backpack onto the back seat next to his duffel bag. “I thought you were getting a rental.”

      “This is a rental.”

      “I mean like, a normal rental car. Like a Toyota or something.”

      “Toyota?” Mark leaned onto the frame of the car, setting his elbows on the roof so he could gesture freely with his hands. “I promised you adventure! You can’t have an adventure in a fucking Elantra!”

      “Elantras are Hyundai.”

      “Just get in.” Mark slipped into the driver’s seat while Adam kept looking at the freshly waxed yellow paint and the thick black racing stripes that ran down the center of the car. Shaking his head, he eased into the passenger seat. Mark was pulling a brown leather driving glove over his fingers.

      “Driving gloves? Who are you today?” Adam mocked.

      Mark was pulling on his second leather glove as he said, “Me? I’m a man on a mission to kick life’s ass and live it to the fucking fullest. And who might you be, sad-eyed stranger?” Mark reached his hand out for Adam to shake.

      “I thought you were on a mission to write a story for a magazine,” Adam said blithely.

      Mark withdrew his unshaken hand and turned back to face the windshield. “I’m sure I’ll fit that in somewhere, too. But more importantly…” He turned the key in the ignition and the car violently rumbled to life.

      “Damn!” Adam couldn’t help but exclaim, the power of the engine vibrating through his body.

      “Damn right, damn!” Mark said. He looked back at Adam, “Listen, I know it’s a little over the top, but I have always wanted to do the great American road trip in a great American car. So I called up my buddy Dave. You know Dave, right?”

      “The film guy?”

      “The producer, exactly. Well he knows this Jewish guy named Benny who rents out classic cars for movies and to C-list celebrities who want to pretend to be A-list for a weekend.”

      “Why does it matter that he’s Jewish?”

      “Did you know that people will rent a car like this for an hour so they can take photos with it for their Instagram profiles? It’s like two-hundred bucks and they just park it by the beach and take pictures of themselves leaning on the hood. Can you believe that?”

      “How is that different from what we’re doing right now? Except that you probably spent a lot more money?”

      “It’s different because we’re not doing it to look cool on the internet. We’re doing it to actually be cool in real life.”

      “And that’s better?”

      “One hundred percent” Mark revved the engine a few times. It was the loudest car Adam had ever been inside. Exhaust plumed around them in the cold air before it floated up and dissipated in the gray midday light.

      “How much did this cost?”

      “Don’t worry about that.”

      “How many miles to the gallon does it get?”

      “Definitely don’t worry about that.”

      “You should have gotten a Prius.”

      “A Prius? Are you kidding me? You’re sitting in one of the greatest, most beautiful cars in the history of automobiles, and you’d prefer to ride in a plastic lunchbox like a Prius? Feel this shit!” Mark revved the engine hard, twice. Adam braced his hand on the door against the tremors that riveted the car.

      “All I meant is that it would have saved money on gas.” Adam scanned the dashboard. “And I don’t imagine this thing has airbags, does it?”

      “Not a chance. Listen mate, this week, no Debbie Downer nonsense. In fact, let’s make a pact, right now, before we even leave your block. This trip is going to be the best of our lives. Promise me.”

      Adam laughed. “I don’t know if that’s really up to us, but…”

      “Promise me,” Mark interrupted, his hand extended to Adam once again, waiting to be shaken.

      Adam articulated his words carefully, saying, “I promise I will do everything within my power to make sure we have a very good time.” He grabbed Mark’s gloved hand, and shook.

      Mark clamped down on Adam’s hand and spaced out his words as he said, “Best-fucking-trip-of-our-lives!” Releasing Adam, he flicked on the turn signal, which ticked like a metronome as he added, “Life’s too short to be bummed out all the time.” He revved the engine. “It’s too short for Toyotas, too.”

      With a great roar of the motor, Mark pulled the car out onto the avenue. He hooked north at the first intersection and within minutes, they were merging into traffic on the I-90 interstate heading west, the black Chicago skyline dissolving into the gray wall of fog behind them.

