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CHAPTER ONE
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Our story begins like few things do: on time.

The southern German town of Berchtesgaden is mostly known for breathtaking mountain views and, at one point, being in the preferred vacation spot of fascist leaders that weaponized the hate and fear of an entire nation. For even those who are so deficient in wisdom that the career path of the despot is attractive quite like a beautiful location to put their jack-booted feet up on occasion. Once those vermin were fumigated with a judicial application of multi-national industrialized warfare, Berchtesgaden capitalized on the mountain views for a better clientele.

Tourism flourished in the decades since, and with tourism comes specific industries.

For example, restaurants. Set on a clump of rocks is the Kehlsteinhaus, a location with dining and a beer garden. While it is notable to most because of its pre-fumigation association, the location is unparalleled in its scenery. Hike up the mountain and one will be treated to fine quality, if rather simple, German food. Although, the birds which call the area home will relieve an inattentive diner of their meal. Best to just order coffee and enjoy the pretty view.

Yet before restaurants, before tour guides, before even the dingy stores selling half-heartedly ornate, poorly-painted beer steins made of ceramic dust and spit, must come the means to get to Berchtesgaden. Such as was the local government's confidence in the potential of their tourism industry, the town’s railway station was one of the first services rebuilt post-fumigation. 

The building for the station was long and narrow, and made from a cream-colored stone, like the inside of a cream horn without the flaky pastry exterior. The roof was a terracotta color and, since it was a building located in Europe, there was a castle-like turret situated at one corner. Perhaps because of the haste in which it was needed, or because of space restrictions, or even because the architect was a week away from retiring and spending more time with their beloved model train layout, the station was built as the smallest in Germany.

It was a curiosity enough for tourists even to the present day, albeit a minor one. Once pictures were taken for social media, the station was considered nothing more than a utility. The locals, of course, treated it as just another station—a place for trains to stop and go from. While this one brought people to the town to maintain the economy—by buying meals at the Berchtesgaden to be stolen by the birds, or postcards of the mountains which will never be posted—it was, actually, just another station. It wasn't anything special to anyone.

Except for one woman; one woman who was located somewhere within a duffle coat.

Said woman made her way to the Berchtesgaden station at precisely the same time every day, this day at the onset of our story being no different. The use of the word "precisely" wasn't an exaggeration to show her dedication to punctuality. In this instance, "precisely" means just that: precisely. Even the distance between the steps of her sensible yellow rain boots was measured to maintain this precision, done in the same way other people take breaths.

This is a woman located somewhere within a duffle coat, observers would observe, who is wound tight. She was, but not overly so—she kept the spring that powered her under tension, but not enough so it would break.

Said duffle coat the woman was located somewhere within, with just her head from her nose and above poking out from the top of the coat, was made with wool, and was dyed a deep maroon color. Her brown hair was arranged in a tight French braid, the end of which was tucked out of sight past her collar. The other end of the coat disgorged her bottom half, but only just above the knee, which was encased in sensible khaki-colored slacks.

One hand poking out of a sleeve was grasping the handle of a sensible blue plastic lunchbox. The other held a matching tea flask.

As she approached the zebra crossing across the road, a bus roared towards the station—or as much as a hybrid engine can roar. It was going faster than the speed limit, but just enough to not be pulled over by the police unless they were either incredibly bored or incredibly new. The recklessness of the driver was owing to a timetable he had to keep, if he wanted to keep his job. This was made difficult by passengers who apparently didn't know how to load and unload with any form of haste. Caffeine coursed through his veins, keeping both his heart rate and impatience high.

She lifted a foot to step onto the road crossing, just as the wind of the bus’s passing tugged at the hem of her coat like an insistent toddler. Her foot lowered onto the crossing without even an unnoticeable pause. She had known who would be driving the bus this day, how he was reliably tardy. Long before she had stepped outside her apartment door, she had already taken into account the bus’s speed, the overcast day, the air temperature, the altitude, the dry condition of the road, the moderate number of other motorists at the time of day she would be crossing the road, the time of year relating to the predicted passenger usage, the driver's coffee intake, his approaching need for the bathroom he had yet to realize, and that he had yet to have lunch. All of these variables taken into account, she knew beyond the certainty of a fact that she had a standard deviation of plus or minus fifteen-point-zero-three seconds before she would have been hit. It was practically a lifetime.

