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Dangerous
Drop

 


 


Following the death
of her husband, Joe, a greatly respected Police Officer, Mary Clark
and her diabetic twelve year old daughter Rebekah are just scraping
by. Rebekah is depressed in school, the kids insist on making fun
of her disease and putting her down. Mary is worried about the
safety of their home after two gang leaders escaped from prison,
murdered her husband and are said to be wandering the streets, back
in operation. Rumors of his death trouble the remaining family and
friends, was he just murdered or was it something else? No one knew
for sure but Mary made up her mind, they were going to move far
away. Her rich brother William King has offered to let them stay in
his home out away from the big city. Mary and her daughter pack up
their things and are convinced they are prepared for the long road
ahead. But when disaster strikes, one thing is on their minds.
Survival.

 


 


* * * *


Chapter 1

 


 


 


Rebekah sat there at
her desk amongst her classmates on a warm June day. The air
conditioning hummed loudly a few feet behind her as she sat in the
back of the classroom, tapping her on the blank math. Despite
asking her teacher not to run the air conditioner, she decided it
was better to save the rest of her class from heat stroke rather
than to allow her Glucose Watch to function properly. Diabetes
wasn’t the hardest thing to live with but it made it easier when
you could be aware what your blood sugar reading was. For some
reason the watch responded poorly to conditioned air and misread
her blood glucose level. Of course, if one were sweating like a
pig, it would misread than too! Because of these quirks, she
humorously gave the device the nickname “the wintertime only
watch.”

School wasn’t horrible. She
had her good days and her bad days like everyone else. She wasn’t
too put out that she wasn’t a friend magnet. There was always that
particular gang of kids that went out of their way to make fun of
you. It was always for pointless things, too. For example, if you
didn’t have the newest and coolest pair of shoes on your feet they
would stalk you through the hall or start whispering amongst
themselves in class about how uncool you are and how broke your
parents must be. Kevin was in her opinion the rudest kid in her
class. If he wasn’t ganging up on people by himself he got other
disgruntled kids to tag along. Most of the time he would laugh at
her homemade lunch as she sat peacefully eating and minding her own
business in the cafeteria.

“What’s the matter,
Rebekah? Did Mommy make you a nice healthy lunch again?”

After a while, she began
shrugging it off. They could eat chocolate and plenty of other
sugar filled snacks she often craved but couldn’t have all the
time. Those types of treats were reserved for special occasions
only and instead of feeling down about it, she figured it made her
all the healthier.

Being in the sixth grade
was not as fantastic as one might think. A handful of the kids
acted like complete jerks most of the time. When did they ever
think about growing up? Worse, the alarm went off again and her
watch gave a reading of 50 when she knew for sure it had to be a
lot higher! She didn’t feel dizzy, hungry or numb at all. In fact,
she had quite the headache!

The whole classroom turned
around and gawked at her oddly as she hastily unfastened the watch
from her left wrist. Tossing it into her laptop bag at her feet,
she sighed and brushed her straight dirty blonde hair from her face
as the screen saver on her Apple MacBook turned on.

None of the kids or
teachers ever said they were sorry for what happened. No
condolences whatsoever! Her mother had even considered pulling her
out of school for a few weeks. Rebekah honestly didn’t feel it
would help her concentration or the awkwardness she felt in class
and the kids that liked to pick on her would just make fun of her
even more than they already did. Though she didn’t truthfully care,
she always had a hard time understanding why she didn’t at least
have one friend in school. She considered herself at least halfway
decent looking. She just below ear length dirty blond hair that was
parted down the middle and cut in a newer fashioned pageboy bob
style. Her eyes were a marble like deep blue and she had a thin
soft nose. She also had a small amount of freckles on her face but
the few people in school that did pay mind to her said she looked
adorable. She had a skinny frame with a height at exactly four feet
four inches and pale skin. She always dressed in faded blue jeans,
white sneakers and a long sleeved shirt. She never wore short
sleeves and if it was cold, she had a red hand knitted sweater that
her mother had made for her on her eleventh birthday. It always
drove her parents insane when she would insist on prancing about in
long sleeves on a hot summer day.

Fred, her computer’s voice
suddenly announced quite loudly that the machine was now running on
reserved battery power. Hastily, she closed the screen to the palm
rest to put it to sleep as a few kids in front of her turned their
heads and gave her a look.

“Miss Clark, please bring
the computer up to my desk, now,” Mr. Harper said in a flat yet
cold tone as he locked his eyes on her from his seat.

She felt red with
embarrassment as she took the computer under her arm, walked passed
her giggling classmates and placed it quietly on her teacher’s
desk.

“Now, why haven’t you
finished that math assignment? Everyone is far ahead of you, Miss
Clark.”

“Mr. Harper, I have a
headache. My blood sugar is too high.”

“Excuses excuses!” Chanted
Kevin with his grin of pride and superiority.

“Silence!” The teacher
spat, banging the ruler down on his desk.

Rebekah looked around the
room feeling embarrassed and hurt. She wanted to waltz over to the
kid and punch that awful grin right off his face!

“I will allow you a
bathroom pass to get it taken care of but when you return, that
math paper better be finished before school gets out in the next
forty-five minutes. Do we understand each other?”

She nodded, went to her
desk, picked up her laptop bag and left the room
quietly.

“I have taken enough from
that little punk all these years! Enough!” She said to herself as
the sound of her sneakers echoed throughout the empty
hall.

She pushed the door to the
woman’s bathroom open loudly and stepped inside.

It was empty, thank god!
She brushed the small tears of frustration from her eyes and
reached into her bag. After pulling out a standard glucose test
meter she inserted a test strip and winced in pain as needle of the
lancing device pricked her right index finger.

“Two hundred
thirty-seven?!” She said aloud in shock and disappointment as she
glared at the reading on the screen.

She yanked the used test
strip out of the meter angrily and chucked it into the trash next
to the sink before reaching back into her bag and pulling out a
syringe along with her bottle of Humalog. After giving herself a
small dose, she placed the insulin and used syringe along with the
tester back in her bag before returning to class.

 


 


* * * *

 


 


Rebekah concentrated as
hard as she could on her paper, trying to finish it before the bell
rang. Math was her least favorite subject, even though she wasn’t
horrible at it. She knew math was important. Many geniuses were
great at it. Math was used to create many things, even build! She
just never understood how it would help her at all. Her dream was
to be a writer, how would math help her do that?

 


* * * *

She managed to finish up
just as the bell rang and breathed a sigh of relief. She marched up
to Mr. Harper’s desk and handed in her work as the rest of the kids
pushed past her rudely and loudly slammed the classroom
door.

“I will grade your work, I
hope you start feeling better tomorrow, I know you and your mother
must be going through a rough time,” he said with a rare but sweet
smile as he handed her laptop back to her.

“Thank you!” she replied,
looking greatly surprised as she slipped her laptop back into its
bag and threw the strap over her shoulder.

He simply smiled back and
led her to the door.

 


* * * *

 


She grabbed her backpack
along with her brand new Razor cruiser kick scooter from her locker
and walked briskly out the door. The sun continued to shine down
around her despite reports of rain. She didn’t find it too strange
because the rain had a habit of coming and going at the least
expected times. She brushed her hair behind her ears and flipped
the handlebars up on her scooter before kicking off down the
street.

 


* * * *

 


Mary Clark stood still like
a statue in front of the living room window with the drapes drawn.
The school bus came slowly down the street toward the house. It
halted at the house a crossed the street and two kids jumped out.
Where was Rebekah? She always got off the bus at that stop and ran
as fast as she could a crossed the street and to the front porch.
Mary bit her lip nervously and glanced at the phone hanging on the
kitchen wall a ways behind her.

“I’m paranoid.” She said
aloud and turned her gaze back to the bus outside.

Ever since that dreadful
phone call announcing that her husband had been killed in the line
of duty she resorted to being a nervous wreck. If Rebekah were even
a fraction of a second late she would begin to worry. She swallowed
hard as the bus started down the street again. Did Becky get off
and she missed it? She waited for the knock at the door but it
never came. Where was she? If only the car hadn’t broke down she
wouldn’t be worrying. She could have driven to the school and
picked up her daughter and have her home safe and sound.

The phone in the principles
offices rang loudly and the secretary snapped out of her doze with
a start!

“Amberwood School! How may
I help you?” She asked just as the picked up the phone.

“Hi, It’s Mary Clark. My
daughter, Rebekah, goes to your school. Did she get on the bus
today or is she in the office?”

The woman paused, feeling
slightly thrown off by the question.

“She isn’t here Mrs. Clark.
If she didn’t get off at her usual stop she may have gotten on the
later bus. We had two today because of all the new
students.”

Mary sighed.

“Okay, thanks.”

The worried mother
carefully hung up the phone and glanced at the broom in the right
hand corner of the kitchen. Sweeping the floor never failed to calm
her down so she did this even if the floor didn’t require any
sweeping.

“Wait five more minutes
before freaking out, Mary. Just five more minutes!”

 


* * * *

 


Rebekah didn’t mind too
much that her mother couldn’t pick her up from school that day. It
wasn’t a very long walk from the school parking lot to their street
and she enjoyed riding her scooter whenever she got the chance. She
figured her mother was showing someone around the house, perhaps
someone who would be interested in buying it.

As she rolled down the
street, dodging pedestrians and glancing over at the many passing
cars, she began to wonder where they might move. Where they lived
now, all the houses and apartments were so close together
everything looked much too cramped. They hardly had a back yard or
a yard at all on their street, and they lived in a smaller house
compared to most!

Simply put, she was sick
and tired of the big cities. Everywhere she went, even if to visit
her Grandparents or get out of town, she always ended up in a big
city. Because of this, she hoped to have at least a little say in
where her mother was going to buy the new house. Hopefully it would
be in a smaller town somewhere! Then again, her mother might be
desperate for a job and if living in the big city meant making a
good living, she wouldn’t put her mother through all that stress
just to live in a small town out in the middle of nowhere. If there
was one thing they both agreed on that was good about living in the
city it had to be that everything was so close, church was only a
few blocks away and so was the police station at which her father
had gone to work every day.

She turned the corner off
one street and went down hill, away from the tall buildings and
onto the street with all the smaller houses crammed
together.

Just like school, she
didn’t attract the kids on her street and make friends with them.
She had a few friends in earlier grades, but they had all moved
away or decided to go to a different school. She didn’t mind being
a loner though because it meant she could just go to school,
concentrate on her work and return home to be with her family. She
felt that being there for her family was what she was best at doing
and besides, who needs peer pressure anyway? She was only twelve
years old but for all she knew, her “friends” could pressure her
into boyfriends and all kinds of other shenanigans that could harm
her future life and grades! No, she didn’t need any of that at all
and she knew her mother needed her. They needed each other more now
than ever before.

She placed both her feet
firmly on the scooter deck and felt the wind blow through her hair
as she began coasting down the hill. The tiny pebbles scattered
about the road vibrated her body and rattled the wheels as she sped
over them.

 


* * * *

 


When she arrived at home
and rolled into the driveway she didn’t spot any cars parked there
and she knew her mother’s car sat silently in the garage awaiting
repairs.

“Maybe someone had already
come and looked at the house,” she thought as she hopped of her
scooter before folding it up and walking up the steps to the front
door.

 


* * * *

 


“Mom, I’m home!” She said
as she stepped onto the rug inside and closed the door loudly
behind her.

Her mother, Mary, came
running out of the kitchen with a very worried look on her face.
She was a tall and skinny woman, towering at six feet one inch. She
had pale skin much like her daughter’s, long light brown hair, and
pink frowning lips, brown eyes and a thin and soft nose. She had
just turned forty-one on the nineteenth of March. Her husband, Joe,
had turned forty-two on the fifth of February, just a day before
Rebekah’s twelfth birthday. He had deep blue eyes just like his
daughter and he was tall and well built, standing at six feet and
three inches. Unlike his wife and daughter, he was the only member
of the family to have jet-black hair. The report said that while he
was on duty, he was abducted when a gang of criminals stole his car
and later murdered. Rebekah and Mary had been struggling every
since and even though it had only been a week following the
tragedy, it felt like a lifetime.

“Where were you, Rebekah?
Do you have any idea how worried I was when I didn’t see you get
off that bus?”

“I-I rode my scooter home,
Mom.”

“Didn’t the principle tell
you I called and told him to either give you a ride or have the bus
take you home today?”

“Mom, I’m fine, okay? It
isn’t like I can’t walk from school to here … I rode my scooter
really fast, I’m not a baby!”

“Listen
young lady! Riding your scooter or walking, what
would have happened if some stranger pulled up and forced you into
his car?”

“Mom, I’m sorry! Nobody
told me anything; it’s not my fault. I’m going to the bathroom,”
she said apologetically while also trying to drop the
conversation.

 


* * * *

 


She stood and looked into
the bathroom mirror as the toilet flushed, giving herself the evil
eye. She knew her mother just wanted her to be careful, especially
after what had happened with her father.

“Why do I have to be so
short with her?” She asked quietly as she washed her hands, dried
them and left the bathroom.

 


* * * *

 


Mary sat at the table,
leaning on her elbows as Rebekah entered the kitchen.

“I’m sorry, Becky. It’s not
your fault I just want you to be safe. It’s what moms do and I know
it can be annoying how much I love you.”

“No … I’m
sorry.”

Mary smiled at her daughter
as she sat down in the chair next to her and took her hands, giving
them loving squeezes.

“How was
school?”

“Fine … Did anyone come to
look at the house?”

Her mother shook her head
and laughed.

“Yes, an older single
fellow. He didn’t seem too impressed with it. I think it might be a
little big for a guy living all by himself. He probably doesn’t
have a need for three bedrooms, a big kitchen, a big living room
and two bathrooms.”

“Are you sure we aren’t
just asking too much for it?”

