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Chapter One 

IŜ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǿƛǎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ƘǳǊǊȅ ǳǇ and kill him. 

The man was lying face down on the deck of the spaceship with his hands bound behind him while they 

stood over him and argued. He paid no attention to them, their voices just a background drone to his 

own thoughts. They needed to get on with it, he thought impatiently to himself. He was very tired of 

waiting.  

The leader of the gang was a slow-ǿƛǘǘŜŘ ƘǳƳŀƴƻƛŘ ƴŀƳŜŘ .ŀȅΦ .ŀȅ ǎǘƻƻŘ ǿƛǘƘ ƻƴŜ Ŧƻƻǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ 

neck to keep him from trying to run while they debated over what they were going to do with him. He 

ƴŜŜŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ōƻǘƘŜǊŜŘΦ 

ά¢ƘŜ ŎƭƛŜƴǘ ǎŀƛŘ ƘŜ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ƘƛƳ ŀƭƛǾŜ ōŜǘǘŜǊ Ψƴ ŘŜŀŘ ōǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜΩŘ ǘŀƪŜ ƘƛƳ ŜƛǘƘŜǊ ǿŀȅΦ LŦ ƘŜΩǎ ǿƛƭƭƛƴΩ ǘƻ 

Ǉŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ ƳǳŎƘ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳΣ ƭƛǾƛƴΩ ƻǊ ŘŜŀŘΣ ǘƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŎŀǊŜ ƴƻƴŜ ƛŦ ŀ ǇŀǊǘ ƻǊ ǘǿƻ ƻŦ ƘƛƳ ǿŜƴǘ ƳƛǎǎƛƴΩΦ 

Long as heΩǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƭƛǾƛƴΩΦέ ¢ƘŜ ƳŀƧƻǊƛǘȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƎŀƴƎ ƴƻŘŘŜŘ ƛƴ ŀƎǊŜŜƳŜƴǘ ŀǘ .ŀȅΩǎ ƭƛƴŜ ƻŦ ǊŜŀǎƻƴƛƴƎΦ  

They were Body Snatchers; one of the many gangs that roamed this part of the XYZ Galaxy in search of 

body parts and genetic material to be sold to the highest bidder. Of course, by all civilized laws such 

activities were illegal. But it was a big galaxy out there. That made it easy for them to ply their trade with 

little fear of being caught, especially when there were plenty of unscrupulous doctors and scientists 

willing to pay good money for what they needed. 

ά²Ŝ ǘŀƪŜ ƻŦŦ ŀ ƭŜƎΣ ƳŀȅōŜ ŀƴ ŀǊƳ ƻǊ ŀƴ ŜŀǊ, ŀƴΩ ǎŜƭƭ ΨŜƳ ǘƻ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘŜŘ ǇŀǊǘƛŜǎΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƘŀǘ 

ƳǳŎƘ ƳƻǊŜ ǇǊƻŦƛǘ ŦƻǊ ǳǎΦ !ƴΩ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ ŎƭŀƛƳ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀƭƭ ŘƻƴŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƛƎƘǘ ǘƻ ŎŀǇǘǳǊŜ ƘƛƳΦέ 

At that last statement, the whole gang burst out in jeering laughter. There had been no fight to capture 

the man. Flix had been walking though the market place on a scouting trip when he saw him, sitting on 

top of a low wall, watching the crowd pass by. A quick call to ŀƭŜǊǘ .ŀȅ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƭƻƴƎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ 

were all gathered outside one of the entrances to the market. Their quarry was still there, sitting on the 

wall with an unreadable expression on his face.  

It was unusual for a client to demand one specific being; the usual request was for several members of a 

certain species. No matter. The sum that the client had promised to whatever gang brought the man to 

them first was large enough to push aside any questions they may have had.  

The gang had bided their time until the crowd began to thin out at the end of the day. A few of the 

sellers began to shutter their stalls. They made their move cautiously, fanning out in a large circle 

around the edge of the market. Once they were in position, Bay signaled them to start moving, slowly 

circling in and tightening the noose. 

Even when they had moved in close enough that Bay knew that the man had to have seen them coming 

for him, he sat motionless, staring off into some far distance. Finally, when they were within 20 feet of 

him, Bay raised his hand to the stop the gang.  
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¢ƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŀƭƭ ƎƭŀƴŎŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ŀƴŘ .ŀȅ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǘ ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŦƻǊ ǎŜǾŜǊŀƭ ǎŜŎƻƴŘǎΦ ά²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ 

ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎ ǿƛǘƘ ȅŀΣέ .ŀȅ ōŀǊƪŜŘ ƻǳǘΦ ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ŎƻƳƛƴΩ ǿƛǘƘ ǳǎΦέ  

The man made no move to get down from his perch. IŜ ƪŜǇǘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ƭƻŎƪŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ .ŀȅΩǎ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ 

ƴƻ Ƙƛƴǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŜǾŜƴ ƘŜŀǊŘ .ŀȅΩǎ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘΦ  

ά!ǊŜ ȅŜ ŘŜŀŦΚ DŜǘ ȅŜǊ ŀǊǎŜ Řƻǿƴ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƻǊ ǿŜΩƭƭ ŘǊŀƎ ƛǘ ŘƻǿƴΗέ 

The man looked at Bay for few seconds longer, and then glanced around at the others arrayed in a semi-

circle front of him. He gave a dismissive sigh and looked back off in the distance once again, as if 

deciding something, then slid down off the wall. He stood there and shoved his hands into his pockets.  

άDŜǘ ΨŜƳΣέ .ŀȅ ǎƴŀǊƭŜŘΦ The gang surged forward and pulled him to the ground, kicking and hitting him 

as he went down. The whole time, the man never resisted or uttered a sound. With his hands securely 

cuffed behind his back, they dragged him down the dusty alleyways back to their ship. 

bƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ŘƻƴŜ ŀǊƎǳƛƴƎΣ .ŀȅ ǘƻƻƪ Ƙƛǎ ōƻƻǘ ƻŦŦ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ ƴŜŎƪ ŀƴŘ ǳǎŜŘ ƛǘ ƛƴǎǘŜŀŘ ǘƻ ŦƭƛǇ ƘƛƳ 

over onto his back. What Bay lacked in intellect, he made up for in cruelty. He enjoyed causing pain and 

fear in others. It was how he became the leader of this band of body snatchers and how he kept the job. 

He was accustomed to seeing fear in the eyes of his crew. He liked it. And he expected to see that fear in 

the eyes of the man when he rolled him over.  

.ǳǘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘΦ 

He looked down into the eyes of the man and saw nothing.  

.ŀȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ƛǘΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ ōŜŀǘŜƴ ƘƛƳΣ ŘǊŀƎƎŜŘ ƘƛƳΣ ǘŀƭƪŜŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ŎǳǘǘƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ǳǇ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ǎƛŘŜ ƻŦ 

ƳŜŀǘ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƛƴ ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘ ȅŜǘ ƘŜ ƭŀȅ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƴƻǿ ŀǎ ƛŦ ƴƻƴŜ ƻŦ ƛǘ ƘŀŘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ 

empty and his face was without expression. The man confused Bay, and Bay did not like to be confused. 

Confusion made him angry. Bay set about rectifying the situation. 

IŜ ƎǊŀōōŜŘ ŀ ƘŀƴŘŦǳƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ ǎƘƛǊǘ ŀƴŘ ȅŀƴƪŜŘ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŦŜŜǘΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƘŜƭƭ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΚ 5ŜŀŦΚ 

{ǘǳǇƛŘΚέ .ŀȅ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǎƘƻƻƪ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ǊŀƎ ŘƻƭƭΦ ά5ΩȅŜ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ Ǉǳǘ ƻƴ ŀ ōǊŀǾŜ ŦǊƻƴǘ ǿŜΩƭƭ ƭŜǘ 

ȅƻǳ ƎƻΚ Lǘ ŀƛƴΩǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴƛƴΩΦ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǿƻǊǘƘ ŀ ǇƛƭŜ ƻŦ ƳƻƴŜȅ ǘƻ ǳǎΣ ŜǾŜǊȅ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǇƛŜŎŜ ƻŦ ȅƻǳΣ ŀƴŘ ǿŜΩǊŜ Ǝƻƴƴŀ 

ƎŜǘ ŀǎ ƳǳŎƘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳ ŀǎ ǿŜ ŎŀƴΗέ !ǘ ǘƘŜ end of the tirade, Bay held the man up within inches of his 

ŦŀŎŜΦ ά{ŀȅ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴΩΗ" .ŀȅ ǊƻŀǊŜŘΦ ά{ŀȅ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴΩΗ"  

There was nothing there. Just empty, vacant eyes staring back at him.  

This enraged Bay even further. He slung the man back down at the feet oŦ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊǎΦ ά¢ŀƪŜ ƘƛƳ Řƻǿƴ 

ōŜƭƻǿΣέ ƘŜ ƻǊŘŜǊŜŘΦ άDŜǘ ƘƛƳ ǊŜŀŘȅΦ LΩƭƭ ōŜ ŀƭƻƴƎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǎƻƻƴΦ !ƴŘ ǿƘƛƭŜ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀǘ ƛǘΣ ǘŀƪŜ ǎƻƳŜ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ 

ǿƻǊƪ ƘƛƳ ƻǾŜǊΦ aŀƪŜ ǎǳǊŜ ƘŜ ƭƻƻƪǎ ƭƛƪŜ ƘŜΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ƛƴ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ŦƛƎƘǘΦέ ! ŎƻǳǇƭŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ƎǊŀōōŜŘ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ōȅ 

the collar of his jacket and dragged him off. The rest of the gang slowly dispersed to other parts of the 

ship. A tall, thin, green being stayed behind and approached Bay. 

ά²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘΣ CƭƛȄΚέ  
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άL Řƻ ƴƻǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘ ƛǎ ǿƛǎŜ ǘƻ ŘŀƳŀƎŜ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǳƴƴŜŎŜǎǎŀǊƛƭȅΦέ CƭƛŎƪ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳΦ ά²Ŝ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ŘŜƭƛǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ 

ǇǊƻǇŜǊǘȅ ƛƴ ƻƴŜ ǇƛŜŎŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎƭƛŜƴǘ ŀǎ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅ ŀǎ ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜΦέ  

ά²ŜƭƭΣ ƘŜ ŀƛƴΩǘ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻǇŜǊǘȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƭƛŜƴǘ ȅŜǘΣ CƭƛxΣέ .ŀȅ ǎƴŀǊƭŜŘΦ άIŜΩǎ ƻǳǊǎ ǘƻ Řƻ ǿƛǘƘ ŀǎ ǿŜ ǿŀƴǘ ǳƴǘƛƭ 

ǘƘŜ ŎƭƛŜƴǘ ƘŀƴŘǎ ǳǎ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƴŜȅ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳΦέ 

άLΩǾŜ ƳŜǘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜǎŜ ōŜƛƴƎǎΣέ CƭƛȄ ŀǊƎǳŜŘΦ ά¢ƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜ ǘȅǇŜ ǘƻ ōŜ ǘǊƛŦƭŜŘ ǿƛǘƘΦ ¢ƘŜȅ Ǉǳǘ ƻƴ ŀ 

ǇƭŜŀǎŀƴǘ ŦŀŎŜ ōǳǘΧΦǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǘƘŜƳΦ ¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ƘƛŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳǎŜƭǾŜǎΦ"  

ά9ǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎ Ƙŀǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘƛŘŜΣ CƭƛȄΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ŀƛƴΩǘ ƴƻǘƘƛƴΩ ƴŜǿΦέ 

άWǳǎǘ ƎƛǾŜ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ŀǎ ƘŜ ƛǎΣ .ŀȅΦ IŀƴŘ ƘƛƳ ƻǾŜǊΣ ƎŜǘ ƻǳǊ ƳƻƴŜȅ ŀƴŘ ōŜ ŘƻƴŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜƳΦέ 

Bay considered following his advice. That was the reason he kept Flix around. He was smart and his 

species had a knack for bargaining and seeing through subterfuge that came in handy in this business. 

CƭƛȄΩǎ ƛƴǎƛƎƘǘǎ ƘŀŘ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ƻƴŎŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ŀ ƭƻƻǎƛƴƎ ŘŜŀƭ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ǇǊƻŦƛǘŀōƭŜ ƻƴŜΦ aŀȅōŜ ƘŜ ƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƻ Ŧƻƭƭƻǿ 

his advice on this one, Bay mused. But the image of the man and his fearless eyes appeared in his mind 

and sent any small bit of good sense in this matter fleeing.  

.ŀȅ ǎƴƻǊǘŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǿƻǊǊȅ ǘƻƻ ƳǳŎƘΣ CƭƛxΦ ¸ƻǳǊ ǿƘƻƭŜ ǇƭŀƴŜǘ ƛǎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴΩ ōǳǘ ŀ ōǳƴŎƘ ƻŦ ǿƻǊǊȅǿŀǊǘǎΦ LΩƭƭ ŘŜŀƭ 

with the client if they get pissed that we took a few cuts off of him for ourselves. Now, you let me tend 

to my work while ȅƻǳ ǘŜƴŘ ǘƻ ȅƻǳǊǎΦέ 

Flix ƎŀǾŜ ŀ ǿŜŀǊȅ ƴƻŘ ƻŦ ŀǎǎŜƴǘ ŀƴŘ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǾŜΦ άCƭƛxΣέ .ŀȅ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ƘƛƳΦ άIŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ŎƻƴǘŀŎǘŜŘ 

ǘƘŜ ŎƭƛŜƴǘ ȅŜǘΚέ 

ά¸ŜǎΦ L ǎŜƴǘ ǘƘŜƳ ŀ ƳŜǎǎŀƎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŘŜƭƛǾŜǊ ƘƛƳ ǘƻƳƻǊǊƻǿ ŀǘ ŦƛǊǎǘ ƭƛƎƘǘΣ ŀǎ ȅƻǳ ƛƴǎǘǊǳŎǘŜŘΦέ 

άDƻƻŘΣέ .ŀȅ ƎǊǳƴǘŜŘΦ ά²Ŝ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƎƛǾŜ ƻǳǊǎŜƭǾŜǎ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƘƛƳ ǎǘŀōƭŜ ŀƴŘ ǇŀǘŎƘŜŘ ǳǇ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ 

ŘŜƭƛǾŜǊΦέ IŜ ǿŜƴǘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ ŀ ƭƻŎƪŜǊ ƻƴ ƻƴŜ ǿŀƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƛǇ ŀƴŘ ǊŜƳƻǾŜŘ ŀ ŘƛǊǘȅΣ ǎǘŀƛƴŜŘ ŎƭƻǘƘ ōŀƎΦ ά¢ƛƳŜ 

ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǘƻ ǿƻǊƪΦέ .ŀȅ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŀƭƪŜŘ ƻŦŦ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǊǊƛŘƻǊΦ CƭƛȄ ǿŀǘŎhed his leader go with a grave 

face. No good would come of this. Flix was certain. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

They dragged the man down below and into a room where they pulled him to his feet. The man glanced 

around the room. It looked like some nightmarish cross between a ƳŜŎƘŀƴƛŎΩǎ ǎƘƻǇ ŀƴŘ ŀ ǎǳǊƎƛŎŀƭ ǎǳƛǘŜΦ 

It was filthy and filled with decrepit-looking medical equipment, containers of preservative fluid and odd 

bits of machinery. In the center of the room were a hospital trolly and a table littered with surgical tools. 

He took it all in as he stood there, waiting for whatever was coming next.  

ά[ŜǘΩǎ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ Ǝƻ ŀǘ ƘƛƳ ŦƻǊ ŀǿƘƛƭŜ ǳƴǘƛƭ ǘƘŜ ōƻǎǎ ƎŜǘǎ ƘŜǊŜΣ ƭƛƪŜ ƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ǳǎΣ" said one of the men who had 

brought him down here. He walked up to the man quickly and gave him a hard punch across the jaw. 

The man staggered at the blow but managed to stay on his feet. The other men around him cheered. 

άIƛǘ ΨŜƳ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ .ƻƎƎƻΗ /ǊŀŎƪ ΨŜƳ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ƎƻƻŘ ƻƴŜΗέ ¢Ƙƛǎ ǘƛƳŜ .ƻƎƎƻ ƭŀƴŘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǇǳƴŎƘ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǎǘƻƳŀŎƘΦ 

The man doubled over at that one, gasping for breath but quickly straightened back up.  



4 
 

ά!ƛƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ŀ ǘƻǳƎƘ ƻƴŜΗέ .ƻƎƎƻ ǎƴŜŜǊŜŘΣ ǘƘŜƴ ǾƛŎƛƻǳǎƭȅ ǘƘǊŜǿ ŀ ǇǳƴŎƘ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘ ƻƴ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ 

This one was hard enough to send him falling backwards to the deck. Blood started flowing from his 

nose.  

The man sat there for a few seconds, his eyes unfocused. He shook his head back and forth a few times, 

trying to clear it. The man looked around at his tormentors as they waited eagerly for the next round. He 

shut his eyes and hung his head, apparently yielding to let them do whatever they wanted. They began 

to jeer and catcall at him.  

{ǳŘŘŜƴƭȅΣ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ ƘŜŀŘ ǎƴŀǇǇŜŘ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ƻǇŜƴŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ǉǳƛǘŜ ŀǎ ŜƳǇǘȅ ŀƴŘ ƭƛŦŜƭŜǎǎ 

as they had been. Now there was a tiny glimmer of life in them. He began to scramble to his feet again.  

With a shout, Boggo and the rest descended on him. They yanked him up and knocked him down again 

and again, throwing punches and kicks constantly. One being with a particularly good set of claws took a 

few swipes at him across his chest before retreating with a roar of triumph. They kept at him for quite 

some time and through it all he remained silent, refusing to fight back.  

There was an abrupt silence and the one holding the man up for the convenience of the others let him 

ƎƻΦ ¢ƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ǎǘŀȅ ǳǇǊƛƎƘǘ ōǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ƭŜƎǎ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳ; he fell face-first onto the deck and lay 

there.  

.ŀȅ ǎǘƻƻŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊǿŀȅΦ ά.ƭƻƻŘȅ ƘŜƭƭΗέ ƘŜ ǊƻŀǊŜŘΦ άL ǘƻƭŘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ǿƻǊƪ ƘƛƳ ƻǾŜǊ ƎƻƻŘΦ bƻǘ ǘǳǊƴ ƘƛƳ ƛƴǘƻ 

ŀ ǇǳŘŘƛƴƎΗέ 

ά¸ƻǳ ǎŀƛŘ ǘΩ ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘ ƭƻƻƪ ƭƛƪŜ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƛƴ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ŦƛƎƘǘΣ .ŀȅΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻƭŘ ǳǎΦ ²Ŝ ǿŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŦƻƭƭƻǿƛƴΩ 

ȅƻǳǊ ƻǊŘŜǊǎΗέ ǿƘƛƴŜŘ .ƻƎƎƻΦ 

ά{Ƙǳǘ ƛǘΦέ .ŀȅ ǎƴŀǇǇŜŘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǎƘƻǾŜŘ .ƻƎƎƻ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ǿŀȅΦ άDŜǘ ƘƛƳ ǳǇΦέ  

They pulled the man to his feet in front of Bay. The pale, thin face was bruised and bloodied but he was 

ǎǘƛƭƭ ŀƭƛǾŜΦ .ŀȅ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ ŜȅŜǎΣ ǎǳǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƛƳŜ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜ ŦŜŀǊ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ 

ōǳǘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻ ŦŜŀǊ ōǳǘ ƴƻǿ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ Ŧŀƛƴǘ ǎǇŀǊƪ ƻŦ ŘŜŦƛŀƴŎŜΣ ŀ ƭƻƻƪ ǘƘŀǘ ŘŀǊŜŘ .ŀȅ ǘƻ Řƻ 

his worst.  

άIŀǎ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ȅŜǘΚ Iŀǎ ƘŜ ƳŀŘŜ ŀ ǎƻǳƴŘΚέ .ŀȅ ŀǎƪŜŘ 

άbǳǘƘƛƴΩΣ ōƻǎǎΣ ǳƴƭŜǎǎ ȅƻǳ Ŏƻǳƴǘ ǘƘŜ ŎǊŀŎƪ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ƴƻǎŜ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ Ƴȅ ŦƛǎǘΦέ  

.ŀȅΩǎ ōƭƻƻŘ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ ōƻƛƭΦ IŜ ŦŜƭǘ ŀǎ ƛŦ ƘŜ ǿŜǊŜ ōŜƛƴƎ ƳƻŎƪŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘƛǎ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜΣ ǎƛƭŜƴǘ ōŜƛƴƎΦ ¢ǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ 

belittle ƘƛƳ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƛƴ ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴ ƳŜƴΦ IŜΩŘ ǘŜŀŎƘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƪƛƴƴȅ ōŀǎǘŀǊŘ ŀ ƭŜǎǎƻƴΦ 

άtǳǘ ƘƛƳ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǘŀōƭŜ.έ 

They unshackled his wrists from behind his back, then pulled his jacket off and tossed it aside. Two of 

them grabbed him under his arms to lift him up and push him roughly down on the gurney. They each 

took one of his arms and held it down while a third pinned down his legs. Bay strolled over, smiling 
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broadly. He opened up the cloth bag he had brought with him and dumped the contents out onto a tray 

stand next to the trolly where the man lay. There was a loud, metallic clatter as the objects hit the tray.  

άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ǿŜΩƭƭ ōŜ ƘŜŀǊƛƴΩ ŀ ǇŜŜǇ ƻǊ ǘǿƻ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƘƛƳ ƴƻǿΦ ²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪΣ Ƴȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΚέ .ŀȅ ƎǊŀōōŜŘ ǘƘŜ 

ƳŀƴΩǎ Ƨŀǿ ŀƴŘ ŦƻǊŎŜŘ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ǘǳǊƴ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ what was on the tray. It was an array of wicked 

ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ƪƴƛǾŜǎ ŀƴŘ ƭŀǎŜǊ ŎǳǘǘƛƴƎ ŘŜǾƛŎŜǎΦ .ŀȅ ŦŜƭǘ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ Ƨŀǿ ǘƛƎƘǘŜƴ ǳƴŘŜǊ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘΦ 

άbƻǿ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ōŜ ǿƻǊǊȅƛƴΩΣέ .ŀȅ ǎŀƛŘ ŎƘŜŜǊŦǳƭƭȅΦ ά5ƛŘƴΩǘ L ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ L ǿŀǎ ŀ ŘƻŎǘƻǊΚ ! ǎǳǊƎŜƻƴΣ ƛƴ 

fact. Top of ƳŜ Ŏƭŀǎǎ ƛƴ ƳŜŘƛŎŀƭ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ L ǿŀǎΗέ IŜ ǇŀǘǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ ŎƘŜŜƪΦ .ŀȅ ƳƻǘƛƻƴŜŘ ŦƻǊ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ 

ƳŜƴ ǘƻ Ǉǳƭƭ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ ƭŜŦǘ ǘǊƻǳǎŜǊ ƭŜƎΦ 

!ƴƻǘƘŜǊ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ .ŀȅΩǎ ƳŜƴ ŎŀƳŜ ƻǾŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎȅǊƛƴƎŜ ŀƴŘ ŀƴ L± ǎŜǘ ǳǇΦ άwŜŀŘȅ ŦƻǊ ǳǎ ǘƻ ƪƴƻŎƪ ΨŜƳ ƻǳǘΣ 

.ŀȅΚέ  

Bay waved him awŀȅΦ άbŀƘΣ ǘƘƛǎ ōǊŀǾŜ ŦŜƭƭƻǿ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ ƴƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘΣέ ƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘ ƛƴ ŀƴ ƻōǎŎŜƴŜƭȅ 

Ƨƻƭƭȅ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǿƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ŀ ǘƘƛƴƎ ƻŦ ǿƘŀǘ LΩƳ ŘƻƛƴΩΦ ²ƛƭƭ ȅŀΣ ōǊŀǾŜ ŦŜƭƭƻǿΚέ ²ƛǘƘƻǳǘ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŀǿŀȅ 

ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ ŜȅŜǎΣ ƘŜ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ƻǳǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀȅ ƻŦ ƛƴǎǘǊǳƳŜƴǘǎ ŀƴŘ wrapped his hand around a scalpel. 

In one quick motion, he brought it over and jammed it down into the left calf muscle of the man. Other 

than a quick intake of breath, the man gave no sign of feeling it.  

Bay gave the scalpel a vicious turn as he yanked iǘ ōŀŎƪ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ ƭŜƎΦ άWǳǎǘ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǘŜǎǘ Ƨŀō ǘƘŜǊŜ 

ǘƻ ǎŜŜ Ƙƻǿ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ƘŀƴŘƭŜ ǘƘƛǎΦ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ Řƻ Ƨǳǎǘ ŦƛƴŜΦέ IŜ Ǉǳǘ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŎŀƭǇŜƭ ŀƴŘ ǇƛŎƪŜŘ ǳǇ ŀ ƳǳŎƘ 

ƭŀǊƎŜǊ ōƭŀŘŜŘ ƪƴƛŦŜΦ άbƻǿ ƛǘΩǎ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ Řƻǿƴ ǘƻ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎΦέ IŜ ǘƻƻƪ ǘƘŜ ƪƴƛŦŜ ŀƴŘǎ ǎƭƛŎŜŘ across the leg 

just below the knee cap. The man on the table gasped and shut his eyes tightly.  

CŜŜƭƛƴƎ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǘƘǊƛƭƭ ƻŦ ǾƛŎǘƻǊȅ ŀǘ ǇǊƻǾƻƪƛƴƎ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƳǳŎƘ ƻŦ ŀ ǊŜŀŎǘƛƻƴΣ .ŀȅ ōŜƴǘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΦ άLǎ 

that a bit uncomfortable, brave fellow? Could you ŦŜŜƭ ǘƘŀǘΚέ .ŀȅ ƘŜƭŘ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ǎȅǊƛƴƎŜ Ƙƛǎ Ƴŀƴ ƘŀŘ 

ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ƻǾŜǊ ŜŀǊƭƛŜǊΦ ά²ƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ōƛǘ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎΚ Wǳǎǘ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ŜŘƎŜ ƻŦŦΦ aŀƪŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŜŀǎƛŜǊ 

ƻƴ ȅŀΦέ IŜ ǿŀǾŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǘǳōŜ ōŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ ŦƻǊǘƘ ƛƴ ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ ά²ƘŀŘȅŀ ǎŀȅΣ ōǊŀǾŜ ŦŜƭƭƻǿΚέ  

The man opened his eyes again and looked up at Bay. If Bay thought he was going to break his victim 

that easily, he was grossly disappointed. The man stared unblinkingly at Bay, refusing to give him the 

satisfaction of even a whimper.  