Precision this precise was a calculation that would have been next to, if not directly on top of, impossible for even the brainiest computer. For her it was like snapping her fingers: a knack.

Entering the station, the woman located somewhere within a duffle coat walked past the ticket desk and its line of tourists who have had enough of the lovely mountain view. There were a few people taking pictures of the station itself, mostly to be included in selfies. She weaved through them, dodging the scampering children with unconcerned ease, until she made it to the door to the platforms.

Outside on the platform there were a few more tourist, those who wanted to wait in the fresh mountain air while they scrolled through their phone or searched in vain for the Euros in their bag they thought was hidden, but apparently not hidden well enough to survive a night in a youth hostel. 

Going to her usual bench on a far end of the platform, the woman located somewhere within a duffle coat sat down on one end, setting her lunchbox and tea flask next to her. But before she could unlatch one of the clasps and get to her lunch, her brow furrowed.

It was like she was in the middle of reading a familiar, ordered list, done up in sensible bullet points and black arial font, only to find a line in pink and glitter marker had been inserted by someone with large, juvenile handwriting.

A discord was confirmed when a blow fly buzzed by her face. This was strange—the flying insect population had been on the downswing in Germany for the past few decades. When the flies could marshal themselves together to form a haze of insects above piles of refuse, they were small and zippy. The one that wafted past her face had been a slow, fat one, with iridescent green chitin.

"Hmm," the woman located somewhere within a duffle coat said. Without haste she set her tea flask on the floor and transferred her lunchbox to her lap. Opening the lid, the woman revealed a leberkassemmel sandwich with mustard and pickle, a packet of sea salt potato chips, and a green apple.

The blow fly buzzed back to her and landed on the lid of her lunchbox. Not long after, a man sat down on the bench next to her. He sat stiffly, like starched arrow.

The only way this man could be described was average to the point that it was mentally blinding. Every physical attribute—from his hair, height eyes, skin, shoes, suit—was to human attention what a sudden and intense radiation spike was to a healthy body.

This was the King of Flies, whose nefarious personage was introduced in a previous narrative. The blow fly took off and buzzed around the pair of them.

"Oh hi," the woman located somewhere within a duffle coat said, a little muffled, as though he was a coworker she had met out in the real world by accident.

"Patience," the King of Flies said, nodding to the woman located somewhere within a duffle coat. He too treated this like meeting a coworker by accident, although not one he was happy seeing.

"I only made lunch for one," Patience said.

"I don't eat," the King of Flies said. "And I don't understand why you would."

Patience shrugged and said, "Meals help punctuate the day. Besides, it's pleasant." She opened her tea flask and poured a measure of sand colored liquid into the attached cup. It steamed aggressively. "If you've never had tea, I would highly suggest it. I suggest adding a small measure of milk to it, too."

The King of Flies scoffed. Patience cupped her cup in her hands and wiggled her chin until she was able to push it over the top of the collar of her coat. She blew the column of steam away until the tea was cool enough to safely drink.

Both sat in the silence tinged with anticipation which is unique to empty train platforms. While nothing was being said, Patience unwrapped her sandwich and opened her chip bag. She munched on her sandwich with all sign of enjoyment, rocking her head from side to side as she chewed. Occasionally she would pop a chip into her mouth where it crunched loudly in the silence of the platform.

Throughout her meal the King of Flies cast his gaze around, attempting to find something that would hold his attention in that subtly desperate way one does when  they're avoiding their purpose for being there.

He was unsuccessful as, just as Patience had stuffed the last bite of the first half of her sandwich into her mouth, he blurted out, "Okay, I give up."

"Hmpf?" Patience said in a spray of bread crumbs.

Exasperated, the King of Flies said, in a change of subject, "What are we doing here anyway?”

