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Like a lot of writers, I fit my writing into the cracks of everyday life—between a full-time job, family, and other commitments. The stories in this collection were written over the past several years, in those precious snatches of creative time.

Together, they form a kind of sampler—offering a glimpse into my style, and (I hope) a few satisfying chills for fellow fans of supernatural horror.

I’m also thrilled to say that my debut novel, Blood Tide, is out now! If you enjoy this collection, I’d love for you to check that out as well.

You can sign up for my newsletter at www.brentmcgregor.com to get updates on future projects, behind-the-scenes bits, and the occasional ramble about books, horror, and writing life.

Thanks so much for picking up Strange Murmurings: Short Stories. I hope you enjoy the read. If you have a moment to leave a review—or even just a rating—on Amazon or Goodreads, it would mean the world.

— Brent McGregor, September 2025.
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​The Hum
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The fluorescent light hummed overhead, its insipid glare made the woman appear old and sallow. Oda Fosset routinely visited the practice for a range of bogus maladies, which were, more often than not, simple bouts of hay fever. 

“Allergies again, Oda?” I said, shuffling the papers on my desk. 

“Don’t poke fun, George. I might be getting old but I’m not senile.” 

I fidgeted.

She waggled a wrinkled finger in her ear as if cleaning out wax.  “I keep hearing this God-awful hum. And it worried me, so I got Clara to drive me right over.”

She lived with her fifty-something spinster daughter, Clara, and despite Oda being completely overbearing the majority of the time, the two of them were inseparable and could be seen driving about town in Oda’s ‘75 Lincoln Continental just about every other day. 

“When did this start?” I held back a yawn.

“Last night. I thought it was the fridge at first. Just this real low drone.”

I took the auriscope from my desk drawer and examined her ears.  “Have you experienced any blockages?”

“No,” she said, playing with the thread of her cardigan sleeve.

“And how about your glands, are your glands up?” I felt under her neck for tell-tale signs of swelling.

“What do you think, George?” 

“Could be tinnitus,” I said, sitting back down. “It tends to get worse with advancing years. Have you had your hearing checked lately?”

She shook her head. 

––––––––
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Marty Tidwell was a rough chicken farmer from out at Dilith Creek who had a reputation as the town drunk. He had been experiencing a burning sensation, and had, what we call in the medical profession, a mild case of the clap. I got through prescribing him a course of antibiotics and telling him to lay off the drink when he too complained of hearing a hum.

“I tell you what it reminds me of Doc,” he said. “It’s like that white noise you hear when you’re trying to dial-in the right radio station.” 

“When did you first hear it?” I asked, checking his ears as I’d done for Oda.

“When I was out cleaning the sheds yesterday morning.” 

“And you don’t remember hearing any loud noises recently that could have affected your hearing?”

He shook his head. 

I frowned. I checked his blood pressure, but everything appeared normal.  

“And you can hear it now?” I asked. 

He nodded. 

“It’s the darndest thing, Doc.  It’s like I’m on the wrong frequency, or something, stuck between the channels.”

I didn’t know what to make of it. I mean, two patients in one day, with different ailments, both with the same set of unusual auditory symptoms? It was peculiar. Such a coincidence would arouse the suspicion of even the most complacent of doctors. 

––––––––
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“Oops. Sorry, George,” said Peggy, taking her headphones out. 

She was a good receptionist but often missed hearing me on the office intercom. 

“You can go in now, Sheriff,” she said.

The man in the waiting area stood up. Sheriff Raban looked like a linebacker with paddles for hands. He wore his off duty plain clothes and had his yellow Labrador, Bessie, with him. 

“I don’t know, George, this hum, it’s awful loud,” he said in my office a short time later. “It’s a constant pulsing... like the sound of a faraway diesel engine. What if I’m going deaf?”

Bessie lay by her master’s feet, resting her head on her paws.  

I formed my fingertips into a steeple. “Let’s not get ahead of ourselves.” 

The sheriff had been receiving treatment for a stomach ulcer and not his hearing, two conditions generally considered as mutually exclusive. 

“But what if, I don’t know, I have a brain tumor, or epilepsy, or something?” 

I sighed. “You won’t have any of those things, Sheriff.”

“Are you sure?” 

“Trust me,” I said, leaning back in my swivel chair. “When you hear hoofbeats, you’ve gotta think horses, not zebras. The best diagnosis is often the simplest.”