      It wasn’t long before they passed O’Hare airport and the Cumberland toll plaza, and from there the road had fewer cars. Mark crossed into the far left lane and fed the motor extra gas. Adam was gripping the door handle as if doing so offered him any level of increased safety. He looked down at the radio. “So what’s the music situation? I don’t see an aux in.”

      “It’s a modern stereo. You can connect with Bluetooth.” Mark pulled his phone out of his jacket pocket and tapped at the screen with his thumb. Guitar distortion filled the car, followed by a heavy drum beat.

      “Name the song,” Mark said.

      Adam answered without having to think, “Braid. Frame and Canvas, track one.”

      “Song name?”

      “Introducing the New Nathan Detroits.”  His blood still pulsed behind his eyes, and the way the car rumbled all around him wasn’t helping. He wanted to sit in silence until the Tylenol took effect, but Mark kept talking.

      “Remember their final show at the Metro?”

      Adam cracked a smile. He knew exactly which memory Mark was hoping to summon. “The tape,” he affirmed.

      The tape was a cassette with the first four songs they’d ever recorded together. Tommy brought it to the final Braid show hoping to give it to one of the band members, thinking that there might be a slim chance that they would then pass the tape on to someone at their label. Realizing that there was no effective way to actually make such a handoff, Tommy decided to throw the cassette on stage during the band’s final song. It hit the ground like a grenade, the case exploding into a hundred tiny shards of plastic. Though the impact couldn’t be heard over the music, a bouncer who saw that a projectile had nearly missed the lead singer began scanning the audience, looking to find the person responsible. Tommy nervously pointed to a guy with a blue mohawk who was standing in front of them, which worked, because as the crowds moved to the theater exits a few minutes later, the mohawk guy was pulled aside for questioning by security.

      “That kid was crying when they grabbed him,” Mark said with a laugh.

      “We were so dumb.” Adam said, shaking his head.

      Mark whispered, “Fucking, Tommy,” as the scene washed over him.

      Adam sighed, and stared out the window. To combat the silence that began to swell in the car, Mark asked Adam how work was going, and Adam answered dutifully. There wasn’t much to say about it, and after a few minutes, Mark and Adam accepted the quiet between them as they drove. Outside their windows the suburbs grew more spacious the further they fled from the city. Office parks and big box stores became more infrequent. Housing developments and remnant corn fields thick with brittle plants checkered the land. Adam looked at the clock and thought for a moment about what he would be doing at work had he gone in today. By this time he would have deleted about forty emails without opening them, knowing that they were totally irrelevant to his position, and then he would have taken one of the free cinnamon raisin bagels from the office kitchen back to his desk and eaten it while doing the sudoku puzzle in the newspaper. His stomach rumbled. “When do you want to get breakfast?” he asked, yawning.

      “We can pull off soon. Did you not sleep well last night?”

      “I just stayed up too late.”

      “Doing what?”

      “Nothing really. Watching shit on the internet.” Adam left out the part about the bottle of gin that he’d drunk by himself.

      “I’ll exit on thirty-one and hit the mall first. I want to grab some thermals, and then we can get breakfast out that way too. How’s that sound?”

      “Fine, I guess.”

      Mark pulled the car off the interstate and onto Route 31, which ran through Elgin and Dundee. It was where they grew up. It was also where Tommy had lived as he was dying after Adam helped him move back in with their father. The fact that Mark was choosing to stop here wasn’t a coincidence. For Mark, passing through the place where he’d spent his formative years was a bit of fun along the way. He wasn’t considering that for Adam, being in their hometown didn’t invoke distant memories of being a teenager, but rather the recent past, memories of runs to the grocery store for adult diapers and protein shakes that he brought back to the house where his brother lay immobilized. Mark hadn’t been home in years, and he seemed giddy paying the toll to exit the interstate, but Adam couldn’t drive this road without having to descend the carpeted stairs in his split level childhood home where an oxygen tank hissed through final conversations. Rolling his window down, Mark was in awe of the familiar. Adam had already gone through the act of returning, and his nostalgia had withered in step with his brother’s arms and legs.