.ŀȅ ƎŀǾŜ ŀ ƘŀǊǎƘ ƭŀǳƎƘΦ ά¸ƻǳΩƭƭ ǎƛƴƎ ŀ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ǘǳƴŜ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƭƻƴƎΦ hƭŘ .ŀȅ ƛǎ Ǝƻƴƴŀ ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ǎƛƴƎƛƴΩ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ 

ōƛǊŘΦέ ¢ƘŜ ƪƴƛŦŜ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ ǎƭƻǿƭȅ ǎƭƛŎŜ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ƭŜƎΣ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ŘŜŜǇ Ŏǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜƴǘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƪƴŜŜ ƴŜŀǊƭȅ 

Řƻǿƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŀƴƪƭŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ ƭŜƎ ǿŀǎ ǊŀǇƛŘƭȅ ōŜŎoming soaked in blood but he lay there unflinching, 

staring straight ahead.  

.ŀȅ ǘƘǊŜǿ ǘƘŜ ƪƴƛŦŜ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳ ŀƴŘ ǎƭŀƳƳŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ Řƻǿƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƎǳǊƴŜȅΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƘŜƭƭ ƛǎ 

ǿǊƻƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳΚέ ƘŜ ƭŜŀƴŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ ŜŀǊΦ ά¸ƻǳΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŦŜŜƭƛƴΩ ǘƘƛǎΦ L ƪƴƻǿ 

ȅŀ ŘƻΦ !ƭƭ ȅŀ Ǝƻǘ ǘƻ Řƻ ƛǎ ǎŀȅ ƻƴŜ ǿƻǊŘΦ Wǳǎǘ ƻƴŜ ǿƻǊŘ ǘƻ ȅƻǳǊ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ .ŀȅ ƘŜǊŜ ŀƴŘ LΩƭƭ ƎƛǾŜ ȅŀ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ 

ǘƻ ƪƴƻŎƪ ȅŀ ƻǳǘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎΦ Wǳǎǘ ƻƴŜ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǿƻǊŘΦέ 
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The man turned his head to look at Bay, then turned his head back and shut his eyes. He looked as if he 

was going to sleep.  

Bay could stand it no longer. Something inside of his dull brain snapped. He stepped back from the 

ƎǳǊƴŜȅ ŀƴŘ ƘŜƭŘ ƻǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘΦ άDƛƳƳƛŜ ǘƘŜ ǎŀǿΦέ 

Boggo scrambled over to one of the tables and brought back the laser cutter that they usually used for 

these jobs and put into his hand. Bay threw it back into his face.  

άL ǎŀƛŘ ƎƛƳƳƛŜ ǘƘŜ ǎŀǿΦέ Iƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǿŀǎ ƭƻǿ ŀƴŘ ƳŜƴŀŎƛƴƎΦ  

ά.ŀȅΣέ .ƻƎƎƻ ǎǘŀƳƳŜǊŜŘΦ ά²ŜΣ ǿŜΣ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǳǎŜ ǘƘŜ ǎŀǿΦ bƻǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǾŜ ƻƴŜǎΦέ 

άDƛƳƳƛŜ ǘƘŜ ŘŀƳƴ ǎŀǿΗέ .ŀȅ ōŜƭƭƻǿŜŘΦ  

One of the others hurried over and handed Bay the saw. 

ά.ŀȅΣ ŘƻƴΩǘ Řƻ ǘƘƛǎΣέ .ƻƎƎƻ ǇǊƻǘŜǎǘŜŘΦ ά[Ŝǘ ǳǎ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ƪƴƻŎƪ ΨŜƳ ƻǳǘΦ IŜ ǿƻƴΩǘ ƭŀǎǘ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ Řƻ ΨŜƳ ǘƘƛǎ 

ǿŀȅΦέ 

¢ƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ƭŜƎǎ ŎƘƛƳŜŘ ƛƴΦ ά[ƻƻƪƛǘ Ƙƻǿ ƳǳŎƘ ōƭƻƻŘ ƘŜΩǎ ƭƻǎǘ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅΦ IŜΩǎ Ǝƻƴƴŀ ōƭŜŜŘ 

ƻǳǘ ƻƴ ǳǎΣ .ŀȅΦ ²ŜΩǊŜ Ǝƻƴƴŀ ƭƻǎŜ ΨŜƳΦέ 

ά!ƴŘ ǎƻ ǿƘŀǘ ƛŦ ǿŜ ŘƻΚέ .ŀȅ ǎƴŀǊƭŜŘΦ ά¢ƘŜȅΩƭƭ Ǉŀȅ ǳǎ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜΣ ŘŜŀŘ ƻǊ ŀƭƛǾŜΦ {ƻ ƘƻƭŘ ΨŜƳ Řƻǿƴ ǿƘƛƭŜ L 

ǿƻǊƪ ƻǊ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ƎƻŘǎ LΩƭƭ ǳǎŜ ǘƘƛǎ ǎŀǿ ƻƴ ȅƻǳ ƛƴǎǘŜŀŘΗέ 

At this point, not only did Bay no longer care if the man lived or died, he no longer cared if the client 

paid them for the man or not. The man was undermining his authority. His men were questioning his 

orders, doubting his decisions and this he could not stand. Bay rounded on the men standing in the 

ǊƻƻƳ ŀƴŘ ōǊŀƴŘƛǎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀǿ ŀǘ ǘƘŜƳ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ǎǿƻǊŘΦ άLΩƭƭ ǳǎŜ ǘƘƛǎ ƻƴ ŜǾŜǊȅ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ȅŀ ƛŦ ȅŀ ŎŀƴΩǘ Řƻ ŀǎ ȅŜǊ 

ǘƻƭŘ ŀƴŘ Ŧƻƭƭƻǿ ƻǊŘŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ LΩƭƭ ƭŜŀǾŜ ȅŀ ƛƴ ǿƻǊǎŜ ǎƘŀǇŜ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘƛǎ ŦŜƭƭƻǿΩǎ Ǝƻƴƴŀ ōŜΗέ IŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ 

ǘƘŜ ƎǳǊƴŜȅΦ άIƻƭŘ ΨŜƳ ŘƻǿƴΦέ 

9ȄŎŜǇǘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ōŜŀŘǎ ƻŦ ǎǿŜŀǘ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ŦƻǊŜƘŜŀŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭΣ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǎ ƛŦ ƘŜ ǿŜǊŜ 

asleep. Bay positioned the saw in the first cut he had made below the knee and pressed it down through 

skin and muscle until he felt the teeth bite into the bone. He then slowly drew the blade back across the 

leg toward him. Bay looked down at the man and laughed as he shoved the blade forward again. Making 

a great show of it, Bay let go of the saw and spit into his hands, like someone getting ready to saw 

firewood. He repositioned his hands and was about to start again when Flix suddenly burst into the 

room.  

ά.ƭƻƻŘȅ ƘŜƭƭΣ CƭƛȄΗ ¸ƻǳ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ŘŀƳƴ ƎƻƻŘ ǊŜŀǎƻƴΗέ .ŀȅ ǎƴŀǊƭŜŘΦ  

ά¢ƘŜ ŎƭƛŜƴǘ ƛǎ ƘŜǊŜΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǇǊƻǇŜǊǘȅ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǿΣέ Cƭƛx told him.  

ά²ŜƭƭΣ ǘƘŜȅ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƘƛƳ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǿΦ ¸ƻǳ ǘŜƭƭ ΨŜƳ ǿŜΩƭƭ ōǊƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ΨŜƳ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊƴƛƴΩ ƭƛƪŜ ǿŜ ŀƎǊŜŜŘΦέ 

Bay turned back to continue his work.  
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άLΩǾŜ ǘƻƭŘ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƘŀǘΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ƛƴǎƛǎǘΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǎǇŜŀƪ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳΦέ 

Bay looked down at the man on the table. His head lolled off to one side and he was breathing rapidly. 

άIƻǿ Ƴŀƴȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳΣ CƭƛȄΚέ 

ά¢ƘǊŜŜΣέ CƭƛȄ ƘŜǎƛǘŀǘŜŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ŀŘŘƛƴƎΦ άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǎǳǎǇŜŎǘ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƭƭ Ƴŀȅ ƴƻǘ ōŜ ǿŜƭƭ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜƛǊ 

ǇǊƻǇŜǊǘȅΦέ 

Bay sighed in aggravation, like a child told to stop a fun activity in order to do something else. He had 

ōŜŜƴ ŜƴƧƻȅƛƴƎ ǘƘƛǎΦ .ŀȅ ǊŜƭŜŀǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƘŀƴŘƭŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎŀǿ ōǳǘ ƭŜŦǘ ƛǘ ŜƳōŜŘŘŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƭŜƎΦ ά!ǿǊƛƎƘǘΣ ǘƘŜƴΦ 

[ŜǘΩǎ ǘŜƴŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎƭƛŜƴǘΦ !ƭƭ ƻŦ ȅƻǳ ŎƻƳŜ ŀƭƻƴƎΦ ! ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƛƴǘƛƳƛŘŀǘƛƻƴ ǿƛƭƭ ŎƻƴǾƛƴŎŜ ƻǳǊ ŎƭƛŜƴǘ ǘƻ ǿŀƛǘ Ψǘƛƭ 

ǿŜΩǊŜ ǊŜŀŘȅΦέ 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ƘƛƳΚέ .ƻƎƎƻ ƎŜǎǘǳǊŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǘŀōƭŜΦ ά²ƘƻΩǎ Ǝƻƴƴŀ ǎǘŀȅ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳΚέ 

¢ƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǿŀǎ ŎƭŜŀǊƭȅ ǳƴŎƻƴǎŎƛƻǳǎΦ .ŀȅ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘΦ άIŜΩǎ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƛǘΦ IŜ ǿƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ƎƻƛƴΩ ŀƴȅǿƘŜǊŜΣ ŜǾŜƴ ƛŦ ƘŜ 

ŘƻŜǎ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻΦέ .ŀȅ ƘŜŀŘŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ŀƴŘ the rest followed. Boggo hesitated momentarily, looking at 

the man on the table then turned to join the others.  

~*~*~*~*~ 

The man was unconscious, but a small corner of his brain registered the fact that he was now alone, and 

slowly edged him back to consciousness. He lay there unmoving with his eyes closed, listening for any 

sound that might indicate he was not really alone. Hearing nothing, he slowly opened his eyes and 

looked around. There was no one. The man gave a deep sigh that turned into a groan of pain. He raised 

his head up enough to look down at his leg. The sight of the saw sitting there in his leg nearly made him 

pass out again. He dropped his head back down and tried to ignore the pain while he thought.  

The man truly did not care if he lived or died at this point. He wanted to be dead. The sadness and guilt 

he had been carrying around for so long had finally become too much to bear. It sat inside his chest like 

a cold, hard lump, growing bigger and more painful with each passing day. The bigger it got, the less he 

cared about himself or about anyone or anything. He had kept on traveling but only as kind of aimless 

habit; not out of any sense of fun or adventure. If he left his ship, it was only to buy a little something to 

eat or drink and to watch the inhabitants of whatever planet go by as he sat in thought. 

His spent most of his time thinking and his thoughts were always the same. If only he been smarter, if 

only he had been faster, if only he could have said those words, if only he had listened as a boy, if 

ƻƴƭȅΧΦΦƛŦ ƻƴƭȅΧΦΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǊŜǇƭŀȅŜŘ ƛƴ ŀƴ ŜƴŘƭŜǎǎ ŎȅŎƭŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŦŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƭǳƳǇΣ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ƛǘ ƎǊƻǿ ōƛƎƎŜǊ ŀƴŘ ōƛƎƎŜǊ 

until if felt like it was in every fiber of his body. That was when he decided that he could no longer go on.  

IŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ōǊŀǾŜ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ to go ahead and take the matter into his own hands. He decided to take a page 

ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ŀƴ ƻƭŘ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΩǎ ōƻƻƪ ŀƴŘ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ƻǇǇƻǊǘǳƴƛǘȅ ǇǊŜǎŜƴǘŜŘ ƛǘǎŜƭŦΣ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎƛƳǇƭȅ ŎƘƻƻǎŜ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ 

on. Danger and death had dogged his footsteps all his life so he assumed iǘ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ƭƻƴƎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ 

caught up with him once again and his misery would end. 
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But, of course, nothing in the universe ever happened the way he wanted it to happen, especially if it 

was something he wanted for himself.  

He went from galaxy to galaxy, system to system looking for his opportunity, but it never came. He put 

ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ƛƴ ƘŀǊƳΩǎ ǿŀȅ ǘƛƳŜ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǘƛƳŜ, but each time, death stayed just out of his reach. It was 

maddening. It finally drove him to the point where he had decided just that day to take his own life. He 

had been sitting on the wall when he finally decided and had been pondering the best way to do it when 

Bay and his men found him. At the time the irony of it had made him smile.  

²ŜƭƭΣ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎƳƛƭƛƴƎ ƴƻǿΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ. He had enough self-respect left in him that 

ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ŘƛŜ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘ ƳƻƴǎǘŜǊΣ .ŀȅΦ !ƴŘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ŜƴŘ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻǇŜǊǘȅ 

of this client, either dead or alive. That was why he had been trying to taunt Bay, manipulate him into 

kiƭƭƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ƻǳǘǊƛƎƘǘ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǿƻǊƪŜŘΦ IŜ ƴŜŜŘŜŘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊŜ ŀƴŘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ǎƘƛǇΦ IŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ 

wanted to die, but he was going to do it on his own terms.  

~*~*~*~*~ 

On the main deck, Bay and his men entered the hold where the client waited. There were three of them, 

as Flix had said. The one in the middle had a bland, pleasant smile fixed on his face while the other two 

stood patiently at his side. Bay was annoyed that Flix had called him in to handle these people. They 

were nothing. Bay could have squashed them with his thumb if he wanted.  

¢ƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƛŘŘƭŜ ǎǘŜǇǇŜŘ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘΣ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǎƳƛƭƛƴƎΦ ά²ŜΩǾŜ ŎƻƳŜ ŦƻǊ ƻǳǊ ǇǊƻǇŜǊǘȅΦ ²Ŝ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ 

ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ƘƛƳΦέ  

ά²Ŝ ŘƻΣέ .ŀȅ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ ά²ŜΩƭƭ ōǊƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ ȅƻǳ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊƴƛƴΩΣ ƭƛƪŜ ǿŜ ǘƻƭŘ ȅƻǳ ǿŜ ǿƻǳƭŘΦ ²e got no 

ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ ŘŜŀƭ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘƛǎ ƴƻǿΦέ 

άbƻ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ŘŜƭƛǾŜǊ ƘƛƳΣέ ǘƘŜ ŎƭƛŜƴǘ ǎŀƛŘΦ άaȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ ŀƴŘ L Ŏŀƴ ƘŀƴŘƭŜ ƘƛƳΣ LΩƳ ǎǳǊŜΦ Wǳǎǘ ōǊƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ǳǇ ǘƻ 

ǳǎ ŀƴŘ ǿŜΩƭƭ ōŜ ƻƴ ƻǳǊ ǿŀȅΦέ hǳǘ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ŎƻŀǘΣ ƘŜ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ŀ ŎǊŜŘƛǘ ǾƻǳŎƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ƘŜƭŘ ƛǘ ǳǇ ǘƻ .ŀȅΦ ά¸ƻǳǊ 

payment, ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΣ ƛŦ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎ ȅƻǳǊ ŎƻƴŎŜǊƴΦέ 

άL ǎŀƛŘ ǿŜΩŘ ōǊƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ȅŀ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΣέ .ŀȅ ǊŜǘƻǊǘŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ƪŜŜǇ ȅƻǳǊ ƳƻƴŜȅ ǳƴǘƛƭ ǘƘŜƴΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ 

ǘƘŜ ŘŜŀƭΦ bƻǿ Ǝƛǘ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭǾŜǎ ƘƻƳŜ ǘƻ ǿŀƛǘ ǳƴǘƛƭ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΦέ 

The client still kept his insipid smile plastered across his face but there was a subtle change in his 

ŘŜƳŜŀƴƻǊ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǎǇƻƪŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŎŀǳǎŜŘ .ŀȅ ǘƻ ōŜƎƛƴ ǘƻ Řƻǳōǘ Ƙƛǎ ǇƭŀƴΦ ά²ŜΩƭƭ ƭŜŀǾŜΣ Ƴȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΦ hŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΣ ǿŜ 

ǿƛƭƭΦ .ǳǘ ǿŜΩƭƭ ƭŜŀǾŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ƛƴ ƻǳǊ ǇƻǎǎŜǎǎƛƻƴΦέ 

Bay opened his mouth to call his men forward but it was too late. The one in the middle raised a hand 

ŀƴŘ ǎƴŀǇǇŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎΦ ά Ψ{ƛŎ ΨŜƳΣ ōƻȅǎΦέ 

With a demonic scream, the three of them changed into their true, bat-like forms and tore into the gang 

of body snatchers. Bay was the first one to die, followed by Boggo. The rest that had followed Bay to the 

hold ran panicking to the door where the bottle neck there gave the Krillitines a chance to dispatch 
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several more of them. At the sound of the screams, men came running from other parts of the ship only 

to be caught up in the carnage. The Krillitines were coming down the corridor, picking off men left and 

ǊƛƎƘǘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ŦƭŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ōƻǘƘŜǊ ǎǘƻǇǇƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŦŜŜŘ ƻƴ ŀƴȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōƻŘƛŜǎ ǘƘŜȅ ƭŜŦǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǿŀƪŜΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ 

would be time enough for that later, once they had secured their prize.  

~*~*~*~*~ 

Down below, the man heard the screech as the Krillitines transformed and instantly recognized the 

sound. He was going to have to move. Now. He could never let them have him, dead or alive. 

He forced himself to sit up, pushing the pain to the back of his mind. First things first, he told himself as 

he looked down at his left leg. The man reached up and pulled the tie from around his neck. He then 

looped it around his left leg, just above the knee and tied it as tightly as he dared. Grabbing the bag that 

Bay had left lying on the instrument tray, he rolled it up, put it between his teeth and bit down hard. He 

leaned forward to grab the saw with both hands and gave it a good, strong yank. It took a second hard 

yank before it came loose. He let the saw clatter to the floor and nearly followed it there himself from 

the pain of it all. He sat there hunched over for a few seconds, trying to regain his composure. Finally he 

sat up and took the bag out of his mouth. Even with the improvised tourniquet, there was a rapidly 

ǎǇǊŜŀŘƛƴƎ Ǉƻƻƭ ƻŦ ǊŜŘ ŦƻǊƳƛƴƎ ōȅ Ƙƛǎ ƭŜƎΦ !ǎ ǎǘǊƻƴƎ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǿŀǎΣ ƘŜ ƪƴŜǿ ƘŜΩŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ǎƘƛǇ ƛŦ 

he kept losing blood at that rate. He took the bag he had used before and managed to get the rope used 

for the drawstring out. The man then took the cloth and placed it over the gaping wound that the saw 

had left. He used his tie to secure it and to keep as much pressure on it as he could. It would have to do.  

Now, there were two things he needed if he was going to make it back to his ship. One was in his trouser 

ǇƻŎƪŜǘΦ ¢ƘŜ ƎŀƴƎ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ōƻǘƘŜǊŜŘ ǘƻ ǎŜŀǊŎƘ ƘƛƳ ǎƻ ƛǘ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǎǘƛƭƭ ōŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ IŜ ǇŀǘǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǇƻŎƪŜǘ ŀƴŘ 

smiled with relief when he felt the familiar lump under the cloth. The other item he needed was in a 

pocket of his jacket. His jacket lay across the room from him against the wall where they had flung it. As 

fast as his battered body would allow him, he shifted and lowered his right leg to the ground. Bracing 

himself with his arms as best he could, he slowly slid his left leg over to the edge of the table and began 

to lower it down by the right leg.  

The moment his left foot touched the ground, the whole leg melted underneath him like butter and he 

fell crashing to the ground. He lay there fighting off the grey fog of pain that threatened to take over his 

consciousness. The sounds of the fighting were growing closer and he had no time to spare. If he 

ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎǘŀƴŘ ǳǇΣ ƘŜΩŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ŎǊŀǿƭΣ ǎƻ ƘŜ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ ŘǊŀƎ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ƛƴŎƘ ōȅ ǇŀƛƴŦǳƭ ƛƴŎƘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ƧŀŎƪŜt. 

It sounded like the Krillitines had succeeded in wiping out nearly all of the body snatchers and were now 

only picking off the stragglers that were unfortunate enough to cross their path as they made their way 

through the ship. The man knew their attention would now be focused on finding him.  

By the time the man reached his jacket, the screaming had stopped and the only noise came from the 

Krillitines as they searched for him. He pulled his jacket to him and sat up. The first pocket he put his 

hand into came up empty and he began to panic. Perhaps it had fallen out somewhere between the 

market and here? Maybe one of the gang had emptied his pockets while Bay had him on the table? 
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From the sound of it, the Krillitines were only a few doors away now. He forced his panic to recede and 

tried the next pocket.  

~*~*~*~*~ 

The Krillitanes had just finished searching a short corridor that led off of the main one they had fought 

their way down. Just as they turned their attention to the bit of corridor that remained, they heard a 

high-pitched whirring sound. With a screech, they flew down to the door where they heard it coming 

from only to find it sealed shut. Screaming in fury, they began to throw themselves against the door. 

Their claws and teeth dug into the metal and tore hunks out of it. They had nearly torn their way 

through the door when a mechanical wheezing and grinding sound filled the air. A few seconds later, 

they opened a hole in the door big enough for them to crawl through. They surged through as the sound 

faded, ready to take their prize.  

The room was empty. 
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Chapter Two  

The drive back from Tionesta had been awful. Despite rushing the kids through Christmas morning and 

skipping church entirely in order to get them up to their grandparents as quickly as possible, Emily 

Klapetzky had still been caught up in the leading edge of the snow storm on her return. The wind 

buffeted her minivan and the snow began to pile up on I-80 faster than she had ever seen before. While 

the trip up there to drop the two little ones off had taken barely an hour, the trip back had been nearly 

three times that long. 

Back home, Emily lay on the floor in front of the woodstove in the living room trying to relax and get rid 

of the pounding headache that three hours of white-knuckle driving had produced. Not the most 

pleasant way to end a Christmas Day. She had been an idiot, she told herself. If she'd had any sense, she 

should have told Nae and PoΣ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΩǎ ƎǊŀƴŘǇŀǊŜƴǘǎΣ that they would not get the kids until 

tomorrow at the earliest, probably not until the day after that if the predictions for this storm were even 

halfway close to being accurate. But she knew that they would have whined and grumbled about her 

άƪŜŜǇƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƎǊŀƴŘōŀōƛŜǎ ŦǊƻƳ ǳǎΣέ ŀƴŘ 9Ƴƛƭȅ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ Ǌǳƴ ǘƘŜ Ǌƛǎƪ ƻŦ ŀƴȅ ŎƻƳǇƭŀƛƴǘǎ ŦǊƻƳ 

them screwing up the final adoption hearing later in the spring.  

A couple of cups of hot tea and several ibuprofen had gone a long way to making her feel better, but she 

was still tired and headachy. She sat up and retrieved one of the books she had received for Christmas 

from under the tree, and settled back down in front of the fire with a pillow, to read for awhile. Her 

fourteen year-old son, Jonathan, came into the room carrying a cookie tin and the iPod Touch he got 

that morning. He stretched out next to his mother and put the cookie tin on the floor in front of them. 

As soon as the tin hit the floor, a black and white lump of fur roused itself from where it was napping in 

the corner and padded over to join them. 

ά5ƻƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƛƴƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΣ tƛǇǇƛƴΣ ȅƻǳ ƎǊŜŜŘȅ ŘƻƎΣέ 9Ƴƛƭȅ ǿŀǊƴŜŘ ƘƛƳ as he hopefully eyed the cookies. 

{ƘŜ ƎƭŀƴŎŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ǎƻƴΦ ά¸ƻǳΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǇƭŀȅƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƭƭ ŘŀȅΦ ²Ƙȅ ƴƻǘ ƎŜǘ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōƻƻƪǎ ƻǳǘ L 

Ǝƻǘ ȅƻǳΚέ 

ά!ŦǘŜǊ L ŦƛƴƛǎƘ ǿŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ DŜǘ {ƳŀǊǘΦέ 

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ǘƛƳŜ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ǿŀǘŎƘŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƻŘŀȅΣέ ǎƘŜ ǇƻƛƴǘŜd out. 

ά¢ƘƛǊŘΣέ ƘŜ ŎƻǊǊŜŎǘŜŘ ƘŜǊΦ 

Emily gave her son the Evil Mother Stare of Death. Jonathan sighed and went over to pick out a book 

from his stack of gifts.  

άwŜŀŘ ŦƻǊ ŀƴ ƘƻǳǊΣέ ǎƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳΦ ά¢ƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ Řƻ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘΦέ 

άhƪŀȅΦέ 

Jonathan found a book he was willing to start in, but instead of returning to his mother, he paused and 

watched the Christmas tree for a bit. 
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ά¸ƻǳ ŀƭl ǊƛƎƘǘΚέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƘƛƳΦ 

ά¸ŜŀƘΦ LǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎƻ ǉǳƛŜǘ ƴƻǿ ŎƻƳǇŀǊŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘƛǎ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΦέ  

άLǘ ǎǳǊŜ ƛǎΣέ ǎƘŜ ŀƎǊŜŜŘΦ  

Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƘŜ two younger children that he was missing, his mother knew. It had been a little over 

ǘǿƻ ȅŜŀǊǎ ǎƛƴŎŜ ƘŜǊ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘΩǎ ŘŜŀǘƘ, and while they had both seemed to have adjusted to his absence, 

it was times like this, special family times, that they realized how much he was still missed. And while 

Jonathan would probably never admit it willingly, Emily knew that he missed having his older sister 

around this Christmas as well. 