The sheriff harrumphed. 

“Bessie agrees with me, don’t you, Bess?” 

The dog looked at me and wagged her tail. 

***
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A warm breeze rolled in from the desert, kicking up dust as it went. I shielded my eyes. Fumbling with my keys, I did a last-minute inspection before locking up. 

“Night, George!”

Peggy waved from the passenger side of a Nissan Skyline. I smiled and waved. 

I liked Peggy. She was smart, funny, and generally dependable. Behind the wheel, her boyfriend, Todd, gave me a reverse nod as they rolled past.

They edged out then disappeared up Main Street. 

The road and adjoining car park were all but empty, and the surrounding buildings, diffused with shadow, had turned sepia in the softening glow.  

Something brushed against my leg and I heard a familiar purring. 

“Hey there, buddy,” I said.  

Smokey was a long-haired stray that had started coming around weeks earlier, and I’d gotten it into my head that I might try and tame him. 

“I was wondering when you were going to show,” I said, taking a tin of sardines from my pocket.  

Smokey blinked his yellow dish plate eyes and licked his lips. 

I knelt, peeling back the pull-tab and setting the tin down for him. 

He ate with alacrity. 

“Same time tomorrow then?” I said, leaving him to his banquet. 

I hopped in my pickup and headed for home. 

The darkened stores along Main Street appeared vacant and cold, however, the neon sign of the tavern shone bright, and the streetlights blinked on as if to signal my passing. 

The welcome sign on the outskirts of town got me thinking of my ex-wife. We had moved from Santa Fe six years previous, for the change of pace and the sense of community. But, living in San Alma wasn’t what it cracked up to be. It was different from city living. San Alma is a small town, remote, isolated. There’s no Starbucks, McDonalds, or even a Taco Bell. There’s no movie cinema or shopping mall. It’s quiet. If it weren’t for the occasional tourist taking the wrong exit off the highway the town wouldn’t get any visitors at all. 

I was tired, thinking about dinner, and was reaching into the glove box for a breath mint when a convoy of trucks shot past, overtaking me on my right. They were hauling ass as well as freight, stirring up billows of dust as they went. Where’s the emergency, I remember thinking. 

Switching on the radio, I dialed into the nearest station.

“Silver wings shining in the sunlight...”

Merle Haggard sang over the airwaves.

I let myself be hypnotized by the broken centerline and the sound of the tires on the tarmac. It’s beautiful out there at night. The town is bounded by the imposing Sierra Malvado Mountains. It’s desert country — which means big skies, and stars, lots and lots of stars. 

“Don’t leave me I cried, don’t take that airplane ride.” continued Merle.

That’s when I saw it. 

I thought it was a rain cloud at first, moving and shifting on the horizon, but as I got closer I realized it was a giant flock of birds. Hundreds if not thousands of birds. The sky was thick with them, flying overhead in a whirling ever-changing pattern, a great dark mass of wings and feathers. 

I held the pickup steady, arching my neck, trying to steal glances from under the visor. 

Odd. It was like they’d all been stirred up. They flew this way and that. I’d heard of starlings behaving like that before but never many species of birds like that together. They swooped so low at one point I thought I might hit them with my pickup. 

Distracted I hadn’t realized I’d drifted across the center lane line, and nearly blinded by the headlights of an oncoming vehicle, I swore, swinging the wheel violently, careening onto the hard shoulder by the verge, fishtailing on the gravel before coming to a stop.

White knuckled and still gripping the wheel, I let my head sink forward onto the back of my palm. I applied the emergency brake. My heart was pounding. 

I opened the door and slid out of the driver’s seat, nearly stumbling when my boots touched gravel. 

The birds still wheeled overhead, babbling and cawing. Back aways the other vehicle had also swerved to a stop. The driver got out.  

“Are you okay?” I called out. 

He gave me the thumbs up. 

I pointed up at the mass of birds.

He nodded and then shrugged.  

We stood and watched for a while, in wary silence, before eventually the birds dispersed, we got back in our vehicles, and parted ways. 

***
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Several uneventful weeks later, when I’d settled into the daily routine, and the incident with the birds had faded into the background of my memory, I was on my way to work, and stopping at the stop sign on the corner of Marques and Webber, window down, marveling at the rays of sunlight appearing golden above the mantle of green in the park, a car came hurtling into the intersection. 