“I don’t think so. One
hundred and twenty-five thousand would be considered a dream come
true to a lot of people for a house this size and condition. I
don’t plan on making a bunch of money on it but I don’t want to
give it away, either.”

“Someone will buy it, Mom,
don’t worry,” she said with a smile as she gave her mother a big
hug.

“Let’s hope so! I’d like to
get it off my hands sooner rather than later.”

 


* * * *

 


As night fell and Rebekah
concentrated on her homework, Mary began preparing dinner. Upon
finishing a good amount of her homework, she put her computer to
sleep and sat down at the kitchen table as her mother flipped
through the logs on the glucose meter, looking at past test
results.

“Rebekah! You had a two
thirty-seven at school today?”

“Mom, I-” She
started.

“What on earth
happened?”

For a moment Rebekah was
sure she was in for a bout of lecture from her mother as she sat
down in the chair next to her and looked straight into her
eyes.

“I-I don’t know, Mom … My
teacher had the air conditioner on so my watch wasn’t reading my
blood sugar right.”

Mary just put her head in
her hands for a moment and sighed before brushing her hair out of
her face.

“What is it now? Check it,
please.”

The child sulked, took the
meter over to the counter, got a test strip from the nearby
container and pricked her finger. After allowing the drop of blood
to soak into the inserted test strip the reading popped up on the
screen.

“It’s one hundred and
eleven, Mom.”

Her mother shook her head,
smiled and walked up behind her child, kissing her cheek softly as
she put her arms around her.

“Just be extra careful next
time, okay?”

 


* * * *

 


Rebekah poked at her
chicken soup with a spoon as she sat at the table, looking down
into her bowl.

“Becky, is something
bothering you?” Her mother asked as she carefully shook some salt
into her own bowl.

“I’m just tired. I’m not
sure why I feel so awkward at school lately and I don’t know why my
teacher keeps forgetting about that stupid air conditioner. It’s
almost like he thinks my Gluco Watch is a joke or some new fancy
gadget for cool kids that doesn’t really matter.”

Mary frowned.

“We wont be here much
longer I hope but, do you want me to talk to your teacher or the
principle?”

She shook her
head.

“No … I thought you did
that already anyway.”

“Well, go ahead and take
your shot now and finish some of that soup. I’ll cut you another
piece of bread so you can at least finish that if nothing
else.”

While Mary returned to the
cutting board, Rebekah headed for the refrigerator and got out her
bottle of Humalog, which had already gathered a slight chill. She
took units of the insulin to cover her food and Mary placed the
slice of bread next to her bowl.

Not much else was said
throughout the rest of the meal but to her surprise, she did end up
eating the extra slice of bread and finishing her bowl of
soup.

“Good girl,
Becky!”

She smiled and gave her
mother a hug.

“I’m gonna go to my room
for a while and maybe try to write something.”

Mary nodded.

“I’ll come in later to
check on you and make sure you take your bedtime shot.”

 


* * * *

 


She shut the door and
tossed her backpack in the corner of her room before setting her
laptop bag on her bed. After walking over to the window and closing
the curtains, she sat down on her bed to let her thoughts flow
through her mind.

“I want to write a book, I
just don’t know what kind of book, what do I want to write about?
Something goofy like a giant evil mushroom that tries to crush a
city?” She thought to herself as she took her Gluco Watch from her
laptop bag. She took a fresh test strip and put it into the watch.
After pricking her finger, she fed the drop of blood into the strip
and placed the watch on her pillow and awaited the fifteen-minute
or more warm-up time.

Carefully she placed her
laptop onto her desk, woke it up and sat in front of a blank word
processing sheet.

The computer’s Fred voice
announced that the time was seven-thirty P.M just as there came a
soft knock on the door.

“Becky, are you
decent?”

“Yes, Mom,” she replied as
she grabbed the bottle of the cloudy twenty-four hour Novolin N
from her desk and rolled it carefully in her hands exactly twenty
times to mix it.

“What are you writing,
sweetie?” Her mother asked as she walked into the room and peered
over her daughter’s shoulder.

“Nothing, I don’t know what
to write about,” she replied rather glumly as she pulled the needle
from her skin, put the cap back on and chucked it in the used
syringe bin in the corner of the room.

“Do you remember those
books you wrote about the mail man and his super cats?” Her mother
asked with a smile.

“God, those were lame,
mom.”

“Well, I liked them very
much!” She replied with another smile and a small
chuckle.

Rebekah rolled her eyes,
shut down her computer and quickly climbed into bed.

“You didn’t put on your
pajamas … You’re going to sleep in your clothes?”

“Uh-huh.”

“You’re going to get too
hot.”

“No, I wont.”

She sighed and kissed her
daughter on the forehead.

“Goodnight, sweetie, don’t
forget to say your prayers. I love you.”

“Goodnight, Mom, love you
too.”

Mary turned toward the door
and started her way out.

“Mom!”

“Hm?”

“Don’t forget to turn the
nightlight on.”

She smiled and flipped the
nightlight switch on by the door before blowing Rebekah a kiss and
softly closing the door behind her.

After a moment, the child
turned over on her side, said her prayers and went to
sleep.

 


* * * *

 



Chapter 2

 


 


 


Rebekah entered the
kitchen the next morning at seven A.M to see her mother making
lunch.

“Good morning,
sweetie!”

“Morning, Mom! I set up my
watch and let it warm up while I brushed my hair and my teeth and
it seems to work but I need some more gel cartridges for it, I’m
almost out,” she said as she sat down at the table and took a long
drink from the fresh glass of water that had just been placed
there.

“How are the test strips
and lancets doing?”

“You mean those little
sharp pieces of metal that go in the pricker?” Rebekah asked with a
grin.

Mary chuckled.

“Yes, those.”

“I have a lot of those
left.”

“Okay, good. I’ll take the
taxi into town and stop by the pharmacy today before you get home
from school. It’s too bad the car failed again, I’d sure like to
drive you to school myself … I really don’t know what we are to do
with that thing.”

“So can I ride to
school?”

“No, you’re taking the bus
there and home. Don’t let me catch you trying to leave the house
with your scooter, missy,” she replied, giving the child a serious
look as she set a plate of eggs down in front of her.

She sulked and groaned a
little while eating but by the time she had finished her meal, it
had subsided and she decided to leave for school on a positive note
thus she gave her mother a big hug before heading out the door and
toward the waiting bus.

It wasn’t even worth her
time to ask if she could sit next to anyone so she just took the
empty seat in the back; it left enough room for her backpack and
her laptop bag. It was awkward to sit next to someone you didn’t
have a friendship with. You wouldn’t really talk to them so you
would sit there in a silence while holding your backpack on your
lap. The thought crossed her mind to give it a try more than once
but then she always chickened out. She often wondered why she had
difficulty making friends. Maybe it was that she didn’t really want
any. Of course she humorously told herself that all the kids’
parents were secretly criminals and the fact that her father was a
policeman made friendship with any member of the Clark family
forbidden. None of it was true but it gave her a small laugh just
the same.

 


* * * *

 


The moment the bus stopped
in front of the school, she piled out with all the rest of the kids
talking amongst themselves and made her way to the classroom. She
looked forward to the weekend and thought she would at least try to
do her best during class, as it might be her last day attending the
school. Having a good name among the teachers seemed like the
perfect farewell for any school in her mind.

 


* * * *

 


The classroom was a bit
warm, though not warm enough to make her Gluco Watch miss a
reading, it was warm enough to make everyone including herself,
feel a bit agitated. Nonetheless, she ignored it and continued
typing away on her computer, desperately trying to complete her
assignment. She was so preoccupied that she didn’t even notice
Kevin standing directly in front of her. She noticed him just as he
reached for her laptop and pushed it closed on her fingers! She
screamed in pain and bolted from her seat in anger.

“What the hell did you do
that for?” She shouted.

“Oh, that is for making us
sweat our socks off,” he replied with a smirk.

Mr. Harper slammed his
ruler against the desk loudly just as she contemplated raising her
fist in the air and giving Kevin a hard punch in the
nose.

“Enough! Principle’s
office! Both of you!”

 


* * * *

 


She couldn’t believe her
ears at first. It could be her last day at school and Kevin decided
to be a complete jerk by smashing her fingers, possibly damaging
her computer in the process and to top it off, get them both sent
to the principle’s office!

Still in a rage, she
plopped down in the chair next to him and didn’t say a word. It
took only a minute or two before the principle, Mr. Campbell, came
into his office and sat down at his desk while eying them both
curiously.

“So, what were you two sent
here for? Nice to see you again by the way, Kevin.”

Kevin rolled his eyes
sarcastically.

“Miss Clark, would you like
to start?” Mr. Campbell asked as he put on his glasses and picked
up a notepad and a pen.

“I was
sitting at my desk minding my own business, typing my work on my
computer when he came by and
slammed my laptop shut on my hands!” She said as she held up her
hands, giving Mr. Campbell a good look at the red marks on the back
of her hands.

“So, Kevin, do you wish to
tell me why you did this?”

Kevin rolled his eyes again
and slouched in his chair.

“I am tired of suffering
the heat in the classroom because her stupid watch wont work with
the air conditioning on,” he replied, quietly.

“What?! I got a headache
and high blood sugar yesterday so my class didn’t have to die of
heat stroke! I decided to put up with my “stupid watch” not working
rather than let my classmates suffer!” She shouted, loud enough
that both Kevin and Mr. Campbell flinched.

“That
is quite enough of that! Now, why do you
suppose Mr. Harper sent both of you down here?”

“I guess to make sure Kevin
didn’t tell you I have him a dirty look or strangled him. But I
should have!” She said as she glared at Kevin with
anger.

“All right, Kevin,
detention in the cafeteria, now.”

He shouted angrily as he
bolted out of his seat and kicked the corner of Mr. Campbell’s desk
before slamming the office door loudly behind him.

He sighed and rubbed his
brow.

“Now, Rebekah … Next time
someone bugs you or attempts to pick a fight, just control yourself
and head straight to my office and report it. Don’t shout or get
violent, it only makes matters worse.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Good. How are your
hands?”

“They’re fine.”

“How about your
computer?”

“I’ll check it when I get
back to class.”

“Okay, you’re free to go,
Miss Clark.”

 


* * * *

 


After returning to her desk
quietly, she opened her laptop. It awoke from sleep and nothing
seemed amiss. She wasn’t surprised, after all, she had dropped it
many times and the worst drop only resulted in a dead hard disk
drive. It could have been worse but ever since that incident, her
parents insisted she be more responsible.

 


* * * *

 


The rest of the school day
seemed to drag on. She did the best she could on her work, then
climbed onto the bus, taking the same empty seat in the back row
that she had arrived in.

One last look at the school
building flooded her mind with memories. It didn’t matter that she
hadn’t a care for her classmates. The playground was fun even when
she swung on the swing set and blasted her iPod in her ears or
played kickball against the gymnasium wall by herself. Beating at a
tetherball by her lonesome proved to be entertaining during some
days as well. Among some of the classes she enjoyed were gym class
and survival. She learned basic skills like how to start a fire
with moss or something else in the wild dry and flammable and
rubbing two sticks together. She learned mouth-to-mouth
resuscitation from books at the local library. Some of the things
she felt she would never use but it wasn’t a bad thing knowing how
to do them just in case. Originally she hoped that the survival
class would help her overcome some of her fears but it hadn’t
worked yet. The very thought of being stuck in the water scared her
to death as she never learned how to swim. The other fear was
painfully embarrassing to mention. Being afraid of the dark had to
be the silliest thing to be afraid of for someone her age. She was
just happy none of her survival class assignments involved going
into a dark tent like structure with her fellow classmates. Surely
Kevin would have a heyday if he knew.

 


* * * *

 


The bus pulled away from
the school and began its short leg past the buildings and toward
her street. Many cars drove by and her heart sank when she spotted
a police car pass by. For a moment she thought she saw her father
behind the wheel but after a closer look she found the man looked
nothing like him.

Just as the bus stopped and
she jumped out, the sky filled with clouds and it began pouring
down rain! She ran for the front door and opened it, stepping
inside to see her mother sweeping the floor.

“Hi, sweetie! I met a nice
family at the pharmacy today! They live in an apartment not far
from here. They want to take a look at the house, it seems like
they may buy it. I told them to come by after school got out so
they should be here any minute! How did your day go?”

“Horrible. The bully,
Kevin, slammed my laptop closed on my hands and we both got sent to
the principle’s office.”

“Come here, sweetie, let me
see your hands.”

Rebekah groaned.

“Mom, I’m fine! Don’t worry
about me, and before you ask, my computer is fine too.”

Her mother sighed and set
the broom in the corner of the room.

“All right, Rebekah, go to
the bathroom and wash up. Don’t forget make sure your room is tidy
in case our guests want to take a look at it.”

“Aw Mom, do they have to
see my room?” Rebekah whined.

“If they buy the house they
are buying your room too,” she replied sweetly, giving her a kiss
on the cheek as she walked by.

Rebekah did as she were
told and went straight to the bathroom to wash up, leaving her
backpack, along with her laptop bag right outside the bathroom
door.

She had to admit to herself
that she would miss the house. It was filled with windows, high
ceilings, all of which had many lights on them. The kitchen was
spacey with a big counter and a good-sized table in the middle with
many chairs around. The kitchen itself had four small windows. The
floorings were lovely hardwood with a smooth finish. She remembered
learning to ride her first scooter in the house when she was seven.
It seemed like a few days ago rather than four years. She also
remembered the first time she turned too sharp and fell, hitting
her head on the stone fireplace in the living room. Her parents
laid her down on the long and comfy black leather couch. It was the
first time she remembered seeing them in a real panic.

The bedrooms were the
smallest rooms in the house. Both her room and her parents’ bedroom
were the same size, with the extra bedroom or “guest room” as her
father called it being the smallest of the three. It had its own
bathroom though so it seemed just as big.