      The mall was only a short drive up the road. Mark steered the car into the parking lot and circled through the complex. He pointed out how many storefronts were vacant. Big signs in the windows proclaimed “For Lease!” and “Available!” as if what they offered was opportunity and not desperation. Even the JCPenney that once anchored a whole wing of the mall was gone. A pop-up store selling Halloween costumes was temporarily holding its place.

      “Fuck, man. This place is a ghost town,” Mark said, when he finally cut the engine.

      “You haven’t been back in a while,” Adam reminded him.

      “I guess not. I mean, I know brick-and-mortar joints are struggling, but damn, I didn’t realize how hard this place had been hit.” He pointed to an empty storefront; the sign removed from the flat white face of the structure had left a shadow of grime. “The Barnes & Noble is gone. I worked there after high school.”

      “Yeah man, this whole place has been going tits up for years. Welcome home.”

      “When they built these stores, it felt like our whole town was booming. We used to steal two-by-fours from the construction sites so we could build a halfpipe.”

      Adam pointed through the windshield to a full parking lot. “The Red Lobster is still thriving.”

      “Well at least that’s something.”

      In the sporting goods store, Mark harangued Adam about having enough cold weather gear, which Adam admitted to not having given any prior consideration. They were quick about finding thermals, and since Adam hadn’t thought to pack a hat or pair of gloves either, Mark insisted he pick up one of each. At the register, the gray-haired cashier looked at Mark like he was an alien. After passing each item over the scanner, he looked up through his glasses and stared at the tattoo of Slim Pickens riding a Trojan Horse that Mark had inked on the left side of his neck. Mark, still wearing sunglasses, smiled back at the man.

      Despite his age, Mark never gave up looking like he was in a punk band. He liked that his tattooed knuckles and tight black jeans kept him perpetually underestimated by strangers. To look at him, most adults would assume that Mark refused to take anything seriously, which was rarely true, but that impression allowed him to select when it was and wasn’t.

      A decade ago, when they were still playing together as a band, Mark would pressure Adam, Tommy, or any musician they happened to be touring with into playing a game he called, “tattoo roulette.” Once they were good and drunk, those who dared to play were asked to write an idea for a tattoo on a scrap of paper. The more preposterous the idea, the better. Each player would draw one of these slips blindly, and, right then, they would head to the nearest tattoo studio to get whatever they had randomly chosen inked on their body. The ouroboros of a gray cartoon cat licking its own butt with the words, “Never Satisfied,” that Mark wore on his right calf muscle was a beloved product of the game that he still showed off all these years later.

      Adam never played tattoo roulette. He once watched as Tommy got a tattoo of the McDonald’s character Grimace holding a bong with a big, purple erection, and the words, “Stoner Boner” beneath it. Adam had cried with laughter on the floor of a Tulsa tattoo shop when the piece was finished, but he would never subject his own skin to a lifetime of wearing the detritus of late nights spent under the influence of alcohol and a reckless refusal to believe in tomorrow. Instead, he spent a lot of money having an esteemed artist design his intricate sleeves. Though he didn’t regret them, he was relieved that he could hide his tattoos under a jacket. He didn’t want strangers looking at him the way the cashier was looking at Mark. Adam didn’t need to be underestimated, or estimated at all. He wanted to be invisible.

      Back in the Dodge they motored north along a highway that left the town behind and curved through the country. Mark acted as though he was seeing everything with new eyes, pointing out old houses that were tucked away up oak-lined driveways and commenting on long abandoned grain silos that had always melted into the background when he lived here. The fall was in, and along the two-lane road, hardwood trees were crowned with yellow and orange leaves. None of the foliage had browned yet, but the color in the boughs and the cool air that made them rush and rustle all came pouring into the open windows of the car, and breathing it in, Mark said, “You know, it’s actually really pretty here.”