Traveling well over the speed limit, the car wavered uncontrollably, before applying its brakes and screeching to a stop. A cyclist, who had been leisurely pedaling past moments before, just narrowly avoided being flattened by swerving up the sidewalk into a nearby hedge.

The driver honked their horn irritably. 

I recognized the car, a ‘75 Lincoln. Is that Oda Fosset?

“Are you kidding me lady!” yelled the cyclist, after extracting himself from the hedge, his legs and arms covered in a profusion of tiny scratches.

The driver’s side window wound down, proving my assumption correct. 

What the crap? That is Oda, I thought. 

She swore at the cyclist, flipping him the finger before she sped away.  

Some shopkeepers had gathered on the sidewalk and muttered amongst themselves. The poor cyclist was left dumbfounded and ashen-faced. I spent the rest of the car ride puzzling through what happened.

––––––––
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Strangely there were a handful of patients already waiting when I arrived to open up. The telephone rang as I was inviting them in.  Unbeknownst to me, Peggy was already sat at reception. 

“San Alma Medical Centre,” she said, in her over-rehearsed telephone voice.

I nodded hello, before getting the patients to sit. 

“Uh-huh. Well, I’m sorry to hear that,” Peggy continued on the phone.  “Well, I don’t think we have any timeslots left for this afternoon,” she said, her fingertips tapping out a clickety-clack tune on the computer keyboard. “Doctor Callan is very busy. But we should have a spot tomorrow?”

CLICK.

Peggy shrugged and put the handset down on the cradle. 

“Good morning, George,” she said, sounding out of breath. “Sorry about that. I guess he must have hung-up.”

The telephone rang again, but I stopped her before she could answer this time. 

“What’s going on?”

“It’s been like this all morning,” she said, “The phone hasn’t stopped since I got in.”

I frowned. 

“It’s weird, they all say they can hear a strange humming.” 

I felt a sinking in the pit of my stomach and my muscles tensed. 

I couldn’t dismiss this as mere coincidence. How was it that so many could now hear the hum? How was it that so many were affected? Was this some kind of collective hysteria, or was I standing at ground zero for something more sinister?

“I’ll be in my office,” I said flatly. 

“George, there’s something else too,” she said, wringing her hands. 

“Yes? What is it?”  

“Todd, my boyfriend, can hear it too.” 

***
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When I closed up that afternoon I heard raised voices coming from the direction of the car park. Edging closer to investigate, I saw Peggy and Todd standing next to the same Nissan Skyline from the previous evening. They were arguing. She was upset, shaking her head. It was impossible to tell for sure but she might have been crying too. 

Todd, all of a sudden, cried out like he was in pain and doubled over covering his ears. 

Peggy put a hand on his shoulder, but he straightened up, grabbing hold of her wrist.

“Hey!” I yelled, taking a step forward. 

They froze like deer in the headlights. 

Todd gave me a level stare, while Peggy broke free of his grip. I would have done more except she gave me a surreptitious signal to stop, mouthing the word don’t. Todd then escorted her to the passenger side of the vehicle, and they drove off. 

What was with today? Everyone seems on edge, I remember thinking. 

––––––––

[image: ]


I went back to lock-up and that’s when I heard this godawful yowling. Ears turned back, tail twitching left and right, Smokey slunk out of the shadows.  

“Hello you,” I said, tin of sardines at the ready. “Where have you been?”

Smokey paused. He looked wild-eyed, different, and his fur was dirty and matted.

“I know what you want,” I said, setting the tin down. 

His movements were skittish. He padded forward slowly.

I knelt to stroke his back, but, hissing and growling, he reared back and took a swipe at me.

“Gah!” I yelled, feeling the sting of the feline’s claws.

I swore, and Smokey bolted back to the safety of the shadows. 

“Yeah, you better run!” I called out after him. 

I checked the back of my hand finding a pair of red parallel lines.

“Great. Just great,” I said going back inside to clean and dress the cuts.

Tiny plumes of red blended with the water as it disappeared down the drain. Serves you right for trusting a stray, I thought, washing my hand under the tap in my office.  Still, before tonight, I thought I was winning him over. 

