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WORTH AGING





   




  "Don't wake up, Lisa. You shouldn't see this," Samuel pleaded, his voice cracking with emotion. He turned away as I opened my eyes, his face hidden beneath a black, wet, plastic poncho. Rain drops hissed against the smoldering wreckage around us. I shivered. The icy moisture pierced my tattered blanket, soaking into my shirt and pants.




  I rolled onto my side, gasping at the fierce pain in my leg. I brushed my fingers along the makeshift splint Samuel must have tied. I coughed. The air reeked of smoke, burning jet fuel and charred meat. My stomach churned anxiously, recognizing the scent of burning flesh, the crew's remains.




  Th-thump. Thump. Th-thump.




  Samuel sat crouched in a small clearing in front of me. Messing with something mechanical, judging by the squeaks and groans of metal against metal. He whispered to himself in a constant stream of hisses and curses. I couldn't help but smile, despite our dismal circumstances. Samuel always got like that when facing a tough problem.




  "We survived the crash, at least," I said cheerfully. The cold's icy finger drew goosebumps along my arms and I shivered.




  "A combination of luck and skill," Samuel said, but his words were thick with hesitation and regret. "At least we are free of the First Echelon now."




  I could practically feel the despair radiating from him. His first words rang in my mind and my pulse quickened. I tried to sit up, but pain shot through my splinted leg. I gasped, biting back a scream as I threw my hands to the ground to steady myself.

OEBPS/Images/cover.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/logo_xinxii.jpg
XinXii