She would have preferred
the guest room as her bedroom if it weren’t for the bathroom window
facing directly out onto the house next door. The thought of
someone looking in on her gave her the creeps!

Even though she had at
times wished to paint her room another color, she didn’t mind the
walls and ceiling being white. It did match the rest of the house,
after all.

 


* * * *

 


She brushed her hair back
and tucked it behind her ears before leaving the bathroom. Just
when she dropped her bags on her bed, she heard the front door open
and the sound of her mother greeting their guests.

She ran into the living
room as fast as she could, her sneakers squeaking on the hardwood
floor.

 


* * * *

 


The family was indeed quite
cute. The husband was a tall and plump man with greying hair and a
balding spot on his head. He wore glasses and a fancy looking suit;
very fancy in fact, they looked like they would consider the house
a steal!

The wife looked about her
husband’s age, though, much thinner with straight black hair and a
glowing face. She wore a long red dress, complete with fancy black
dress up shoes and a nice big hat. A stroller sat in front of her
with a little baby girl sleeping soundly inside. Their clothes made
her mother’s black jeans and plain white tank top look boring
though they didn’t seem the type to judge people by how they
dressed. Even if they did care, they surely wouldn’t say
so.

“Oh! Where are my manners?
This is my daughter, Rebekah. Rebekah, meet Don and
Nancy.”

“Nice to meet you both,”
she said politely while shaking their hands.

“This is our daughter,
Lisa,” Nancy said as both Mary and Rebekah gave the baby’s hand a
little tug.

“Did you name her after the
computer?” Rebekah asked with a curious look on her
face.

Don chuckled as his wife
gave her hosts a confused look.

“Never mind,” Rebekah
replied quickly, looking quite embarrassed with herself.

As Mary followed behind her
guests to show them the rest of the house, she turned and gave her
daughter a goofy smile.

 


* * * *

 


“This is a lovely house,
don’t you agree, darling?” Don said delightfully as they approached
Rebekah’s bedroom door.

“Yes, quite! How much are
you asking for it again?”

“We want one hundred
twenty-five thousand, total.”

They both stopped in
shock!

“Is that all? Are you
sure?”

Mary nodded and Rebekah
brightened.

“See? I told you someone
would buy it, Mom!”

“If that’s really all you
want, we’re sold! If that’s okay with you, Don.”

“Quite all right with me,
darling! It may be a day or two before we can get everything
arranged to move in. If you plan on moving out before we can move
in, just give us a call and we’ll set everything up. Remind me to
give you our phone number before we leave,” Don said with a
smile.

“What is beyond this door?”
Nancy asked.

Rebekah turned and looked
at her mother who just gave her a nod.

“This is my room,” she
replied quietly as she slowly opened the door, allowing them to
step inside.

“Oh, this is just
beautiful! You keep it very clean! Oh, how cute! Do you collect
beanie babies?” Asked Nancy as she eyed the shelf on the wall over
the desk that had all sorts of beanie animals placed neatly along
the lengths of the shelves.

“Yeah I uh … I do,” she
replied in a shaky voice, feeling a little silly.

“I think it’s
adorable!”

Suddenly Rebekah’s watch
made a loud beep and Don turned on his heel just as she stumbled
backwards into her door!

“Rebekah!” Mary shouted in
shock as she immediately ran over and put her arms around her as
she checked her Gluco Watch.

“What’s wrong?” Both Don
and Nancy asked in surprise as Lisa awoke and began
crying.

“Thirty-seven?”

“S-Sorry, Mom … I d-didn’t
eat l-lunch,” she stammered in reply as beads of sweat began to
form on her face.

“What’s going on? Is there
anything we can do to help?” Don asked as Nancy desperately tried
to hush Lisa.

“She’s a diabetic. She has
low blood sugar. Here, just watch her for me … I’ll be right back,
Rebekah!” She said as she placed her trembling daughter on her bed,
giving her a quick kiss on the head before running out of the
room.

Don’s words were muffled
and incoherent as she tried to keep her eyes open. The dizziness
she felt became more powerful and it seemed like forever for her
mother to return and feed her a glucose tablet along with a big
glass of water. Her lips had quickly grown numb and she spilt most
of the water down her shirt.

“Sorry about that!
Excitement makes her blood sugar drop really fast sometimes, it’s
not your fault … she should have eaten lunch. We’ll be fine, thank
you,” she said with a smile as she calmly stroked her daughter’s
hair.

 


* * * *

 


After much convincing that
she would be fine, she decided to lie down and rest while her
mother showed their guests the rest of the house. They agreed right
away to buy it, in fact, they had more than enough money to pay it
off! When Mary asked them why with all the money they have they
didn’t want a nice quiet place out in the middle of nowhere. Don
simply replied that they loved living in the city and when Lisa was
old enough the school would be very close by.

 


* * * *

 


It was a whole half hour
passed normal dinnertime when Rebekah finally got out of bed and
came into the kitchen. Mary sat at the dinner table eating, with a
very happy look on her face.

“Are you feeling better,
Becky? How is your blood sugar?” She asked, looking up from her
plate of corn and mashed potatoes.

“I’m feeling okay, I have a
small headache. My blood sugar is one hundred seven now,” she
replied, joining her mother at the table.

“You will never believe who
called,” Mary said with a smile, placing a plate of food in front
of her child.

“Who?”

“Your uncle, Bill! He wants
us to come live with him for a while. You might not remember the
house but its a beautiful one up in the mountains a few miles
passed Aaron’s Point.”

“When are we
leaving?”

“Well, we could start
packing up tomorrow. The main things we want to keep, our beds,
your scooter, pictures and things like that. I called a moving
truck just a few minutes ago and they’ll take it to my brother’s
place first thing tomorrow after we get it sorted out. I’ll arrange
for us to leave sometime Sunday evening after church or Monday
morning, depending on when I can get the car fixed, sound
good?”

“Mom … You know that car is
just going to break down on the road again somewhere, remember
summer camp?”

“Ugh, I know honey but
honestly, don’t you think that was just the good Lord’s way of
helping us decide not to make you go? You didn’t really want to go
that year anyway, did you?”

Rebekah paused in
thought.

“No, not
really.”

“Well, make sure you take
your dinner shot after you’ve finished eating and then you can help
me take some of these pictures off the walls.”

“Mom, do you really gotta
do that tonight?”

“Well, why not, Becky? You
don’t have to help but it would sure be nice if you did! Why didn’t
you eat lunch at school today?”

“After Kevin got me sent to
the principle’s office with him the last thing I wanted to do was
sit in the cafeteria where his two bozo friends could make fun of
me,” she replied, looking down at the last bit of her
potatoes.

“Well, you know what? If
we’re still here on Monday, I’ll just take you out of that school.
It’s a win win situation! You won’t have to put up with Kevin, and
you can help me pack!”

“Great, Mom,” she replied,
sarcastically.

“Don’t forget to eat your
corn, its good for you!”

 


* * * *

 


She finished her food,
placed her plate in the sink on top of her mother’s, took her shot
and joined her in the living room.

Mary had already gotten the
step ladder and had begun taking the pictures from the walls on the
harder to reach places, dusting them off and setting them in the
cardboard box filled with crumpled newspaper.

Working on the wall
opposite her mother, Rebekah pulled a picture from the wall next to
the window and her mind filled with memories.

It was a picture her uncle,
Bill, had taken of her mother and father sitting with her in the
very small back yard on a picnic blanket. They held her hands and
wore big smiles. She was only six years old that summer but the
memories were still very fresh in her mind. She also remembered the
old tire swing hanging from the tree right next to the corner of
the fence. The tree was cut down a few years ago because it was too
close to the power lines but she remembered her mother and father
pushing her back and forth on it. Among her other memories was when
her parents would fly her around the yard. Her father would hold
her feet and her mother would hold under her arms and they would
run her around in circles. At her age, she really believed she was
flying!

She sighed and brushed a
small tear from her eye before placing the picture carefully in the
box at her feet.

 


* * * *

 


The rain was still coming
down hard when they had finished taking down all the pictures.
Rebekah took her shot and jumped as thunder suddenly clapped in the
distance, nearly poking herself in the thumb while trying to place
the cap back on the syringe.

When she first started
dealing with diabetes, taking the shots and watching her blood
sugar, she became very sullen and discontent for a few
weeks.

It really bummed her out,
thinking back; maybe she was just throwing a pity party for herself
some. Her parents didn’t give in, though and she got used to it.
Her injection sites on her belly above her waistline were no longer
sore and it began like a regular thing. A habit, so to
say.

One thing that didn’t make
sense about injecting insulin however, was sometimes poking the
needle into her skin would hurt a lot but it wouldn’t bleed. Some
of the times that it happened to be completely painless, it would
start bleeding!

 


* * * *

 


Once in her room, they both
said their prayers and kissed each other goodnight. Mary flipped on
the nightlight before leaving the room and closing the door on her
way out.

 


* * * *

 


She lay there asleep for a
good long while until the rumbling of thunder awaked her! She
opened her eyes and quickly looked around the room to notice that
the power had gone out. The sky was filled with clouds and the moon
was completely hidden, leaving her room in total
darkness.

She tossed and turned;
trying to go back to sleep but her mind wouldn’t let
her.

For as long as she could
remember she had always been afraid of the dark, it seemed silly to
her that she hadn’t outgrown it yet.

She sat up in bed and
looked around her room again. It wasn’t hot at all, so she wasn’t
sweating but her silky top and bottomed pajamas seemed to give her
the chills. She climbed out of bed and left her room, heading
straight for her mother’s room. She opened the door without
knocking and tried her best to creep up and climb into the bed
without waking her, but she turned over and her eyes locked on her
daughter’s bright white outfit immediately.

“Mom, the power went
out and it’s too dark in my room, I can’t sleep.”

“That’s okay, get in
next to me, but don’t be a wiggle worm, how’s your blood
sugar?”

“It’s 93,” she said
as she hastily got under the nice warm covers.

“Mom?”

“Mm?” her mother
asked sounding as if she had almost fallen
asleep.

“Dad did go to
heaven, didn’t he?”

She quickly sat up in bed,
looking straight into her daughter’s eyes as she placed a warm hand
softly on her cheek.

“Yes, he did sweetie,
we’ll see him again one day, you’ll see.”

“Mom, do you think
God took dad away because he needed a good Police man to arrest the
bad dudes up there?”

Her mother smiled as she
laid her head back down on her pillow.

“Maybe.”

“Good night
mom.”

“Good night
Becky.”

 


* * * *

 


 



Chapter 3

 


 


 


Rebekah stirred in
her sleep as dark shadows began to fill her mind. She stood alone
in an empty street as rain poured down, soaking the cement.
Lighting flashed behind the dark clouds and illuminated the street
around her. Two small lights flickered in the distance and grew
bigger. She squinted her eyes and tried to analyze them.

“Headlights,” she muttered
in a hushed voice.

She wanted to move as they
sped toward her but her legs felt like jello! Just when she thought
she would be road kill they stopped two inches in front of her! The
headlights belonged to an ambulance and she knew right then and
there who was going to be in the back. She tried to scream or kick
her feet, anything that would make her mother wake up her but she
couldn’t even gasp. Her legs moved against her will, walking her to
the back of the ambulance as the doors sprung open. Just as she
spotted the shape of a man lying under the white blanket on top of
the gurney she sat upright in bed, clinging to the covers for dear
life!

“Rebekah, you okay?” Her
mother mumbled, turned over and yanking her side of the covers
back.

“Yeah I’m fine.”

Mary fell back to sleep in
a matter of seconds but Rebekah lay awake for over an hour, trying
to feel sleepy again. These strange dreams often turned to
nightmares in the blink of an eye and they weren’t abnormal to say
the least. Ever since her father’s death she had been experiencing
them. It wasn’t every night of course. Some nights she slept
completely fine, just like a baby. Maybe it had to do with the rain
and thunder but this night seemed to be one of her unlucky ones.
She quickly lost count of the amount of minutes she lay there
trying to fall asleep and when she finally did shut her eyes for
good, she didn’t even notice.

 


* * * *

 


The birds sang their
morning song softly as Rebekah awoke softly and slowly sat upright
in bed.

“Mom must be in the kitchen
making breakfast,” she thought as she stretched and yawned loudly.
She ran her fingers through her messy feeling hair before flopping
back down in bed, she decided that after breakfast, today was the
day to take a shower.

The power had come back on;
the clock on her mother’s nightstand was blinking, all digits
reading the number eight.

Things were changing
dramatically for her, whether she liked it or not. They were going
to be moving away from the house she had lived in all her life. A
dangerous gang murdered her father after two of its head members
were finally released from prison. Sometimes she wondered why they
were moving. Could it be because the two men and the entire gang
are out on the streets still in operation? Were they in danger? She
knew her uncle Bill quite well, considering the fact that the times
she saw him were few and far in between. He was a responsible man,
married, no kids but he had a thriving business with his chain of
computer stores. It reminded her of a few years ago when uncle Bill
and her father were raving together about all the problems the new
Operating System from Redmond Washington was giving them. She’d
used it in school once or twice, even though it looked nice and
reminded her a lot of her Apple MacBook, it did seem incredibly
clunky and unreliable at times. She didn’t mind the idea of going
to live with him, at least they had found someone who was willing
to buy the house, though it pained her quite a bit to leave it and
she couldn’t help but let it show as she sat down at the kitchen
table, still dressed in her pajamas.

 


* * * *

 


“Becky, is something
the matter?” Her mother asked with a questioning look on her face
as she set down two plates of scrambled eggs on the
table.

“I’ll miss the house,
won’t you?”

“Yes, I will, but
sometimes moving away can be good, moving away from the bad
memories can help you to better keep the good memories in your
heart.”

“Are we in
danger?”

“What would make you
ask that, Becky?”