Jonathan came back over to the fire. The wind was blowing furiously through the trees around the 

house, and they could hear the occasional small branch break off and clatter against the outside walls.  

ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŜ ŜƭŜŎǘǊƛŎity ǿƛƭƭ Ǝƻ ƻǳǘΣ aƻƳΚέ 

άaŀȅōŜΦ .ǳǘ ƛŦ ƛǘ ŘƻŜǎΣ ƴƻ ōƛƎ ŘŜŀƭΦ ²ŜΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ǇƭŜƴǘȅ ƻŦ ŦƛǊŜǿƻƻŘΦέ 

ά/ƻǳƭŘ ǿŜ ǎƭŜŜǇ Řƻǿƴ ƘŜǊŜ ƛŦ ƛǘ ŘƻŜǎΚέ 

ά{ǳǊŜΗ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŦǳƴΦ ²ƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ Řƻ ǘƘŀǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƛŦ ǘƘŜ ǇƻǿŜǊ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ Ǝƻ ƻǳǘΚέ 

ά/ƻƻƭΗέ  

Emily got up and went to the front door to look out at the storm. It was just beginning to grow dark. 

.ŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ ŦŀŘƛƴƎ ƭƛƎƘǘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŘ ǿƘƛǇǇƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƘŜŀǾȅ ǎƴƻǿ ŀǊƻǳƴŘΣ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ƻǳǘ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ 

a few feet.  

άIƻǿ ƳǳŎƘ ǎƴƻǿ Řƻ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜΚέ 

ά/ŀƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭy tell with this wind. Weather.com said we could get as much as eighteen inches out of this. 

²Ŝ ƘŀŘ ƴŜŀǊƭȅ ǘƘŀǘ ƳǳŎƘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳƴŘ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅΦ LǘΩǎ Ǝƻƴƴŀ ōŜ ŘŜŜǇ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿƘŜƴ ƛǘΩǎ ŀƭƭ ƻǾŜǊΦέ  

They smiled at each other at the thought of that much snow. The two of them shared a love of snow. 

The more the better, as far as they were concerned, especially since it was the Christmas holidays. 

WƻƴŀǘƘŀƴ ǿŀǎ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ŀƴŘ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǊŀŎƪ ǳǇ ŀƴȅ ƳƻǊŜ ǎƴƻǿ Řŀȅǎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘƛǎ ǎǘƻǊƳ, and Emily had 

scheduled this week off ǎƻ ǎƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ŘǊƛǾŜ ƻǳǘ ƛƴ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƛǎ ŜƛǘƘŜǊ, at least until she had to pick 

up the little ones. Perfect. 

They went back to their reading for awhile, and were happily occupied with that when there was a 

sudden increase in the wind. Pippin jumped to his feet and began to bark frantically. The sound of the 

wind increased in pitch and loudness and went on for nearly a minute before dying down. As it faded, 

there was an alarming banging and thumping from up above their heads. 

Emily and Jonathan looked aǘ ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊΦ άIƻƭȅ /ƻǿΗ L ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ƘŜŀǊŘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǘƘŀǘ 

ǘƻǊƴŀŘƻ ǘƘŀǘ ŎŀƳŜ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜ ǿƘŜƴ ǿŜ ƭƛǾŜŘ ƛƴ !ƭŀōŀƳŀΣέ ǎƘŜ ŜȄŎƭŀƛƳŜŘΦ  
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ά²Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ ōŀƴƎƛƴƎΚέ WƻƴŀǘƘŀƴ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ǿƻǊǊƛŜŘΦ 

άtǊƻōŀōƭȅ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎƻƳŜ ōǊŀƴŎƘŜǎ ōǊŜŀƪƛƴƎ ƻŦŦ ŀƴŘ ƘƛǘǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻŦΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŜŀǊ ǘƘŜ ǎƻǳƴŘ ƻŦ Ǝƭŀǎǎ ōǊŜŀƪƛƴƎ 

ǎƻ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘ ŘƛŘ ƛƴ ŀƴȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŘƻǿǎΦ LŦ ƛǘ ŘƛŘΣ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ Ŏŀƴ ōŜ ŘƻƴŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǿΦ 

LΩƭƭ ŎƘŜŎƪ ƛƴ ŀ ōƛǘ.έ She ǎǘƻƻŘ ǳǇΦ άIƻǿ ŀōƻǳǘ ȅƻǳ Ǝƻ ŀƘŜŀŘ ŀƴŘ Ǌǳƴ ǳǇ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŀǘǘƛŎ ōŜŦƻre it gets dark 

ŀƴŘ ōǊƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ ȅƻǳǊ ǎƭŜŜǇƛƴƎ ōŀƎΚ ¢Ƙŀǘ ƛǎΣ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǎƭŜŜǇ Řƻǿƴ ƘŜǊŜ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘΦέ  

Jonathan jumped up eagerly at the suggestion and started toward the stairs.  

ά[ŜŦǘƻǾŜǊǎ ƻƪŀȅ ŦƻǊ ŘƛƴƴŜǊΚέ 9Ƴƛƭȅ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ƘŜŀŘŜŘ ǳǇΦ  

ά{ǳǊŜΦέ  

Emilȅ ǿŜƴǘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƪƛǘŎƘŜƴ ŀƴŘ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ ǎŜǘ ƻǳǘ ƭŜŦǘƻǾŜǊǎ ŦǊƻƳ ƭŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΩǎ ŘƛƴƴŜǊΦ ¢ƘŜȅ'd had their 

Christmas dinner on Christmas Eve this year so that they could all eat together. She tried not to think 

about what the other two were eating for dinner tonighǘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƎǊŀƴŘǇŀǊŜƴǘǎΩ ǇƭŀŎŜΦ tǊƻōŀōƭȅ 

Mountain Dew and Twinkies.  

~*~*~*~*~ 

Jonathan stood across from his room upstairs and opened the door to the attic stairway. A blast of cold 

air hit him as he checked around the doorframe for the bats that sometimes liked to hang from it in cold 

weather, hoping to get a little warmth. With no bats in sight, he flicked the light switch on and started 

up. 

Their house was old, built over one hundred years ago. People used to live up here, Dad had told him, 

most likely the servants. The attic was still sectioned off into several rooms that held the accumulated 

flotsam and jetsam of eighteen years of marriage, four children and many moves. 

Jonathan looked around in the first room at the top of the stairs but there was no sleeping bag to be 

found. That disappointed him. He had hoped to grab the sleeping bag and beat a fast retreat out of the 

cold attic. With a shiver, he headed down the short hallway that lead to a bigger room full of boxes. As 

he approached the room, Jonathan smiled. He could see his sleeping bag setting on top of a group of 

suitcases through the open door. The boy stepped in to get it, and froze in place, staring. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

Emily went back to read by the fireplace once she finished putting the food into the oven to warm. She 

had just opened her book when she heard Jonathan's footsteps pounding down the attic stairs and 

across the floor above. She looked up in alarm as he came flying down the main staircase as if the devil 

himself was chasing him.  

ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ Ǝoing to break your ƭŜƎ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ŘƻǿƴǎǘŀƛǊǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΣέ ǎƘŜ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ ǎŎƻƭŘ ƘƛƳΦ  
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άaƻƳΗ aƻƳΗ aƻƳΗέ WƻƴŀǘƘŀƴ ǘƘǊŜǿ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƭŜŜǇƛƴƎ ōŀƎ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŎƭǳǘŎƘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ƎǊŀōōŜŘ ƘŜǊ 

arm, trying to pull her to her feet. His eyes were wide with fear and he was breathing so hard that he 

ŎƻǳƭŘ ōŀǊŜƭȅ ǎǇŜŀƪΦ άaƻƳΣ ǳǇǎǘŀƛǊǎΗ Lƴ ǘƘŜ ŀǘǘƛŎΗέ 

9Ƴƛƭȅ ǎǘǳƳōƭŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ŦŜŜǘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǇǳƭƭŜŘΦ ά¦Ǉ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŀǘǘƛŎ ǿƘŀǘΚ 5ƛŘ ŀ ōǊŀƴŎƘ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘΚέ 

άbƻΗέ ƘŜ ƪŜǇǘ ǇǳƭƭƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀƛǊǎΦ ά/ƻƳŜ ƻƴΗέ 

Iƛǎ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ŘǳƎ ƘŜǊ ŦŜŜǘ ƛƴΦ άbƻΣ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ŀƴȅǿƘŜǊŜΦ /ŀǘŎƘ ȅƻǳǊ ōǊŜŀǘƘ ŀƴŘ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴ 

ŦƛǊǎǘΦέ 

Jonathan bent over and rested his hands on his knees, gasping. Finally he straightened up. 

άLǘΩǎ ŀ ōƻȄΣ aƻƳΦ ! ƎǊŜŀǘ ōƛƎΣ ōƭǳŜ ōƻȄ ǳǇ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŀǘǘƛŎΗέ 

άWƻƴŀǘƘŀƴΣ ƻǳǊ ŀǘǘƛŎ ƛǎ Ŧǳƭƭ ƻŦ ōƻȄŜǎΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ǿƘȅ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ Ǝƻǘ ȅƻǳ ŀƭƭ ŜȄŎƛǘŜŘΦέ 

ά¢Ƙƛǎ ōƻȄ ƛǎ ƴŜǿΦ LΩǾŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǎŜŜƴ ƛǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŀǘǘƛŎ ōŜŦƻǊŜΦ LǘΩǎ ƘǳƎŜΗέ 

άIƻǿ ƘǳƎŜΚέ 

άLǘΩǎΧƛǘΩǎΧΦōƛƎƎŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘŜ /ƘǊƛǎǘƳŀǎ ǘǊŜŜΗέ 

9Ƴƛƭȅ ǎƘƻƻƪ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘ ƛƴ ŘƛǎōŜƭƛŜŦΦ άWƻƴŀǘƘŀƴΣ L Ŏŀƴ ŀǎǎǳǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŀǘ I have not put any box up in the attic 

ǘƘŀǘ ǎƛȊŜΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻ ǿŀȅ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ŜǾŜƴ Ŧƛǘ ŀ ōƻȄ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƛȊŜ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀƛǊǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŀǘǘƛŎΦ ²Ƙŀǘ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ƧƻƪŜ ŀǊŜ 

ȅƻǳ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ǉǳƭƭ ƻƴ ƳŜΚέ 

άLǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ŀ ƧƻƪŜΣ aƻƳΗ /ƻƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǎŜŜΗέ IŜ ōŜƎŀƴ ǇǳƭƭƛƴƎ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ  

άhƪŀȅΗ hƪŀȅΗ /ŀƭƳ Řƻǿƴ ŀƴŘ ǉǳƛǘ ȅŀƴƪƛƴƎ ƻƴ ƳŜ ŦƛǊǎǘΦέ IŜǊ ǎƻƴ ƴƻŘŘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƭŜǘ Ǝƻ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ŀǊƳΦ ¢ƘŜȅ 

started up the stairs together.  

!ǘ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƘŀƭƭǿŀȅΣ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŀǘǘƛŎ ǎǘŀƛǊǿŀȅ ǎǘƻƻŘ ƻǇŜƴΦ ά{ƻΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŀǘǘƛŎ ƛǎ ǘƘƛǎ ōƻȄΚέ 

Emily asked as they approached the door.  

ά!ƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ƻǾŜǊ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǎƛŘŜΦ !ōƻǾŜ ȅƻǳǊΩǎ ƴΩ 5ŀŘΩǎ ōŜŘǊƻƻƳΦέ 

Iƛǎ ƳƻƳ Ǉǳǘ ƻƴŜ Ŧƻƻǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀƛǊǎΣ ǘƘŜƴ ǇŀǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ǘǳǊƴ ǘƻ WƻƴŀǘƘŀƴΦ ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ǉǳƭƭ ŀ ǘǊƛŎƪ ƻƴ 

me? Is there a bat up there someplace? OǊ ŀ ǎǉǳƛǊǊŜƭΚέ 

άbƻΣ aƻƳΦ IƻƴŜǎǘΦέ 

The attic stairway was very narrow, with a sharp turn in it half way up, so they had to go single file. Emily 

ǿŜƴǘ ŦƛǊǎǘΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǇŀǳǎŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǇ ŀƴŘ WƻƴŀǘƘŀƴ ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƘŀƭƭǿŀȅΦ ά5ƻǿƴ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ƛǘ ǳƴǘƛƭ 

I went inside the big room to get Ƴȅ ǎƭŜŜǇƛƴƎ ōŀƎΦέ 

9Ƴƛƭȅ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǎǳǎǇƛŎƛƻǳǎƭȅ ŀǘ WƻƴŀǘƘŀƴΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǎǳǊŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘƛǎΚ LǘΩǎ /ƘǊƛǎǘƳŀǎ 5ŀȅΣ ȅŀ ƪƴƻǿΣ ƴƻǘ !ǇǊƛƭ CƻƻƭΩǎ 

5ŀȅΦέ {ƘŜ ƛƳƳŜŘƛŀǘŜƭȅ ǊŜƎǊŜǘǘŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǊŜƳŀǊƪΦ [ƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎΣ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ ƘŜ ǎŀǿ ǳǇ 
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here had really spooked him ƎƻƻŘΦ {ƘŜ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ŀǘ ƘƛƳΣ ά²ŜΩƭƭ ŦƛƎǳǊŜ ǘƘƛǎ ƻǳǘΣ sweetheartΦ 5ƻƴΩǘ ǿƻǊǊȅΦέ 

She picked up an old tennis racket leaning against a wall 

Just a few steps and Emily stood at the door with Jonathan behind her. She gave her son another 

reassuring smile, brandished the tennis racket like a sword and dramatically jumped through the open 

door. Emily stood there for several seconds with her mouth hanging open. Finally, she swallowed and 

ǎǇƻƪŜΦ άWƻƴŀǘƘŀƴΣ ŦƻǊƎƛǾŜ ƳŜ ŦƻǊ ŜǾŜǊ ŘƻǳōǘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳΦέ 

At the far end of the attic was a box. A big, blue wooden box. It was bigger than their Christmas tree, 

and that was saying a lot; Emily always got the tallest, fullest tree she could find every Christmas. The 

two of them stood there and stared and stared and stared. Motioning to Jonathan to stay where he was, 

Emily began to walk slowly towards it.  

ά²Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ƛǘΣ aƻƳΚέ  

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΦέ 

It looked almost like an old phone booth, but it was much too big for that. There were windows around 

the top of it and Emily could see a soft light glowing through them. There was lettering around the top 

ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦ άth[L/9 PUBLIC /![[ .h·έ ƛǘ ǎŀƛŘΦ  

ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀ police public call boxΚέ WƻƴŀǘƘŀƴ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

άL ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ƛŘŜŀΣ ǎǿŜŜǘƛŜΦέ 

Emily moved closer. She was close enough now that she could stretch out her arms and touch the thing. 

{ƘŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ WƻƴŀǘƘŀƴ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ǳǇ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ƘŜǊΦ ά.Ŝ ŎŀǊŜŦǳƭΣέ ǎƘŜ ŎŀǳǘƛƻƴŜŘ ƘƛƳΦ άLŦ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƘŀǇǇŜƴǎΣ ȅƻǳ 

ǊǳƴΦ Dƻǘ ƛǘΚέ 

ά¸ŜǎΣ aƻƳΦέ 

Emily leaned forward and carefully brushed her hand across the surface of the box. It looked like wood 

but diŘƴΩǘ ǉǳƛǘŜ ŦŜŜƭ ƭƛƪŜ ǿƻƻŘΦ {ƘŜ Ǝƻǘ ōǊŀǾŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǇǊŜǎǎŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘ Ŧƭŀǘ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƻŘ-like stuff. She 

felt a faint vibration against her palm at the same time she became aware of low humming noise that 

ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƴƻǘƛŎŜŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜΦ {ƘŜ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘ ōŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ pondered the situation. 

ά/ŀƴ L ǘƻǳŎƘ ƛǘΚέ WƻƴŀǘƘŀƴ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

ά¸ŜǇΦέ 

IŜ Ǉǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘ ƻƴ ƛǘ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ƘŀŘ Ǉǳǘ ƘŜǊǎΦ ά{ƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΩǎ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ƛƴ ƛǘΦέ  

ά¸ŜǇ.έ SƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ŀǘ WƻƴŀǘƘŀƴ ŀƴŘ ƎŀǾŜ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƭŀǳƎƘΦ άWƻƴŀǘƘŀƴΣ L ƘŀǾŜ ŀōǎƻƭǳǘŜƭȅ ƴƻ ƛŘŜŀ ƛƴ ƘŜŎƪ 

what this thing is but, by God, you were right. There is a huge, blue box bigger than our Christmas tree 

ǎƛǘǘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ƻǳǊ ŀǘǘƛŎΦέ  
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WƻƴŀǘƘŀƴ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƎŀǾŜ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ŀ ƘǳƎΣ ǘƘŜƴ ǘƻǳŎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ōƻȄ ǿƛǘƘ ōƻǘƘ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎΦ άLΩƳ ƴƻǘ 

ǎŎŀǊŜŘ ƻŦ ƛǘ ƴƻǿΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΦέ 

άbƻΣ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ŜƛǘƘŜǊΣέ 9Ƴƛƭȅ ŀƎǊŜŜŘΦ ά!ƴŘΣ ǊŜŀƭƭȅΣ ǿŜ ƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǎŎŀǊŜŘ ǘƻ ŘŜŀǘƘ ŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ Ǉƻƛƴǘ ŀƴŘ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ 

Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀƛǊǎΦέ  

ά[ƛƪŜ L ŘƛŘ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘƛƳŜΣέ WƻƴŀǘƘŀƴ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŜƳōŀǊǊŀǎǎŜŘ ƴƻǿ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ƛƴƛǘƛŀƭ ǊŜŀŎǘƛƻƴΦ  

ά/ƻƳƛƴƎ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘƛǎ ōȅ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŀǘǘƛŎ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǎŎŀǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ ŘŀȅƭƛƎƘǘǎ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƳŜΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ L 

ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǊŜŀŎǘŜŘ ŀƴȅ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘƭȅΣέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎǎǳǊŜŘ ƘƛƳΦ 

WƻƴŀǘƘŀƴ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ ƳƻǾŜ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ōƻȄΣ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜΦ ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ǎƻƳŜ 

ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ƎƻǾŜǊƴƳŜƴǘ ŜȄǇŜǊƛƳŜƴǘ ǘƘƛƴƎΚέ  

άbƻ ƛŘŜŀΦ ¸ƻǳ ōŜ ŎŀǊŜŦǳƭΣέ ǎƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǿŜƴǘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǊƴŜǊ ǘƻ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǎƛŘŜΦ ά²ŀƛǘ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΦέ 

Emily followed Jonathan around. Except for a different collection of scrapes and scuffs, this side 

appeared identical to the first. Jonathan pressed his ear up against the side and listened. 

άIŜar ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΚέ 

IŜ ǎƘƻƻƪ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘΦ άWǳǎǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƘǳƳƳƛƴƎ ƴƻƛǎŜΦέ  

Emily put her ear against it as well. She, too, ƘŜŀǊŘ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ōǳǘ ŀ ǎƻŦǘΣ ǊƘȅǘƘƳƛŎ ƘǳƳΦ Lǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎƻǳƴŘ 

particularly threatening. 

άL ōŜǘ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ǿƘŀǘ ƳŀŘŜ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘǳƳǇƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ōǳƳǇƛƴƎ ŜŀǊƭƛŜǊΣέ ǎƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ WƻƴŀǘƘŀƴΦ άaŀȅōŜ ŜǾŜƴ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ 

noise we thought was the wind as welƭΦέ 

άIƻǿ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƎŜǘ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƘƛƴƎΚέ ƘŜ ǿƻƴŘŜǊŜŘΦ  

His mom shrugged. άaŀȅōŜ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ŘƻƻǊ ƻƴ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǎƛŘŜǎΦέ  

They looked at each other and grinned. Jonathan started to dart around the next corner to check out 

that side, but at the moment he started to move, they both heard a noise.  

The fear rapidly came back to the both of them. Emily grabbed Jonathan by the collar of his shirt and 

dragged him back several feet away from the box. They looked at each other wildly for a few seconds 

before starting to laugh. The noise had been the sound of some branches blowing off of the trees out 

front and onto the roof of the house.  

ά{ŎŀǊŘŜȅ-ŎŀǘǎΦέ WƻƴŀǘƘŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

άhƘΣ ȅŜŀƘΣέ aƻƳ ŀƎǊŜŜŘΦ άaŜƻǿΗέ 

¢ƘŜȅ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōƻȄΦ ά[ŜǘΩǎ ƛƴǾŜǎǘƛƎŀǘŜ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎΣέ 9Ƴƛƭȅ ǎŀƛŘΦ  

They rounded the corner of the box and found the man lying on the floor. 
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~*~*~*~*~ 

άWŜǎǳǎΣέ 9Ƴƛƭȅ ōǊŜŀǘƘŜŘΦ άWŜǎǳǎΣ aŀǊȅ ŀƴŘ WƻǎŜǇƘΦέ  

ά²Ƙƻ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘΣ aƻƳΚέ 

Emily could only shake her head and stare at the man in the brown pinstriped suit huddled with his back 

to them on the floor of her attic. Finally, she found her voice.  

άIŜƭƭƻΚέ Lǘ ŎŀƳŜ ƻǳǘ ŀǎ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊΦ {ƘŜ ŎƭŜŀǊŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǘƘǊƻŀǘ ŀƴŘ ǘǊƛŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ άIŜƭƭƻΚέ ǎƘŜ ƳŀƴŀƎŜŘ ƛƴ ŀ ƴŜŀǊ 

ƴƻǊƳŀƭ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ ¢ƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ōǳŘƎŜΦ 

άLǎ ƘŜ ŀƭƛǾŜΚέ WƻƴŀǘƘŀƴ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

ά¸ŜŀƘΦ L ƎǳŜǎǎΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΦέ  

Jonathan started to bend down towards the man to get a better look. His mother snatched him back. 

ά{ǘŀȅ ōŀŎƪΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎƴŀǇǇŜŘΦ άIŜȅΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ƭƻǳŘƭȅ to the manΦ άIŜȅΦ IŜƭƭƻΚέ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƴƻ ǊŜǎǇƻƴǎŜΦ  

Emily turned toward hŜǊ ōƻȅΦ ά{ǘŀȅ ōŀŎƪΦ !ƴŘ ƭƛƪŜ L ǎŀƛŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜΣ ƛŦ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƘŀǇǇŜƴǎΣ ǊǳƴΦέ ¢ƘŜ ōƻȅ 

nodded.  

9Ƴƛƭȅ ǎǘŜǇǇŜŘ ŎƭƻǎŜǊ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ŀƴŘ ōŜƴǘ ŘƻǿƴΦ {ƘŜ ǘƻǳŎƘŜŘ ƘƛƳ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊΦ άIŜƭƭƻΚέ bƻǘƘƛƴƎΦ 

{ƘŜ ǇŀǘǘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊ ŦƛǊƳƭȅ άIŜȅΗ IŜƭƭƻΗέ {ƘŜ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǎƘŀƪƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊΦ άIŜȅΗ .ǳŘŘȅΗ 

²ŀƪŜ ǳǇΗέ 

The man finally responded with a groan. He shifted and moved further away from Emily and Jonathan. 

άDƻ ŀǿŀȅΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ  

άDƻ ŀǿŀȅΚέ ¢ƘŜ ǎǘŀǘŜƳŜƴǘ ōŀŦŦƭŜŘ ƘŜǊΦ άDƻ ŀǿŀȅΚ LǘΩǎ Ƴȅ ƘƻǳǎŜΗέ {ƘŜ ƎǊŀōōŜŘ ƘƛƳ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊ 

aƎŀƛƴ ŀƴŘ ǎƘƻƻƪ ƘŀǊŘŜǊΦ άIŜȅΗ wƻƭƭ ƻǾŜǊ ƘŜǊŜ ŀƴŘ ǘŀƭƪ ǘƻ ƳŜΦέ  

ά[ŜŀǾŜ ƳŜ ŀƭƻƴŜΦ LΩƭƭ ōŜ ƎƻƴŜ ǎƻƻƴΣέ IŜ ǿŀǎ ŎǳǊƭŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǎǳŎƘ ŀ ǘƛƎƘǘ ōŀƭƭ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǊŘƭȅ ƘŜŀǊ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ 

{ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǎŜŜ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ ōŀƭƭ ƻŦ ōǊƻǿƴ ƘŀƛǊ ŀƴŘ ōǊƻǿƴ cloth and what she could see 

of that was dirty and wrinkled. Emily began to wonder if some crazy, homeless drunk had managed to 

take up residence in her attic without her notice. But she had been up here just the night before to bring 

down Christmas presents she had hidden right by this spot, and there had been no clue that anyone was 

up here, much less a huge blue wooden box. Her fear was rapidly giving way to anger. Who the hell was 

this guy in her house? 

άI9¸Ηέ She did more than shake him this time. This time she grabbed the cloth of his jacket and pulled 

ƘƛƳ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ ƘŜǊΦ Lǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘŀƪŜ ŀ ƭƻǘ ǘƻ ƳƻǾŜ ƘƛƳΦ IŜ ǳƴŦƻƭŘŜŘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǊƻƭƭŜŘ ƻƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ 

back. Both Emily and Jonathan were shocked at what they saw.  

The man looked as if he had been through a meat grinder. His face was bloody and bruised. One eye was 

swollen shut. The white shirt he wore under his jacket was ripped and caked with dirt and blood. The 
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worst part was his leg, which had been hidden when he was curled up on his side. The pants leg was 

soaked in blood, and there was a pool of blood on the floor by his leg.  

άhƘ Ƴȅ DƻŘΣ ōǳŘŘȅΦ ²Ƙƻ ŘƛŘ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƻ ȅƻǳΚέ 9Ƴƛƭȅ ƘŜŀǊŘ ƎŀƎƎƛƴƎ ƴƻƛǎŜǎ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǳǇ ǘƻ 

see her son starting to turn pale. She jumped up and took him back a few steps away from the man and 

made him sit down on a box. Jonathan did not have the strongest stomach in the world.  