      For Adam, the color and smell were the set dressing of a funeral. “Yeah,” he said. “That’s true.”

      The restaurant Mark took them to was an old family diner. When he and Adam were students at the local community college, they’d spend late nights here drinking too much coffee and smoking cigarettes. Walking through the doors felt like time traveling. Mark asked the host if they could sit in what used to be their usual seat, a booth for four in the front of the restaurant that looked out onto the parking lot and the highway beyond. The Challenger was on the other side of the glass from where they sat, ostentatious and gleaming in what little sun poked through the clouds. Adam looked at it, and asked Mark with a snicker, “Are you going through a midlife crisis?” The question was a joke, but as it passed his lips he realized how deeply it may have cut. He was relieved when Mark laughed.

      “I wish! God, I’d kill for a midlife crisis!”

      Unable to make heads or tails of the answer, Adam’s face tightened as he asked, “Is everything OK?”

      Mark sipped his coffee and set his beige mug back into its beige saucer with a delicate tink. He leaned back and stretched out, resting both of his arms on the spine of the booth. Mark opened his mouth, but said nothing. He stared past Adam, eyes focused on nothing, like he was looking somewhere else, and maybe somewhen else entirely. Just before the silence moved from pensive to nonsensical, Mark returned from wherever he had drifted off to. He met Adam’s eyes and said, “Yes, everything is OK. In fact, nothing could be better.”

      As he said this, a waiter set a piece of peach pie in front of Mark. A milky stream leaked from the perfectly round scoop of vanilla ice cream that sat pressed into the crust. Mark’s hands gestured to the plate, “See what I mean? I have warm peach pie, hot coffee, and my best mate and I are on the cusp of a fantastic and rejuvenating week together. What could be better?”

      “So who’s the sucker footing the tab for this whole pie-eating, coffee-drinking operation?”

      “Do you mean, who’s buying my article?”

      Adam nodded.

      “Mother Jones magazine.”

      With a hitchhiker thumb, Adam pointed through the glass to the Challenger. “Do they know about Bumblebee out there?”

      “They don’t need to know. I won’t try to recoup that.”

      “What are you even writing about?”

      “Nuclear missiles.”

      “Really?”

      Mark drained his mug and set it on the edge of the table where it begged for a refill. “Yep, the Minuteman missiles that were hidden under the prairie in South Dakota, they retired them thirty years ago next year, and I’m writing an article about it. It’s sort of an examination of threats past and present, about how times change and our ideas about national security shift, stuff like that.”

      “Why do you need to go all the way to South Dakota to write about it?”

      “Well, I guess I don’t have to, but they have some of the silos and control sites open to tours now, and I thought it would help to go and see the space in person. To put my feet on the ground, take in the energy. I think seeing the vastness of the open prairie and the Badlands and the local towns will all help me paint a really good picture for the reader. That’s how it was for Rojava. Actually being there made a world of difference in the reporting.”

      Mark had wormed his way into a career as a journalist after his participation in Occupy Wall Street ten years prior. On a whim he had traveled to New York City right as the protests were kicking off. From Zuccotti park, Mark started a web show with his phone camera documenting events as they unfolded, and after the occupation became global news, Mark was able to leverage his internet following into a contract job with Vice, reporting on social movements. Vice sent him to Texas to embed with the Tar Sands Blockade and then to Standing Rock. Eventually they sent him to India to document farmers who were protesting Monsanto’s patenting of seeds, many of whom ended up killing themselves by drinking glyphosate. After that, Mark made a living as a freelancer. He crowdfunded smuggling himself into Syria during the civil war, and he lived with international volunteers and Kurdish revolutionaries who were fighting against the Islamic State. When he came home, the word “mate” had entered his lexicon as if he were British, and it drove Adam crazy.

      “Oh my gosh! Adam, Mark, what are you guys doing here?” They both looked up at
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