“I’m just wondering,
I can’t imagine bad memories being the only reason that you would
want us to move away.”

“Becky, I don’t want
you to worry about anything, okay? Just help me pack up things
today, the moving truck will be here in a few hours and we don’t
want to keep the driver waiting, I also called someone in to take a
look at the car, we’ll see if we can get it
fixed.”

“What if we
can’t?”

 


Just then there was a loud
knock on the door and Mary quickly left the table to go
answer.

Rebekah didn’t over hear
much as she sat there eating her breakfast, she assumed it was a
mechanic, coming to look at the car already. She glanced over at
the clock on the wall by the stove as she took both her breakfast
and morning shot, eleven-thirty A.M.

The rain had stopped
completely, the sun peeked slightly through the clouds as she
looked out the kitchen window and saw her mother walking behind a
man with short straight blond hair, muscular arms and dressed in a
blue short sleeved shirt and dirty looking blue jeans. He was
indeed the mechanic.

She realized that her
mother might be out in the garage for quite some time explaining
the problems so she decided to cover her food for her with a paper
towel before going into her room, grabbing some clean clothes and
heading for the bathroom to take a shower.

Because the power had been
off all night, it took a moment for the hot water to kick in and
when it finally did, she had already soaked herself with chilling
cold water!

As she scrubbed her head
with shampoo she felt her blood sugar begin to drop slowly. It
brought back memories of her first seizure she had from
hypoglycemia. It was her second night at home after being in the
hospital for nearly a week, she was nine years old at the
time.

She woke up in the middle
of a cold winter night, feeling extremely dizzy and shaky. She knew
what was wrong with her and took it upon herself to head straight
for the kitchen and take one of her glucose tablets.

To her dismay, she was in
worse condition than she had previously thought and didn’t make it
to the kitchen without falling down many times.

She took her last fall by
the kitchen table and immediately felt pains all over her body as
she uncontrollably kicked and groaned while lying on her back. Her
parents came rushing into the kitchen as her body bent upward and
they both put their arms around her to try and keep her still,
running their hands softly from her face all the way down to her
middle.

She didn’t remember how
long it had lasted but she remembered it was the most terrifying
night of her life!

She remembered being
injected with glucagon and from that moment on, her parents kept an
extra supply of it in the house.

They had also bought her
the Gluco Watch; its main purpose in her life was to wake her at
night when her blood sugar level was below normal by setting off an
alarm. Even though it was rather expensive and quite the pain for
her to use, she agreed with her parents that it seemed to serve its
purpose. Better safe than sorry! Her parents always
said.

 


* * * *

 


She finished up as quick as
she possibly could, got dressed, brushed her hair and teeth,
returned to the kitchen, and grabbed an apple from the fruit basket
on the counter to eat it while she waited for her mother to return
from the garage.

As she sat at the table
eating her apple, she noticed the big waterproof suitcase her
parents had bought many years ago sitting in the corner of the
kitchen. She remembered they had bought it for an ocean cruise they
had planned to go on with her uncle Bill, but for some reason he
couldn’t attend at the last minute and they ended up spending the
weekend traveling to New York and visiting the Empire State
Building.

The idea of traveling on a
cruise ship scared her anyway, especially after seeing the movie
Titanic. The fact that she didn’t know how to swim scared her even
more. Her parents had prepared swimming lessons for her but finally
gave up when she refused to participate.

 


* * * *

 


“Well, guess what,
Becky,” her mother said, sounding rather distraught as she entered
the kitchen.

“What is it,
mom?”

“The engines out, the
damned thing is just a big pile of junk, nothing more, I’ll make
some calls, maybe uncle Bill has a friend who can pick us up in one
of his fancy vans or buses,” she said as she picked the phone up
off the counter and began dialing.

“Why don’t you take
some empty boxes from the living room and start packing up the
things you want to keep from your room, the moving truck will be
here soon.”

Rebekah sighed as she stood
up and walked toward the living room.

She could only think of a
few things she really wanted to keep, her pictures, her beanie
babies and of course her music CDs.

She couldn’t care less
about the bed, nothing was more of a pain than moving it around her
bedroom just to give it a different look, she didn’t even want to
know how difficult it would be to take it all apart and haul it out
to the truck. Besides, the bed she had now was almost completely
lopsided; she could use a new one anyway!

 


She drug a medium sized box
to her room and began gently placing her beloved beanie babies
neatly in the corner of the box.

She smiled as she took her
oldest one gingerly into her hands. It was a white seal with a
black nose and black beady eyes. Her mother had rethreaded the nose
many times with black string over the years. She remembered getting
it out of a Burger shack kids meal when she was only five or six
years old.

Once she had finished
placing all of her beanie babies in the box, she began rummaging
through the drawers in her computer desk.

She found many old PC
programs still in her possession from when she owned her very own
desktop PC a few years ago. She had forgot to give the disks back
to the seller after the PC crashed.

She found an empty blank CD
tube in which she began placing random CDs in and when the tube was
full, she set it in the box.

After much digging around
through old school papers and coloring books, in which the pages
were stuck together with chewing gum, she finally found her two CD
cases that were packed full of music.

Everything from Christian
Rock/Pop to Alternative, sixties and seventies music was packed
inside.

She slammed the drawers
shut and began taking the pictures from her dresser and the walls,
placing them in the box next to the beanie babies.

She figured her mother
would insist on keeping the computer desk, and she didn’t mind at
all, mainly because she couldn’t imagine them needing to
disassemble it just to get it into the back of the moving truck,
unlike the bed that might take hours of frustration and bickering
between the two of them. Kind of like her mother snapping at her
father for putting the bed together almost completely backwards the
first time!

She removed her iPod from
the dresser to place it in the box, but decided against it. She
might want to listen to it later, or even on the road for that
matter. Often times she wondered what her life would be like
without music, and without her iPod!

She spent her time in the
playground at school the past few days with her iPod, swinging on
the swing set and blasting her music loud enough to drown out
everything else around her.

She was an incredibly
clumsy person at times and as a result she had to have the iPod’s
hard disk replaced at least twice from dropping it outside on the
pavement. The times she’d had to go without it were quite
painful.

She remembered how
embarrassed she was when her mother caught her dancing around the
room in her bathrobe with her iPod, singing the words, “Don’t you
ever say die, don’t you ever say die, never say die.”

She set her iPod on the bed
before closing the box up and taking it back out into the living
room.

 


* * * *

 


“Becky, you finished
getting your things out of your room?”

“Yeah, we’re not
taking my bed, are we?”

“You don’t want your
bed, Becky?” her mother asked with a chuckle.

“It just sounds like
a pain to take it all apart, we can keep the sheets I guess, but
it’s an uncomfortable bed anyway.”

“Well, all right,
your uncle says he sent a man named Robert Felton in a big bus,
says he’ll be here tomorrow around six-thirty P.M so, we’ve still
got time for church.”

 


She spent the next few
hours helping her mother drag the couch, dressers, boxes full of
pictures and rugs out onto the porch.

They managed to strip the
sheets off the beds and pack up the plates and silver ware before
the moving truck came and, with the help of the two men in the
truck, got it all in and off on it’s way. Her computer desk didn’t
need to be taken apart, so they just put it in the back of the
truck behind the dressers. They ended up packing the clothes in the
boxes with the bed sheets and even though Rebekah thought it was a
bad idea, Mary was worried that they might be running out of time
and the truck would be ready before they were.

 


* * * *

 


The house was quite dusty
behind all the bookshelves and desks; they decided to spend the
rest of the day cleaning it up.

Rebekah decided to mop and
sweep the kitchen floor while Mary used the ladder to dust the tops
and sides of the bookshelves in the other rooms.

“Mom, did you get my
gel cartridges for my watch yesterday?” Rebekah asked as her mother
came in to get a wet rag to wash off the tops of the
shelves.

“They’re on the
counter in the bathroom, sweetie.”

“Are you going to
clean the bathroom or should I?”

Her mother
chuckled.

“Are you serious or just
being a smarty pants?”

“Mom, I’m being
serious.”

“No, I’ll do all
that, I figure you’ll have enough toilets and bathtubs to clean
when you’re older, besides, pulling hairballs from the drain takes
practice.”

Rebekah cringed.

“Never mind, I’ll let you
do that for sure!”

 


* * * *

 


Rebekah decided to go on
ahead and clean up her room after she was finished with the
kitchen. Cleaning out the sinks and the dishwasher was more of a
pain then she had imagined, her fingers were all pruned up and
smelt strongly of dish soap.

As she got down on her
hands and knees she noticed all kinds of dirt and even crumbs
trapped in between the floor boards under her bed.

She blew hard, releasing
most of it further back towards the wall. She wondered if a lot of
that dirt and dust was there before her parents moved in. For some
reason, things like that interested her. How old was the dust?
Could it have been dirt she tracked in when she was
younger?

She felt a little silly
even thinking about it. After checking her watch she yanked hard,
eventually moving the bed out into the middle of her
room.

She got the mop and broom
from the kitchen and went straight to work.

Scrubbing the floor with
the mop after sweeping wasn’t quite the difficult task she thought
it might have been. Most of the dirt came right up; it left the
soapy water in the bucket a grey cloudy color, though.

It began pouring down rain
again along with loud thunder and flashes of lightning as she
cleaned the windows.

She pushed the bed back
against the wall before going out into the living room to see her
mother on the phone.

 


* * * *

 


“Becky, I’ve ordered
taco pizza, what kind of soda would you like?” Mary asked as she
turned around to face her, holding her hand over the
receiver.

“You’re actually
going to let me have soda?” she asked sounding very
surprised.

“Well, it’s our last
night here, we don’t have pizza often and who has pizza without
soda?”

“Um, I’d say Coke but
I don’t want it to keep me awake, so, just Root
Beer.”

 


* * * *

 


It was seven-thirty P.M by
the time they had cleaned up the entire house and finally sat down
at the dinner table to eat the pizza.

She gave herself her dinner
shot before getting her piece of pizza, her blood sugar was 124,
only four points over normal, with the lowest normal being
80.

“So we’re leaving
more behind then you planned, Mom?” Rebekah asked as she poured her
root beer from the can and into a small glass.

“Well, most of the
furniture, for many reasons, a lot of it was here when your father
and I moved in anyway, I’m pretty sure we packed up everything that
was originally ours.”

“The house seems so
much bigger and empty, its kind of creepy, don’t you
think?”

Her mother let out a small
laugh.

“I don’t know, maybe I’m
just used to it, we moved a bunch of times when we were kids, you
should ask uncle Bill about it, since he’s older than me, he’ll
remember much more about some of our crazy trips to houses and
apartments.”

“Do you think his
wife will like us living with him? I never met her before,” Rebekah
said with a frown as she took a big sip from her glass of
soda.

“I think she’ll like
you just fine, they’ve only been married a few years, I’ve never
met her myself, I hope I like her!”

Rebekah giggled.

“Kind of like how your mom
didn’t like dad at first?”

“Yeah, like that, she
was a crazy old woman not to like your father at first sight, maybe
it was a good thing you never got to meet her.”

“Mom?”

“Hmm?”

“Can I ride my
scooter around a little bit now that the house is empty?” Rebekah
asked, giving her mother the sad puppy eye look.

“Oh, all right, you
may as well ride it while you can, I don’t think your Uncle has
much pavement to ride around on, I highly doubt he’d let you ride
in the house, either, just don’t mark up the floor,
okay?”

“Thanks mom, I
won’t!” she said as she got up and ran out into the living, leaving
her empty plate and her half finished soda on the
table.

 


* * * *

 


Her mother and father had
helped her pick out her scooter just a few weeks ago. It was the
last time they had went shopping as a whole family. Her first
scooter she had outgrown many years before, and hadn’t ridden one
in quite a long time. She noticed how many kids had Razor scooters
and decided she wanted one, but picked the Cruiser model over the A
model because it had bigger wheels but not too big. She was almost
positive it helped when hitting small rocks in the road. She looked
at many colors and decided to go with the one with the black handle
grips and black wheels. Deep down, she had hopes that it would help
her fit in at school. It didn’t help much at all, but it was such a
joy to ride, she didn’t care one bit!

 


* * * *

 


She kicked off with her
left foot and rolled around in circles in front of the door for a
moment before soaring through the kitchen, right past her mother
who was washing the dishes.

Stopping in front of her
bedroom door, she turned around and rolled through the living area,
around the couch, back through the kitchen, and to the front door
before hopping off and going back to the kitchen.

 


* * * *

 


“Did you have fun,
Becky?”

“Yup!” she replied
with a big grin as she sat down at the table and began pouring more
soda out of the can and into her glass.

“Don’t drink too much
of that.” Her mother said in a slightly snappy tone as she turned
off the water and sat back down at the table.

 


* * * *

 


Later that night, the two
of them sat on the couch, watching their very small TV
set.

The news was on, reporting
more rain and she couldn’t help but believe the reporter because it
was still pouring outside, it just seemed to her that they were
often paid to be wrong! Sometimes they reported rain and it ended
up being shine.

When they were done
watching the news, she plopped down on her bed after taking her
bedtime shot. It felt funny sleeping on just the mattress, but she
figured as long as she slept in her clothes instead of her pajamas,
she would stay warm enough.

She placed her computer in
front of her and opened up her blank word processor sheet again,
trying to write down what was on her mind, thinking it might be
interesting to keep some kind of diary, since she couldn’t seem to
come up with a good book.

Maybe her mother was right,
maybe the story of the Mail Man and his Super Cats wasn’t such a
bad idea, if she could just revise it a little, maybe it would do
all right! It sure wouldn’t make the New York Times Best Seller or
anything quite like that, but how many books did she read that
really did? Those were highly successful books, either by sheer
dumb luck, or by being something the masses were greatly interested
in! Of course, crafty writing had to be a factor as
well.