9Ƴƛƭȅ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŀǘǘŜƴǘƛƻƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǘƘŀǘ ŀǇǇŜŀǊŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ōƭŜŜŘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŘŜŀǘƘ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ŀǘǘƛŎΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ 

ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ǘƻ ȅƻǳΚ /ŀƴ ȅƻǳ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜΚέ  

He shook his head and ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǘƻ Ǌƻƭƭ ōŀŎƪ ƻǾŜǊΦ άLΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅΦ LΩƳ ǎƻ ǎƻǊǊȅΣέ ƘŜ ƳǳƳōƭŜŘΦ ά[Ŝǘ ƳŜ ǊŜǎǘ ŀ ōƛǘ 

ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ LΩƭƭ ƭŜŀǾŜΦέ 

άbƻΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ŀƴȅǿƘŜǊŜΦ LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǎǇƛǘŀƭΣέ ǎƘŜ ŘǳƎ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ǇƻŎƪŜǘ 

and pulled out her cell phone and tossed it ǘƻ WƻƴŀǘƘŀƴΦ ά5ƛŀƭ фмм.έ 

άbƻΗ bƻΗ bƻΗ bƻΗ bƻΗέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǊƻƭƭŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ƻǾŜǊ ŀƴŘ ƎǊŀōōŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŀǊƳ ƛƴ ŀ ǇŀƴƛŎΦ ά5ƻƴΩǘ Ŏŀƭƭ ŀƴȅƻƴŜΦ L 

ŎŀƴΩǘ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ƘƻǎǇƛǘŀƭΗ L ǿƻƴΩǘΗέ 

ά¸ƻǳΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ǘƻ ƎƻΣέ ǎƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳ ƎŜƴǘƭȅΦ ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƘǳǊǘ ōŀŘΦ ¸ƻǳ ƴŜŜŘ ŀ ŘƻŎǘƻǊΦέ 

άbƻΗέ ƘŜ ƛƴǎƛǎǘŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘΦ L ŎŀƴΩǘ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ƘƻǎǇƛǘŀƭǎΦέ IŜ ƎŀǎǇŜŘ ƛƴ ǇŀƛƴΦ άLΩƳ ŀƴ 

ŀƭƛŜƴΦέ  

ά¢ƘŜȅΩƭƭ ǘŀƪŜ ȅƻǳ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΦ Lǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ ƛŦ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ŎƻǳƴǘǊȅ ƭŜƎŀƭƭȅ ƻǊ ƴƻǘΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ 

ŎŀǊŜ ƻŦ ȅƻǳΣέ ǎƘŜ ǇŀǘǘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊΦ άLΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ŏŀƭƭ ŀƴ ŀƳōǳƭŀƴŎŜ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΦέ 

άbƻΗέ IŜ ǿŀƛƭŜŘΦ άbƻǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ŀƭƛŜƴΦ LΩƳ ŦǊƻƳ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǇƭŀƴŜǘΗέ 

άbƻΣ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƴƻǘΦ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ƘŜŀŘΦ WƻƴŀǘƘŀƴ, ŎŀƭƭΧέ 

άbhΗέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǘƛƎƘǘŜƴŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘƻƭŘ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ŀǊƳ ŀƴŘ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ ƘƛƳΦ CǊƛƎƘǘŜƴŜŘΣ 9Ƴƛƭȅ ȅŀƴƪŜŘ 

ōŀŎƪ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ ƘƛƳ ōǳǘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōǊŜŀƪ Ƙƛǎ ƎǊƛǇΦ IŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǳǇ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ǇƭŜŀŘƛƴƎƭȅΦ άLΩƳ ƴƻǘ ƘǳƳŀƴΦ LΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ 

ǘǿƻ ƘŜŀǊǘǎΣέ ƘŜ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ŀǊƳΦ άIŜǊŜΣ ŦŜŜƭΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ōǊƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ŀǊƳ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ 

chest. Using all her strength, Emily pulled her arm free and moved out of his reach.  

ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ŎǊŀȊȅΣέ ǎƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳΦ άLΩƳ Ǝƻƴƴŀ Ŏŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƭƛŎŜ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŀƳōǳƭŀƴŎŜΦ DƛǾŜ ƳŜ ǘƘŜ ǇƘƻƴŜΣ 

WƻƴŀǘƘŀƴΦέ 

Jonathan handed her the cell phone and she immediately flipped it open to dial. The man fixed his eyes 

ƻƴ ƘŜǊΦ άtƭŜŀǎŜΦ tƭŜŀǎŜ ŘƻƴΩǘΦ tƭŜŀǎŜ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ƳŜΦέ 

9Ƴƛƭȅ ƘŜƭŘ ǘƘŜ ǇƘƻƴŜ ƻǇŜƴ ōǳǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŘƛŀƭΦ ¢ƘŜ ǎŎŀǊȅ ǘƘƛƴƎ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀǎ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ 

ǿƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ƳƛƴŘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƛƳŜ ōǳǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ŀŎƪƴƻǿƭŜŘƎŜΦ ¢ƘŜ 

mŀƴ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƘŀǘ ōƻȄ ǳǇ ƘŜǊŜ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀƛǊǎΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ƳǳŎƘ ǘƻƻ ōƛƎ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƛƴ ƴƻ 

ŎƻƴŘƛǘƛƻƴ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ŜǾŜƴ ǘǊƛŜŘ ƛǘΦ Lǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ŀ ǿƛƴŘƻǿ ƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻŦΦ {ƻ ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜ 

ŜȄǇƭŀƴŀǘƛƻƴΧΧΦ {ƘŜ ǎƘƻƻƪ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘΣ ƴƻǘ ǿŀƴǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŀŎŎŜǇǘ ƛǘΦ 
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ά.ŜƭƛŜǾŜ ƳŜΣέ ƘŜ ǇƭŜŀŘŜŘΦ  

¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ǎƛƭŜƴŎŜΦ άhƪŀȅΣέ 9Ƴƛƭȅ ǎŀƛŘ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ǎƴŀǇǇŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǇƘƻƴŜ ǎƘǳǘΦ άhƪŀȅΦ L ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ȅƻǳΦ CƻǊ 

ƴƻǿΦ hƴƭȅ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ƴƻ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜ ŜȄǇƭŀƴŀǘƛƻƴ ŦƻǊ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƛǎΦέ {ƘŜ ǎŎƻƻǘŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ōŜǎƛŘŜ ƘƛƳΦ ά.ǳǘ 

we need to get you dowƴǎǘŀƛǊǎΦ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ȅƻǳ ǳǇ ƘŜǊŜΦέ 

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ ȅƻǳǊ ƘŜƭǇΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ άWǳǎǘ ƭŜŀǾŜ ƳŜ ǳǇ ƘŜǊŜΦ LΩƭƭ ƎŜǘ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ǎƘƛǇ ŀƴŘ ƎƻΦ L Ƨǳǎǘ ƴŜŜŘ ŀ ōƛǘ 

ƻŦ ǊŜǎǘΦέ 

ά²ŜΩǊŜ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ŘƻǿƴǎǘŀƛǊǎΦέ 

άbƻΣέ ƘŜ ǊƻƭƭŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ ƘŜǊ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ ά[ŜŀǾŜ ƳŜ ŀƭƻƴŜΦέ 

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ŎŀǊŜ ǿƘŜǊŜ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŦǊƻƳΦ ¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ŎǊŀȊȅ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ǳǇ ƘŜǊŜ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ŦǊŜŜȊƛƴƎ 

ŎƻƭŘ ŀǘǘƛŎΣ ōƭŜŜŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƘŜŎƪ ŀƭƭ ƻǾŜǊ Ƴȅ ŦƭƻƻǊΦ /ΩƳƻƴΦ WƻƴŀǘƘŀƴ ŀƴŘ L ǿƛƭƭ ƎŜǘ ȅƻǳ Řƻǿƴ ŦǊƻƳ ƘŜǊŜΦέ 

άL ǎŀƛŘ bhΗ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ ȅƻǳǊ ƘŜƭǇΗέ ƘŜ ǊƻƭƭŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻǿŀǊŘ ǘƘŜ ǘǿƻ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳΣ ƎŀǎǇƛƴƎΦ άLΩƭƭ ƭŜŀǾŜ ƴƻǿΦ 

LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎΦέ IŜ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ ǎƛǘ ǳǇ ōǳǘ Ǝƻǘ ƴƻ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ƘŀƭŦǿŀȅ ōŜŦƻǊŜ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜ ƭƻǎǘ ŜȄǇǊŜǎǎƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ 

rolled back in his head. He fell back hard onto the floor. 

9Ƴƛƭȅ ƭŜŀƴŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ƘƛƳΦ άIŜȅΗ !ƭƛŜƴ ƎǳȅΚέ {ƘŜ ǇŀǘǘŜŘ ƘƛƳ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŜŜƪΦ άIŜȅ, 

ōǳŘŘȅΚέ IŜ ǿŀǎ ƻǳǘ ŎƻƭŘΦ [ƻǎǎ ƻŦ ōƭƻƻŘΣ ǎƘŜ ŦƛƎǳǊŜŘΦ ¦ƴŘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ŘǊƛŜŘ ŘƛǊǘ ŀƴŘ ōƭƻƻŘΣ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜ ǿŀǎ ŀǎ ǇŀƭŜ 

ŀǎ ŀ ƎƘƻǎǘΩǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŘŀǊƪ ǎǇƻǘ ōȅ Ƙƛǎ ƭŜƎ ǿŀǎ ŘƛǎǘǊŜǎǎƛƴƎƭȅ ōƛƎƎŜǊΦ  

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀǊŜ ǿŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŘƻΣ aƻƳΚέ WƻƴŀǘƘŀƴ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 9Ƴƛƭȅ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƻǾŜǊΦ Iƛǎ ŦŀŎŜ ǿŀǎ ƴŜŀǊƭȅ ŀǎ ǇŀƭŜ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ 

ƳŀƴΩǎΦ 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƘŜƭƭ ŀƳ L ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŘƻΚέ she wondered to herself. She looked at Jonathan and smiled with a 

ŎƻƴŦƛŘŜƴŎŜ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ŦŜŜƭΦ ά²ŜΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƘƛƳ ŘƻǿƴǎǘŀƛǊǎΣ ǘƘŀǘΩs wƘŀǘ ǿŜΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŘƻΦέ  

άIƻǿΚέ 

ά/ŀǊǊȅ ΨŜƳΦέ 

It was no easy task. Emily began by giving Jonathan orders on what they needed to get ready. She stayed 

with the man and sent Jonathan to gather up the things they would need and to prepare the way 

downstairs. The more she kept Jonathan away from the blood, the better, she decided. While she 

waited for her son, Emily looked back over at the man on the floor. 

An alien. Part of her kept arguing that it was not possible; an alien would not suddenly land in her attic 

in the middle of a snow storm like a scene out of a bad science fiction movie. Just not possible. 

.ǳǘΧΦΦƘƻǿ ŜƭǎŜ ǘƻ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴ ǘƘƛǎΚ 9Ƴƛƭȅ ǎŀǘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǎǘŀǊƛƴƎΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǳƴŎƻƴǎŎƛƻǳǎΦ {ƘŜ ƘƻǇŜŘ ƘŜ 

stayed that way until they got him downstairs. If they got him downstairs, that is. Despite her confident 

words to Jonathan, she knew it was going to be incredibly hard carrying him down those narrow stairs 

and around that one-hundred and eighty degree turn in the middle. The guy was tall and God only knew 
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how heavy he was. She hoped to take him down to the master bedroom directly below them. That 

would mean carrying him the length of the house twice.  

He said he had two hearts. Was that even possible? Maybe it was a trick to make her believe he really 

was an alien. She reached out cautiously and placed her hand on the left side of his chest where his 

heart would be if he was human, ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǎǇƻǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǊƛƎƘǘ ǎƛŘŜ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ŎƘŜǎǘΦ {ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŦŜŜƭ 

anything on either side except for an unpleasant grinding when she pressed her hand down. Broken ribs, 

she assumed. Emily really, really hoped he stayed unconscious while they transported him because he 

was going to be in a lot of pain if he woke up.  

WƻƴŀǘƘŀƴ ŎŀƳŜ ǇƻǳƴŘƛƴƎ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀƛǊǎ ŀƴŘ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ ŀǘǘƛŎΦ άDƻǘ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǊŜŀŘȅΚέ 9Ƴƛƭȅ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƘƛƳΦ 

ά¸ŜŀƘΣέ ƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘ ōǊŜŀǘƘƭŜǎǎƭȅΦ άIŜǊŜΩǎ ǘƘŜ ǎƘŜŜǘ ȅƻǳ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŦƻǊΦέ 

άDƻƻŘ ƧƻōΣ ǎǿŜŜǘƛŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ǘƻƻƪ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ ǎƘŜŜǘ ŦǊƻƳ ƘƛƳΦ άLΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǿǊŀǇ ǘƻ ǘƘƛǎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ƭŜƎ ǎƻ ǿŜ 

ŘƻƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜ ōƭƻƻŘ ŀƭƭ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀŎŜ ŀƴŘ ǎƻ ȅƻǳ ǿƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ƛǘΦ hƴŎŜ L ƎŜǘ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƻƴŜΣ ǿŜΩǊŜ 

ŎŀǊǊȅƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ŘƻǿƴΦέ 

It seemed to take forever, but they finally got him across the attic, down the stairs and into the 

bedroom. During the whole painful trip he never woke up or uttered a sound, even when they had to 

kind of fold him up like an accordion to get him around the corner of the stairs. They lifted him up as 

gently as they could and put him down on a couple of old blankets Jonathan had laid across the bed as 

his mother had instructed him to do. 

ά¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΣ ǎǿŜŜǘƘŜŀǊǘΦέ 9Ƴƛƭȅ ǎŀƛŘ ŀƴŘ ƎŀǾŜ WƻƴŀǘƘŀƴ ŀ ƘǳƎΦ ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƻƴŜ ǘƻǳƎƘ ƪƛŘΦέ 

άbƻǿ ǿƘŀǘΣ aƻƳΚέ 

άDƻǘ ǘƻ ǎǘƻǇ ǘƘŀǘ ōƭŜŜŘƛƴƎ ƛŦ L ŎŀƴΦ .ŀƴŘŀƎŜ ƘƛƳ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǿŀƛǘ ŀƴŘ ǎŜŜ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴǎΣ L ƎǳŜǎǎΦέ 

άLǎ ƘŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŘƛŜΚέ 

άIŜΩŘ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ƴƻǘΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƘŜŎƪ ǿŜΩŘ Řƻ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ōƻŘȅ ƛŦ ƘŜ ŘƻŜǎΣ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ ōƻȄ 

ǘƘƛƴƎȅ ƘŜΩŘ ƭŜŀǾŜ ōŜƘƛƴŘΦέ {ƘŜ ƎǊƛƴƴŜŘ ŀǘ WƻƴŀǘƘŀƴ, but she was only half joking.  

ά¸ƻǳ ǘŀƪŜ ƻŦŦ ŀƴŘ ƘŀƴƎ ƻǳǘ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ǊƻƻƳ ŦƻǊ ŀǿƘƛƭŜΦ ¸ƻǳ ǿƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ǘƘƛǎ ƳŜǎǎ, but I want you 

ǎƻƳŜǿƘŜǊŜ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ƘŜŀǊ ƳŜ ƛŦ L ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ƘƻƭƭŜǊ ŦƻǊ ƘŜƭǇΣ ƻƪŀȅΚέ 

ά¸ŜŀƘΣ aƻƳ.έ HŜ ƘǳƎƎŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǘƛƎƘǘƭȅΦ ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ŀ ǾŜǊȅ ōǊŀǾŜ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΦέ  

ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǘƘŜ ōǊŀǾŜ ƻƴŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳΦ άLΩƳ Ƨǳǎǘ Ǉƭŀƛƴ ƴǳǘǎΦ Dƻ ƻƴ ŀƴŘ ƎŜǘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊŜ ŦƻǊ ƴƻǿΦέ 

Once Jonathan left, ǎƘŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŀǘǘŜƴǘƛƻƴ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘΦ άDƻŘΣ ǿƘŀǘ ŀƳ L ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŘƻΚέ 

she mumbled to herself. On the dresser behind her, Jonathan had laid out the things she had told him to 

bring up: clean towels and washcloths, a couple of her metal mixing bowls and a pair of scissors.. She 

went into the master bathroom at the back of the bedroom and grabbed up other items she would 

need: gauze pads and medical tape left over from her gall bladder surgery, cotton balls, antibiotic 
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ointment and rubbing alcohol. She filled one of the bowls with hot water and hurried back out to the 

man.  

IŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ōǳŘƎŜŘ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǘƘŜȅ'd laid him down. For a second, Emily thought that maybe he had died, but 

she could see the slow rise and fall of his chest once she looked carefully enough.  

ά.ǳŘŘȅΣ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŀǿŀƪŜΚ /ŀƴ ȅƻǳ ƘŜŀǊ ƳŜΚέ 9Ƴƛƭȅ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ƻǳǘ ŀƴŘ ǇŀǘǘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŎƘŜŜƪΦ 

There was no sign that he heard her. Emily was surprised at how cool his cheek felt. Well, he had been 

up there in that attic, so that was no surprise, ǊŜŀƭƭȅΦ {ƘŜ ƘƻǇŜŘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƘȅǇƻǘƘŜǊƳƛŀ, but maybe 

the cold had been a good thing in a way: slow down his heart (hearts?) and make him bleed less.  

First things first, she told herself, and that meant tackling that leg. Emily grabbed the scissors and 

started cutting apart his pants leg right above the knee. She peeled away the matted cloth and saw what 

it had been hiding. There was a long, deep gash going all the way down his leg, starting at the knee. It 

was so deep in parts that she could see ǘƘŜ ōƻƴŜΦ 9ƳƛƭȅΩǎ ǎǘƻƳŀŎƘ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ ŦŜŜƭ ǾŜǊȅ ǳƴǇƭŜŀǎŀƴǘ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ 

ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ŎƭƻǎŜ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎ ŦƻǊ ŀ ŦŜǿ ǎŜŎƻƴŘǎΦ ά²ƛƳǇȅ-ƴŜǎǎ ǿƛƭƭ ŀŎŎƻƳǇƭƛǎƘ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǎŜǾŜǊŜƭȅ ǘƻ 

ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦ ŀƴŘ ƻǇŜƴŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎ ōŀŎƪ ǳǇΦ ¢ƘŜ Ŏǳǘ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǿƻǊǎŜ ǘƘŀƴ ƛǘ ǿŀǎΤ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ƛǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎeem to be 

bleeding much at this point. Up by the knee was the worrisome part. The wound up there appeared to 

be the main source of the blood. A blood-soaked rag held on by what looked like a necktie had been 

turned into a makeshift bandage but it was doing little to staunch the flow of blood.  

Apply pressure until the bleeding stops. That was what her Army basic first aid had taught her for 

wounds like this. Emily gathered up a good supply of the gauze pads and washcloths to have at the 

ready. Then with much trepidation, she cut the tie away and gently pulled the rag from the leg.  

Blood started welling up almost immediately at a frightening rate. Emily slapped a stack of gauze onto 

the gaping wound and pressed down. They soaked through within a few seconds so she added more. 

Then more and more until she ran out of the gauze and she turned to the washcloths. It still kept 

ŎƻƳƛƴƎΦ 9Ƴƛƭȅ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ ǇŀƴƛŎΦ LŦ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜ ōƭŜŜŘƛƴƎ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ŜƭǎŜ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ 

do. She reached over and grabbed two more washcloths, put them on the stack that was already there 

and pressed down even harder. In an effort to apply more pressure, she climbed up onto the bed and 

put all her weight to bear down on her hands.  

She had no idea how long she stayed that way. It seemed like forever. First, she said all the 

multiplications tables to herself, the zeros through the twelves, and the blood was still coming through 

the washcloths. She added another cloth. Now she went on to recite the Declaration of Independence, 

the Preamble to the Constitution and the Bill of Rights. It seemed to be slowing down but she added still 

another cloth and kept going. Long poems from her childhood came to her mind next: "The Owl and the 

Pussy Cat," "Jabberwocky," "Wynken, Blynken and Nod." Yeah, definitely slowing down. Heartened, she 

went through the lyrics of a dozen songs and as much as she could remember of the Periodic Table of 

Elements from her college days. The blood finally stopped.  

Her arms felt like jelly as she slid down off the bed. Forcing herself to her feet, Emily walked back to the 

bathroom and scrubbed her hands and arms clean of the dirt and blood. She looked down at her shirt; it 
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was definitely heading into the trash. With the worst of the blood off of her, Emily went to the door of 

the bedroom and called to Jonathan. IŜ ŎŀƳŜ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘŜǊΦ άIƻǿ ƛǎ ƘŜΚ Lǎ ƘŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ōƭŜŜŘƛƴƎΚέ ƘŜ 

asked.  

άbƻΦ {ǘƻǇǇŜŘ ƛǘ ŦƻǊ ƴƻǿ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘΦ YŜŜǇ ȅƻǳǊ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎ ŎǊƻǎǎŜŘΦέ {ƘŜ ƭŜŀƴŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊŦǊŀƳŜΦ άLΩƳ 

dying of thirst. Can you run and get me a Coke while I go change my clothesΚέ WƻƴŀǘƘŀƴ ƴƻŘŘŜŘ ŀƴŘ 

ǘƻƻƪ ƻŦŦ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ƘŀƭƭΦ άIŜȅΗέ ǎƘŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ƘƛƳΦ άaŀƪŜ ƛǘ ǘǿƻΣ ǿƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳΚΩ 9Ƴƛƭȅ went down to her 

room to change into a fresh shirt, then came back to sit on the couch by the window to rest while she 

waited for her drinks. Jonathan came back quickly and his mother immediately popped open one of the 

soda cans and took a good long drink.  

άLǎ ƘŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ƻƪŀȅ ƴƻǿΚέ WƻƴŀǘƘŀƴ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΦ  

άL ƘƻǇŜ ǎƻΦ L ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǘŜƴŘ ǘƻ ǘƘƻǎŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǿƻǳƴŘǎΦ IŜΩǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƛƴ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ōŀŘ ǎƘŀǇŜΦέ 

ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ƴŜŜŘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ǎǘŀȅ ŀƴŘ ƘŜƭǇ ȅƻǳΚέ 

άWǳǎǘ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜΣ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǳǇ ǘƻ ƛǘΦ IŜƭǇ ƳŜ ƎŜǘ Ƙƛǎ ƧŀŎƪŜǘ ƻŦŦΦέ 

Once that was accomplished, Jonathan went downstairs to feed Pippin. Emily found more gauze pads, 

put fresh hot water in the metal bowl and started on the rest of him. With the jacket gone, the shirt was 

easy enough to get rid of. It was pretty shredded already, and it only took a few snips with the scissors 

to get it out of the way. She balled up the ragged bits of shirt and tossed them in the trash. The cuts 

across his chest were deep but not life-threatening. Clean them up, put some ointment on them and 

then some bandages and they should be okay.  

Emily dipped a washcloth into the warm water, squeezed it out and then hovered uncertainly over the 

man for a second. Now that the urgency of stopping the bleeding on his leg had passed, she felt 

awkward tending to the rest of his injuries. How could she even know that she was doing the right thing 

with him? He could be allergic to soap and water, for all she knew. The antibiotic ointment she planned 

to put on the wounds, was it poison to him? She shook her head. She was thinking as if she really 

believed his alien claim. Hell, it sounded to her as if he had an English accent! Last time she looked on a 

ƳŀǇΣ 9ƴƎƭŀƴŘ ǿŀǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǇƭŀƴŜǘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ¦{Φ {ǘƛƭƭΧΧ 

άL ǿƛǎƘ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ŀǿŀƪŜΣέ 9Ƴƛƭȅ ǎŀƛŘ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΦ άL ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘ ǎǘƻǊȅ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳΦέ {ƘŜ 

ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ŎŀǊŜŦǳƭƭȅ ǿƛǇƛƴƎ ŀǘ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎǳǘǎΦ ά¢Ƙis is probably gonna sting a little. Well, actually a lot.έ  

IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŦƭƛƴŎƘ ƻǊ ǎƘƻǿ ŀƴȅ ǎƛƎƴ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ƘŜǊΦ  

ά{ǳǊŜ ǿƛǎƘ L ƪƴŜǿ Ƙƻǿ ȅƻǳ Ǝƻǘ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ǎƘŀǇŜ," she continued. "Hope you left the other guy looking worse 

ǘƘŀƴ ȅƻǳΦέ  

She rinsed the washcloth out and kept on going. Unconsciously, she fell into the one-sided conversation 

mode that she used with so many of the children she worked with. 
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ά{ƻ ōǳŘŘȅΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŦǊƻƳΚ 5ƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ LΩƳ ōǳȅƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ 'alien with two hearts' bit.έ ²ŀǎƘΦ wƛƴǎŜΦ 

wŜǇŜŀǘΦ άaȅ ǘƘŜƻǊȅ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǎƻƳŜ ŎǊŀȊȅ 9ƴƎƭƛǎƘ ǎŎƛŜƴǘƛǎǘ ǿƘƻ ƘŀŘ ŀƴ ŜȄǇŜǊƛƳŜƴǘ Ǝƻ ŀǿǊȅΦ !Ƴ L 

ǊƛƎƘǘΚέ 

Good grief, he was a string bean. No wonder he had broken ribs. There was nothing there to cushion 

them.  

άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛŦ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŦǊƻƳ ŀƴȅ ǇƭŀƴŜǘ ƛǘ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜΧΦΦ¢ƘŜ tƭŀƴŜǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ¢ŀƭƭ ŀƴŘ !ƴƻǊŜȄƛŎΦ 5ƻƴΩǘ ǘƘŜȅ ŦŜŜŘ ȅƻǳ 

ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǿƘŜǊŜǾŜǊ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŦǊƻƳΚ 

άhƪŀȅΦ .ŀƴŘ-!ƛŘ ǘƛƳŜΦέ 9Ƴƛƭȅ ŘƛŘ ƘŜǊ ōŜǎǘ ǘƻ ŀǾƻƛŘ ǇƭŀŎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƳŜŘƛŎŀƭ ǘŀǇŜ ƻǾŜǊ ƘŀƛǊȅ ǎǇƻǘǎ ōǳǘ ƛǘ 

ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ŀǾƻƛŘŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ Ǝƻƴƴŀ ƘŀǘŜ my guts the when it comes time to take these off. 