"I'm not sure what you're doing here, to be honest," Patience said, brushing crumbs off the front of her duffle coat. "I'm waiting for a train."

"Ah," the King of Flies said. "Gotten tired of the stunning mountain views and sausages, huh?"

Patience shook her head, which caused the collar of the duffle coat to pop back up over her mouth. Once she managed to extract it again, she said, "No, I quite like sausages."

"So, what are you doing here?"

"I told you," Patience said. "I'm waiting for a train."

She closed her lunchbox on her partially eaten meal and sat it at her feet. It was soon joined by her tea flask and its now empty cup lid. Not needing to be used anymore, her mouth disappeared behind the top of her duffle coat. 

Her attention was turned down the track, where it disappeared around a hill and the railway cars parked in the yard.

The King of Flies followed her line of sight.

"Oh, silly me," he said without even an attempt to hide his scorn. "I forget that it's a common thing for someone to wait for a train they're not taking."

Patience paid him no attention. She was quite literally on the edge of her seat, waiting for a train to appear. She even lent forward to get a miniscule better view.

In short order, the train did appear.

A sleek, white Deutsche Bahn passenger train, a bold red stripe down the side, knifed into view. It was on approach to the station, without the speed which the design suggested. Several of the waiting passengers noticed the approaching train and went to the edge of the platform. The others who were waiting inside came through the platform doors, severely upsetting the blow fly in its buzzing about. Only Patience and the King of Flies were the only ones not on their feet.

The King of Flies was trying to figure out what was so special about this train when, next to him, Patience made a tiny squeal noise and rapidly clapped her hands together. He peered down at her the way one would look at a dead, rotten fish that just evacuated its bowels. She wasn't paying attention to him; the corners of her mouth from a melon slice-wide were peaking up over her coat. Her eyes were sparkling as she tried to get a good view over the crowd. 

"In the name of..." the King of Flies said, then took a moment to consider whose name he could realistically invoke. There wasn't anyone he could think of without feeling silly, so he finished, "...whomever you care to name. What in all of sanity are—?"

But he wasn't able to finish before she pummeled his arm with the bottom of her fists.

"Shhh!" she said. "Don't spoil this!"

It was like being repeatedly kicked by a puppy, but nonetheless the King of Flies narrowed his eyes at her. For most anyone else, subject to the ire of the King of Flies would have been a precarious situation to be in. However, Patience was in the small group who had nothing to worry about. Knowing this as well, the King of Flies turned his attention to the scene playing out in front of them.

The train rolled into the platform with only minor metallic screeches of metal wheels on metal rails. It came to halt, nearly silently, just so that the doors were in the best position to give everyone the most access for loading and unloading. 

Through an instinct born of repetition, the waiting passengers moved to let the offloading passengers flow out. It was quite the mechanical event, which was reflected on each former and future passengers’ faces. As a contrast, Patience sighed like she had just tasted the best sandwich ever made.

The King of Flies looked down at her as though she had made a rude noise that was to be inevitably followed by a nasty smell.

"Am I missing something here?" he said.

"That was as perfect as it gets," she said, longing in her voice. "And right on the minute. He has to be driving."

The King of Flies was on the verge of playing the pronoun game and asking who this "he" was, but he stopped himself before the words could escape his open mouth.

Instead, he shook his head and said, "Listen, I came to see you for a reason today."

"As you do," Patience said. She wasn't giving him her full attention—she was too busy trying to see around the flow of people.

"There's something we need to discuss," the King of Flies went on, dancing up to the point like he was a scared high schooler in their first fight. “It’s important.”

"Alright," Patience said, still barely in the conversation.

The King of Flies broke his stiff posture to squirm where he sat, but only a little.

"It's in regards to the bet we had," the King of Flies said. It was like the words were splinters he was trying to pick out of his tongue.

"The what?" Patience said, distracted. The King of Flies stared at her.

"The bet," he said, speaking overly clearly. "The bet we had on who was going to end the world."

"Huh?" Patience said. "Oh that." The exchange of passengers was just about at an end. There were only a few new tourists trickling out, while the ones who were waiting before had already found a seat inside the carriages.