Out of complete boredom,
she decided to write about her last day of school. All the cruel
things she would love to do to Kevin. Cut his pants so they fell
down in front of the whole class, put snails in his hamburger,
boogers in his pudding. She shook her head, laughing at the idea as
she typed, unaware that her mother was standing in the doorway,
wondering what on earth was so funny!

“Becky, what are you
typing?”

“Oh, just all the
stuff I’d like to do to get back at Kevin,” she said as she shut
down her laptop, closed it and placed it on her
nightstand.

“Well, getting back
doesn’t solve much at all, you know,” her mother said as she walked
up to give her a kiss on the forehead.

“I know, I just still
think it would be a laugh.”

“How do you
feel?”

“Fine,
mom.”

“How is your blood
sugar?”

“Fine,” she replied
as she covered up her watch with her hand as her mother leaned over
to give her a hug. She just wasn’t in the mood to have her mother
worry about her overly much, it was only just a little high, and
she was convinced it would go down a bit in her
sleep.

“Night
mom.”

“Goodnight, say your
prayers,” her mother said sweetly as she flipped the nightlight on
before closing the bedroom door quietly.

 


Rebekah said her prayers
and laid there for almost a whole half hour before grabbing her
iPod from her nightstand, turning it on and placing the ear buds in
her ears.

She had quite a large music
collection, depressing songs, happy songs and funny songs. Some
songs were just plain weird!

She remembered the week her
father died, she had some of the most depressing songs in her
collection on infinite loop as she lay there in bed, drifting to
sleep. Recently though, she started trying to cheer herself up by
putting happier uplifting songs on constant playback.

It helped some, but the
memories of her father kept creeping into her mind, especially that
night. Realizing that her father was murdered was quite hard; she
was having a very hard time accepting it.

She wasn’t sure how long it
took her to fall asleep, but after many songs, she finally dozed
off.

 


* * * *

 



Chapter 4

 


 


Rebekah sat up
straight in her bed as she heard a car door slam loudly in the
driveway next door. She glanced down at her watch and noticed that
the gel cartridge needed replacing, the twelve-hour life had
exceeded.

Climbing off her mattress,
she removed the ear buds from her ears and placed her now sleeping
iPod on her nightstand before heading to the bathroom to reset her
watch.

The clock on the wall next
to the front door read five fifty-nine A.M. She was used to getting
up early for school, but not this early!

She yawned as she stood in
front of the bathroom mirror, washing her hands with slightly cold
water and soap.

It felt strange being up
before her mother, she hoped she could go back to her room and fall
asleep but, once she turned on the bathroom light so she could see
to remove her watch and reset it with some blood, a new cartridge
and the 15 minute warm up time, she knew it surely wouldn’t be
possible.

She already felt a little
shaky while getting out of bed, so after resetting her watch she
decided to test her blood with the normal meter.

“Seventy-five?” she
said to herself as she left her watch on the bathroom counter and
carried the other meter back out to the kitchen where it
belonged.

She assumed that her blood
was on the low side from taking extra insulin for her soda, but she
couldn’t be sure.

The sun was coming up and
the rain had slowed down to a light sprinkle as she sat at the
table eating a banana.

After she finished her
banana she decided to take an early shower, that way she would be
clean and ready to go to church by ten-thirty A.M and her mother
could do all the things she needed to do without feeling like she
had to make sure they were both ready.

 


* * * *

 


She closed the shower
curtains and stepped under the faucet. It was either too cold or
too hot and it took her a considerable amount of time just to get
the water temperature right. She had to use as little of the
shampoo as possible because they were almost out and she knew she
had to leave at least some for her mother.

By the time she had gotten
out of the shower, put on her watch and got dressed it was six
twenty-seven A.M and her mother was in the kitchen making herself
something to eat.

 


* * * *

 


“Whoa! Rebekah, you
startled me!” Mary said as she sat down at the table next to her
daughter, dressed in her pajamas and holding a sandwich in her
hand.

“Sorry, something
woke me up, I took a shower already so you don’t have to rush
around later.

“Sweetie, are you
sure you don’t want to go back to bed and try to get some sleep?
We’ve got a long trip ahead of us, you’ll need your
rest.”

Rebekah shook her
head.

“No, I’ll be
fine.”

“Do you want me to
make you something to eat?”

“No, that’s okay,
I’ll just go watch TV for a while,” she replied as she gave her
mother a kiss on the cheek and headed off for the living
room.

 


* * * *

 


She plopped down on the
couch, tucked her bare feet under her to keep warmer and started
flicking through channels.

SpongeBob Square pants was
on, along with a bunch of other early morning Nick shows, not too
much seemed of interest at that particular moment so she clicked
the television off and just laid her head back on the couch,
letting out a small sigh.

Moving away later that day
made her worried, she wasn’t quite sure what there even was to
worry about, maybe it was just because she never moved before. The
house seemed to have an eerie hollow feeling to it, she was
surprised her mother didn’t want to keep the couch, the TV was
understandable, it was so small and she wanted a bigger one anyway,
but her mother and father absolutely loved the couch!

She peeked at her watch
before laying her head back on the couch again; one
hundred-thirteen was surely better than before.

The longer she sat there,
the more tired she became. She decided to lie down on the couch and
before she knew it, she fell fast asleep.

 


“Becky, time to wake
up!” her mother announced cheerfully as she pulled open the drapes
in the living room, letting the bright morning light shine in on
her face as she slowly sat up, tucking her hair behind her
ears.

“It’s nine-thirty,
let’s get up! I’ve got your breakfast made for you in the kitchen,
we’ll have to walk because the car is out,” she said as she threw
the towel she had in her hand over her shoulder and leaned over,
giving Rebekah a soft kiss on the cheek.

Rebekah groaned loudly as
she pulled herself up off the couch and stretched.

“Mom, why’d you let
me fall asleep?” she asked with a yawn.

“Why on earth would I
wake you up, silly goose? You obviously needed the
rest!”

“Whatever,” she
replied groggily as she staggered into the
kitchen.

 


* * * *

 


She checked her blood, took
her morning and breakfast shot, sat down at the table and began
eating her scrambled eggs.

“Are you sure you
don’t want to keep the couch, Mom?” she asked as she squirted some
ketchup on her eggs and mixed it in.

“It’s too much to
pack along, the moving truck wasn’t all that big, plus, don’t you
think the black leather looks just fine in this
house?”

“I guess
so.”

“Will you miss it?”
her mother asked as she too sat down at the
table.

“I guess not, I mean,
if we ever wanted one again we could just get one,
right?”

“Hmm, do you want
some toast?”

“No, I’m not really
that hungry, I could just eat an apple or something when we get
back from church,” Rebekah replied as she finished the last of her
eggs.

“I still could have
time to make some dinner, or we could just pick some junk food up
from the store since I’m almost certain I packed up all the
silverware and things.”

“Okay, I’m going to
go get my shoes and my coat in case it rains again, oh, can I ride
my scooter to church?”

Her mother let out her
usual sigh and then smiled.

“Oh, all right, but
don’t get too far ahead of me, okay? Just be careful, the manual
says not to ride it on wet surfaces.”

 


It was five after ten by
the time they were standing outside the house and her mother was
locking up.

“Mom, when did you
say the bus would get here?” Rebekah asked as she kicked off and
rolled along right beside her mother.

“Oh, around six
o’clock.”

“Are we going to be
late for church?”

“I don’t know,
Rebekah, let me think for a moment, okay?” her mother replied,
sounding a little irritated.

Rebekah shrugged and kicked
faster, rolling up hill at least a few feet ahead of her
mother.

 


* * * *

 


The traffic rolled by,
pedestrians crossed the street and the usual city noise and chatter
continued on as they reached the church at twenty-four after, just
on time.

It was a fairly tall
building, with a high triangle shaped roof and many windows, she
could always remember being fond of the beautiful stained glass and
red carpets. She couldn’t help but doze off some days during
church, though, the pews were so comfortable, she loved God with
all her heart and hoped that he wouldn’t be too upset that she had
trouble staying awake through the preaching.

The doors were open and
when they entered many of the familiar faces had already taken
their seats. Her mother rushed her up as close as she could to the
front, sitting them down next to one of her mother’s acquaintances.
She was a tall, skinny women, 6’2 with red hair and a pale pointy
face, always dressed in fancy red dresses and wearing hats with
feathers, her name was Jessica but her mother always called her
Jess.

Rebekah didn’t dislike her
per say, she just found her high-pitched voice and rich snootiness
quite irritating at times. She couldn’t say she’d miss her very
much at all.

Her watch beeped on
fifty-glucose level as they sat there throughout service and her
mother turned to snap at her because she wouldn’t stop shuffling
her feet on the floor.

“Rebekah, my goodness
that’s rude!”

“Mom, it feels like
my feet are numb, I can’t help it!”

Mary sighed and handed her
an orange flavored glucose tablet.

“Sweetie, eat this
and sit still!” she hissed.

 


For some very mysterious
reason, the sermon seemed to take unusually long that day. Maybe it
seemed long for everyone, though, people were coughing, probably
getting sick from all the rain, and other kids were of course
annoying their mothers much more than she was. Nonetheless, they
were finally outside with everyone else.

The umbrellas opened to
greet the falling rain and the doves scattered off the steps,
leaving their soggy breadcrumbs behind.

“Mary, I see you
forgot your umbrella, you can share mine with Becky, I’ll walk home
with you,” Jessica offered politely as she let her big black
umbrella fling open.

“Thanks Jess,
Rebekah, do you want under the umbrella too?” she asked as her and
Jessica started down the steps.

“No, I’ll be fine,
Mom,” Rebekah replied, tucking her already wet hair behind her
ears. Grabbing her scooter from beside the door, she kicked off
down the wheel chair ramp.

Taxis rolled by, their
wheels splashing through the puddles in the streets as they carried
people to their desired destination.

The rain didn’t seem like
it would let up at all, but she didn’t care, she might not know how
to swim, but she wasn’t afraid of the rain at all. She just rolled
on ahead of her mother and Jessica as the two of them talked, her
wheels slipping on the wet sidewalk, sending her swerving about and
nearly straight into passing pedestrians.

“Rebekah, be careful,
will you? People are walking here!” her mother snapped loudly as
her daughter pushed herself even further ahead of
them.

“Your brother, Bill,
is a very rich man, is he not?”

“Yes, he owns that
chain of stores called King’s Computer World, but having piles of
money doesn’t matter much to me.”

“It should, it could
be dangerous, people could take advantage of that, it happens to me
all the time, that’s why my house is filled with security
cameras.”

Mary laughed rather
loudly.

“Yes, of course, Jess, in a
big city like this you have to be careful about home invasion, but,
we don’t have money stashed away in our house, and neither does
Bill. That I know of.”

“All I’m saying is,
what about your husband? I don’t mean to talk about him, but he
wasn’t just murdered.”

Mary stopped suddenly and
shouted for Rebekah to come back to her.

“Whatever do you
mean, Jess?”

Rebekah came to a halt in
front of them, giving them both a confused look.

“Ransom, Mary,
ransom, the only reason your husband was killed is because his
murderers knew the force would find them before they could contact
someone who cared, someone who cared and had an awful sum of money.
It happens all the time! Suppose those guys knew about your
brother? Let’s at least consider it as a possibility!
”

“Can we not talk
about my Dad?” Rebekah asked, lowering her head slightly and
turning away from them.

Mary just nodded and
gestured for them to continue walking.

“I just want you and
Rebekah to be careful, that’s all, I’ll miss you, be sure to give
me a call,” she said, giving them both a hug as they stopped at the
front door of the house.

“All right, thanks
for the walk home,” Mary said with a smile and a wave
goodbye.

 


* * * *

 


“Why does she think
she can talk to us about Dad? What was she talking about, anyway?”
Rebekah asked later that day as her and her mother put extra
clothes, her insulin and laptop into the waterproof
suitcase.

“I don’t know, she
was just giving us some advice I guess, I really have no idea where
she gets all the information she has, those gangs were only
supposed to be thieves, that’s what we were told,” her mother
replied as she slammed the suitcase shut and locked it, putting the
key in her pants pocket.

“Are your clothes dry
yet? The bus should be here any minute, you might want to put some
dry clothes on.”

“Mom, I’m
fine.”

“You
sure?”

“Yes, they’re
dry.”

“Okay, how’s your
blood?”

“It’s fine,
mom.”

“All right, missy
prissy, go eat an apple or something, a banana, I don’t want you
getting hungry right when we leave.”

 


* * * *

 


As Rebekah ate her apple,
she took one last look around the house. She almost went to tears
thinking about leaving it, she knew her mother was worried about
the safety of their current home, especially after what she
overheard Jessica saying, but she grew up there. It just felt so
strange to move away from all those memories, and it was the worst
time for her.

 


* * * *

 


“Rebekah, the bus is
here, put your raincoat on, I’ve got the suitcase!” her mother
called from the kitchen.

She ran to the kitchen,
chucked the apple core in the trash, grabbed her coat and put it
on, then got on her scooter and kicked off toward the
door.

Mary retrieved the cell
phone from the kitchen counter, checked its battery life and then
put it in her coat pocket before heading out the door.

 


* * * *

 


“Evening, ladies, Mr.
William King sent me to give you a ride to his place, long road
ahead, but he’s expecting us by at least four or five tomorrow
morning,” The driver said with a grin.

He was a short, pudgy man
with a round face and small beady eyes, slicked back black hair and
wearing a black leather coat along with torn up grey
jeans.

“I’m Mary, this is my
daughter, Rebekah.”

“Yes, you’re
William’s sister, but I haven’t heard of you yet,
Rebekah.”

“Hey,” she said
sullenly as she stepped up into the bus. She flung her scooter over
her shoulder and shook the man’s hand. His hands were surprisingly
clammy, but it didn’t bother her at all, in fact, her hands might
have felt too perfectly smooth to him.