άLΩƳ Ǝƻƴƴŀ ŎƭŜŀƴ ǳǇ ȅƻǳǊ ŦŀŎŜ ƴŜȄǘΦ hƪŀȅΚέ {ƘŜ Ǝƻǘ ŦǊŜǎƘ ǿŀǊƳ ǿŀǘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ŎƭƻǘƘǎΦ άDŜǘǘƛƴƎ ǘƘƛǎ ŎǊŀǇ ƻŦŦ 

ȅƻǳǊ ŦŀŎŜ ǿƛƭƭ ŦŜŜƭ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ƎƻƻŘΣ L ōŜǘΦέ 9Ƴƛƭȅ ǿƛǇŜŘ ŀǎ ƎŜƴǘƭȅ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ōǳǘ ǎƻƳŜ ƻŦ ƛǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ want 

ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜ ƻŦŦΦ άhƻǇǎΦ CǊŜŎƪƭŜǎΦ {ƻǊǊȅΣ Ƴȅ ōǳŘŘȅΦέ  

With his face cleaned up, she looked back down at his leg. The last thing she wanted to do right now was 

to touch any of that. {ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǘŜǊǊƛŦƛŜŘ ƻŦ ǎǘŀǊǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ōƭŜŜŘƛƴƎ ǳǇ ŀƎŀƛƴ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ƭeave it as 

is. Slowly and carefully, she peeled away the collection of gauze and washcloths. It started bleeding 

again but not very much. As quickly as she could, she finished cleaning up the leg and wrapped it up in 

clean gauze pads held tightly on by an old Ace bandage she found. Once that was accomplished, Emily 

breathed a sigh of relief. For the first time, she noticed that he still had his shoes on his feet: a pair of 

ŘƛƴƎȅ ǿƘƛǘŜ /ƻƴǾŜǊǎŜ ƘƛƎƘ ǘƻǇǎΦ {ƘŜ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǘƻ ƭŀǳƎƘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦΦ άCǊŜŎƪƭŜǎ ŀƴŘ /ƘǳŎƪǎΦ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ŀƴ ŀƭƛŜƴΦ 

¸ŜŀƘΣ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ !ƴŘ LΩƳ ²ƘƻƻǇƛ DƻƭŘōŜǊƎΦέ 

9Ƴƛƭȅ ǳƴǘƛŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƻŜǎ ŀƴŘ ƎŜƴǘƭȅ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ƻŦŦΦ !ǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǇƻƛƴǘΣ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀ ōƛǘ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜŘ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ƘƛƳ 

wearing a pair of well-worn, mismatched socks. She took them off, tucked them into the shoes and set 

them under the bed. 

άhƪŀȅΣ ōǳŘŘȅΦ 5ƻƴŜ ŦƻǊ ƴƻǿΦ ¸ƻǳ ǊŜǎǘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ōƛǘΦ LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ŎƭŜŀƴ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ƎŜǘ ŀ ōƛǘŜ ǘƻ ŜŀǘΦ 

¢ƘŜƴ LΩƭƭ ōŜ ōŀŎƪ ǳǇ ƘŜǊŜ ǘƻ ŎƘŜŎƪ ƻƴ ȅƻǳΦέ 

She put his leg on an old pillow she had found to give it some cushioning and started to pull a sheet up 

over him when she noticed that one of the bandages on his chest had come loose. She was smoothing it 

down with her hand when she felt it: a heartbeat on the right side of his chest.  
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Chapter Three  

Emily sat in the family room with Jonathan, eating her dinner while they both watched a movie.  

άLǎ ƘŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ƻƪŀȅ ƴƻǿΣ aƻƳΚέ WƻƴŀǘƘŀƴ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

άaŀȅōŜΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƪƴƻǿΦ bƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜΩǎ ƴƻǘ ōƭŜŜŘƛƴƎ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ǎǘǳŎƪ ǇƛƎΣ ƘŜΩǎ Ǝƻǘ ŀ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ŎƘŀƴŎŜΦέ 

9Ƴƛƭȅ ǿŀǎ ŜŀǘƛƴƎ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅΦ {ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ to leave the guy up there by himself for too long, but she also 

wanted some time to absorb this insane Christmas evening and try to make some sense of it all. The 

more she thought about it, the less likely that seemed. 

WƻƴŀǘƘŀƴ ōǊƻƪŜ ƛƴǘƻ ƘŜǊ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘǎΦ ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƘŜ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƛǎ ŀƴ ŀƭƛŜƴ ǿƛǘƘ ǘǿƻ ƘŜŀǊǘǎΚέ 

9Ƴƛƭȅ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘ ǘƛǊŜŘƭȅΦ άLΩƳ ōŜƎƛƴƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƘŜ ƛǎΦ L ŦŜƭǘ ŀ ƘŜŀǊǘōŜŀǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǊƛƎƘǘ ǎƛŘŜ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ŎƘŜǎǘΦ 

¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴƭȅ ƴƻǘ ƴƻǊƳŀƭΦέ 

ά²ƻǿΗέ WƻƴŀǘƘŀƴ ŜȄŎƭŀƛƳŜŘΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ǇƭŀƴŜǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƘŜΩǎ ŦǊƻƳΚ aŀǊǎ, ƳŀȅōŜΚέ 

άIƻǿ ǘƘŜ ƘŜŎƪ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ L ƪƴƻǿΚέ ǎƘŜ ǎƴŀǇǇŜŘΦ  

¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ǎƛƭŜƴŎŜ ŦƻǊ ŀ ŦŜǿ ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎΦ 9Ƴƛƭȅ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ǎǇƻƪŜΦ άLΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅΦ L ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƎǊƻǿƭŜŘ ŀǘ ȅƻǳ ƭƛƪŜ 

ǘƘŀǘΦ LǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǿƘƻƭŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ ƛǎ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ŎǊŀȊȅΣ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΚέ 

ά¸ŜŀƘΣ L ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘΦέ 

The storm was still raging outside and the lights kept flickering, but they were staying on, so far.  

ά²ƘŜǘƘŜǊ ƘŜΩǎ ŀƴ ŀƭƛŜƴ ƻǊ ƴƻǘΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǿŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƎŜǘ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǎǇƛǘŀƭ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŜŀǘƘŜǊΦ 9ǾŜƴ ǿƛǘƘ 

ǘƘŜ ǘǊǳŎƪΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘ, and the ambulaƴŎŜ ǎǳǊŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘΦέ 

tƛǇǇƛƴ ǿŀƴŘŜǊŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ǊƻƻƳΣ ǎǘƻƻŘ ƛƴ ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘŜƭŜǾƛǎƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ ǿƘƛƴŜŘΦ άhƘΣ [ƻǊŘΦ ¸ƻǳ ƴŜŜŘ 

ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƻǳǘΣ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳΚέ 9Ƴƛƭȅ ǎƛƎƘŜŘΦ 

άLΩƭƭ ǘŀƪŜ ƘƛƳ ƻǳǘΣέ WƻƴŀǘƘŀƴ ǾƻƭǳƴǘŜŜǊŜŘΦ  

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŀǘΣ ǎǿŜŜǘƛŜΦ LǘΩǎ ǎǳŎƘ ŀ ƳŜǎǎ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΦέ 

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƳƛƴŘΦ wŜŀƭƭȅΦέ 

άhYΦ .ǳǘ ŘƻƴΩǘ Ǝƻ ŦŀǊ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ŎŀǊŜ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƘŜ ŘƻŜǎ Ƙƛǎ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ǎǘƻǊƳΦ ¢ƘŜ ŘǊƛǾŜǿŀȅ ƛǎ 

ŦƛƴŜΦέ 

άhƪŀȅΦέ 

Emily took her dirty dishes into the kitchen and put them in the sink. As she rinsed her plate, she glanced 

ƻǾŜǊ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜΦ ¢Ŝƴ ƻΩŎƭƻŎƪΦ Lǘ ŦŜƭǘ ƭŀǘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘŀǘΦ {ƘŜΩŘ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ƎŜǘ ōŀŎƪ ǳǇǎǘŀƛǊǎ ŀƴŘ ŎƘŜŎƪ ƻƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ 

houseguest. 
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Nothing had changed in the time Emily had left him. He lay still as death underneath the sheet. Only the 

rise and fall of his chest as he breathed let her know he was still alive.  

άIŜȅΣ ōǳŘŘȅΣέ 9Ƴƛƭȅ ǎŀƛŘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ŎŀƳŜ ǘƻ ǎǘŀƴŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘΦ άL ǿŀǎ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ƘƻǇƛƴƎ ȅƻǳΩŘ ōŜ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ōŜǘǘŜǊ 

ŀƴŘ ŀǿŀƪŜΦέ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻ ǊŜŀŎǘƛƻƴ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ άL ƎǳŜǎǎ ǊŜǎǘ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘ ǘƘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǿ, 

anywŀȅΦέ {ƘŜ ŎƭŜŀǊŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǘƘǊƻŀǘ ǎŜƭŦ-ŎƻƴǎŎƛƻǳǎƭȅΦ άLǘΩǎ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƭŀǘŜ, ǎƻ ǿƘŀǘ LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ Řƻ ƛǎ ǎƭŜŜǇ ƛƴ 

ƘŜǊŜ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘΣ ƻǾŜǊ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳŎƘΦ IƻǇŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƳƛƴŘ, but I think it would be a good thing if I 

ǎǘŀȅŜŘ ŎƭƻǎŜ ōȅ ƛƴ ŎŀǎŜ ȅƻǳ ƴŜŜŘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΦέ  

She pushed back some of his bangs that had fallen over his eyes a bit and was struck by how cool his 

ǎƪƛƴ ŦŜƭǘΦ IŜΩd been out of the cold attic now for quite some time so he should have been warmed up by 

ƴƻǿΦ aŀȅōŜΧΦƳŀȅōŜ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀǎ Ƙƛǎ ƴƻǊƳŀƭ ōƻŘȅ ǘŜƳǇŜǊŀǘǳǊŜΚ If he had two hearts, she mused, why not 

a lower body temp? Curiosity got the better of her and she went down the hall to the other bathroom. 

She came back with the electronic ear thermometer she used on the kids.  

άLΩƳ Ƨǳǎǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ǉǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ŜŀǊ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ōƛǘΦ LǘΩǎ ŀ ǘƘŜǊƳƻƳŜǘŜǊΦ L ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ȅƻǳǊ ǘŜƳǇŜǊŀǘǳǊŜΦέ 

Emily gave his ear a bit of a tug and set it in the canal gently. As soon as she pushed the button, the 

ǘƘŜǊƳƻƳŜǘŜǊ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ ōŜŜǇ ŦǳǊƛƻǳǎƭȅΦ 9wwhw [h² ¢9at ŦƭŀǎƘŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŘƛǎǇƭŀȅΦ άbƻ ǎƘƛǘΣέ ǎƘŜ 

ƳǳƳōƭŜŘ ƛƴ ŀƴƴƻȅŀƴŎŜ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƳŀŎƘƛƴŜΦ {ƘŜ Ǌŀƴ ƘŜǊ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎ ōŀŎƪ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ƘŜǊ ōŀƴƎǎ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΦ άDƻǘ 

ƛǘΣέ ǎƘŜ ǘƻƻƪ ƻŦŦ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ Ƙŀƭƭ ŀƴŘ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀƛǊǎΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǎƻƳŜ ōŀƴƎƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ŎƭŀǘǘŜǊƛƴƎ ƴƻƛǎŜǎ ŦǊƻƳ 

below and in just a couple of minutes she reappeared in the bedroom.  

άbƻǿΣ L ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘƛǎ ƳƛƎƘǘ ƭƻƻƪ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƻŘŘΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ, and held out what she brought back up with her, a 

metal stick about eight inches long with a gauge at one end and a rather wicked looking point at the 

ƻǘƘŜǊΦ άLǘΩǎ ŀ ƳŜŀǘ ǘƘŜǊƳƻmeter I use for cooking, but it registers all the way down to freezing. Anyway, 

LΩƳ Ƨǳǎǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎǘƛŎƪ ƛǘ ǳƴŘŜǊ ȅƻǳǊ ŀǊƳΦ ²ŜƭƭΣ ƴƻǘ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ {¢L/Y ȅƻǳ ǿƛǘƘ ƛǘΣ ƭƛƪŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƛƴǘΦ Wǳǎǘ Ǉǳǘ 

ƛǘ ǳƴŘŜǊ ȅƻǳǊ ŀǊƳ ŦƻǊ ŀ ōƛǘ ŀƴŘ ǎŜŜ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǘ ǊŜŀŘǎΦ hƪŀȅΚέ 

Emily pulled the sheet back a bit and gently moved his arm over enough to put the thermometer under 

his arm. After a couple of minutes, she took it out. She looked at it and then put it back in again. When 

ǎƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǘ ƛǘ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŀŘƛƴƎ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŎƘŀƴƎŜŘ.  

ά²ŜƭƭΣ Ƴȅ ōǳŘŘȅΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǎƭƻǿƭȅΦ ά9ƛǘƘŜǊ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŎƭƛƴƛŎŀƭƭȅ ŘŜŀŘ ŀƴŘ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜ ƛǘ, or this is your 

ƴƻǊƳŀƭ ǘŜƳǇŜǊŀǘǳǊŜΦέ ¢ƘŜ ǘƘŜǊƳƻƳŜǘŜǊ ǊŜŀŘ ǎƛȄǘȅ ŘŜƎǊŜŜǎ CŀƘǊŜƴƘŜƛǘΦ  Emily shook her head. Just one 

more bizarre thing to add to the whole bizarre day. 

 

Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ Ǉŀǎǘ ŜƭŜǾŜƴ ƻΩŎƭƻŎƪ ǿƘŜƴ 9Ƴƛƭȅ ŀƴŘ WƻƴŀǘƘŀƴ finally headed to bed. She gave Jonathan a 

ƘǳƎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊǿŀȅ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ǊƻƻƳΦ άLΩƳ ǎƻ ǇǊƻǳŘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳ ǘƻŘŀȅΦ You were such a help to me, even with all 

that blood. You did everything I asked you to do. aŜǊǊȅ /ƘǊƛǎǘƳŀǎΣ Ƴȅ ƎƻƻŘ ōƻȅΦέ 

ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ Ƴȅ ƎƻƻŘ aƻƳΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǊŜǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƘǳƎΦ άaŜǊǊȅ /ƘǊƛǎǘƳŀǎΦέ 
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9Ƴƛƭȅ ǿŜƴǘ ƛƴǘƻ ƘŜǊ ƻǿƴ ǊƻƻƳ ŀƴŘ ǊŜǘǊƛŜǾŜŘ ƘŜǊ Ǉƛƭƭƻǿǎ ŀƴŘ ŀ ōƭŀƴƪŜǘΦ {ƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǎƭŜǇǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳŀǎǘŜǊ 

bedroom for the last two years, not since Tom had died. She had taken over the guest bedroom and 

turned it into her own. It was small; there was barely enough room in it for a double bed and a small 

dresser, but it was enough for her. She still kept a lot of her clothes and things in the master bedroom 

ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƳŀǎǘŜǊ ōŀǘƘΣ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎǘŀƴŘ ǎƭŜŜǇƛƴƎ ŀƭƻƴŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ'd shared with 

Tom for so many years.  

Once back in the master bedroom, she threw her pillows and blanket on the couch and went to check 

on the man. It looked as if he had shifted a little: his head was tilted at a different angle than it was 

earlier. She supposed that was a good thing. He still looked awful, though. Emily felt a wave of sympathy 

ǘƻǿŀǊŘ ƘƛƳΦ IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ōŀŘ ƎǳȅΦ IŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ōŜΣ ŦƻǊ ŀƭƭ ǎƘŜ ƪƴŜǿΣ ōǳt somehow she got the 

ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘΦ ά.ŜŘǘƛƳŜΣ ōǳŘŘȅΣέ ǎƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƎŜǘ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ƴƛƎƘǘΩǎ ǊŜǎǘ ŀƴŘ L ōŜǘ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ōŜ 

ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ƎǊŜŀǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΦ LŦ ȅƻǳ ƴŜŜŘ ƳŜΣ LΩƭƭ Ƨǳǎǘ ōŜ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳŎƘΦ hƪŀȅΚέ {ƘŜ ǎƳƻƻǘƘŜŘ 

Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƛǊ ōŀŎƪ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ άDƻƻŘ ƴƛƎƘǘΦέ 

Emily turned off the overhead light but turned on the floor lamp by the couch. Positioning the pillows 

ōŜƘƛƴŘ ƘŜǊ ōŀŎƪΣ ǎƘŜ ƻǇŜƴŜŘ ǳǇ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōƻƻƪǎ ǎƘŜ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊΦ {ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŜȄǇŜŎǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ 

much sleep tonight, not with the storm still raging around the house and an alien from outer space 

unconscious on the other side of the room.  

~*~*~*~*~ 

The house rattled and shook all night long, but by some miracle, the electricity never went out. Emily 

read and dozed on and off. About every hour or so, she got up to check on the man. He seemed to be 

ŘƻƛƴƎ ƻƪŀȅΦ bƻǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŀƴȅ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ǘƘŀƴ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŜŀǊƭƛŜǊΦ !ǊƻǳƴŘ ŦƻǳǊ ƻΩŎƭƻŎƪ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΣ 9Ƴƛƭȅ ŘƻȊŜŘ 

off once again and stayed asleep until Jonathan came in and woke her up.  

άaƻƳΚέ 

Emily sat up ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ōƻƭǘΦ ά²ƘŀǘΚ ²ƘŀǘΚέ 

άbƻǘƘƛƴƎΦ L Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ȅƻǳ ƳƛƎƘǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿΣ ƛǘΩǎ ǎŜǾŜƴ-ǘƘƛǊǘȅΦέ 

ά²ƻǿΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ƭŀǘŜΚ L Ƴǳǎǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǇŀǎǎŜŘ ƻǳǘΦέ 9Ƴƛƭȅ ǊǳōōŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǎǘƻƻŘ ǳǇΦ άIƻǿΩǎ ƻǳǊ ƎǳŜǎǘ 

ŘƻƛƴƎΣ L ǿƻƴŘŜǊΚέ {ƘŜ ǿŜƴǘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘ ǘƻ ŎƘŜŎƪ ƻƴ Ƙƛm. 

He had definitely moved since the last time she looked at him. One hand was thrown up on the pillow by 

his head, and his face was turned toward it. Emily was amazed at how much better his face appeared. 

The bruising and swelling around his eye were significantly reduced. The other bruises and abrasions 

around his face were nearly healed up. If this was how fast he healed from relatively mild injuries, his 

chest and leg should improve rapidly as well.  

ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ƎƻƻŘ ƘŜǊŜΣ ōǳŘŘȅΣέ ǎƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳΦ ά¢Ƙƛƴƪ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ǿŀƪŜ ǳǇ ŦƻǊ ǳǎΚέ {ƘŜ ǎƘƻƻƪ ƎŜƴǘƭȅ ōȅ 

ǘƘŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊΦ άIŜƭƭƻΣ ƭŜǘΩǎ ǿŀƪŜ ǳǇ ƴƻǿΦ ¢ƛƳŜ ŦƻǊ ǎƻƳŜ ōǊŜŀƪŦŀǎǘΦέ IŜ ǿŀǎ ŀǎ ǳƴǊŜǎǇƻƴǎƛǾŜ ŀǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜΦ  
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9Ƴƛƭȅ ǎƛƎƘŜŘΦ ά²ŜƭƭΣ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ƘŜΩǎ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ōŜǘǘŜǊΦ [ŜǘΩǎ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ ƳŜ ƘŜŀŘ ƻƴ ŘƻǿƴǎǘŀƛǊǎΦ LΩƳ ƛƴ ŘŜǎǇŜǊŀǘŜ 

nŜŜŘ ƻŦ Ƙƻǘ ǘŜŀ ŀƴŘ ŦƻƻŘΦέ 

After eating, showering and getting dressed, Emily came back to the bedroom with Jonathan. Emily was 

ŎŀǊǊȅƛƴƎ ǎƻƳŜ ƳƻǊŜ Ǉƛƭƭƻǿǎ ŀƴŘ WƻƴŀǘƘŀƴ ƘŀŘ ŀ ƭŀǊƎŜ Ǝƭŀǎǎ ƻŦ ƛŎŜ ǿŀǘŜǊΦ ά[ŜǘΩǎ ǇǊƻǇ ƘƛƳ ǳǇ ǎƻƳŜ ŀƴŘ 

see if we can get him to drinƪ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜΣέ 9Ƴƛƭȅ ƘŀŘ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ǎƻƴ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǎƘŜ ŀǘŜΦ άaŀȅōŜ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ 

ǎƻƳŜ ŦƭǳƛŘǎ ƛƴǘƻ ƘƛƳ ǿƛƭƭ ǇŜǊƪ ƘƛƳ ǳǇΦέ ¢ƘŜȅ ƳŀƴŀƎŜŘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƘƛƳ ǎƛǘǘƛƴƎ ǳǇ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŦŜŀǊ 

that he might choke on the water, but they still could not rouse him to any level of wakefulness. Emily 

finally gave up in exasperation.  

άaŀȅōŜ Ƙƛǎ ōƻŘȅ ƛǎ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎ ǎƻ ƘŀǊŘ ƻƴ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ŎŀƴΩǘ ǿŀƪŜ ǳǇΚέ WƻƴŀǘƘŀƴ ƻŦŦŜǊŜŘΦ  

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ŀƴȅ ǊŜŀǎƻƴ LΩǾŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƻŦ ǎƻ ŦŀǊΣέ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻƳ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳΦ ά.ǳǘ ƛŦ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǎŜΣ L wish 

ƘŜΩŘ ōŜ ǉǳƛŎƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΦέ 

The storm had calmed down quite a bit overnight. While the wind was still strong, it had died down 

considerably and no longer seemed to threaten to overturn trees on the house. Snow was still falling 

heavily. With nowhere to go and nothing better to do, Emily and Jonathan sat with the man. Emily read 

books on the couch while Jonathan stretched out on the floor and mostly watched movies on his iPod 

¢ƻǳŎƘΣ ǿƘŜƴ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻƳ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƴŀƎ ƘƛƳ ƛƴǘƻ ǊŜŀŘƛƴƎ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ƴŜǿ ōƻƻƪǎ ŦƻǊ ŀǿƘƛƭŜΦ Even though he 

ƪƴŜǿ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŦƻǊōƛŘŘŜƴΣ tƛǇǇƛƴ ŎŀƳŜ ǿŀƴŘŜǊƛƴƎ ǳǇ ǘƻ ǎƛǘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜƳ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦ 9Ƴƛƭȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ƘŜŀǊǘ ǘƻ 

scold him and chase him back downstairs; tƛǇǇƛƴ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǾŜǊȅ ƳǳŎƘ ŀ άǇŜƻǇƭŜέ ŘƻƎ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ƘŀǘŜŘ ōŜƛƴƎ 

separated from his people for too long. The dog lay quietly on the floor of the bedroom, but now and 

then he would get up and walk to the bed to look questioningly at the man.  

ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŎǳǊƛƻǳǎΣ tƛǇǇƛƴΚ 5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘƻ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎΚ ²ŜƭƭΣ Ƨƻƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƭǳōΣέ 9Ƴƛƭȅ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳΦ  

Lunch came and went. Jonathan took Pippin downstairs and bundled himself up to take Pippin for a 

ǿŀƭƪΦ 9Ƴƛƭȅ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ ŎƘŀƴƎŜ ǘƘŜ ŘǊŜǎǎƛƴƎǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ ŎƘŜǎǘ ŀƴŘ Řƻ 

something to the wounds on his leg as well. 

The cuts on his chest were healing as dramatically as the ones on is face. By tomorrow, Emily thought 

that he could do without the bandages altogether. She put fresh ointment and gauze over them and 

taped them back down. She could still feel some of his ribs move as she pressed the medical tape down 

again. She gently put a hand on either side of his chest, and this time, felt the twin thumping of 

heartbeats. It was bizarre but fascinating.  

Emily pulled the blanket and sheet back down to the foot of the bed and carefully unwound the Ace 

from around his leg. There was no sign of fresh bleeding, thank God, but she was a little disheartened to 

notice that there was no sign of the rapid healing that was occurring with the rest of his wounds. That 

long gash down the length of his leg needed stitching, at the very least. Probably some kind of other 

ǎǳǊƎŜǊȅ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦ !ƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƻƴŜ ǳǇ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ƪƴŜŜΧΧΦshe shuddered to think about what that probably 

needed.  
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Cleaning up the long gash was straightforward enough, ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘŀƪŜ ƭƻƴƎ for Emily to carefully wash 

it and apply the ointment and bandages. Then using warm water and a wash cloth, she began to 

carefully peel back the layers of gauze on the wound below the knee. 

¢ƻ ƘŜǊ ǊŜƭƛŜŦΣ ǘƘŜ ōƭŜŜŘƛƴƎ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎǘŀǊǘ ǳǇ ŀƎŀƛƴ ōǳǘ ǿƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ǎŀw now that the old blood and gauze were 

out of the way made her heart sink. This was so much worse than the gash. A literal hunk had been 

taken out of his leg, including a piece of the bone. The raw, open red of muscle and skin along with the 

glistening white of the bone made her stomach clench and churn.  

άhƘΣ ƳȅΣέ ǿŀǎ ŀƭƭ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎŀȅΦ άhƘΣ Ƴȅ.έ  

This man needed a doctor. He needed to be in a hospital. This was way beyond anything that she could 

help with ointment and bandages. But there was no way she could take him to a hospital. Not him with 

two hearts and the body temperature of a lizard. 

9Ƴƛƭȅ ƘƛǘŎƘŜŘ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦ ǳǇ ǘƻ ǎƛǘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŀǊŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ ƭŜƎ. She had no idea what to 

do. Cover it with ointment and a bandage? Try to sew it up herself? What was the right course of action? 

The sound of the door slamming below as Jonathan returned with Pippin broke her out of her thoughts 

and she made her decision as she slid down from the bed.  