The King of Flies rolled his eyes and said, "Yes, 'oh that'. Just the end of all existence and which one of us will facilitate it. I can completely understand how something so trivial would slip from your mind."

"Sure," Patience said.

A man in the navy-blue vest, red tie, and cap of a Deutsche Bahn employee exited the station. He speed walked out to the front of the train, to the locomotive, and knocked on the door. Patience sucked in a breath. 

"Oh!" she exclaimed, her feet pattering excitedly against the platform. "Oh! Oh! Look! Look! He's about to come out!"

The King of Flies took a steading breath, clinching his fists until the knuckles popped, and jerked his head around to follow her line of sight.

By how she reacted, one would have thought that some kind of a celebrity was about to exit the train. People have acted calmer than Patience while waiting to see the Beatles perform live. 

The door to the locomotive opened but no rock star stepped out. Instead, it was a train driver. Not that Patience acted any differently in response to him.

"Ooooo!" Patience squealed, but not so anyone but the King of Flies could hear her. "It's him!"

The train driver was in the same uniform as the one standing next to the door. He was just about to cross over the precipice into middle age, although he had yet to accept his changing life state, if the slight straining in the stomach area of his uniform was any indication. His face still retained a fair bit of youthfulness. Or, rather, would could be seen of it through a beard that would have been the envy of any lumberjack.

The drivers stood beside the locomotive, chatting idly. Patience swooned, resting her head on the King of Flies' shoulder. She might as well have wiped her nose on him.

"Isn't he a dream?" Patience cooed.

"A dream?" the King of Flies said. Disgusted he may be, but this was a distraction from what he was there to say. His stiff posture relaxed slightly. "It's just a human, like any other."

"He not just like any other! He's so..." Patience said, searching for the right word, "precise. Or as much as he can be."

"Oh wow," the King of Flies said, his lack of actual amazement evident. "You didn't even know if it was going to be him, he couldn't be all that precise." 

"His work schedule varies," Patience said. "He can be wild like that, it's exhilarating. But I knew it had to have be him: the train came in nearly right on time. There's no one else in the world is as... accurate in his schedule as he is."

The driver who was the subject of Patience’s crush and his relief shook hands. The relief entered the locomotive, and the driver strode across the platform and into the station. His mind was bent towards his lunch, waiting to be ordered from one of the local cafes, the out-of-the-way kind that tourists rarely find, try though they may. It was because of this preoccupation he didn't see Patience watching him pass as though he was her only light.

"Sigh," she said when the driver had disappeared into the station. Without another word she picked up her lunch box, tea flask, and cup once again.

"So, you come here for lunch every day," the King of Flies said, "just so you can get a look at this guy?"

"Yes," Patience said, as though this was as normal as blinking. She extracted the second half of her sandwich and resumed her lunch.

"I would have thought that you of all people would have better things to do," the King of Flies said.

"Not really," she said. "Now, what is it you wanted to say? Something about a bet?"

The King of Flies stiffened again. "Oh," he said. "That. Things haven't been... going so well."

"Oh yeah?" Patience said. She paid more attention to her sandwich than the conversation.

"No," he said. "I've run into... complications."

It was like he was trying to extract the words with a syringe.

"Well, I'm sure it'll all turn out alright."

"I'm not so sure anymore."

"Nah?"

"Elements are..." the King of Flies searched for the right way to say it that would save him the most embarrassment, "...not cooperating."

"Sounds frustrating," Patience said, taking a sip of tea, and smacking her lips appreciatively afterwards.

The King of Flies was about to continue, when a voice shouted over his. It was a conductor, calling out the train's imminent departure. The only two people left on the platform were Patience and the King of Flies, neither of which appeared to be going anywhere at that time. So, the conductor stepped smartly into the train and the doors closed.

"Pfft," Patience scoffed, spraying crumbs. So great was her contempt, she didn’t look up from her sandwich. "Took too long. Now they're tardy."