“Take a seat where
ever you like, most people prefer the back, the heating system is
more efficient back there,” he said with a chuckle as he closed the
doors.

“I’m Bob by the
way.”

Mary just smiled politely
and led them to the last seat in the back of the bus.

“Rebekah, fold that
darned thing up, will you?” her mother groaned as Rebekah turned
and clunked her on the back with the rear wheel of her scooter.
Rebekah folded her scooter up and placed it under their seats as
her mother struggled, trying to shove the suitcase in the upper
storage compartment above their heads.

The bus was actually quite
fancy, almost too much. The floor was padded with carpet and the
seats where quite warm and comfortable, they even had seat belts.
What didn’t quite make sense though, was that the carpet was black
and the seats were grey to match the walls and the outside of the
bus. It had ten rows of seats and was about medium size, she hadn’t
really seen many transport buses before though, so she couldn’t be
sure.

As soon as her mother got
the suitcase in the storage compartment and they were seated and
buckled in, the bus started its slow roll down the road. She took a
few last glances at the house through the pouring rain.

 


* * * *

 



Chapter 5

 


 


The bus soared past
traffic, buildings, and came to many slow stops at crosswalks and
stop signs before they finally started their journey outside of the
city and onto the roads surrounded by forests along with many
creeks and rivers.

Mary glanced at her
wristwatch and announced to her that it was seven thirty-seven
P.M.

She almost couldn’t believe
that they’d been onboard the bus for over an hour already. By then
she knew it was going to be a long ride!

 


* * * *

 


“Mom, can I get my
laptop from the suitcase?”

“What for? Do you
realize what a pain that suitcase was to get up in that storage
place?”

“Never mind,” Rebekah
replied flatly, crossing her arms and slouching down in her
seat.

“If you don’t tell me
what you want it for, I won’t get it for you, simple as
that.”

“I wanted to play
some music.”

“Didn’t you bring
your iPod? You didn’t leave it at the house, did
you?”

“No, that’s in my
laptop bag too, but I thought I would play it for
everyone.”

“Hey, excuse me,
Bob?”

“Yeah?”

“My daughter wants to
play some music from her computer, do you mind?”

Bob lifted his left arm and
scratched his armpit before placing his right hand back on the
wheel.

“Naw, I like
everything beside death metal and rap.”

 


* * * *

 


Mary grunted as she
unbuckled her seat belt, stood up and yanked the suitcase from the
storage compartment.

She handed her daughter’s
laptop bag to her before quickly stuffing the case back in the
compartment and sitting down.

Rebekah quickly clicked on
the track “A Hard Road” from Black Sabbath’s album titled “Never
Say Die” and her and her mother began singing along.

 


* * * *

 


“Widows weeping,
babies sleeping

Life becomes the singer and
the song, sing along

 


Brother's sharing, mother's
caring

Night time falling victim
to the dawn, shadows small

Days are crawling, time is
calling

To the Earth another life
has gone, love life gone

 


Oh, it's a hard
road...

 


Forget all your sorrow,
we're living the best

And look to the future,
`cause life goes together now”

 


* * * *

 


It was great fun, even
though her mother got lost on a few words. She got quite the kick
out of Bob rocking his head back and forth to the song. She played
through many more Black Sabbath albums, Led Zeppelin and The Doors
albums before closing the computer as they stopped at a gas
station. It appeared to have a store as well, like many gas
stations. Bob offered to let them go into the store and pick up
snacks while he filled up the gas tank.

She followed her mother
out; behind her she carried her scooter. She unfolded it once she
stepped outside of the bus and kicked off toward the entrance of
the store.

“Rebekah, must you
ride that here?” her mother asked as she ran along, trying to keep
pace with her through the pouring rain.

Rebekah just shrugged and
held the door open for her before kicking off again, straight into
the store and down one of its few aisles.

“Hey kid, no scooter
in the store!” the salesclerk behind the counter
shouted.

She came to a halt, sighed
and stepped off the scooter, tucking her bangs behind her
ears.

“Rebekah, pick out
what you want, but not too much sugar!” her mother called from the
counter before turning and talking to the clerk.

“Okay, Mom! ...
Everything in here has sugar,” she mumbled as she walked past the
Little Debbie stand.

“Mom, can I get a
soda?” she called from the refrigerator as she opened the door and
peeked inside at all the bottles and cans of soft
drinks.

“Oh, all right, one
soda! We don’t need to be stopping all along the road so you can go
to the bathroom!”

“You ladies traveling
someplace?” the salesclerk asked as he pushed the cash drawer
closed.

“Yeah, moving up to
my brother Bill’s place for a while.”

“William
King?”

“Yes, do you know
him?”

“Not personally, no,
but everyone knows his name, rich fellow, he used to operate a gold
mining plant down the river quite a few miles from here, gave it up
when they couldn’t find anything, now that area is a hideout for
drug dealers and other criminal related operations, or at least
that’s what I heard.”

“Excuse
me?”

“Gangs of all sorts,
the police were down there a few years ago, arrested some blokes
for bank robbery and all sorts of theft, didn’t clean the place out
completely though.”

“Huh.”

“Yep, I take it your
brother’s got quite a secure house though, he lives far enough away
that they wouldn’t dare bug him, you’re Joe Clark’s wife,
right?”

“Yes,” she replied as
she rummaged through her purse, looking for some spare five-dollar
bills.

“Shame what happened
to your husband, I can’t believe the police haven’t linked those
criminals to the ones along that river, there is roughly only one
way up, and it’s through their territory.”

She didn’t reply, instead
she turned to see Rebekah walking up to the counter with a can of
Coke in her hand and a Snickers bar.

“Is that it?” she
asked as she took the two items from her daughter’s hand and placed
them carefully on the counter.

“Yeah, you don’t want
anything?”

“Yes, but just a
coffee, I’ll go get one, you wait here with the stuff,
okay?”

 


* * * *

 


They finally got out of the
store and found the bus parked much closer this time. She ordered
Rebekah to fold up her scooter and walk to the bus so she wouldn’t
have to do it once they got inside.

Once they were both seated,
her mother sipped her hot cup of coffee and Rebekah cracked her can
of soda, setting her Snickers bar next to her for later.

“Should we have
gotten you anything, Bob?” Mary asked as the engine started and he
began pulling out of the parking lot.

“Naw, I’m just fine
Ma’am, thanks though.”

Rebekah caught a glimpse of
a car sitting in the lot that looked just like their car! Four men
in black clothing, all of them smoking cigarettes, surrounded
it.

“Mom, is that our
car?”

Mary turned and glanced out
the window with a confused look on her face as the bus suddenly
picked up speed and sped out onto the open road.

“No sweetie, it sure
looks a lot like it though, doesn’t it.”

“You seem like a 60’s
and 70’s girl, what other music do you like?” Bob asked with a
small laugh as he glanced back at them.

“I really like The
Beatles, my favorite band actually, I have all their albums, the
studio ones anyway.”

“We’re trying to find
some live ones for her, why don’t you play them? I’m sure Bob would
like it, you like The Beatles, don’t you Bob?”

“Oh sure, who doesn’t
like The Beatles?” he replied with a chuckle.

 


* * * *

 


Once she finished her soda,
she checked her blood and took a shot to help it get back down from
201 to a more normal level.

“Be sure you take
enough to cover that candy bar as well,” her mother said with a
smile as she brushed her daughter’s bangs back up behind her ears
for her.

She played songs from of
the albums, Help!, Rubber Soul, Yesterday and Today, Revolver, Sgt.
Pepper, White Album, Let it be, Magical Mystery Tour, Please Please
me and Abby Road before shutting down the computer to save up the
25% battery life it had left. As her mother put her laptop bag back
in the suitcase, Rebekah glanced back toward the back windows and
noticed a big round red button on the ceiling in between two of the
lights.

“What’s the red
button for?”

“Oh, that? You hit
that and it opens the emergency exit on the roof, don’t touch it
though, it’s a pain to get closed, it sticks for some reason,” Bob
replied as he turned the fog lights on.

“Rebekah, did you
take your shot?”

“Yeah.”

“Diabetic, huh?” Bob
asked as he turned on the windshield wipers to try and see through
the thick storm of rain.

“Yeah, she’s been
dealing with it pretty well over the years.”

“Type one or
two?”

“Type
one.”

“Shame, my
brother-in-law had diabetes too, only he got trapped in his
basement during a snow storm and died in a coma.”

Rebekah gave her mother an
odd wide eyed look as she kissed her on the forehead and threw a
small thin blanket over her legs.

“Get some sleep, okay
baby?”

“Hey, do you guys
want the lights off back there?”

“No, that’s fine,
thanks, sorry to hear about your brother-in-law.”

 


* * * *

 


She dozed on and off as the
bus hit bumps in the road while the rain beat down on the roof. A
few cars with bright headlights passed by and she finally decided
to turn her head, nuzzling her face in her mother’s arm to block
out the bright lights of passing cars.

 


* * * *

 


“Sorry to wake the
both of you, but, are you expecting company?”

“Pardon me?” Mary
asked as she sat up and brushed the hair from her
face.

“That car has been
close behind us for quite a while now, they moving some stuff for
you?”

Rebekah groaned and opened
her eyes as her mother peered back to look out the
window.

“Huh, looks just like
our car.”

“It isn’t, is
it?”

“Mom, our car’s
broken.” Rebekah moaned.

“Should I stop?” Bob
asked as he slowed the bus down slightly.

“No no, keep going,
they must just be driving along.

“Mom, that’s the same
car I saw at the gas station, the one I told you
about.”

“Well, don’t worry
about it, go back to sleep, baby.”

“What time is
it?”

“It’s 12:37, sleep
now, will you?”

She groaned and flopped
back over, pulling the blanket over her head when suddenly the car
following them slammed right into the back of the bus!

“What the hell?!” Bob
shouted as he slammed on the gas, most likely breaking the speed
limit.

“Mom, what’s going
on?!” Rebekah screamed in a panicked voice.

Her mother threw her arms
around her, shielding her body with her own as bullets shot through
the back of the bus!

Mary tried desperately to
calm her screaming daughter as the car reared up next to the driver
side of the bus, firing away through the window and sending Bob
against the wheel!

Rebekah screamed and began
shaking violently as blood trickled from the driver’s seat! Bob’s
twitching body slumped down, pressing harder on the gas!

Mary was in a panic, she
ran her hands through her daughter’s hair frantically, but she had
to keep calm! She couldn’t tell for sure, but it looked like the
attacking car drove on far ahead as the bus sped toward the
riverbank! She quickly unbuckled her seat belt, thinking about
dashing ahead and trying to jerk the wheel, but it was too late!
She held the screaming Rebekah close as the bus smashed through the
guardrail and soared over the cliff! It’s wheels spinning madly as
it tilted nose down!

“Hold on Rebekah,
hold on!” her mother whispered, wrapping her arms around her
tightly as both the candy bar and cup of coffee crashed to the
floor.

With a loud and violent
crash the front end of the bus smashed into the raging water of the
river below! The windows gave way as the lights flickered and water
rushed in! The back end of the bus slammed down on something hard,
seeming to catch itself as the water poured in! The current tore
away at the windows and the lights failed!

“Rebekah!” Mary shouted as
she shook her, trying to bring her to her senses.

“W-what’s
happening?!” she stammered, still shaking.

“Unbuckle your
seatbelt and hold onto me, okay?”

“Mom, I ... I can’t
swim!”

“Just do as I say,
please!”

Rebekah fumbled with her
seatbelt and shrieked as the lights blasted back on, blowing the
one in the front end of the bus out.

The bus creaked and
groaned, slipping further down into the water and pulling further
away from the rocks it had caught on as Mary, shaking, stood up and
slammed on the red button as fast and hard as she could! The
emergency hatch slid half way open as the lights flickered off
again and the front side windows broke in, allowing more water to
spill into the bus.

“Mom!”

“Hang on, Rebekah,
hang on!”

Mary dove to the floor,
slipping as the bus slanted forward even more. She retrieved
Rebekah’s scooter from under the seat and wedged it in the escape
hatch, forcing it open with all her might!

A strong wave of water
rushed over the bus and it was pushed almost level as the lights
flickered on and off again.

Rebekah decided to attempt
retrieving the suitcase as her mother forced open the hatch. She
turned, hearing a loud crashing sound as her mother forced it all
the way open.

“Rebekah, come
on!”

“Mom, the suitcase,
we can’t leave it!”

Mary looked quickly around
the bus in a panic as it tore away from the rocks and began
traveling down the raging rapids, twisting all about!

Rebekah screamed and fell
back against the seat in front of her in fright as the suitcase
tumbled from the compartment and came crashing down!

Her eyes shifted around the
bus and her heart raced as she saw that her mother was no longer
right in front of her!

“Mom, where are
you?!”

“Becky! I’m here,
please listen, just climb up, stand on the back of our seat and
pull yourself out through the hatch, you can do it, please!” Mary
pleaded as water rushed over her.

She took one last look down
as her mother held a tight grasp on the seat, keeping herself from
being sucked out the nearby broken window.

“Rebekah,
go!”

She nodded and took a deep
breath, lifting herself up on the back of the seat as the bus
tilted straight up. Standing as steady as she could, she closed her
eyes and jumped, clinging onto the edge of the open escape hatch.
She grunted and used all her strength to pull herself up and onto
the outside of the roof as the bus’s back end settled into the
water once more.

She scrambled on the roof,
keeping a tight hold on the safety bars that were attached to the
outside. She looked back into the bus to see her mother handing the
suitcase up to her. She took it in her right hand, gripping the
handle on the roof with her left as the bus picked up speed,
heading straight for a waterfall!

“Mom, hurry!” she
urged.

Mary climbed onto the back
of the seat, reaching up and just barely pulling herself up onto
the roof.

“Rebekah, hand me the
suitcase and put your arms around my chest, I’ll swim for both of
us, come on!”