Then I got to thinking about Peggy and Todd, arguing like a couple of strays in the car park. Strange. I made sure to apply some antibiotic cream before putting on a bandage, as I’d seen cat scratches turn septic before. 

The neon sign of the tavern down the street seemed to beckon, and all at once, I needed a drink. Inside, the tavern was dimly lit. I sat down at one of the wooden barstools, and the barkeeper got me a brew. The place, empty except for a handful of patrons, smelt of fusty carpet and stale beer. I fidgeted absentmindedly with the label on my beer bottle, studying the lines of liquor all lit up along the shelves behind the bar.

“Howdy Doc,” said a slurred voice, as they sat down beside me.  

I recognized Marty Tidwell’s weather-worn face. 

“What brings you to a classy establishment such as this?” he said, making a sweeping regal gesture.

I tilted my glass.

He nodded. “Tough day?”

“You could say that,” I said. 

“I’ve had a pretty tough day myself” — he gulped his beer — “well...couple of days.”

He fussed and pulled at his ear.

“Are you still hearing it?” 

He gave me a blank look, took something from his left and right ear, and set them on the counter, taking his hand away to reveal a pair of cotton wool earplugs.  

“It’s all I fucking hear, Doc. Heck I’m hearing it right now.” 

“Are you serious, Marty? Why didn’t you come see me?” 

“I tried. This morning I rang to get an appointment, but you were too busy.” 

He said these last words using his fingers as air quotes.

“Well, we’ve been under pressure with an overwhelming number of patients and calls. But I’ll make time. You come see me tomorrow okay?” 

“Alright, Doc,” he said taking another gulp of beer.  

I smiled a relaxed smile.  

“What happened to your hand?” he said, motioning to my bandage.

“What? Oh that,” I said, setting my beer down. “Cat scratched me.”

He raised an eyebrow. “I didn’t pin you as a cat person.”

“I’m not,” I said. “Not usually.” And I told him about Smokey, and about how he’d been hanging around the practice. “But the thing is he’s never attacked me before.” 

Tidwell chortled.

“What’s so funny?” 

“Nothing. I just had a thought is all.”

“What? Tell me,” I said, and took a sip of beer.

“It’s just...I guess we’ve both had some bad pussy lately hey, Doc?” he said (a crude reference to his gonorrhea), breaking into hysterical laughter, slapping me on the back.

Some beer went down the wrong way: I coughed and spluttered. 

When he finally did stop laughing, he went all quiet, and said, “You say this cat never tried to scratch you before?” 

I shook my head. 

He rubbed his beard stubble.

“What?” I said, adjusting the bandage on my hand.

“Nothing.”

“No really, what?” I pressed again. “Tell me.”

He sighed. “Well first there’s this humming noise, and people are hearing it, me included, then all sorts of animals around town, like this cat of yours, have been acting strangely.”

“What do you mean ‘acting strangely’?”

“I don’t know...like hostile, agitated.”

“Agitated?” I rubbed the back of my neck.

“Yeah, like scratching people for example.” 

I frowned. 

“First Travis Powell gets knocked down and trampled by his own cows.  And then my chickens get all bloodied from the constant feather pecking. I tell you something weird is going on.” 

I sipped my beer. “And you think the hum has something to do with it?”

He nodded. “Lately coyotes have wandered into town like they ain’t afraid of nuthin, and dogs are scared, so scared they piss themselves.”

“Well come to think of it I had a pretty weird experience myself the other night.” I told him all about the incident with the birds and my near miss on the road. 

“There! You see. Someth— 

“Aaah!” screamed Marty, his face contorting into a mask of pain. He doubled over covering his ears.

“Wh-what’s the matter?” 

Everyone turned, blinking, looking bewildered. 

“Jesus Christ. Can’t you hear that?! Are you all deaf!” he said, attempting to snatch up his earplugs, succeeding only in brushing them onto the floor. “Oh, God, it’s getting louder!”

“Are you okay?” I said, putting a hand on his back.

“Get your hands off me!” he cried, knocking me back.

The barkeeper motioned like he was getting ready to do something, but, Marty picked up his glass, and flung it at the wall behind the bar, causing several bottles to shatter in an explosion of glass and liquor.

Everyone looked at Marty with a mix of pity and astonishment. 

He looked around in desperation, before loping out of the bar, and into the night.