The train's engine came to life, ramping up in intensity until the whole train began to crawl forward. The King of Flies had his mouth open to speak again, then closed it, knowing he wouldn't be heard over the noise. He closed his eyes too, holding on tightly to his rising temper. 

With the occasional squeal of metal pressed against metal, being forced to create traction, the train rolled out of the station. Its speed increased until the train whipped out of sight behind a hill, taking the noise along with it.

The only sounds on the platform now were the occasional piece of trash tumbling in the wind, Patience's eating, and the lone blow fly buzzing nearby. 

"So," the King of Flies continued, "I believe, without any other choice, at this time, we may have to..." it was like he was being forced to let go of what was most precious to him. In a way, he was. "We may have to... to call... the whole bet... call... we..."

Throughout his whole attempt to wrench one sentence out of his mouth, Patience continued to munch unconcernedly on her sandwich. Finally, the King of Flies' hold on his temper broke.

"Would you stop shoving your face full of that thing and listen?" he lashed out.

"I'm listening," Patience said, unconcerned. "It's just I have a schedule to keep.”

"I don't understand how can you just be so aloof!" the King of Flies snapped. "It's like nothing bothers you!"

Patience gave this due consideration.

"That’s accurate," she said.

"How?!" the King of Flies demanded. His face was reddening and, if he hadn't been so stiff, he would have shot to his feet. "I know you have as much on your plate as I do! How can you be just so... casual?!"

Patience shrugged and took the second to last bite on her sandwich.

"I just set things up so they act the way they're supposed to, based on what I know about them," she said. "That way I don't have to move the hands around the clock face myself. I just wind it up and let it go."

It was a simple statement, which, as is the nature of simple statements, vaguely reveals the nature of what the statement pertains to. For the convenience of the reader, Patience’s thought processes will be expanded upon.

While it's true that everything that doesn't break any physical laws happens somewhere, in practice, such information is practically useless. In reality, things and people will react a certain way to situations based on what they intrinsically are.

This limits the possibilities from something that has a yearly Christmas card relationship with infinite, to having a small group of possibilities around for a quiet dinner. At that point, it's merely a matter of possibilities.

It might be easier to grasp with an example.

Imagine someone decides to sit down and have a cup of tea. Quantum physicists will say almost anything could happen from the point that the decision is made, to the point that the tea has been consumed. The person's chair could break when sat on, or the cup could have a hitherto unknown flaw in it so it cracks. Any additions to the tea could be just about anything, from lemon, sugar, cream, whiskey, to potassium cyanide, anti-freeze, and liquid carbon.

At the other end of the spectrum, 'Pataphysicists will say that anything can happen too. Though when they say anything, they do mean anything. The chair could turn to licorice, one could add screws to their tea, or the resulting liquid inside might meow. This example is added because, in a day-to-day use, both are equally useless. Both give one too much information, which is a good way to cause the day to slow to a snail's pace.

However, when one knows the chair is a hardwood that's been in the house for only seven years, the cup is an old favorite made of thick porcelain that once had a painted bouquet of lilacs on it, and that the tea going into it is a black tea from Yorkshire Tea, the possibilities are narrowed. Furthermore, there’s a sugar pot on the table, and a three-quarter full jug of milk in the refrigerator, what is to come is reliably predictable. 

Going even further, taking what one knows of the tea drinker themselves into consideration, the possibilities are reduced to the single digits. People are creatures of habits, and tea drinkers even more so.

The King of Flies opened his mouth wide and drew a breath to bellow, but froze. His mouth closed as he stared at nothing, the cog wheels in his mind finding a new gear to work in, shown the way by what Patience had said. A smile spread across his face, one that would not have been beautiful to behold. This was the kind of smile that had consequences attached at the corners; consequences for everyone else in the world besides the King of Flies.

"Hmm," he said. "Actually, you know what, forget what I said."

"Alright then," Patience said with a final mouthful of sandwich. She took the green apple from her lunchbox in preparation for its destruction too.

The King of Flies stood in a rush. The blow fly ceased aimlessly buzzing around and zipped to orbit its master.

"I have to go... wind up something," he said.