She hesitated and looked at
her surroundings. Her mother was right, staying with the bus would
mean death, and surely she wouldn’t let her drown. Mary quickly
took the suitcase and held it out in front of her as Rebekah
wrapped her arms around her and held her tight. Without warning,
her mother dove into the rapids! Water splashed over her and she
began gasping! The suitcase stayed afloat in her mother’s hand as
she tried desperately to swim toward the shore! The water pulled
them toward the waterfall and Mary began kicking in a state of
panic as the bus crashed down the rapids and it’s lights flashed
one more time before being swept away into the night.

Rebekah clung tighter still
to her mother’s waist as she pulled them both to shore, throwing
the suitcase in front of her. She gasped for air as she sat up and
held her daughter close.

“God, sweetie, are
you all right?”

“F-fine, you?” she
replied, shivering violently.

“I’m all right, I’m
grateful I could swim good enough to get us out of those
rapids.

“What happened? Who
were those guys?”

“I don’t know Becky,
I have to keep us safe, we can get through this, I know we
can.”

Rebekah said nothing and
just sat herself up and flung her arms around her beloved mother as
she kissed her softly on the head.

 


* * * *

 



Chapter 6

 


 


They sat there in
complete silence for almost five minutes just trying to take it all
in. Both of them had many questions, like were those men hunting
Bob? Or were they hunting them? Would they come back? Was there a
safe way out of the river?

Rebekah glanced down at her
Gluco Watch and sighed in disappointment when she found it no
longer worked, thanks to their swim.

“Sweetie, what’s
wrong?”

“My watch isn’t
working, but my blood sugar is probably high anyway,” she mumbled.
Just then Mary remembered the cell phone in her coat pocket, how
could she be so stupid? It wasn’t like she knew they were going to
end up in the river, but she felt very dumb for not putting it in
the suitcase where it would be safe.

She pulled it from her
pocket and pressed the talk button, hoping it would turn on. It
didn’t, instead it made a strange hissing sound as water dripped
from the inside.

“That’s broken too?”
Rebekah asked as she glanced over at the soaked phone in her
mother’s hand.

Mary just shook her head in
disappointment and stuffed the phone back in her pocket, she wasn’t
quite sure they would get a signal anyway.

“Well, come on, I saw
some trees over behind us, maybe there is a dry spot, we can open
the suitcase and check your blood there,” her mother said as she
pulled Rebekah to her feet and led her toward the tall
trees.

The rain had finally
decided to stop, but the clouds flooded the sky, making any light
from the moon almost nonexistent.

Their shoes slipped on the
wet, round and sharp rocks as they staggered through the dark
toward their planned destination.

They walked up into the
trees quite a ways before they found an area dry enough to sit
down. Most of the rocks were rough or just not round enough to sit
comfortably on but they had to make do.

Mary glanced at her
wristwatch, it was too dark to see if it still functioned properly,
she held it to her ear but there wasn’t a tick or anything. Chances
were, the water had destroyed it as well.

“Mom, is Bob dead?”
She felt stupid for asking the question, the answer was obvious,
wasn’t it? For some reason she was hoping though, that he somehow
wasn’t dead and that he’d come and find them, maybe he knew enough
about their surroundings to get them to safety.

“Yes Becky, he’s
dead, even if those men hadn’t shot him, he was in the front of the
bus, not in the back like us.”

“What do we
do?”

“I don’t know,
sweetie, right now I just don’t know.”

“I’m going to make a
fire,” Rebekah said as she suddenly stood up and walked toward some
brush and fallen trees.

“Becky, where are you
going?”

“To get some wood,
Mom.”

“Well, let me go with
you.”

“Mom, I’m right here,
I can do this by myself.”

Mary sighed and sat back
down, gazing through the dark as her daughter picked up some
sticks, brush and a few small pieces of wood before returning to
their spot and placing it neatly in a little pile.

She then gathered up
smaller rocks and placed them in a circle around the brush and
twigs before grabbing the straightest stick and placing it firmly
between her hands. Sitting on her knees, she began rolling it in
her hands, slowly at first, then gradually speeding up, trying to
get a flame going.

“Where did you learn
that?”

“Survival class,” she
replied as she squinted her eyes and bent down lower, trying to see
if anything was happening as she continued to spin the stick in her
hands.

“Is that brush dry
enough?” her mother asked as she too squinted, taking a closer
look.

“I don’t know, I’m
going to go get some moss from that tree over there,” she replied
as she stood up once more and headed back toward the brush and
fallen trees.

“I’ll check the
suitcase, I might have some old paper in here
somewhere.”

Rebekah returned quickly
with some clumps of dry moss and another stick she found underneath
a fallen tree.

“I found some old
crumpled up newspaper in the suitcase, try using that as well,”
Mary said as she handed her the paper with an unsteady
hand.

“Mom, are you
okay?”

“Yeah, I’m fine,
sweetie, just a little chilled.”

“You can’t get sick
and die on me.”

“I won’t, I’m fine,”
she replied with a smile, watching her return to rubbing the moss
and paper with the stick.

She was about to give up
after a very cold breeze blew by, almost disheveling her paper and
moss when a wisp of smoke came drifting up, followed by a small
flame that began forming right in the paper and moss! Without
wasting any time, she dropped the stick and lowered her head closer
to the flame, blowing softly, trying to get it going.

Another breeze blew passed
and snuffed it in a flash and she leaned her head on her hand in
frustration.

“I’m never going to
get this fire going...”

“It’s okay, come on,
you can do it!” her mother urged, giving her a pat on the
back.

After many more minutes of
trial and error, the flame once again sprang up within the moss,
paper and twigs. Mary scrambled close by for some bigger chunks of
wood. Rebekah continued to blow softly on the fire as her mother
placed the chunks of wood carefully on the flames, trying her best
not to put them out and hoping that the wood was dry enough to
burn.

 


* * * *

 


Rebekah sat close to her
mother as the fire quickly took off and filled the area around them
with warmth. She took her sweater and coat off, along with her
shoes; setting them next to the fire to dry after her mother did
the same.

Now all they had to worry
about was if it was going to start raining again!

Mary dug her daughter's
test meter out of the suitcase along with her other medical
supplies, including a glucagon injection, glucose tablets, insulin,
extra test strips and a bundle of syringes.

It proved it’s metal as a
waterproof suitcase, her laptop, iPod and everything else inside
stayed perfectly dry, despite the fact that Mary used it to help
keep them afloat in the freezing river.

“It’s ninety-one,
Mom,” she said as she pulled the used test strip from the machine
and chucked it aside before placing the tester and other medical
supplies back in the suitcase.

“All right, are you
feeling okay?”

“Yeah, I’m warmer
now.”

“Do you think we
might be able to get a wireless signal out here from someplace?”
her mother asked as she poked at the fire with a
stick.

“Maybe,
why?”

“I was thinking, your
uncle will be up soon, I can’t imagine him not checking his emails,
if you still have his address, maybe we could write him and he can
call the police or something.”

Rebekah nodded and quickly
retrieved her laptop from its bag and turned it on. The cold
weather hadn’t helped the battery’s life much at all, it had
dropped all the way from 25% to 17% and she felt the need to make
quick work, as the battery was old enough already and the cold
early morning air might make it drop even faster!

She glanced up at the
clock, reading 2:01 AM aloud before clicking on the wireless
airport icon in the menu bar, letting it scan for wireless
networks. Much to her disappointment, none were found.

They decided to sit there
for a moment longer and look through her photo library of family
photos. Most were taken randomly around the house, each of them
taking pictures of each other. Her father had taken a picture of
her and her mother together and in turn her mother took one of her
and her father sitting at the table as she helped him cut his
birthday cake.

She began to feel her eyes
swell with pain while looking at all those pictures. She glanced
over at her mother and saw tears running down her cheeks, but she
sat perfectly strong and still. Deep down Mary knew that if she
were to flip out, her daughter would too.

“I really miss him,
Mom,” she suddenly said in a choking voice.

Mary just sniffled, trying
to pull herself together as she put her arms around her
daughter.

 


* * * *

 


The battery had gone almost
completely dead by the time she decided to put her computer back in
its bag and close the suitcase. Mary took the key from her pants
pocket and locked it, feeling quite glad it hadn’t been lost in the
swim. She knew for a fact that nothing could stop her from breaking
the locks though, if need be.

Rebekah joined her mother
in prayer. They prayed that somehow they would make it through the
night, that they would find a way out and return to safety. Mary
assured her that Uncle Bill would worry and call the police or
someone who could help when they didn’t show up in the next three
hours, but the question that lingered in Rebekah’s mind and
probably Mary’s was this. How long would it take the help in
question to figure out where they were? How long would it take
exactly for Uncle Bill to decide that they weren’t stuck in traffic
someplace? Should they move on or stay put? Could they find a way
back up to the road or a road someplace? If they stayed, would
those armed men somehow come after them? Were those armed men
really after them? If they were, could they be heading in their
direction already?

Her mind abandoned those
thoughts when she realized that she needed to go to the bathroom,
bad!

 


* * * *

 


Mary finally decided to
stay by the fire after they both put their shoes back on, Rebekah
was told not to wonder too far away. She found a tree close by and
finished her business. Upon returning to the fire she could swear
she heard a car or big truck drive by. How could that be? The main
road was on the other side of the river! Nonetheless, she decided
it couldn’t hurt to walk back toward the direction of the sound a
ways and make sure. She climbed up a few rocky slopes before almost
blindly walking into a tall rock cliff.

It sure was steep, and she
couldn’t see exactly where it ended. It did look like it had a lot
of sturdy looking edges sticking out, not too far apart from each
other, either. Could they climb it? If so, where did it go? Was
there a road up there? Or just more forest? Could those armed men
have an ambush waiting up there?

Before deciding anything
too crazy, she decided to go get her mother and hear her opinion on
it.

 


* * * *

 


“Mom, come look, I
think I found a way up!” she said as she couldn’t help but be a bit
jumpy with excitement.

“Where?” She asked,
as she stood straight up in surprise.

“Follow me, I’ll show
you, come on!” she urged, motioning her to follow as she quickly
stepped over the large rocks surrounding the
area.

There was a small stream
trickling down from the rock face to a small pond a good foot or
two below the big rock they stood on to examine the
cliff.

“Do you think we can
climb it? Should we go back and get the suitcase? Will we even be
able to take it with us?” Rebekah asked
curiously.

Mary opened her mouth to
reply when the sounds of nature were disrupted by a loud
gunshot!

Rebekah was quickly pulled
behind the rock and on her knees in the pond with her mother as she
held her hand over her mouth! Making the shush motion with her
finger pressed to her own lips.

“Come out of hiding,
we know you’re out there!” came the light voice of a man. They
didn’t dare peek out from their hiding place, even though they were
a good distance from the fire, neither of them wanted to risk being
seen! Rebekah tried to keep from trembling as her mother held her
closer and the sounds of someone walking on the rocks got
closer.

“Hey, Bart, look, a
suitcase, it’s locked but we should take it, they’ve only got one
way out of this place and we’ll be watching, here, help me put out
this fire,” said the same light voice.

“You going to take
their coats too, Kurt?” asked a deep male voice.

“Shut up and help me
put out the fire, search the coats for a cell phone or something,
and yes, take the damned coats!” Kurt snapped.

“Yeah, there’s a cell
phone in there all right, but it’s broken ... looks like it went
for a swim, I don’t think she had time to call the cops,” the deep
voice replied.

They stayed as still as
possible in their hiding place as the sound of water being dumped
over a hot fire broke the silence.

After about five more
minutes, Mary released her hand from her daughter’s mouth, holding
her tight as she slumped back against the rocks.

Just when they thought
their night couldn’t get any worse, it was a complete nightmare for
sure! Two strangers stole their suitcase, coats and Rebekah’s
sweater. To top it off, least one was armed! What did they want?
Were they being hunted? Why didn’t they search for them? Why take
their stuff? Rebekah sat very confused and still in a fright, what
were they going to do now? Mary still blamed herself for not
placing the cellphone in the suitcase; they possibly wouldn’t be in
their current situation if she had.

“Rebekah, let’s try
climbing this rock face, maybe we can make it, we have to get out
of here another way than the way they want us to go,” Mary said as
she stood up, brushing the mud off her pants.

“Mom, I’m scared,
what if they come back? What do those guys want?”

Mary sighed as she knelt
back down and took Rebekah’s face in her hands.

“I don’t know
sweetie, I know you’re scared but, we can’t stay here, we have to
move or they will come back and they’ll find us, do you feel dizzy
or shaky?”

“No, I’ll be okay,
don’t worry about me.”

“I feel stupid for
not carrying that suitcase with me, what was I
thinking?”

“Mom, it’s okay,
really, I’m fine, I’ll be okay ... are they
gone?”

Mary just barely peeked
around the rock and took a look.

“It doesn’t look like
they’re around, but let’s be careful just in case ... they’re
waiting for us,” she said with a pause.

 


* * * *

 


After Rebekah and Mary both
shook off their fear of moving away from the hiding spot, they
walked up to the cliff face and reached up, searching for a strong
place to hold on. At first the task at hand seemed like it wouldn’t
be so hard, it wasn’t until they got at least fifteen feet up that
they came to realize, there weren’t many more edges to grab onto,
the bank was higher than they had predicted and their shoes just
couldn’t do the job.

“Mom, can you reach
that place up there?” Rebekah asked as her right leg began to shake
uncontrollably. Her mother stretched her arm out as far as she
could, groaning, trying to reach a good-sized ledge sticking out of
the cliff.

“No, I can’t, this is
too much for you, for both of us, we’ll have to go back down and
look for another way.”

“But, I’m fine,
Mom.”

“You may be fine now,
but you know what getting worked up can do to your blood sugar in
the long run, come, going down may be a little harder then going up
was, let’s be careful.”

