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Bob was relaxing over a cup of morning coffee at Delgado’s Mexican canteen after the duo’s latest adventure had concluded in Mexico.  He was watching a sports interview on his cell phone when Ben hurriedly approached.

“Come on, we have to go!” with urgency in his voice.

“Dammit!” Bob exclaimed, as he nevertheless arose from his chair without hesitation as a new assignment was evident.

As they hurried from the restaurant, Bob complained, “You have no idea how much time I invested in this program.  It was an old re-run of Bob Costas interviewing a National League Cy Young Award winner.  The guy had to sit there like a wart, because Costas was talking for ten minutes straight before getting around to asking his first question.  Now I’m not even going to see the guy’s answer,” said Bob, as he took a deep breath to calm himself.

As the partners climbed into a car, Ben asked, “What was the question?”

“I don’t know,” Bob shrugged in disgust.  “I tuned Costas out thirty seconds after he started talking,” 

“Well, you can always google it,” said Ben, as he stepped on the gas and the force of acceleration pushed Bob back against his seat.

Bob looked out the window at the ground whizzing past, and replied, “We’re certainly on our way.”

Ben glanced at Bob momentarily and when he returned his gaze to the Mexican terrain, he swerved to avoid hitting an armadillo that had meandered onto the road.  The automobile lurched, Ben overcompensated in turning the wheel back too sharply and the auto careened off the road.  Bob pressed his foot hard to the floorboard to brake the out-of-control auto.  Though an instinctive reaction, it was of course a futile effort being on the passenger’s side of the car.

The automobile went airborne as if on a ski jump, while Bob grabbed for the dashboard with whitened knuckles and a look of horror on his face.  He was sure that his life was about to end.

Bob tried to swallow but his now dry mouth and a lump in his throat prevented it.  He inhaled deeply and as he drew in that large breath; he found the auto was still climbing.  Bob looked down and the road was rapidly receding.

Bob’s head turned abruptly toward his partner, who shifted the car into another gear.  Suddenly Bob’s entire body was pressed severely against the seat as the auto accelerated into the stratosphere, and the g-force from the sudden acceleration contorted Bob’s face.

As Ben leveled the vehicle into a flight path, he smiled widely, and said with heightened enthusiasm, “Pretty cool, isn’t it?”

“What the hell is going on?” Bob shouted.

“We’ve got an assignment in Chicago and with no time to lose I thought it was an opportune time to test my latest design,” Ben explained, as he immediately noticed Bob’s disappointment.  It was Bob’s expertise Ben relied upon when the design of a device was needed during any of their adventures.

“Hey, you’ve been working so hard on our assignments I just meant it to be a respite for you so that you could have a chance to recharge.”

“Yeah, no, hey, that’s fine.  No problem,” said Bob, attempting to cover his true feelings.

Ben nodded, as he glanced toward Bob.  He could see Bob was uneasy, so he did not pursue the matter further.

“We’re heading to Chicago,” Ben advised him, as he quickly changed the subject to the matter at hand.

“We’re going to Chicago...in January?” Bob complained.

“Hey, you moaned about the heat in Mexico and now you’re going to complain about the cold in the Windy City before we even arrive?” Ben retorted.

“Yeah, I’m gonna complain!  Have you ever crossed the Michigan Avenue Bridge in the dead of winter?”

Ben shrugged.

“Let me tell you, it’s not pleasant crossing any bridge over the Chicago River, especially if a wind is coming off the lake.”

“Why is that?”

Because there aren’t any skyscrapers in the river to block the wind!” Bob shouted.

“Well, of course not!”

“I’m just saying, it’s like a funnel there and you’re lucky if the wind doesn’t knock you off your feet and toss you into the river.”

Ben thought for a moment, and replied, “Okay, got it.  I’ll make sure you don’t have to cross the river and we’ll get some heavy clothing and a pair of ski masks when we arrive.”

“Fine,” Bob deadpanned, as he relented.
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As the duo approached Chicago from the south, they flew parallel to scenic Lake Shore Drive.  The parks so full of activity and green in the summer were white and desolate.  Soldier Field was covered with a blanket of snow, while the harbors so busy with life on a summer’s day now lay abandoned.

Warmth from thousands of city heating systems mixed with the cold air to form steamy fog-like wisps that swirled ever upward until they dissipated above the city’s skyline.  The skyscrapers, standing as giant pillars supporting the sky in the frigid temperature, appeared to be on the edge of frozen tundra...as Lake Michigan was ice-covered near the shore.

When Ben lowered the craft dangerously close to one of the Chicago high-rises, Bob once again grabbed for the dashboard in white-knuckled terror.

“I...uh...think you overshot the airport buddy,” he stammered, his nervousness evident.

“Nah, we’re getting out here.”

“What?  Where?  You haven’t landed yet,” said Bob, as he looked down, and they were still several feet above a rooftop.

“This is the hotel we’re staying at,” said Ben.

Bob looked out from the craft nervously.  “Lovely,” Bob commented.  “Does it have a main entrance?”

“That’s Michigan Avenue over there that you were mentioning, isn’t it?” Ben asked him.

“Yeah, yeah,” Bob nodded nervously without looking.

“And that’s the Michigan Avenue Bridge, I assume?” Ben asked gesturing towards the massive draw bridge.

Bob nodded repeatedly.

“See, I’m true to my word...you won’t have to cross it because our assignment is south of the Chicago River.  Come on,” Ben urged him, as he jumped the remaining three feet to the top of the roof.

“Too bad we just missed Christmas,” Bob shook his head talking to himself.  “We could have really had some fun dressed as Santa,” he muttered, as he too jumped the short distance to the roof, as a blast of cold air greeted him harshly.

An unusually bright January sun assisted in sending temperatures below zero as no cloud cover meant whatever meager amount of heat there was from the sun’s rays dissipated quickly.  A cold northeast wind off the lake hit Bob’s exposed face like a thousand sharpened ice crystals...the wind chill to exposed skin making the temperature feel much colder still.

Bob wrapped his arms tightly to his chest and raced toward the rooftop entryway and the warmth he hoped awaited him on the other side of the door.  But as he approached the doorway he stopped abruptly.

Ben stopped in kind as Bob looked upward warily.

Following Bob’s line of sight, Ben’s cast his glance upward as well.

The craft which continued to hover, prompted Bob to ask, “What about the...,”

“Oh, don’t worry about that; it’ll stay put.  It can hover idly for days,” said Ben, as he waved his partner on urgently.  “Come on, we’ve no time to lose.”
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