"Alright," Patience said, looking for the best place to start on her apple. "Bye-bye then."

The King of Flies spun on his heel and was about to stride away, when he paused. He had spied a few of the Deutsche Bahn train crew through the window into the station. They were standing in a group, idly chatting while they had nothing pressing to do. He half turned back to Patience, with a half grin on his face.

"You know," he said. "I thought Time waited for no man."

The apple paused on the way to Patience's open mouth. She lowered it, looking off into the distance. A dreamy expression washed across her face like a serene, incoming tide.

"He'd never make me wait."
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CHAPTER TWO
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Moving in both time and space, across the world a great distance, and in time a significantly smaller distance, we find a farm.

It isn't an enormous commercial farm, nor is it a farm of historical significance, nor is it a farm which can boast a trivial accolade such as "home of the world's largest corn!" The farm isn't even specifically known to the people it feeds, who just buy groceries in the grocery store, and whose major concern is the price-per-pound.

Still, the farm is significant to the people who own it, and have owned it for generations. It is one of the most significant things in their lives. This is why, at that time, there was an argument occurring between father and son.

The argument between father and son is the same between generations everywhere: that of old versus new.

Both father and son, as well as mother, were in the den of the farmhouse. It was the kind of comfortable communal place that housed so much laughter, harsh words, and life altering events over the decades that its therapist could have afforded a summer house on a lake. The two combatants were across the room from one another, hurling sentences like artillery volleys.

"Dad," the son said, with no attempt to conceal frustration, "I don't see what the problem is!"

Even though he is the son, he was in that dangerous transitionary stage between teenager and adult that has all the rights and responsibilities as a grown-up, but he still hasn't completely shaken off the decision-making skills of an adolescent. 

Earlier, he had been selling some of his farm's wares at the local farmer's market. They took the good, attractive looking produce that the farm grows there, not the bulk, at-the-very-least-healthy crop they sent to the big grocery store chains. Although lately getting a healthy crop had become less and less likely. 

While there, he made a decision. It was a well-intended decision, but it still had the taint of adolescence about it.

"We don't need anyone to come here and do some magic voodoo crap," the father said. "You should have asked me about this!"

He was a clean shaven, leathery skinned man; a snapshot of his son’s future. Working the farm his whole life had given him a hard, unyielding body along with a hard, unyielding mind. Things had been done a particular way since his great grandfather's time, and it had always worked. Even though now the farm had encountered a blight that nothing in his experience offered a solution to, that didn't mean he needed any outside nonsense.

"It's not magic, dad!" the son said. "I've heard about this guy."

"I have too," the father said. "And I don't believe half of it, and I don't like the other half."

The mother sat nearby in one of the den's reclining armchairs, clad in a dressing gown, monitoring the argument while smoking a cigarette. Knowing her husband and son like she did, she knew that interfering in their argument would be a bad idea if she didn't want their ire directed at her. She also knew that she would need to be on hand for afterwards, when both parties would need calming, reasonable words, and maybe a distraction.

"It isn't anything like that!" the son said. The father scoffed.

"Oh, yeah?" he said. "How much money did he ask you for?"

"None, actually!" the son said, thinking he had found a fatal flaw in his father's objections. As it turns out, he hadn't.

"Uh-huh," his father said with irresponsible levels of scorn at his son's naivety. "Son, use your head: no one does anything for nothing."

The son stammered while trying to come up with a retort, deciding on, "Someone needed to do something!"

"This isn't anything that we can't handle!"

"You look like you're handing it alright!"

The son whipped an ear of corn out of his back pocket. He pulled the already pealed husk down to show the pale, yellow-green corn beneath. While it had yet to fully mature, it was still clearly anemic. What was there was shot through with inky black veins starting at the base where it had been connected to the stalk.

"You want me to sell this to people?" the son shot at his father. "No one is going to buy this! And what about the grocery contracts? Do you want to lose those?"

The father's eyes didn't linger on the corn for long. He had seen the same thing in much of his other crops, and he didn't like to let his eyes linger upon seeing them either.