Mary began climbing her way
back down a little faster than Rebekah had thought she would. She
took a look down and almost froze when she saw how high up they
were!

“Mom, I-I don’t think
I can do this!”

“Don’t look down,
sweetie, just go down the same way you came up.”

“I ... I already
looked down!”

She couldn’t move, her body
was like a statue, she just hugged the rock face and closed her
eyes tight with the long sleeves of her shirt catching on the
jagged rocks some, the wind blowing past didn’t help much
either!

“Just take it nice
and slow, step down onto the edge below you, nice and easy, you can
do it!”

She swallowed hard, took a
deep breath and faced her fear. Reaching her left foot down and
carefully putting it to rest on the ledge below.

“Good, you
okay?”

“Yeah ...
Fine...”

“Okay, now the other
foot.”

She let her hands slide
down the rocks as she slowly brought her right foot down, placing
it next to her left. Maybe it wasn’t so bad after all, if she had
all night she wouldn’t feel so bad about taking so long but she
knew that she didn’t so her first instinct was to try to move
faster. Little did she know at that moment, it wasn’t such a good
idea.

She hastily
stepped down with her left foot on a ledge a bit further down than
the last one and it gave way! Before she could get a grasp on what
just happened, her hands scraped along the sharp rocks and she slid
down on the very tiptoes of her shoes!

A few small rocks tumbled
from above and landed on her feet as she came to a halt at the
bottom, her hands stinging with pain and her body trembling with
fright!

“Rebekah! Are you all
right?!” Mary asked in a worried voice as she scurried to the
bottom and took her daughter’s hands.

Rebekah nodded her head as
her mother lightly ran her fingers over the small cuts in the palms
of her hands.

She didn’t realize she
scratched up her left knee until she tried to step forward and
nearly fell!

“Hold on, just sit
down and rest a bit, okay? Then we’ll go back down to the river and
wash up your hands, we don’t need you getting an infection,
remember what the doctor said!”

Rebekah just nodded once
more as she sat down next to her mother by the small pool of water
they hid in just minutes before.

 


* * * *

 


There was a loud clap of
thunder, followed by a flash of lightning and rain began pouring
down heavily as they finally reached the river. The water rushed
past and the sound of the waterfall some distance away was
surprisingly loud!

Their clothes were still
damp from the swim but it wouldn’t be long before the storm would
have them soaked to the bone a second time.

Mary helped her daughter to
her knees and they both washed the dirt and sand from her cuts as
thoroughly as possible in the dark night.

The sky littered itself
with even more clouds, blocking the moon’s light and leaving no
stars to be seen. The ground even had a light fog, which made it
harder to walk around without stepping in a hole full of water or
tripping over large stones. The smell of the rain was somewhat
comforting to the both of them, so it wasn’t all bad.

 


* * * *

 


“We’ll get as close to the
waterfall as we can and see how tall it is and if there may be a
way to climb down, okay?”

“Yeah.”

“You feeling okay?”
her mother asked as she brushed her bangs out of her own face and
then tucked her daughter’s behind her ears.

“Yeah, I feel
okay.”

“Good, let’s get
moving, come on.”

“What time do you
think it is, Mom?”

“It has to be a
little after three by now, soon it’ll start getting light out and
we’ll be able to see better but, we’ll have to be careful, because
that means those men might be able to see us
too.”

“Should we try going
up the river instead of down?” Rebekah asked as she jumped over a
pile of large rocks.

“We’ll try that next,
I just want to see the water fall and if there is a way down, those
men have to get around here somehow.”

 


* * * *

 


It wasn’t long before they
reached the waterfall. They didn’t have to climb over as many large
rocks as they thought, and it wasn’t a very long drop down either.
Rebekah got on her hands and knees, peering down into the rapids at
the foot of the waterfall below, she could see the back end of the
bus. It had fallen front first and lodged itself deep in the rocks,
the lights had gone out, but she almost thought she saw the back
tires spinning! It could have been her imagination,
though.

“Mom, can you see a
way down?”

“What?” Mary asked
loudly, as she was busy gazing over the edge on her hands and
knees, the sound of the waterfall blasting in their
ears.

“Do you think there
is a way down?” Rebekah asked again, this time louder as she
crawled slightly closer to her.

“No, it’s basically a
straight drop, we’d hurt ourselves pretty bad if we fell, it
doesn’t look like anybody climbs down it at all, we’ll have to go
back and check further up the river,” she replied as she stood up,
took Rebekah’s hand and began leading her back the way they
came.

 


* * * *

 


The rain was still coming
down as they walked along the shore, the raindrops pitter-pattering
softly on the river. Rebekah couldn’t help but shiver as she felt
the rain soak all the way through her clothes. Her mother didn’t
seem affected by the rain at all; even with her short-sleeved shirt
on she just concentrated on getting them further up the river in
hopes that it wouldn’t be flowing quite as fast. Mary didn’t walk
too fast though so Rebekah could keep pace with her and at a rate
that it wouldn’t endanger her blood sugar.

The fog along the ground
only got thicker the further up stream they traveled. Twice both of
them tripped over big sharp rocks, almost falling flat on their
faces!

“Hey, up hill a little,
there is a small bridge going across to the other side!” Mary said
as she put her hand on Rebekah’s shoulder and pointed straight
ahead.

She looked right in the
direction her mother was pointing and squinted her eyes, peering
through the dark and fog but couldn’t see any sort of
bridge.

“Mom, I don’t see
anything.”

Her mother
sighed.

“Come on, let’s see if it
leads anywhere, maybe a way we can get up.”

“What if that’s the
way those guys get out of here and they’re waiting for us?” Rebekah
asked as she picked up her pace, walking right next to
her.

Her mother paused and
looked her straight in the face.

“What if you’re
right? What do you think we should do, Becky?”

“I don’t know, Mom,
I’m just worried I guess.”

“Well, let’s just
take a look, it could be broken for all we know, if it looks
suspicious, or you get a bad feeling, please do say something, I
don’t want to put us in danger,” she replied as they began walking
again.

 


They reached a small ledge
and climbed up slowly, it was about seven feet high. Rebekah’s
hands hurt a little from her cuts so once Mary climbed up she took
her daughter’s hands and pulled her the rest of the way
up.

The bridge was made of wood
and ropes, like the bridges in most online fantasy games. It was
all tied together and each end had long wooden poles, which were
placed in gaps within the rock ledge and packed with cement to keep
it in place. They couldn’t see to the other side very well, but the
poles on the other end were tied to two old roots of a tree that
was growing out of the cliff. It almost looked like there was a
very thin trail along the bank; it didn’t look like it was leading
up, but back down the river, maybe a way down below the
waterfall.

“Do you think it’s
safe, Mom?”

“It looks sturdy to
me, besides, if we did fall in, the current here is very weak,” her
mother said as she placed one foot on the bridge. It swayed a
little but didn’t make any cracking sounds or possess any signs of
failure.

“But I can’t swim,
Mom.”

“Don’t worry, I’ll
fall in with you, I promise,” she replied sweetly as she gave her a
pat on the head.

Mary stepped out onto the
bridge first, and then with a deep breath, Rebekah followed. She
wasn’t sure if those men with guns would be waiting for them on the
other side, but as she glanced to her left, further up river, there
were many places where water fell over very tall rocks and maybe
even another waterfall existed not far away. The bank further up
had no bridges, and no places to climb from what she could see; it
was basically a canyon, flooded with water and no shore to walk on.
At the moment, the bridge sure didn’t seem like such a bad
idea.

 


* * * *

 



Chapter 7

 


 


The ropes on the
bridge made Rebekah’s hands hurt just a little as they slowly
walked along. She didn’t feel safe just walking like her mother,
she had to hold onto the sides, she was too afraid she might slip
and fall.

The rain was still pouring
and the wood was slippery, even though a good some of it was
covered in moss.

Mary stopped all of a
sudden and grabbed Rebekah under her arm as a loud cracking sound
echoed throughout the night.

“Mom!”

“Shh, we’re fine,
just relax ... do you hear that?”

Rebekah turned around as a
bright light shined straight in her face! The sound of a motor
became louder and her mother began pulling her along behind
her!

She glanced back again and
she saw a small motorboat speeding toward the bridge! She saw as
many as two men on board, only one was armed. Were they going to
break the bridge? Could they? Was the boat even tall enough? They
hurried along as quickly as possible, slipping on the wet boards,
racing for the other end!

The boat got closer to the
bridge and the armed man pulled out his weapon, firing steadily on
the bridge’s middle! Both Rebekah and Mary screamed as a loud crack
sent the bridge sagging toward the water!

The boat broke waves as it
made a sharp turn, speeding away from them and the gun fired off
again just as they reached the end of the bridge!

In a loud crash, the ends
of the bridge swung toward the bank! Mary gripped tight, the ropes
cutting into her hands as she wrapped her free arm around her
daughter!

The boat came back to a
halt on the opposite side of the river. As they hung on the
dangling bridge for dear life, the gunman locked his sights on
them!

“Don’t even pull that
trigger, man!” The other fellow barked.

Rebekah realized that those
men must have been the same ones that found their fire and took
their coats and suitcase. She assumed the unarmed man was named
Bart.

“What the hell do you
mean don’t pull the trigger?!”

“We
ain’t killing nobody! Put the gun down!”

Kurt growled with anger,
lowered his weapon and turned the boat around, speeding back up the
river.

Rebekah groaned, kicking
her feet madly as her mother kept her in a tight grasp. She held
her even closer as she glanced back up the river, the speedboat was
completely out of site, but she was quite puzzled as to what was
going on. They were following them, shot the bridge and yet didn’t
shoot them when they had the perfect chance?

Mary finally took a deep
breath as Rebekah took a strong grasp on the ropes and began
climbing up the broken bridge on her own.

They both sat there on the
ledge for a moment, exhausted and confused.

“I don’t think we’ve
seen the last of them, Becky, I sure hope your uncle has gotten
worried and called for help, hopefully they’ll find us before the
gunmen do.”

“Mom?”

“Yeah?”

“If they don’t want
to kill us, do you think Jessica was right?”

Mary turned to her with a
look of shock.

“What? How much of
our conversation did you overhear?”

“Enough to get it, I
was standing right there, if they don’t want to kill us, what else
would they want?”

“Do you really think
those men would capture us and hold us for ransom from your uncle,
do they think they’d really get away with such a
thing?”

Rebekah shrugged. “They
could, maybe they already tried with dad, maybe something went
wrong and they shot him instead.”

“I don’t know,
sweetie, I just don’t know,” Mary said softly as she gave her
daughter a hug.

“What if they capture
us?”

“I won’t let that
happen.”

“Well, what if it does and
the police show up and blow their cover? Will they kill us
too?”

Mary let out a small
sigh.

“Let’s just hope we find a
way out safely or the police find us before those two men
do.”

Rebekah nodded in agreement
before standing up, brushing off her clothes and tucking her hair
behind her ears. It took her a minute to notice that the rain had
stopped, it must’ve let up when they were hanging onto the bridge
and she just hadn’t noticed.

“Do you think it will
start raining again, mom?”

“I don’t know baby,
probably but let’s hope not, how do you feel?”

“Tired.”

“Don’t feel like you
have low blood sugar at all?”

“No, not
yet.”

“Does your watch
work?”

“No, I think it’s out
for good,” she replied as she pulled the soaked gel strip from the
watch and chucked it into the river.

“Well, let’s get
moving, okay? This path looks wide enough to walk on, it doesn’t
look like it leads up though but, let’s keep an eye out just in
case.”

 


* * * *

 


The rain started coming
down again as they carefully walked along the edge of the bank,
sprinkles at first, then a crash of thunder came along and it was
raining like cats and dogs.

The river always seemed
louder during the rain for some unknown reason, she thought the
rain would be loud enough to drown out the other sounds. They kept
their eyes open for a way up the side of the bank, maybe back up to
the road. They couldn’t even see up high enough to where the bus
had broken the guardrail. As they walked behind some tall pillars
of rock sticking up from the bank, Rebekah could see the rocks
below where the bus’s back end had gotten stuck.

She was still gazing down
at the river, seemingly lost in thought when her mother quickly
pulled her down behind the rocks!

“Ow! What did you do
that for?” she groaned as her already scraped knee met with the
sharp rocks on the bank’s ledge.

“Shh, that boat’s
coming back!” Mary hissed.

Sure enough, as she peeked
around the edge of the towering rocks, she saw the boat speeding
along. She was in awe when she saw it go flying over the waterfall,
which wasn’t far from them. It landed with a big splash in the
water below, clear over the bus and kept going!

“Come on, we’ve just
got to find a way out of here!” Mary said quickly, as she pulled
Rebekah to her feet and hurried her along.

 


The rain seemed to come
down even harder when they reached the waterfall. There wasn’t a
way up the bank there, either, but there was a set of nicely carved
steps going down. It almost looked like Indians had carved them
long ago.

“Do you see the boat
anywhere?” Mary asked as she took a look over Rebekah’s
head.

“No, it went way off
that way,” she replied, pointing down the river. The thick fog was
absent below the waterfall, they were grateful because it meant
less confusion once they got down.

“All right, come on,
let’s go. Hurry!”

 


* * * *

 


The motorboat’s engine
rumbled loudly and vibrated the boat, making ripples in the water
as its nose touched softly on the rocky shoreline. The skinny and
tall white man with the long braided brown hair under his black
beanie cap addressed as Kurt climbed from the boat, his tall black
galoshes sinking ankle deep in the flowing water. Brushing the
rainwater from the front of his black outfit, he grabbed the rope
attached to the inside of the boat and tied it securely to the
roots nearby to keep the boat from drifting away down river. The
tall and large built black man dressed in black clothes and black
galoshes along with a blank beanie addressed as Bart stepped from
the boat, removing his beanie to scratch his shaved
head.
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