***
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There was a spate of new cases, starting the next day. Patient after patient came to me, claiming they could hear it, scared, tormented, troubled by a strange relentless hum. The phenomena oddly appeared localized only to San Alma. Although lacking all the hallmarks of a virus, it spread with the same ruthless efficiency. Existing patients, added insomnia, headaches, and anxiety to their growing list of symptoms, their condition seeming to worsen. It was becoming increasingly clear we had a problem in San Alma, and when the media got hold of it, even the occasional tourists stayed away. 

The mayor petitioned the government to have an official investigation conducted, and sure enough, several weeks later, some high-profile researchers — with all their sophisticated equipment and tracking devices — came down from Santa Fe to detect and locate the source of the so-called San Alma Hum. A town meeting was called where they could report their findings. 

“Good evening, ladies and gentlemen. Thank you all for coming,” began the man at the lectern. 

Someone cleared their throat. A baby cried. The air was fragrant with the musty smell of disuse, and sour percolating coffee. We sat in rows of stackable plastic chairs. I picked out some faces from the crowd. Sheriff Raban gave me a nod from across the aisle. Oda and Clara Fosset were there too, as were Peggy and Todd. It seemed like the whole town was present. 

“My name is Philip Kaufman. I’m a scientist. I’m a doctor in biochemistry, as well as a university lecturer,” he continued. 

Kaufman was a tall, officious looking man, with thinning gray hair, and an equally gray suit. He wore a pair of oversized metal-framed glasses, with thick lenses, which gave him the bulging-eyed appearance of a praying mantas. 

“I lead a team of researchers,” said Kaufman, gesturing to several impassive looking men sat behind him. “I would like to start by thanking the mayor for inviting us to speak here today on this matter.

The presentation went on for about twenty minutes, various slides, graphs, and scientific terms were used. 

“After much deliberation,” he concluded, “it is our professional and expert opinion that there is no discernable source, no evidence, of any mysterious low-frequency hum.”

There came an angry murmur from the gathering. 

“And so without further ado,” he said, looking about the room, “we will open the floor to any questions.”

A wave of anger coursed through me, and, feeling compelled to speak, I sprang up and said, “You say there’s no evidence of the hum, but how do you account for the many hundreds of San Alma residents who’ve presented themselves at my Practice over the past couple of months, complaining of hearing the noise?”

There was a murmur of agreement from the assemblage. 

Kaufman seeming nonplussed said, “I’m glad you asked, Doctor...?” 

“Callan,” I said coolly. 

Kaufman nodded. “Doctor Callan...we’re not refuting at all that people think they hear this sound. We are simply saying there is no scientific evidence to support its existence outside of each individual hearer.”

I raised an eyebrow, waiting for him to continue. 

“In other words, we suspect this phenomenon can be put down to either some very active imaginations or a type of collective mass hysteria.” 

“With all due respect,” said a familiar voice from the crowd. 

It was Oda Fosset.

“With all due respect Mister Kaufman,” she said, a waver in her voice, slowly standing, “I think you’re all a pack of liars!”  

There was a breathless gasp from the gathering. And although it was far away, I could still discern the twitch of Kaufman’s jaw muscle. 

“What about Roswell?!” said an angry voice from the back of the hall.

“What?” Kaufman said, taken-a-back. 

It was Tidwell. 

“Roswell. It’s close by isn’t it?”

At this point the mayor stepped up to the lectern, allowing Kaufman to sit. 

“Only serious questions please,” said the mayor adjusting his tie, “I think we can all arrive at some plausible answers without having to resort to any tinfoil hat explanations.”

“I’m serious,” yelled Tidwell. “What if it’s the military, testing some kind of top-secret weapon. Have you investigated that?”

“I think that’s enough questions for today,” said the mayor turning off the microphone. 

“I’m telling you they’ve got something in that mountain!” yelled Tidwell.

***
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Shortly after, the scene descended into a free-for-all of angry shouting, and petty infighting. I retreated out a set of double-doors at the back, bursting out into the cool night, doors slamming behind me. I stood for a moment, leaned up against the handrail of the entranceway steps, grateful for the fresh air.  

A few, like me, must’ve left early, and were milling around by the water fountain.

That’s when I heard a loud — Slap! — followed by the sound of a sobbing.  