"It's not a big deal," he lied. "People can just boil it out!"

"You know that's not true!" the son yelled.

The son threw the corn down on the floor. Kernels flew off and plinked into various areas of the room. The mother laid her cigarette down in her ash tray and stood, ready to get in-between the two of them to direct each’s ire away from the other. To her surprise, she didn't have to. Her husband just stared down at the discarded, broken corn cob.

"You just want to pretend that nothing's going on," the son accused. "Like this is just going to go away!"

"There isn't anything else I can do!" the father bellowed. The mother startled and stumbled away from her husband, running into the side table in between the recliner chairs, almost knocking a lamp over. The son took a step backwards from the rage monster that had suddenly manifested in front of him. 

They’ve had arguments in the past, as family does, but his father had never lost control like this. It was almost like he was vulnerable, not the almost-uberminch as all good fathers appear to their children. 

This was confirmed a moment later when, his voice teetering on defeat, he said, "I know there's something wrong. But I've got nothing. There's no trick I know, there's no help we can afford. No one will come to help us. All we can do is keep going."

The still rocking lamp was the only moving thing in the den. Even the cigarette smoke had stopped rising from the ash tray in solidarity for the tone of the scene. This was enough of a candid admission that his son and wife regarded him with surprise and worry. As they watched, the father took a shaking breath and regained control of himself.

"We don't need anyone anyway," he said, back to the self-destructive masculine bravado. "We'll make it."

"Dad," the son said, lacking the confidence he had only a moment ago, "he's already out there."

"Where?"

"In the corn field."

Now even the lamp had stopped moving too, except this time it was because the tension was rising in the room with the density of watery concrete.

"Whose corn field?" the father asked.

"Ours, Dad," the son said. Now the uncertainty towards his decision was that of someone who had gone out to drive in a snow storm so thick that even the inside of their eyelids was white.

The skin beneath the father's left eye began twitching as he stared at his son.

Eventually his lips peeled away from his teeth in a silent snarl, followed by a roar most definitely lacking in silence.

The father stormed out of the den.

"Where are you going?" the mother called after him. His only response was his retreating, stomping boots. She and her son shared a worried expression between them. Then the son shot off after him.

"Dad!" he called as he bolted along the hallways of the farmhouse. "Dad!"

But the father was nowhere to be found, not until he came to his parent's bedroom upstairs. The only light was coming from their walk-in closet, and of that it was mostly blocked by his father, who was reaching up to a shelf inside.

"Dad!" the son said. "What're you doing?"

The father turned, in one hand was a long, double barreled shotgun older than even he was, the metal dulled with age and spotted with rust. The other hand was full of shotgun shells. He gave the antique a once over examination.

"Whoa!" the son said, standing in the doorway, eyes wide and on the shotgun. "Grandpa's gun? What're you going to do with that?"

The father pressed the release and broke open the two barrels with some difficulty, eventually having to bring the hinge down on his knee like he was trying to snap a thick stick.

"You let someone roam around our farm, unattended," the father said, placing a shotgun shell into each barrel. All things considered he was acting rather calm. His face was set into hard lines. Even his hands were steady as he loaded the shotgun. "Someone you don't know; someone you've never met before today. There's no telling what he could be doing."

He closed the shotgun barrels back together with a steely snap. He strode towards the door with the determination of a glacier. The son backed out of the way, as he was ill-suited to stop a glacier. 

His dad stomped down the hallway to the stairs, the old metal failing to catch the light and glint cinematically.

"You're not going to kill him?" the son called after his father. There was real panic there—he had never seen his father in such a state.

"Not unless I have to," his father called back as he tromped down the stairs.

Outside, the bright, hot production of the dayshift was handed over to the nightshift not that long ago. They were in the process of making a warm, soft sheet of darkness and throwing it over the world. It stretched almost to the horizon, revealing a thin line of pinks and blues that the dayshift neglected to clean up. Nightshift would get around to it eventually, but not before they were done procrastinating by complaining to one another about it. Flaws in the production of the sheet let the stars twinkle through it.
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