άIŜǊŜΩǎ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŀƭΣ ōǳŘŘȅΣέ 9Ƴƛƭȅ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳΦ ά¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ a great big chunk missing out of your leg. You need 

more than what I can do for you. You need to go to a hospital and be taken care of by somebody who 

ƪƴƻǿǎ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ŘƻƛƴƎΦ .ǳǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƛŦ ǘƘƛǎ ǎǘƻǊƳ ƘŀŘ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ŀƴŘ L ǿŀǎ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ȅƻǳ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊŜΣ 

thereΩǎ ƴƻōƻŘȅ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƘŜǊŜ ŀƴȅǿŀȅ ǿƘƻ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ŦŀƛƴǘŜǎǘ ŎƭǳŜ ƻŦ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƻ Řƻ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳΦ tƭǳǎΣ ƻƴ 

ǘƻǇ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘΣ ǘƘŜȅ ƳƛƎƘǘ ǎŜƴŘ ȅƻǳ ƻŦŦ ǘƻ ǎƻƳŜǇƭŀŎŜ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜȅΩŘΧΦL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΧΦŘƛǎǎŜŎǘ ȅƻǳ ƻǊ 

ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ŜƛǘƘŜǊ ƻŦ ǳǎ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƻ ƘŀǇǇŜƴΦέ {Ƙe stepped closer and picked up his 

ƘŀƴŘΦ ά{ƻ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǎǘǳŎƪ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜΦ !ƴŘ WƻƴŀǘƘŀƴΦ ²ŜΩƭƭ Řƻ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘ ǿŜ ŎŀƴΦ LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇ ƻƴ ŘƻƛƴƎ 

ǿƘŀǘ LΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŘƻƛƴƎ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ǎƻ ŦŀǊ ƛǘ ƘŀǎƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ ƘǳǊǘ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ ƳƛƎƘǘ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ōŜ ƘŜƭǇƛƴƎ 

you. Hope that meeǘǎ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳǊ ŀǇǇǊƻǾŀƭΦέ IŜ ƎŀǾŜ ƴƻ ǎƛƎƴ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΦ 

9Ƴƛƭȅ ǎƛƎƘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƎŀǾŜ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘ ŀ ǎǉǳŜŜȊŜ ŀƴŘ ƭŜǘ ƛǘ ŘǊƻǇ ōŀŎƪ Řƻǿƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘΦ ά¢ƛƳŜ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ōǳǎȅΣ 

ōǳŘŘȅΦ [ƛƪŜ L ǎŀƛŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜΣ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ Ǝƻƴƴŀ ƘǳǊǘΦέ 

~*~*~*~*~ 

The evening came and the storm finally finished blowing itself out. Emily had never seen so much snow 

in all her life. She and Jonathan had gone out together right before dark with a yard stick and tried to get 

a measure of how much snow had fallen but it was nearly impossible. In some places, the wind had 

scoured nearly all the snow away, while on one side of the house, ƛǘ ƘŀŘ ŘǊƛŦǘŜŘ ƘƛƎƘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ 9ƳƛƭȅΩǎ 

head. They gave up and went back into the house, and Emily went upstairs to check on their guest. She 

had left him pretty much alone since working on his leg earlier in the afternoon. He seemed to be doing 

fine, so she had busied herself doing odds and ends around the house. Shortly after the two of them 

finished dinner, Emily sent Jonathan upstairs to check on the man while she settled herself in front of 
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the computer to work on some bill paying. She had barely started when Jonathan came back down to 

her. 

άaƻƳΣ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ƳŀȅōŜ ȅƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ŎƻƳŜ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ǘŀƪŜ ŀ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ƘƛƳΣέ ƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊ ƛƴ ŀ ǿƻǊǊƛŜŘ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ 

ά²ƘȅΚ ²ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿǊƻƴƎΚέ 9Ƴƛƭȅ ǿŀǎ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ ŀƴƴƻȅŜŘΦ {ƘŜ ƘŀǘŜŘ ŘƻƛƴƎ ōƛƭƭǎ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ŀƭǎƻ ƘŀǘŜŘ ōŜƛƴƎ 

interrupted once she finally made herself sit down and get busy on doing them. 

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΦ IŜ ƭƻƻƪǎ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘΦ [ƛƪŜ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǊƛƎƘǘΦέ 

Emily sighed. Christmas bills would have to wait until later. 

WƻƴŀǘƘŀƴ ǿŀǎ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ IŜ ŘƛŘ ƭƻƻƪ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘΦ ¢ƘŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ ŎƘŜŜƪǎ ǿŜǊŜ ŦƭǳǎƘŜŘ ōǊƛƎƘǘ ǊŜŘ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ōǊƻǿ ǿŀǎ 

ŦǳǊǊƻǿŜŘΦ 9Ƴƛƭȅ ǊŜǎǘŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ŦƻǊŜƘŜŀŘΦ ²ƛǘƘ ǘƘŀǘ ōƛȊŀǊǊŜ ōƻŘȅ ǘŜƳǇŜǊŀǘǳǊŜΣ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǘŜƭƭ 

if he was running a fever or not. She fetched the meat thermometer from where she had left it on the 

dresser the night before.  

ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŀǘΚέ WƻƴŀǘƘŀƴ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

άaŜŀǘ ǘƘŜǊƳƻƳŜǘŜǊΦ L ǳǎŜŘ ƛǘ ƭŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ǿƘŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ǘŜƳǇ ǿŀǎ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƘŜ ƪŜǇǘ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ǎƻ ŎƻƭŘ ǘƻ 

ƳŜΦέ 9Ƴƛƭȅ Ǉǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƘŜǊƳƻƳŜǘŜǊ ǳƴŘŜǊ Ƙƛǎ ŀǊƳ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ ά¢ƘŜ ǊŜƎǳƭŀǊ ǘƘŜǊƳƻƳŜǘŜǊ L ǳǎŜ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳ Ǝǳȅǎ 

ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǊŜƎƛǎǘŜǊ ǘŜƳǇŜǊŀǘǳǊŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƭƻǿΦέ 

ά[ƻǿΚ ²Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ Ƙƛǎ ǘŜƳǇŜǊŀǘǳǊŜΚέ 

ά{ƛȄǘȅ ŘŜƎǊŜŜǎΦέ 

WƻƴŀǘƘŀƴ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ƛƴ ŀǎǘƻƴƛǎƘƳŜƴǘΦ ά{ƛȄǘȅΚ ¢Ƙŀǘ ŎŀƴΩǘ ōŜ ǊƛƎƘǘΗ Lƴ IŜŀƭǘƘ Ŏƭŀǎǎ ǿŜ ƭŜarned that the 

average body temperature is ninety-ŜƛƎƘǘ Ǉƻƛƴǘ ǎƛȄ ŘŜƎǊŜŜǎΗέ 

ά!ǾŜǊŀƎŜ ŦƻǊ ǳǎΣ ȅŜŀƘΦ !ǇǇŀǊŜƴǘƭȅ ƴƻǘ ŀǾŜǊŀƎŜ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳΦέ 

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ Ǉƭŀƛƴ ǿŜƛǊŘ.έ WƻƴŀǘƘŀƴ ǎƘƻƻƪ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘΦ άIƻǿ Ŏŀƴ ȅƻǳ ƭƛǾŜ ōŜƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ŎƻƭŘΚέ 

άIŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎŀȅ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǳǎΣέ 9Ƴƛƭȅ ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ƻǳǘΦ ά'Iƻǿ Ŏŀƴ ǘƘŜȅ ƭƛǾŜ ōŜƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǊƳΚΩ" She 

ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǘƘŜǊƳƻƳŜǘŜǊ ƻǳǘ ŀƴŘ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǘ ƛǘ ŎŀǊŜŦǳƭƭȅΦ ά{ƛȄǘȅ-ǘǿƻ ŘŜƎǊŜŜǎΦέ 

ά{ƻ ƘŜΩǎ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ŀ ŦŜǾŜǊ ǘƘŜƴΚέ 

ά¸ŜŀƘΣέ 9Ƴƛƭȅ ǎŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƘŜǊƳƻƳŜǘŜǊ ōŀŎƪ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŘǊŜǎǎŜǊΦ ά5ŀƳƴΦέ 

Jonathan looked up ŀǘ ƘŜǊΦ ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǎƻ ōŀŘΣ ƛǎ ƛǘΚ {ƛȄǘȅ-two degrees would like a hundred degree fever 

ŦƻǊ ǳǎΦ Wǳǎǘ ƎƛǾŜ ƘƛƳ ǎƻƳŜ ŀǎǇƛǊƛƴ ƻǊ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƭƛƪŜ ǿŜ ǘŀƪŜΦέ 

άL ǿƛǎƘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƛƳǇƭŜΣέ 9Ƴƛƭȅ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΦ ά.ǳǘ Ƙƻǿ Řƻ ǿŜ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ǎŀŦŜ ǘƻ ƎƛǾŜ ƘƛƳΚ {ǘǳŦŦ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ 

ǎŀŦŜ ŦƻǊ ǳǎ ƳƛƎƘǘ ōŜ ōŀŘ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳΦ Lǘ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƪƛƭƭ ƘƛƳΦ LΩƳ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ŀ ŎƘŀƴŎŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǇǳǘǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ƻƛƴǘƳŜƴǘ ƻƴ ƘƛƳΦέ 
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άL ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘΣέ WƻƴŀǘƘŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ IŜ ǎŀǘ Řƻǿƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳŎƘ ŀƴŘ ǊŜǎǘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŎƘƛƴ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎΦ άL ǿƛǎƘ 

he would wake up and tell us what we sƘƻǳƭŘ ŘƻΦέ 

ά¸ƻǳ ŀƴŘ ƳŜ ōƻǘƘΦέ 9Ƴƛƭȅ ǿŜƴǘ ǘƻ Ƨƻƛƴ ƘƛƳ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳŎƘΦ ά.ǳǘ ǎƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ ŘƻƛƴƎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ Ŏŀƴ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘ 

ǘƘƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ŦŜǾŜǊΦ Lǘ ƳŜŀƴǎ ȅƻǳǊ ōƻŘȅ ƛǎ ŦƛƎƘǘƛƴƎ ƻŦŦ ǎƻƳŜ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ƛƴŦŜŎǘƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ 

ƛƴǘŜǊŦŜǊŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŀǘΦέ She scratched her head thoughtfully. άaŀȅōŜ LΩƭƭ ǘǊȅ ǇǳǘǘƛƴƎ ǎƻƳŜ Ƙƻǘ ŎƻƳǇǊŜǎǎŜǎ 

on it. {ŜŜ ƛŦ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜƭǇǎ ƘƛƳ ŀƴȅΦέ 

The three of them, Emily, Jonathan and Pippin, spent the rest of the evening sitting upstairs with the 

man. They tried several times to get him to drink some water and managed to get a few swallows down 

his throat. Eventually, Emily chased Jonathan to bed and shooed Pippin down the stairs for the night.  

Emily rechecked his temperature and was relieved to see that it had stayed steady at sixty-two degrees. 

He still looked flushed and in discomfort. A peek under the bandages on his leg showed nothing new or 

ǿƻǊǊƛǎƻƳŜΦ {ƘŜ ƭŜŀƴŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ Ŧƻƻǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŀǊŜŘ ŀǘ ƘƛƳ ŦƻǊ ŀǿƘƛƭŜΦ IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ōŜ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ 

ŀƴȅ ǿƻǊǎŜΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ŀƴȅ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ŜƛǘƘŜǊ, and that worried her.  

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀƳ L ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ Řƻ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳΣ ōǳŘŘȅΚέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƛƭŜƴǘ ŦƛƎǳǊŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘΦ 9Ƴƛƭȅ ƘŀŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ōŜŜƴ 

good at just sitting and waiting in situations like this. She wanted to do something, anything that might 

make him feel better. Finally, she stood up and started down the hallway to the attic. Maybe he had 

something in that box of his that could help, if she could get in there.  

Neither Emily nor Jonathan had been back up here since they had brought the man downstairs on 

Christmas; Emily half-expected to see another big blue box or two sitting in the attic, but there was still 

only the one. Nothing had changed; it still sat there in the middle of the floor, glowing and softly 

humming. Emily switched on the main light and walked around to the side where the man had been 

lying. She puzzled over the sign on the door. 

POLICE TELEPHONE 

FREE 

FOR USE OF 

PUBLIC 

ADVICE & ASSISTANCE 

OBTAINABLE IMMEDIATELY 

OFFICERS & CARS 

RESPOND TO ALL CALLS 

PULL TO OPEN 

ά!ŘǾƛŎŜ ŀƴŘ ŀǎǎƛǎǘŀƴŎŜΣέ 9Ƴƛƭȅ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦΦ ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǿƘŀǘ LΩƳ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŦƻǊΣ ǘƘŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΦέ {ƘŜ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ 

out to try the door but stopped. What if there was someone else in there? Should she just barge on in 

ƻǊΧΚ ¢ŜƴǘŀǘƛǾŜƭȅΣ ǎƘŜ ƪƴƻŎƪŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ŀƴŘ ǿŀƛǘŜŘΦ ²ƘŜƴ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻ ǊŜǎǇƻƴǎŜΣ ǎƘŜ ƪƴƻŎƪŜŘ ŀgain 

ƘŀǊŘŜǊΦ άIŜƭƭƻΚέ ǎƘŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƻǳǘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ƪƴƻŎƪŜŘ ƻƴŎŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ άIŜƭƭƻΚέ 
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bƻǘƘƛƴƎΦ 9Ƴƛƭȅ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ƻǳǘ ǘƻ Ǉǳƭƭ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ƻǇŜƴΦ Lǘ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōǳŘƎŜΦ {ƘŜ ǘǊƛŜŘ ƻǇŜƴƛƴƎ 

the door inward. Nothing budged. In aggravation, she pulled back and forth on the door, trying to get it 

ǘƻ ƻǇŜƴΦ {ƘŜ ƎŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ōƻǘǘƻƳ ǇŀƴŜƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ŀ ŎƻǳǇƭŜ ƻŦ ƪƛŎƪǎΦ ά5ŀƳƴ ƛǘΦέ 

~*~*~*~*~ 

It was long past midnight, and Emily had fallen asleep on the couch while reading. She awoke suddenly 

because of something warm and wet in her face: a dog tongueΦ άtƛǇǇƛƴΗ" she sputtered, shoving the dog 

away. "²Ƙŀǘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƛƴƎ ǳǇ ƘŜǊŜΚέ 9Ƴƛƭȅ ǎŀǘ ǳǇΣ ǊŜŀŘȅ ǘƻ ǎŎƻƭŘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƎ, but Pippin turned away from 

her and walked over to the side of the bed and sat there looking at her. She rubbed her eyes, trying to 

wake up and get her bearings enough to chase Pippin down the stairs again. 

άhǳǘΗέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǎǘŜǊƴƭȅ ŀƴŘ ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ. The dog refused to move, so Emily got up and went over 

to grab his collar. All thoughts of taking Pippin out disappeared when she caught sight of the man. One 

glance was enough to know that he was much sicker. His face was bright red and covered in a sheen of 

sweat, and he was breathing at a faster rate than he was before. She felt his forehead and could tell 

immediately that he was much warmer. Something was going down the tubes with him quickly. Emily 

grabbed the thermometer and took a reading. It was on the plus side of sixty-six. That would be pushing 

one hundred and five degrees in a human, assuming that the temperatures could be compared in the 

same way.  

ά/ǊŀǇΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ ƎƻƻŘ,έ 9Ƴƛƭȅ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦ, frantically trying to think of what to do. She pulled covers 

off of him and bent over to look at his leg. If this was coming from an infection, the leg was the most 

likely spot. She carefully pulled the bandages off. There it was: the wound below his knee. It was oozing 

some rather nasty-looking discharge, and the area around it was red and swollen and hot to the touch.  

That settled it. No more just watching and waiting. Emily set about giving the wound a painfully 

ǘƘƻǊƻǳƎƘ ŎƭŜŀƴƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ƛƴŎƭǳŘŜŘ ǊǳōōƛƴƎ ŀƭŎƻƘƻƭΦ ά{ƻǊǊȅΣ ōǳŘŘȅΣέ ǎƘŜ ƳǳǊƳǳǊŜŘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳ ŀǎ Ƙƛǎ ƭŜƎ ƧŜǊƪŜŘ 

ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜ ƪƴƛǘǘŜŘ ǳǇ ƛƴ ŘƛǎǘǊŜǎǎΦ ά.ǳǘ ƛǘ ƴŜŜŘǎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŘƻƴŜΦέ {ƘŜ ŎŀǊŜŦǳƭƭȅ ǊŜǇƭŀŎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ōŀƴŘŀƎŜǎ ŀƴŘ 

then went into the bathroom. Emily opened the medicine cabinet and considered the range of options 

available to her. Not much, really. Aspirin, acetaminophen or ibuprofen. That was it. She reached out 

and grabbed the aspirin. Tom had always been the one to use the aspirin for his aches and pains. It 

never did a thing for her, so she never used it. Might as well try this first, she thought to herself until she 

noticed the expiration date on the label. 12/12/08. Two years out of date. She tossed the bottle into the 

wastebasket. No use trying that. That left either the ibuprofen or the acetaminophen. Acetaminophen 

could be bad for the liver. Did he even have a liver, she wondered. Maybe he had two? Whatever. She 

decided on the acetaminophen.  

9Ƴƛƭȅ ŦƛƭƭŜŘ ŀ ŎǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ ŎƻƭŘ ǿŀǘŜǊ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǘŀǇ ŀƴŘ ǿŜƴǘ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΦ ά.ǳŘŘȅΣέ ǎƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳΦ άLΩƳ 

gonna sit you up and give you some medicine to take to knock down that fever. Between that and the 

ŀƭŎƻƘƻƭ L Ǉǳǘ ƻƴ ȅƻǳǊ ƭŜƎΣ LΩƳ ƘƻǇƛƴƎ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ŦŜŜƭ ōŜǘǘŜǊΦέ She climbed up onto the bed and with difficulty, 

pulled him up to prop him on a stack of pillows she placed behind him. άCƛǊǎǘ ǎƻƳŜ ǿŀǘŜǊΣ ǘƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǇƛƭƭǎΣ 

ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǎƻƳŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǿŀǘŜǊ ǘƻ ǿŀǎƘ ǘƘŜ Ǉƛƭƭǎ ŘƻǿƴΦ hƪŀȅΚΩ 
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After about a half an hour, Emily finally managed to get the water and two acetaminophen down his 

throat. She removed a couple of the pillows from behind him so he could lie back down. It was three 

ƻΩŎƭƻŎƪ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ 9Ƴƛƭȅ ǿŀǎ ŜȄƘŀǳǎǘŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ŜƭǎŜ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ Řƻ ƴƻǿ ǎƻ ǎƘŜ 

figured that she might as well grab some sleep. As she headed back over to the couch, she nearly 

tripped over Pippin. He had stayed up in the room the whole time.  

άDƻƻŘ ōƻȅΣέ 9Ƴƛƭȅ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘ ǇŜǘǘŜŘ ƘƛƳ ƎŜƴǘƭȅΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǿŀƪŜ ƳŜ ǳǇ ŀƎŀƛƴ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƘŜ ƴŜŜŘǎ ƳŜΣ 

ƻƪŀȅΚέ tƛǇǇƛƴ ƘŀǇǇƛƭȅ ǘƘǳƳǇŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǘŀƛƭ ŀƴŘ ǿŜƴǘ ǘƻ ŎǳǊƭ ǳǇ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘΦ 9Ƴƛƭȅ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ƘŜǊ ōƭŀƴƪŜǘ ǳǇ 

around her and fell into a sound sleep. 

 

~*~*~*~*~ 

The changing light in the room woke Emily up and she immediately went to check on the man. He 

looked no better than he had earlier in the night, and his temperature was still the same. She lifted the 

bandages on his leg. Iǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪ ŀƴȅ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ŜƛǘƘŜǊΦ  

ά²ŜƭƭΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΦ ά!ǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ōŜ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ŀƴȅ ǿƻǊǎŜΦέ {ƘŜ ǇǊƻǇǇŜŘ ƘƛƳ ǳǇ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ 

pillows once again and set about getting him to drink some more water and take a couple more 

acetaminophen. That accomplished, she leaned back against the headboard and watched him until she 

dozed off. 

Jonathan was still asleep when Emily finally woke up again and went downstairs. Pippin followed her 

and she gave him his breakfast before fixing her own. She sat down at her lap top with a steaming mug 

of hot tea and a bowl of cereal and idly checked her email and cruised the headlines of the news sites 

while she thought.  

This situation was rapidly getting out of control, she realized. Band-Aids and rubbing alcohol were not 

likely to cure whatever infection had taken hold in his leg. Barring a miracle, he was going to die.  

ά¸ƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǘŀƪŜ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǎǇƛǘŀƭΣέ ǎƘŜ ŀǊƎǳŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦΦ ά!ƭƛŜƴ ƻǊ ƴƻǘΣ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǇǊŜǇŀǊŜŘ ǘƻ 

take care of him than you are. BǳǘΧΦέ ²Ƙŀǘ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǘƘŜȅ Řƻ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳΚ ¢ƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ŀƴȅ ƳƻǊŜ ŀōƻǳǘ 

taking care of someone like him than she did. And if they did make him better, what then? What would 

they do with him? What would they do to him?  

¢ƻ ǘƻǇ ƛǘ ŀƭƭ ƻŦŦΣ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜŘ ƘƛƳ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǘŀƪŜ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǎǇƛǘŀƭΦ ²ŜƭƭΣ ƴƻǘ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ 

ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜŘΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘΦ {ƻ ǎƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ōǊŜŀƪƛƴƎ ŀ ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜ ƛŦ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘ ǘŀƪŜ ƘƛƳΣ 

right?  

Those were her two choices then. Continue to care for him herself and watch him die, or break a near-

promise and take him to somewhere where he would probably still die and maybe have worse things 

done to him. 
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Emily sighed. She felt tired and near sick. She wished desperately for someone she could talk with about 

ǘƘƛǎΦ άLŦ ¢ƻƳ ǿŜǊŜ ƘŜǊŜΣ L ǿƻƴŘŜǊ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜΩŘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ŘƻΚέ ǎƘŜ ǿƻƴŘŜǊŜŘ aloud.  

The sudden ringing of the phone made her jump. It was Father Michael from their church down the 

ǎǘǊŜŜǘΦ άLΩƳ ŎŀƭƭƛƴƎ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ŀƴŘ ǘŜƭƭƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƻ ǎǘŀȅ ƘƻƳŜ ǘƘƛǎ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΦ 5ƻƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƻǳǘ ǘƻ 

[ƛǘǳǊƎȅ ǘƻŘŀȅΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƻǳǊ ǎǘǊŜŜǘ ǇƭƻǿŜŘ ȅŜǘ ŀƴŘ L Řƻǳōǘ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƴȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŎƻƴŘŀǊȅ ǊƻŀŘǎ ƻǊ ǎƛŘŜ 

ǎǘǊŜŜǘǎ ŀǊŜ ǇƭƻǿŜŘ ŜƛǘƘŜǊΦέ  

ά²ŜƭƭΣ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǿŜ ƻƴƭȅ ƭƛǾŜ ǘǿƻ ŘƻƻǊǎ ŘƻǿƴΣ L Řƻǳōǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŀ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳ ŦƻǊ ǳǎΣέ 9Ƴƛƭȅ ŎƻƳƳŜƴǘŜŘ 

ŘǊȅƭȅΦ ά.ǳǘ LΩƳ glad to have official permission from the Orthodox Church to miss Liturgy ǘƻŘŀȅΦέ  

CŀǘƘŜǊ aƛŎƘŀŜƭ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘΦ άIƻǿ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƳŀƴŀƎƛƴƎ ƻƴ ȅƻǳǊ ƻǿƴ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎΣ 9ƳƛƭȅΚέ 

άbƻ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳΦ LǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǎƴƻǿΦ bƻ ōƛƎ ŘŜŀƭΣέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎǎǳǊŜŘ ƘƛƳΦ 

ά¸ƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ Ŏŀƭƭ ǳǎ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ƴŜŜŘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΦ tǊƻƳƛǎŜΚέ 

άL ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜΣ CŀǘƘŜǊΦ 5ƻƴΩǘ ǿƻǊǊȅΣέ 9Ƴƛƭȅ ŀǎǎǳǊŜŘ ƘƛƳΦ {ƘŜ ǇŀǳǎŜŘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ōŜŀǘΦ ά¦ƳƳƳƳΧΦΦCŀǘƘŜǊΚ 

/ƻǳƭŘΧΦΦέ {ƘŜ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘΦ  

ά²ƘŀǘΚέ CŀǘƘŜǊ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

άbƻǘƘƛƴƎΦ Wǳǎǘ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǿƛǎƘ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳǊ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ŀ aŜǊǊȅ /ƘǊƛǎǘƳŀǎΦέ 

ά¢ƘŀƴƪǎΣ 9ƳƛƭȅΦ aŜǊǊȅ /ƘǊƛǎǘƳŀǎ ǘƻ ȅƻǳ ŦƻƭƪǎΣ ǘƻƻΦέ 

9Ƴƛƭȅ ƘŀŘ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳΦ !ƭƳƻǎǘΦ άCŀǘƘŜǊΣ ŎƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ŎƻƳŜ Řƻǿƴ ƘŜǊŜ ŀƴŘ ƎƛǾŜ ƳŜ ǎƻƳŜ ŀŘǾƛŎŜ ƻƴ 

what to do with a space alien who showed up in oǳǊ ŀǘǘƛŎ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ōƭǳŜ ōƻȄ ƻƴ /ƘǊƛǎǘƳŀǎΚέ CŀǘƘŜǊ ǿƻǳƭŘ 

have tried to help. She had no doubt of that. But there was no way she could drag him into this mess. 

The theological implications alone were staggering, ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ Řƻ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΦ bƻΦ ¢ƘŜ 

fewer people that knew about this situation, the better. This was her problem to deal with; hers and 

hers alone.  