Even from across the square I recognized Peggy. She took a couple of backward steps, clutching her cheek. Written on her face was an expression of astonishment and betrayal. She was with Todd who was raging and hurling abuse. He slapped her again, this time grabbing her by the shoulders, shaking her like a ragdoll. 

“Stop!” I yelled and started running. No man, as far as I was concerned, had any right to raise a hand to a woman and I wasn’t going to stand for it. I bolted across the uneven ground.

Peggy tried to fight back, but then, before I could cover the full distance, he hit her again, hard, with his closed fist. She went limp and fell to the ground unconscious.  

I swore and launched a punch at Todd, but he must have seen it coming, because, quick as lightning, he did a side step collecting me in the middle with a solid left hook, knocking the wind right out of me. He screamed and before I knew it he had his hands around my neck, choking me. 

“Todd...” I gasped, struggling for breath trying to prize his fingers loose. 

He had the eyes of a madman. I hit back but it didn’t faze him. A black cloud spun into my field of vision. If I don’t do something soon I’m going to blackout, I thought.

I reached into my pocket and, brandishing my keys like a set of knuckledusters, drove them, as hard as I could, into his face.  He let me go and I dropped to my knees, coughing and spluttering.

He staggered back, clutching his face.

Screaming in outrage, he lunged at me again.

Bang!

A gunshot. 

We froze in place.

Sheriff Raban stood aiming his gun. “Alright Todd, knock that shit off. I don’t care who your old man is!” 

Todd glowered. I noticed a trickle of blood running from his ears.  

Some deputies turned up on the scene, no doubt drawn by the sound of the gunshot, cuffed him, and led him away.

The sheriff holstered his weapon. 

“You okay?” he asked, helping me up. 

“I’ve felt better,” I said, rubbing at my neck. 

“Peggy!” I said, rushing to check on her. She groaned. I folded my jacket and put it under her head. 

“She’ll have a real shiner in the morning,” said the sheriff. “What set him off?”

I shrugged.

“It’s unlike Todd to behave like that. I know his mother. The boy’s a kitten,” he said. 

I then told him how I’d seen them arguing in the car park at work several weeks earlier, and how Peggy had said Todd was now hearing the hum. And I told him how I had seen blood running from Todd’s ears. 

The sheriff wrinkled his brow.  

“What are you going to do with him?” I asked. 

“Well, he’s going to spend some time down at county,” he said. “You really did a number on him.” 

“I did a number on him?” I exclaimed. 

The sheriff chuckled. 

“Hey, I’ve been meaning to see you about my hearing problem anyway.”

“Are you still hearing it?”

“Yes, I’m still hearing it,” he said sharply. “I’ve lost my appetite. Bessie’s been acting weird. I can’t sleep. I mean if it’s not the hum keeping me awake it’s all those damn trucks.”

“Trucks? What trucks?” 

“Oh, just these bastard big rigs, semis, y’know? They keep driving past my place in the middle of the night. And I tell you, George, there ain’t nothing out there. It’s nowhere near the highway, so what the heck are they doing there?” 

***
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Ring, Ring. 

The incoming call light on my desk phone lit up, flashing red like some emergency beacon.  I sighed, pinching the spot above the bridge of my nose. I’d given Peggy time off, and given my current mood, I didn’t feel like speaking to anyone. 

“Hello?”

I was surprised to hear sobbing at the other end.

“Doctor?” said a woman’s voice.

“Yes. Hello. Who is this?” 

“Clara,” said the voice, in barely a whisper.  

I had to think for a moment, flicking through my mental Rolodex. “Clara Fosset?”

There came more sobbing at the other end, before her abrupt reply. 

“Mom’s d—dead.” 

I tensed. There was a horrible heavy sinking in my stomach.

“Oda? Dead? Are you sure?” I said, in a shaky voice. Oda might have imagined she was in failing health, but she had been in good health really considering her age. “You need to hang up and call 911.”

“Mom had you on speed dial. You were the only person I could think of to call. She’s dead, George. I’m sure of it. I tried CPR, but it’s too late! She’s not breathing.”  

“Clara, calm down. Tell me what’s happened.”  

“She was in the g-garage,” she said, bawling. “At first I thought there was fire — because of all the smoke.”

She broke down into more heart-rending sobs. 

“It’s okay, Clara. Tell me,” I said. 

“I was coughing, so I opened the roller door, to let out all the smoke, and that’s when I noticed the car’s engine was still running...”
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