WƻƴŀǘƘŀƴ ŎŀƳŜ Řƻǿƴ ǘƻ Ƨƻƛƴ ƘŜǊ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƪƛǘŎƘŜƴΦ ά²Ƙƻ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŀǘΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǎƭŜŜǇƛƭȅΦ  

άCŀǘƘŜǊΦ bƻ [ƛǘǳǊƎȅ ǘƻŘŀȅΦέ 

WƻƴŀǘƘŀƴ ǎƳƛƭŜŘΦ IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ƴƛƴd going to church and he enjoyed serving as an altar boy, but like any 

ǘŜŜƴŀƎŜǊ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳƛƴŘ ŀƴ ǳƴŜȄǇŜŎǘŜŘ ŎƘŀƴŎŜ ǘƻ ƭƻǳƴƎŜ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƻƴ ŀ {ǳƴŘŀȅ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΦ άLΩƳ ƘŜŀŘƛƴƎ 

ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ōŜŘΣέ ƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ƎƭŜŜŦǳƭƭȅΦ  

άhƘΣ ƴƻ,έ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳΦ άLΩǾŜ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ got your Poptarts in the toaster and I want you to get 

ŘǊŜǎǎŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎƘƻǿŜǊŜŘ !{!t ǎƻ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ǿŀǘŎƘ ƻǳǊ ōǳŘŘȅ ŦƻǊ ƳŜ ŀǿƘƛƭŜΦέ 

άIƻǿ ŎƻƳŜΚέ 

άΩ.ŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ƴŜŜŘ ǎƻƳŜ ŦǊŜǎƘ ŀƛǊΦ LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ tƛǇǇƛƴ ƻǳǘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ƭƻƴƎ ǿŀƭƪΦέ 
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While Jonathan ate his breakfast, Emily went upstairs to shower and get dressed herself. Once she was 

done, waited in the bedroom with the man until Jonathan came in.  

άIƻǿΩǎ ƘŜ ŘƻƛƴƎΚέ 

9Ƴƛƭȅ ƘŜǎƛǘŀǘŜŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊƛƴƎΦ άbƻǘ ǎƻ ƎƻƻŘΣ LΩƳ ŀŦǊŀƛŘΦ Iƛǎ ǘŜƳǇŜǊŀǘǳǊŜ ǿŜƴǘ ǿŀȅ ǳǇ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ 

nightΦέ 

άIƻǿ ŎƻƳŜΚέ 

άIŜΩǎ Ǝƻǘ ŀƴ ƛƴŦŜŎǘƛƻƴ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ƭŜƎΦέ 

ά.ǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŦŜǾŜǊΩǎ ŦƛƎƘǘƛƴƎ ƛǘΣ ǊƛƎƘǘΚέ 

ά¸ŜŀƘΣ ōǳǘΧΦΦέ ƘŜǊ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǘǊŀƛƭŜŘ ƻŦŦΦ 

WƻƴŀǘƘŀƴ ǎŀǘ Řƻǿƴ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊΦ άaƻƳΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ŘƛŜΦέ 

άaŜ ƴŜƛǘƘŜǊΣ ǎǿŜŜǘƘŜŀǊǘΦ .ǳǘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ŜƭǎŜ L Ŏŀƴ Řƻ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳΦέ 

άaŀȅōŜ ȅƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǘŀƪŜ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǎǇƛǘŀƭΚέ 

άLΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΣέ 9Ƴƛƭȅ ŀŘƳƛǘǘŜŘΦ άIƻƴŜǎǘƭȅΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ŎƻǳƭŘ Řƻ 

ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳΦ !ƴŘ LΩƳ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ǿƻǊǊƛŜŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ƳƛƎƘǘ Řƻ ǘƻ ƘƛƳ ǘƘŜǊŜΦέ 

ά¢ƘŜ ŘƻŎǘƻǊǎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǎǇƛǘŀƭΚέ WƻƴŀǘƘŀƴ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

άbƻΣ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜƳ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘΦ .ǳǘ ƻƴŎŜ ǘƘŜȅ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜ ƘŜΩǎ ƴƻǘ ƘǳƳŀƴΣ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜ 

ƎƻǾŜǊƴƳŜƴǘ ƛƴǾƻƭǾŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƻƴŎŜ ǘƘŜȅ ƎŜǘ ƛƴǾƻƭǾŜŘΧΧΦǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ǎŎŀǊŜǎ ƳŜΦέ 

ά¸ƻǳ ƳŜŀƴ ƭƛƪŜ ƛƴ 9¢Κέ  

ά9ȄŀŎǘƭȅΣέ 9Ƴƛƭȅ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳΦ άbƻǿΣ ȅƻǳ ōŀōȅ-sit our own ET here while Pippin and I go out for a ǿƘƛƭŜΦ LΩƳ 

ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ƘƛƳ ǳǇ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƘƛƭƭΦ hƪŀȅΚέ  

WƻƴŀǘƘŀƴ ƴƻŘŘŜŘΦ ά²ŜΩƭƭ ōŜ ŦƛƴŜΣ ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘ ƳŜΦέ  

άLΩƭƭ ǘŀƪŜ Ƴȅ ǇƘƻƴŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜΣέ 9Ƴƛƭȅ Ǝƻǘ ǳǇ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǾŜ ōǳǘ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ŀƴŘ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ōŀŎƪΦ άWƻƴŀǘƘŀƴΣ 

doƴΩǘ ǘŜƭƭ ŀƴȅōƻŘȅ ŀōƻǳǘ ƘƛƳΦ bƻǘ ƻƴŜ ǿƻǊŘΦ bƻǘ ǘƻ CŀǘƘŜǊΦ bƻǘ ǘƻ 9ƭƛΦ bƻǘ ŀƴȅōƻŘȅΦ Dƻǘ ƛǘΚέ 

άDƻǘ ƛǘΦ L ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜΦέ 

Bundled up in her boots, snow pants and hunting coat, Emily headed out with Pippin. The alley that ran 

next to the house was unplowed, as were the main streets. Emily slogged through the drifted snow with 

tƛǇǇƛƴ ƻƴ ŀ ƭŜŀǎƘ ōȅ ƘŜǊ ǎƛŘŜΦ hƴŎŜ ǘƘŜȅ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ōŀǎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƘƛƭƭΣ ǎƘŜ ǳƴǎƴŀǇǇŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƭŜŀǎƘΦ άDƻ ƻƴΗέ 

she told the dog and Pippin went bounding happily through the white stuff.  
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Climbing up the hill through the snow was a challenge, but one that Emily welcomed after three days of 

inactivity and worry. She reached the top panting and out of breath. Pippin was already up there, 

tearing across the hilltop following the tracks that the rabbits, deer and other assorted wildlife had left 

behind. Emily walked over to a large granite monument with a statue at the top and flopped down in 

the snow to sit with her back against the base. From there, she could look out across the town below.  

Right now, the town was covered in a sea of white, and there were few signs of life. It looked at if a 

snowplow had made at least one pass down Liberty Boulevard and the B-Line, but not much more than 

that. A couple of large, four-wheel drive pickups made their way slowly along the streets. Parking lots 

were unplowed and stores were still closed. The quiet and lack of activity was eerie. It reminded Emily of 

the quiet that had descended upon the town the year before when terrorists had supposedly hijacked 

all the media and information systems in some kind of plot to claim that the planet had been moved out 

of its orbit. People had sat in their homes, terrified, as the sky went dark and the reports of battles with 

metal monsters in big cities like London, New York and DC came in. Emily had been frightened all right, 

but instead of just sitting and waiting for the end of the world in her living room, she had packed up the 

ƪƛŘǎΣ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƎΣ ŀ ƳƻƴǘƘΩǎ ǎǳǇǇƭȅ ƻŦ ŦƻƻŘΣ ǿŀǘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ƳŜŘƛŎƛƴŜ ŀƴŘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ Ǝǳƴǎ ŀƴŘ ŀƳƳƻ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ 

into ǘƘŜ ǘǊǳŎƪ ŀƴŘ ƘŜŀŘŜŘ ǳǇ ƴƻǊǘƘ ǘƻ ¢ƻƳΩǎ ŎƻǳǎƛƴΩǎ ƘǳƴǘƛƴƎ ŎŀƳǇ ƛƴ tƻǘǘŜǊ /ƻǳƴǘȅΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ ǎǘŀȅŜŘ 

there for a week, even after the government claimed that all was well again. Emily had wanted to make 

sure things were well and truly back to normal before going home. Once the fear had passed, it had 

turned into a nice little vacation with the kids.  

The US government had claimed that it was all done by al-Qaida terrorists attempting to overthrow the 

world and put it all under Islamic rule. Actually, ALL the worlŘΩǎ ƎƻǾŜǊƴƳŜƴǘǎ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ŜȄŀŎǘ ǎŀƳŜ ǘƘƛƴƎΣ 

even in the Islamic ruled countries. That alone made Emily suspicious. She ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƴȅ 

group of terrorists was strong enough to put the entire world under some hypnotic spell that made 

them think that space creatures had stolen the Earth. It seemed ninety-ƴƛƴŜ ǇŜǊŎŜƴǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΩǎ 

population was quite happy to believe the official government explanation, however, and fell back into 

their normal lives nearly overnight once the threat was over. Well, after all, it was basically the same 

ŜȄǇƭŀƴŀǘƛƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƎƻǾŜǊƴƳŜƴǘǎ ƘŀŘ ƎƛǾŜƴ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƘƻƭŜ άƎƘƻǎǘέ ǘƘƛƴƎ ŀ ŦŜǿ ȅŜŀǊǎ ōŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ 

had been happy to believe it then. Might as well believe it again.  

In the distance, Emily could hear a low rumbling coming closer. She half hoped that it was the sound of a 

space ship coming to pick up her houseguest and take him back to wherever he belonged, but the sound 

was far too familiar. The blare of a locomotive horn just confirmed what she knew, although it was not a 

sound she was expecting to hear today. The tracks that ran parallel to the B-Line Highway were nowhere 

to be seen under the blanket of snow. She looked in surprise as what appeared to be a small moving 

blizzard coming down the tracks.  

It was a couple of diesel engines pushing what appeared to be a snowplow car in front of them. The 

snow flew up and away from the tracks moving in two huge white waves. At that moment, Emily wished 

for nothing more than to be an engineer on that train and get to watch those graceful white fountains 

all day long.  
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ά²ƻǿ.έ 9Ƴƛƭȅ ǎǘƻƻŘ ǳǇ ǎƻ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǿŀǘŎƘ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀƛƴ ŦƻǊ ŀǎ ƭƻƴƎ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘΦ hƴŎŜ ƛǘ ŘƛǎŀǇǇŜŀǊŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ 

sight, Emily called to Pippin. It was time to go back and deal with her own alien problem at home.  
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Chapter Four  

!ŦǘŜǊ ƭǳƴŎƘΣ ƛǘ ŀƭƭ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ƘŜƭƭ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ ¢ƘŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ ŦŜǾŜǊ ƘŀŘ ǎǘŀȅŜŘ ƘƛƎƘ ōǳǘ ǎǘŜŀŘȅ ŀǘ ǎƛȄǘȅ-six all 

morning. Jonathan got dressed and went out with his friends Eli and Ryan to go sledding on the hill; 

Emily had gone back upstairs with a new book and a cup of hot tea, and settled down on the couch to 

read. She had checked his temperature and dressings right before lunch and there had been no change, 

ǎƻ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŜȄǇŜŎǘƛƴƎ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ƴŜȄǘΦ  

Emily looked up. The man was moving restlessly on the bed. She started to get up to check on him, but 

he seemed to settle back down. Maybe it was a good sign, she thought as she turned back to her book. 

Suddenly, he sat part way up with his eyes wide open and a distressed look on his face.  

άhƘΣ ǎƘƛǘΗέ 9Ƴƛƭȅ ƧǳƳǇŜŘ ǳǇΦ CƻǳǊ ƪƛŘǎ ƘŀŘ ǘǊŀƛƴŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǿŜƭƭ ǘƻ ǊŜŎƻƎƴƛȊŜ ǘƘŜ άLΩƳ Ǝƻƴƴŀ ōŜ ǎƛŎƪέ ƭƻƻƪ 

when she saw it. Thankfully, she had the plastic trash can with a bag in it right by the bed. She grabbed it 

and held it up to him with one arm while she supported him with the other. She made it just in time. 

άhƘΣ ƎƻǎƘΣ ōǳŘŘȅΦ tǳǊǇƭŜΗ bƻǿ L ƪƴƻǿ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀƴ ŀƭƛŜƴΦέ 

Finally he finished and collapsed back onto the bed. He was sweating and moaning, his arms crossed 

over his chest and his eyes shut tight.  

Emily dashed to tƘŜ ōŀǘƘǊƻƻƳ ŀƴŘ Ǝƻǘ ŀ ǿŜǘ ǿŀǎƘŎƭƻǘƘ ǘƻ ŎƭŜŀƴ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǇƻƻǊ ƎǳȅΣέ ǎƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳ 

ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ƎŜƴǘƭȅ ǿƛǇŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ άL ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ Ƴǳǎǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƘǳǊǘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŀǿŦǳƭ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘƻǎŜ Ǌƛōǎ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊǎΦέ 

He felt hotter so once he relaxed back into the same unconscious state he was in before, Emily took his 

temperature again. Sixty-eight. By either temperature standard, that was way too high. She ran around 

to the other side of the bed and grabbed up the telephone on the nightstand. She started to dial 911 but 

got no further than the nine before she stopped. Her hand hovered uncertainly over the buttons then 

pushed the one.  

άDŀƘΗέ ǎƘŜ ȅŜƭƭŜŘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ Ƙƛǘ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘ ōǳǘǘƻƴ ŀƴŘ ǘƘǊŜǿ ǘƘŜ ǇƘƻƴŜ ƻƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀƳ L ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜŘ ǘƻ 

Řƻ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳΚέ {ƘŜ ǘƘǊŜǿ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦ Řƻǿƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳŎƘΣ Ǌǳōbing her face and desperately trying to think of 

something, anything that she could do. 

It would be so easy if he were one of the kids, she thought. Just take him to the emergency room, or 

even simpler, just call the pediatrician and have him phone in a ǇǊŜǎŎǊƛǇǘƛƻƴΦ άIŜƭƭΣ ŜǾŜƴ ƛŦ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ƳŜΣ 

L ŎƻǳƭŘ Ŏŀƭƭ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ [ƛǘǎŜȅ ŀƴŘ ƘŜΩŘ Ŏŀƭƭ ƛƴ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΣ ŜǾŜƴ ǿƛǘƘ ƛǘ ōŜƛƴƎ ŀ {ǳƴŘŀȅ,έ she groaned 

Emily sat there awhile longer with her head in her hands. Suddenly, she stood up and bolted out of the 

room and down the stairs. She grabbed the phone and the phone book and began to rapidly flip through 

the pages until she found the number she wanted. Emily dialed and waited impatiently as the phone 

ǊŀƴƎΦ ά/ΩƳƻƴΣ ŎΩƳƻƴΣ ŎΩƳƻƴΦ tƭŜŀǎŜ ōŜ ƻǇŜƴΦ tƭŜŀǎŜ ōŜ ƻǇŜƴΦέ 

ά²ŀƭƳŀǊǘ tƘŀǊƳŀŎȅΦέ 

ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƻǇŜƴΗέ 9Ƴƛƭȅ ǇǊŀŎǘƛŎŀƭƭȅ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǇƘƻƴŜΦ  



38 
 

ά¸ŜǎΣ ǿŜΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ŀ ǎƪŜƭŜǘƻƴ ŎǊŜǿ ƛƴ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǇƘŀǊƳŀŎȅΦέ 

άDǊŜŀǘΗ LΩƭƭ ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳ ƭŀǘŜǊΦέ 9Ƴƛƭȅ ƘǳƴƎ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ Řƛŀƭ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ƴǳƳōŜǊΦ  

ά5ƻŎǘƻǊ [ƛǘǎŜȅΩǎ ŀƴǎǿŜǊƛƴƎ ǎŜǊǾƛŎŜΦέ 

Emily pumǇŜŘ ƘŜǊ Ŧƛǎǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŀƛǊ ŀƴŘ ƳƻǳǘƘŜŘ ŀ ǎƛƭŜƴǘΣ ά¸9{Ηέ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǎƘŜ ǎǇƻƪŜΦ  

άIŜƭƭƻΣέ ǎƘŜ ŎǊƻŀƪŜŘΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎƻǳƴŘ ŀǎ ǎƛŎƪ ŀƴŘ ŦŜŜōƭŜ ŀǎ ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜΦ ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ 9Ƴƛƭȅ YƭŀǇŜǘȊƪȅ ŀƴŘ LΩƳ ƻƴŜ 

ƻŦ 5ǊΦ [ƛǘǎŜȅΩǎ ǇŀǘƛŜƴǘǎΦ LΩƳ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ǊŜŀƭƭȅΣ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǎƛŎƪΦέ 

Through a combination of good acting and bold-faced lies, Emily was able to convince her doctor 

through his answering service that she was in the throes of strep throat. As soon as the prescription was 

called in, she backed the truck out of the garage and out into the still-unplowed alleyway. If she hadn't 

been able to drive through it, she was going to walk the two miles to Walmart and back, but the four-

wheel drive on the truck was able to get her out onto the plowed roads that led to the store and back 

again without much trouble. 

Once she arrived home, Emily ran upstairs with the medication. She didn't even bother with taking off 

her coat and snowy boots. The doctor had written the prescription for a Z-pack, five days' worth of a 

very strong antibiotic. Emily's hands fumbled with getting the first dose out of the blister pack and it 

nearly went shooting across the room when she popped it out. Luckily, it landed on the bed and she 

grabbed it back up and turned her attention back to the sick man. She made short work of getting the 

pill into him and washing it down with some water.  

9Ƴƛƭȅ ǎǘŀȅŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ ǎƛŘŜ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŘŀȅΣ ƭŜŀǾƛƴƎ ƻƴƭȅ ƭƻƴƎ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ǳǎŜ ǘƘŜ ōŀǘƘǊƻƻƳ ŀƴŘ 

to make a phone call to her youngest children at their grandparents'. It was a fruitless and frustrating 

call, since the noise and chaos in the background made it nearly impossible for her to hear the kids over 

ǘƘŜ ǇƘƻƴŜΦ !ƴŘΣ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΣ bŀŜ Ǝƻǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǇƘƻƴŜ ǘƻ ŎƻƳǇƭŀƛƴ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƪƛŘǎ άōŜƛƴƎ ōŀŘ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ 

need to tell them that they need to behave themselves because she and Po were too old to put up with 

ǘƘŜƛǊ ŎǊŀǇΦέ 9Ƴƛƭȅ ǇǊŀȅŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ Ǿƛǎƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƭŀǎǘ ŀ ŦŜǿ ƳƻǊŜ Řŀȅǎ longer; at least until the situation 

here had some kind of resolution. 

Jonathan came in to say goodnight. He stood at the foƻǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǎŀŘƭȅ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΦ άaƻƳΣ 

ƛǎ ƘŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŘƛŜΚέ 

9Ƴƛƭȅ ǎƛƎƘŜŘΦ άaŀȅōŜΦ tǊƻōŀōƭȅΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ŜƭǎŜ L Ŏŀƴ ŘƻΦέ {ƘŜ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ƻǳǘ ŀƴŘ ƎǊŀǎǇŜŘ ƘŜǊ 

ǎƻƴΩǎ ƘŀƴŘΦ ά.ǳǘ LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ Řƻ Ƴȅ ōŜǎǘ ǘƻ ƴƻǘ ƭŜǘ ƛǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴΦ L ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜΦέ 

Shortly after Jonathan went to bed, Emily checked his temperature again. It had nudged up to sixty-nine. 

In despair, she decided to try the acetaminophen on him along with an early dose of the antibiotic. 

ά/ΩƳƻƴΣ ōǳŘŘȅΦ [ŜǘΩǎ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜǎŜ ƛƴǘƻ ȅƻǳΦέ IŜ ƎǊƻŀƴŜŘ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŀǎ she pulled him higher up upon the 

ǇƛƭƭƻǿǎΦ IŜ ƪŜǇǘ ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ŀǿŀȅ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ǇƻƪŜ ǘƘŜ Ǉƛƭƭǎ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛǇǎΦ άIŜȅΗέ ǎƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ 
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ƘƛƳ ǎƘŀǊǇƭȅΦ άbƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘ ƴƻǿΦ {ƛǘ ǳǇ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ōƛƎ ōƻȅ ŀƴŘ ǘŀƪŜ ȅƻǳǊ ƳŜŘƛŎƛƴŜΦέ {ƘŜ ƎǊŀōōŜŘ ƘƛƳ ōȅ Ƙƛǎ 

jaw and shook hƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ōŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ ŦƻǊǘƘΦ άwƛǎŜ ŀƴŘ ǎƘƛƴŜΦέ bƻǘƘƛƴƎΦ 

ά.ǳŘŘȅΣ LΩƭƭ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ŀ ǎǘƻǊȅΦ LΩƭƭ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘƛƴƎ L ǎŀǿ ǘƻŘŀȅ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǇƛƭƭǎΦέ {ƘŜ 

ǎƘƻƻƪ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƘŜŀǊ ƳŜΚ ¸ƻǳ ǿŀƴƴŀ ƘŜŀǊ ŀōƻǳǘ ǿƘŀǘ L ǎŀǿΚΩ IŜ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ ǎǘƛǊ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ, so 

ǎƘŜ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ǇƻǇ ǘƘŜ Ǉƛƭƭǎ ƛƴ ƻƴŎŜ ŀƎŀƛƴ ŀƴŘ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƛƳŜ ǎǳŎŎŜŜŘŜŘΦ ά²ŀǎƘ ΨŜƳ Řƻǿƴ ƴƻǿ ƻǊ ƴƻ ǎǘƻǊȅΦέ !ǎ 

he took a few sips, Emily started to talk. 

άL ǿŜƴǘ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜ ǘƘƛǎ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǿŀƭƪ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƎΣ ȅŀ ƪƴƻǿΚέ ǎƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳΦ άL ǿŜƴǘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ƻƴ ǘƻǇ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 

hiƭƭΣ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ǎƴƻǿΦ 5ƛŘ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǿŜ ƘŀŘ ŀ ōƛƎ ǎƴƻǿǎǘƻǊƳ ǎƛƴŎŜ ȅƻǳ Ǝƻǘ ƘŜǊŜΚ [ƻǘǎ ƴΩ ƭƻǘǎ 

ƴΩ ƭƻǘǎ ƻŦ ǎƴƻǿΦ 5Ǌƛƴƪ ŀ ŦŜǿ ƳƻǊŜ ǎƛǇǎΣέ ǎƘŜ ƻǊŘŜǊŜŘ ƘƛƳΦ 

ά5ƻ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀǾŜ ǎƴƻǿ ǿƘŜǊŜ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŦǊƻƳΣ L ǿƻƴŘŜǊΚ ¸ƻǳΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ōŜǘǘer, 

ƻƪŀȅΚ !ƴȅǿŀȅΣ ǿƘƛƭŜ L ǿŀǎ ǳǇ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀ ǘǊŀƛƴ ŎŀƳŜ ōȅΦ LΩƭƭ ŀǎǎǳƳŜ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ŀ ǘǊŀƛƴ ƛǎΦ [ƻŎƻƳƻǘƛǾŜ ƛǎ 

ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ƴŀƳŜ ŦƻǊ ƛǘΣ ƛŦ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŀƴȅ ƘŜƭǇΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ǘǊŀƛƴ ƘŀŘ ŀ ǎƴƻǿǇƭƻǿ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ ƛǘΗ L ƳŜŀƴΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ 

cool, the way it was just cutting through the snow like it was nothing and the blades of the plow were 

Ƨǳǎǘ ǎƘƻƻǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎƴƻǿ ǳǇ ƭƛƪŜ ƎǊŜŀǘ ōƛƎ ǿŀǾŜǎ ƻŦŦ ƻŦ ΧƻŦΧΦŀƴ ŀƛǊŎǊŀŦǘ ŎŀǊǊƛŜǊ ƻǊ ǎƻƳŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ōƛƎ 

kind of ship. I thought to myself, 'Wow, I wish I could be a train engineer and drive through all of that. It 

ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǎǳŎƘ ŦǳƴΦϥέ 

Emily took the glass down from his mouth and was shocked to see that he had his eyes open and was 

looking at her. She smiled at him. 

ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜΣ Ƴȅ ōǳŘŘȅΗ !ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŦŜŜƭƛƴΩ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ōŜǘǘŜǊΣ ƘǳƘΚ L ƘƻǇŜ ǎƻΦέ 

The man smiled weakly back at her and then shut his eyes once again. 

άIŜȅΗ /ƻƳŜ ōŀŎƪ ƘŜǊeΣ ōƻȅΗ [ŜǘΩǎ ǎƛǘ ŀƴŘ ǘŀƭƪ ŀǿƘƛƭŜΣέ .ǳǘ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ŦŀƭƭŜƴ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴǘƻ 

unconsciousness. Emily sighed in disappointment. 

Downstairs in the kitchen, Emily gathered up some snacks and sodas to get her through the night. As she 

passed through the living room on her way back upstairs, she paused to look at the Christmas tree. She 

ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ōƻǘƘŜǊŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƭƛƎƘǘǎ ǎƛƴŎŜ /ƘǊƛǎǘƳŀǎ ƴƛƎƘǘΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƭƛƎƘǘ ƛƴ ƻƴŜ ŎƻǊƴŜǊ ƻŦ the 

room, however, that caught her eye.  

Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ƛŎƻƴ ŎƻǊƴŜǊΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀ ǇŀǊǘƛŎǳƭŀǊƭȅ ǘǊŀŘƛǘƛƻƴŀƭ hǊǘƘƻŘƻȄ ƛŎƻƴ ŎƻǊƴŜǊΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ ǎƳŀƭƭ ǘŀōƭŜ 

ǿƛǘƘ ŀ .ƛōƭŜΣ ŀ ǇǊŀȅŜǊ ōƻƻƪ ŀƴŘ ǎƻƳŜ ƛŎƻƴǎΦ Lǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƭŀƳǇŀŘŀ ƘŀƴƎƛƴƎ ŀōƻǾŜ ǘƻ ƘƻƭŘ ǘƘŜ 

candle. It was a plain white candle sitting on the table in a Mason jar that Aiden and Sophie had 

decorated in Church school last year. Emily walked over to the table, picked up the prayer book and 

thumbed through it until she found what she wanted. She crossed herself and began to read. 

άh /ƘǊƛǎǘΣ ²Ƙƻ ŀƭƻƴŜ ŀǊǘ ƻǳǊ 5ŜŦŜƴŘŜǊΥ Ǿƛǎƛǘ ŀƴŘ ƘŜŀƭ ¢Ƙȅ ǎǳŦŦŜǊƛƴƎ ǎŜǊǾŀƴǘΣ ŘŜƭƛǾŜǊƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ŦǊƻƳ ǎƛŎƪƴŜǎǎ 

and pain. Raise him up that he may sing to Thee and praise Thee without ceasing; through the prayers of 

the Theotokos, O ¢Ƙƻǳ ²Ƙƻ ŀƭƻƴŜ ƭƻǾŜǎǘ ƳŀƴƪƛƴŘΦ hǊ ǿƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ ƪƛƴŘ ƘŜ ƛǎΣέ ǎƘŜ ŀŘŘŜŘ ŦƻǊ ƎƻƻŘ 

ƳŜŀǎǳǊŜΦ ά!ƳŜƴ.έ  



40 
 

There was nothing more she could do at this point. His fever had continued to rise and nothing she gave 

him or did to him slowed it in the least. His breathing was coming fast and shallow. Emily felt as if she 

had let him down, but she was determined to stay by his side until the end.  

A strong gust of wind rattled the windows as she turned to go back upstairs. It was supposed to get 

colder tonight, dropping below zero with the wind chill, but at least there was no more snow in the 

forecast. Emily put one foot on the steps and then stopped. She dropped the sodas and snacks and ran 

up the stairs. 

Back in the bedroom, Emily raced over to the window nearest to the door. She yanked it up, and then 

tried to open the storm window. It was frozen shut but with a mighty yank she got it loose and pushed it 

up. She left the window wide open and dashed over to the next window to do the same thing. Emily 

went to every window in the master bedroom, including the ones in the bathroom and did the same 

thing. She pulled the light sheet covering the man off of him as she ran past to the couch to get her own 

blanket and then leaped onto the bed next to him. 

άLǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ǘƘƛƴƎ L Ŏŀƴ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƻ Řƻ ƴƻǿΣ ōǳŘŘȅΦ LŦ ƛǘΩƭƭ Ŏƻƻƭ ȅƻǳ ƻŦŦ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘΣ 

ǘƘŜƴ ƳŀȅōŜ L Ŏŀƴ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƻŦ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŜƭǎŜ ōȅ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΦέ 9Ƴƛƭȅ ǿǊŀǇǇŜŘ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦ ǳǇ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ōƭŀƴƪŜǘ ŀƴŘ 

leaned back against the headboard and started thinking. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

Somebody was talking. Emily raised her head up off of the bed and looked around in confusion. She 

must have been dreaming. At some point during the night, she had dozed off and now she woke feeling 

like an icicle, despite the long johns, heavy wool shirt and thick sweater she ended up putting on. The 

ōŜŘǊƻƻƳ ŦŜƭǘ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ŘŜŜǇ ŦǊŜŜȊŜ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ƘƻǇŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ WƻƴŀǘƘŀƴ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ƛǘ ƻǾŜǊ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǊƻƻƳ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ 

other side of the house. So far, her idea seemed to have helped a little bit. His temperature had dropped 

back a degree and his breathing had been more normal the last time she checked on him before she fell 

asleep. She sat up and yawned. The talking started again. 

It was him. He was talking to himself. Delirious, Emily guessed. She reached over and patted his head. 

ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƻƪŀȅΦ {ƘƘƘƘΦέ 

IŜ ǿŀǎ ǎǇŜŀƪƛƴƎ ƛƴ ŀƴ ŀǎǎƻǊǘƳŜƴǘ ƻŦ ƭŀƴƎǳŀƎŜǎΤ ǎƻƳŜ ǎƘŜ ǊŜŎƻƎƴƛȊŜŘ ŀǎ 9ŀǊǘƘ ƭŀƴƎǳŀƎŜǎΣ ǎƻƳŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 

sound like anything that came from anywhere near this planet. There was one that he kept coming back 

to more than any other. She figured it must be whatever language they spoke on his planet. Oddly 

enough, English came up nearly as much as his own language. The man spoke to different people in his 

delirium. He scolded someone named Susan, telling her to stop teasing her old grandfather. He warned 

IŀǊǊȅ ǘƻ ǿŀǘŎƘ ƻǳǘ ŦƻǊ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ 9Ƴƛƭȅ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ōŜƎƛƴ ǘƻ ǇǊƻƴƻǳƴŎŜΦ ¢ƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǘŀƭƪŜŘ ǘƻ WŀƳƛŜ 

and Ace and Sarah Jane and Jack and a host of others. Two names kept coming up over and over that 

seemed to cause him a great deal of distress: Rose and Donna.  
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At one point, his delirium got so bad that he kept trying to get up out of bed. Every attempt he made 

caused him to cry out in pain and fall back onto the bed but he still kept struggling to get up. Emily 

finally had to grab him and hold him down. 

IŜ ƻǇŜƴŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ŀƴŘ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǳǇ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ŀƴƎǊƛƭȅΦ ά[Ŝǘ ƎƻΦέ  

άbƻΣ L ǿƻƴΩǘΦ ¸ƻǳ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ƭƛŜ ŘƻǿƴΣέ ǎƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳΦ 

IŜ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ ǎǘǊǳƎƎƭŜ ǿŜŀƪƭȅ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ƘŜǊ ŀǊƳǎΦ άDƻǘ ǘƻ ƎƻΦ [ŜƎƎƻ ƻŦ ƳŜΗέ 

ά²ƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ŦŜŜƭ ōŜǘǘŜǊΣ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ƎƻΦ ¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǎǘŀȅ ƛƴ ōŜŘ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǿΦέ 

άbƻΗ L ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ŦƛƴŘ wƻǎŜΗέ IŜ ǇǳǎƘŜŘ ƘŀǊŘ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ 9Ƴƛƭȅ ŀƴŘ ŜƴŘŜŘ ǳǇ ŎǊȅƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ƛƴ ǇŀƛƴΦ  

άIŜȅΣ ƭƛǎǘŜƴ ǘƻ ƳŜΗέ 9Ƴƛƭȅ ǎǇƻƪŜ ǎǘŜǊƴƭȅΣ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǘƻ ŀ ŎƘƛƭŘΦ ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǎƛŎƪΦ ¸ƻǳ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ǎǘŀȅ ƛƴ ōŜŘ 

ǳƴǘƛƭ ȅƻǳ ŦŜŜƭ ōŜǘǘŜǊΦ ¢ƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ Ǝƻ ƭƻƻƪ ŦƻǊ wƻǎŜΦέ 

HŜ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƭƻŎƪŜŘ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ŎƘŜǎǘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘΦ L ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ 

ŦƛƴŘ ƘŜǊΣ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ƘŜǊΧΦέ Iƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǘǊŀƛƭŜŘ ƻŦŦ ŀǎ ƘŜ ŦŜƭƭ ōŀŎƪ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǇƛƭƭƻǿǎΦ ά[Ŝǘ ƳŜ ƎƻΦέ 

άwƻǎŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǎǘŀȅ ƘŜǊŜ ǳƴǘƛƭ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ōŜǘǘŜǊΣέ 9Ƴƛƭȅ ƭƛŜŘΦ  

ά5ƛŘ ƴƻǘΣέ ƘŜ ƳǳƳōƭŜŘΦ ά{ƘŜ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘΦ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƭȅƛƴƎΦ L ƪƴƻǿ ƛǘΦέ IŜ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ ǎǘǊǳƎƎƭŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ άL 

ǿƛƭƭΧǿƛƭƭΧΦǿƛƭƭ ōƛǘŜ ȅƻǳΗ ¸ŜǎΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ LΩƭƭ ŘƻΦ L ǿƛƭƭ ōƛǘŜ ȅƻǳ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ ƳŜ Ǝƻ ŦƛƴŘ wƻǎŜΗέ IŜ ƎƭŀǊŜŘ 

at her with fevered eyes and began to snap feebly at her arms that held him pinned down.  

9Ƴƛƭȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŜǘƘŜǊ ǘƻ ƭŀǳƎƘ ƻǊ ŎǊȅ ƻǊ ƎŜǘ ŀ ǊŀōƛŜǎ ǎƘƻǘ ŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǇƻƛƴǘΦ {ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǇŀǊǘƛŎǳƭŀǊƭȅ 

ǿƻǊǊƛŜŘΦ {ƘŜ ƪƴŜǿ Ƙƻǿ ǘƻ ƘŀƴŘƭŜ ōƛǘŜǊǎΣ ŀƴŘ ŀǎ ōǳƴŘƭŜŘ ǳǇ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎΣ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ likely to get anything 

more than the mouthful of wool sweater that he had now.  

άvǳƛǘ ǘƘŀǘΗέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǎƘŀǊǇƭȅΦ ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ Ƴȅ ŦŀǾƻǊƛǘŜ ǎǿŜŀǘŜǊΗέ ¢ƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ƘŀŘ ƘŜǊ ǎǿŜŀǘŜǊ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ Ƙƛǎ ǘŜŜǘƘ 

ŀƴŘ ǿŀǎ ƎǊƻǿƭƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǘǳƎƎƛƴƎ ŀǘ ƛǘ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ŘƻƎΦ IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎǘƻǇ ǎƻ 9Ƴƛƭȅ ǘhrew out another lie.  

ά¸ƻǳ ǎŜǘǘƭŜ Řƻǿƴ ŀƴŘ ōŜƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦΗ LŦ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘΣ LΩƭƭ ǘŜƭƭ 5ƻƴƴŀ ƻƴ ȅƻǳΗέ 

He stopped the tugging and growling. He looked over at her and cocked one eyebrow questioningly. 

ά5ƻƴƴŀΚΩ ƘŜ ƳǳƳōƭŜŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƻƭΦ  

ά¸ŜŀƘΣ 5ƻƴƴŀΦ {ƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ǎǳǊŜ ȅƻǳ ōŜƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦ ƻǊ ŜƭǎŜ ȅƻǳΩŘ ōŜ ǎƻǊǊȅ ƭŀǘŜǊ ƻƴΦέ 

.ƻǘƘ ŜȅŜōǊƻǿǎ ǊƻǎŜ ƛƴ ŀƭŀǊƳ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǎǇƛǘ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǎǿŜŀǘŜǊΦ άhƪŀȅΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ƳŜŜƪƭȅΦ  

Whoever Donna was, Emily thought; ǎƘŜ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ƘŜƭƭ ƻƴ ǿƘŜŜƭǎΦ άbƻǿ ǎŜǘǘƭŜ Řƻǿƴ ŀƴŘ ǊŜǎǘΦέ 

The man stopped his struggling and seemed to relax, ōǳǘ 9Ƴƛƭȅ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǉǳƛǘŜ ǊŜŀŘȅ ǘƻ ǘǊǳǎǘ ƘƛƳ Ƨǳǎǘ ȅŜǘΦ 

She changed her position a bit so that she could lean back against the pillows and still keep a good grip 

on him. She pulled him up so that his head rested on her shoulder.  
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άhǿΗέ ƘŜ ǇǊƻǘŜǎǘŜŘΦ  

ά{ƻǊǊȅΣέ ǎƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳΦ IŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ ƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǎƘǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎΦ  

He stayed quietly like that for a few minutes, and Emily craned her head around to make sure he was 

asleep before disentangling herself. To her surprise, she saw that his eyes were open and that tears 

were running silently down his cheeks.  

άIŜȅΣ ōǳŘŘȅΣ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ƳŀǘǘŜǊΚέ 9Ƴƛƭȅ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƘƛƳ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ƘƛƳ ōŀŎƪ ǳǇ ŎƭƻǎŜǊ ǘƻ ƘŜǊΦ  

IŜ ǎƘƻƻƪ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘΦ άL ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǘŜƭƭ ƘŜǊΦ L ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǘŜƭƭ wƻǎŜΦέ 

ά¢Ŝƭƭ ƘŜǊ ǿƘŀǘΚέ 9Ƴƛƭȅ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƘƛƳ 

ά¢Ŝƭƭ ƘŜǊΧΦέ ƘŜ ƘŜǎƛǘŀǘŜŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳƛƴƎΦ ά¢Ŝƭƭ ƘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ L ƭƻǾŜ ƘŜǊΦέ 

ά²ŜƭƭΣ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ǘŜƭƭ ƘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƛƳŜ ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜ ƘŜǊΣέ 9Ƴƛƭȅ ǎŀƛŘ ŎƻƳŦƻǊǘƛƴƎƭȅΦ 

άbƻΦ L ŎŀƴΩǘΦ LΩƭƭ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǎŜŜ ƘŜǊ ŀƎŀƛƴΦέ ¢ƘŜ ǘŜŀǊǎ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ to be aware of them.  

άbŜǾŜǊ ǎŀȅ ƴŜǾŜǊΣ Ƴȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΣέ 9Ƴƛƭȅ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ǘƻ ƎǊŀō ŀ ŦŜǿ ǘƛǎǎǳŜǎ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ 

ǘƘŜ ōƻȄ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘǎǘŀƴŘΦ {ƘŜ ƎŜƴǘƭȅ ǿƛǇŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ ά¸ƻǳΩƭƭ ǎŜŜ ƘŜǊ ŀƎŀƛƴ ƻƴŜ ŘŀȅΣ L ōŜǘŎƘŀΦ ¸ƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ǘŜƭƭ 

ƘŜǊ ǘƘŜƴΦέ 

He sighed dŜŜǇƭȅ ŀƴŘ ǎƘƻƻƪ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ άbƻΣ L ǿƻƴΩǘΦ ¸ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘΦέ IŜ ǎǘŀǊŜŘ ōƭŀƴƪƭȅ ƻǳǘ 

ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳ ŦƻǊ ǎŜǾŜǊŀƭ ǎŜŎƻƴŘǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǎǇŜŀƪƛƴƎ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ ά!ƴȅǿŀȅΣ ƛǘΩǎ ǘƻƻ ƭŀǘŜΦ IŜ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ 

ƘŜ ƭƻǾŜŘ ƘŜǊΦέ 

άIŜ ǿƘƻΚέ 

άaŜΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǎŀŘƭȅΦ 

He was still ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘΣ 9Ƴƛƭȅ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜŘΦ άDƻ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǎƭŜŜǇ ƴƻǿ, buddy. Get your rest. Once 

ȅƻǳ ƎŜǘ ǿŜƭƭΣ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǿƛƭƭ ƭƻƻƪ ōŜǘǘŜǊΦέ {ƘŜ ǿƛǇŜŘ ŀǿŀȅ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘŜŀǊǎ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘΦ άL ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜΦέ 

She pulled him closer so that his head rested on her shoulder and so that she could rest her head on his 

and closed her eyes. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

Emily stood at one end of a long hallway that was barely illuminated by the flickering light from candles 

in chandeliers hanging every so often down the center of the hall. She pivoted slowly, looking around. 

There was a balcony railing off to her left. Emily stepped up to it and peered over the edge into the 

darkness below. She could see nothing but got the vague impression of vast space below.  

She turned back and began to walk down the hall. The hall was vaulted and there were doors set back in 

alcoves directly across from each other along both sides of the hallway. Above every alcove there was a 

decorative arch carved to look like a pair of gnarled white trees; their trunks curving toward each other 
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with the branches intertwining at the top of the arch. From there, the branches spread out across the 

vaulted ceiling to meet at the center where the chandelier hung. As she looked closer to admire the 

carvings, Emily realized that the chandeliers were actually extensions of the branches themselves. How 

they could hold the burning candles and not burn themselves, she had no clue.  

At first Emily tried to open every door she came upon but they were all locked; after about the first 

dozen she gave up and kept going. There was no sound other than her footsteps, and no signs of life, but 

she had a strong feeling that there was someone else around. As dreams go, Emily thought, this one is 

an unusual combination of creepy and dull.  

She stopped in her walk. Is this a dream? Would I be wondering if this was a dream if it really was a 

dream? 9Ƴƛƭȅ ƘŜǎƛǘŀǘŜŘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǎŜŎƻƴŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƻǳǘΦ άIŜƭƭƻΚ !ƴȅōƻŘȅ ƘŜǊŜΚέ {ƛƭŜƴŎŜΦ {ƘŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ 

ƻǳǘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ άIŜƭƭƭƭƭƻƻƻƻƻΚ !ƴȅōƻŘȅ ƘƻƳŜΚέ {ǘƛƭƭ ƴƻǘƘƛƴg but silence. She began to walk again.  

9Ƴƛƭȅ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƎƻƴŜ ǾŜǊȅ ŦŀǊ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǎƘŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ŀ ƴƻƛǎŜΦ {ƘŜ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ǘƻ ƭƛǎǘŜƴΦ CƛƴŀƭƭȅΣ ǎƘŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ 

it again. It sounded as if something or someone had moved up ahead. Emily began to walk again but this 

time she tried to make as little sound as possible. Even so, she had nearly passed by the spot before 

hearing the noise again. It came from one of the alcoves. Emily backed up a couple of steps and looked 

into the shadows by the door. 

It was a boy.  

He was hunkered down on the floor in the corner of the alcove with his legs pulled up to his chest and 

Ƙƛǎ ŀǊƳǎ ǿǊŀǇǇŜŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜƳΣ ǊƻŎƪƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ ŦƻǊǘƘΦ ¢ƘŜ ōƻȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀǿŀǊŜ ƻŦ 9ƳƛƭȅΤ ŀǎ ƘŜ 

rocked, he kept his eyes fixed on a spot on the floor on the other side of the alcove. He looked to be 

anywhere from six to ten years old; those gawky years where little boys seemed to be mostly made up 

of knees and elbows and missing teeth.  

άIŜƭƭƻΣ ǎǿŜŜǘƘŜŀǊǘΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ άLǎ ȅƻǳǊ aƻƳ ƻǊ 5ŀŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘΚέ ¢ƘŜ ōƻȅ ǘƻƻƪ ƴƻ ƴotice of her, and Emily 

ǎǉǳŀǘǘŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ǘƻ ŜȅŜ ƭŜǾŜƭ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳΦ άIŜȅΣ Řƻƭƭ ōŀōŜΦ !ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƻƪΚ ²ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳr ŦƻƭƪǎΚέ 

The boy jerked and his dark, black eyes widened in fear as he registered her presence. Without a word, 

he scrambled to his feet and started running away down the hall.  

άIŜȅΗέ 9Ƴƛƭȅ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ƘƛƳΦ ά/ƻƳŜ ōŀŎƪ ƘŜǊŜΣ ōǳŘŘȅΗ LǘΩǎ ƻƪŀȅΗ LΩƳ Ƨǳǎǘ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ 

ǿƘŜǊŜ L ŀƳΦ L ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊŜΦέ {ƘŜ ǘƻƻƪ ƻŦŦ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ŀŦǘŜǊ ƘƛƳΦ 

The little guy was a fast runner, ōǳǘ ƛǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŀǇǇŜar as if the chase was going to last very long. They 

ƘŀŘƴΩǘ Ǌǳƴ ǾŜǊȅ ŦŀǊ ōŜŦƻǊŜ 9Ƴƛƭȅ ƴƻǘƛŎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ Ƙŀƭƭǿŀȅ ŀǇǇŜŀǊƛƴƎ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘƛǎǘŀƴŎŜΦ {ƘŜ 

was going to end up cornering the boy at the end of the hall.  

The boy was running so fast that Emiƭȅ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ǎǘƻǇ ƛƴ ǘƛƳŜ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ 

into the wall, but he did. That was when she noticed a door at the end of the hallway that she could 

have sworn was not there just a few seconds before. It was framed by the same weird, white tree 

carvings that lined the hallway. The boy threw a terrified look back over his shoulder at Emily just before 
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ƘŜ ƎǊŀōōŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊƪƴƻōΦ ά²ŀƛǘΗέ 9Ƴƛƭȅ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΦ ά²ŀƛǘ ǳǇ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΗ L Ƨǳǎǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǘŀƭƪΦέ ¢ƘŜ ōƻȅ 

turned the knob and threw the door open just as she reached him.  

She could see him silhouetted against a blindingly bright light. Then the light seemed to surge forward 

like a wave over him and came pouring down onto her. Even though it looked like nothing but light, the 

weight of it as it hit her brought her to her knees. She was drowning in it. She screwed her eyes shut but 

still the light came in, as if it were trying to pour in through every opening in her body. It filled her head, 

bringing with it a torrent of pictures and emotions. She clapped her hands over her ears in a futile 

attempt to protect herself. Her head was going to explode. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

She sat up in the bed, shaking with cold and fear, and unceremoniously dumped the man off of her 

shoulder. She ran downstairs as fast as she could and into the kitchen, throwing on the lights. The simple 

familiarity of her kitchen helped calm her.  

She stoked the fire in the living room until it was burning again, then stood by the stove, waiting for the 

water for her tea to boil. She couldn't seem to stop shivering. The bedroom upstairs felt like a meat 

locker and she was chilled to the bone despite the layers she had put on. At one point, she had pulled a 

sheet up over the man because she couldn't bear to leave him uncovered in that cold. Not that it would 

make much of a difference. Nothing she had done so far seemed to have made much a difference 

anyway.  

The cold wasn't the only source of her shivering. Emily had woken from that dreamτor whatever it 

wasτabsolutely terrified.  

The kettle on the stove began to whistle. Emily poured the water over her tea bag and went with her 

mug to sit on the floor in front of the fire. She hoped that she would be able to thaw out in front of it 

before going back upstairs.  

As she watched the flames dance through the glass front of the wood burner, it was all that Emily could 

do to keep from crying. She was scared and exhausted. Nearly three days of caring for a sickτno, make 

that a dyingτman already had her at the edge. That freaky dream had left her clinging by her fingertips.  

άLǘ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŀ ŘǊŜŀƳΣέ ǎƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦΦ ά/ƻǳƭŘƴϥǘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŜƭǎŜΦέ Lǘ ƘŀŘƴϥǘ ŦŜƭǘ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ 

dream, though. It had been much too real. Her head still felt hot and sore from all that the light had 

poured into it. Everything she had seen, everything she had felt, it had all been so vivid. Thankfully, the 

images were fading from her memory now, but the emotions that had come with them were still there. 

Overwhelming sadness, guilt and loneliness. 

Pippin came over the fire and lay down beside her. Emily put one arm around his neck and hugged him, 

grateful for his company.  

ά¸ƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǿŀǊƳ ǳǇ ǎƻƳŜΣ ǘƻƻΚέ 9Ƴƛƭȅ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƎ ŀǎ ƘŜ ƭŀȅ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊΦ {ƘŜ ǎǘŀǊŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ 

fire for awhile, slowly sipping her tea. From all appearances, the finagled antibiotics had been a flop. The 
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ƭŀǎǘ ǘƛƳŜ ǎƘŜΩŘ ŎƘŀƴƎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŘǊŜǎǎƛƴƎǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƭŜƎΣ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǳƴŘ ǿŀǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƘƻǘΣ ǊŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎǿƻƭƭŜƴΦ Iƛǎ ŦŜǾŜǊ ƘŀŘ 

gone done a tiny bit, but that was more likely the result of her refrigeration scheme rather than from 

the medication. He was still slowly slipping away.  

The heat from the fire, the tea and her general state of exhaustion were working together to make her 

ǾŜǊȅΣ ǾŜǊȅ ǎƭŜŜǇȅΦ {ƘŜ ƪƴŜǿ ǎƘŜ ƴŜŜŘŜŘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ōŀŎƪ ǳǇǎǘŀƛǊǎΦ {ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǎƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ 

leave him, that she was going to stick by his side until the very end, ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǿŀǊƳ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ 

through. And, being honest with herself, she just couldn't face going back up there yet. 

άLΩƭƭ Ƨǳǎǘ ƭie Řƻǿƴ ƘŜǊŜ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ōƛǘΣέ 9Ƴƛƭȅ ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦΣ άŀƴŘ ŦƛƴƛǎƘ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ǿŀǊƳŜŘ ǳǇΦ ¢ƘŜƴ LΩƭƭ Ǝƻ ōŀŎƪ ǳǇ 

ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀƴŘ ŦŀŎŜ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘΦέ ¦ǎƛƴƎ tƛǇǇƛƴ ŀǎ ŀ ǇƛƭƭƻǿΣ ǎƘŜ ǎǘǊŜǘŎƘŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƭƻƻǊ ŀƴŘ ǎƘǳǘ 

her eyes. Just for a bit. 

For the second time that night, Emily awoke with a start. This time, howeǾŜǊΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎƻƳŜ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜΣ 

quasi-dream that woke her up. Something was different with the man, she knew it. She could feel it. 

There was light just starting to come in through the living room windows. She must have been asleep for 

hours. Emily jumped to her feet and ran upstairs, with Pippin following her.  

She stood in the doorway of the icy cold bedroom, afraid to go any further. The man lay there on the 

bed, his position little changed from where she'd left him earlier in the night. He was so still and quiet 

underneath the sheet.  

άLΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅΣ ōǳŘŘȅΣέ 9Ƴƛƭȅ ǎŀƛŘΦ άLΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳ ƭƛƪŜ L ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜŘΦέ  

She made herself step into the room and go his bedside. The feverish flush was gone from his cheeks. 

Iƛǎ ŦŀŎŜ ǿŀǎ ǊŜƭŀȄŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǇŜŀŎŜŦǳƭΦ άLΩƳ ǎƻ ǎƻǊǊȅΣέ ǎƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ƻǳǘ ǘƻ ōǊǳǎƘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƛǊ ōŀŎƪ 

again. His forehead felt so cool now. She moved her hand down to gently pat his cheek but stopped. He 

ŦŜƭǘ Ŏƻƻƭ ōǳǘΧΦΦƴƻǘ ǘƘŀǘ ŎƻƻƭΦ bƻǘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƭŘ ƻŦ ŘŜŀǘƘΦ {ƘŜ ƘŜƭŘ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘ ƛƴ ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ Ƴƻuth and nose 

and felt him exhale against her palm. Emily yanked back the sheet she had covered him with earlier and 

held her own breath as she looked down to see the rise and fall of his chest.  

ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ŀƭƛǾŜΣ ōǳŘŘȅΦ ¸ƻǳ ƳŀŘŜ ƛǘΦέ 9Ƴƛƭȅ Ǉǳǘ ƘŜǊ ŀǊƳǎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƭŜŜǇƛƴƎ ƳŀƴΩǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ ƘǳƎƎŜŘ 

ƘƛƳ ŀǎ ǘƛƎƘǘƭȅ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ŘŀǊŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƳŀŘŜ ƛǘΦέ 
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