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  Chapter 1




  “I’m so cold-d-d” Nelson shivers out his last sentence.




  “I know Nels. I know. Me too. I’m so sorry this has happened to us. I thought someone would have found us by now.”




  I move in as close as I can, trying to share my body heat and keep him alive. It’s been 4 days I think.




  The snow is almost all the way up to the top of the windows of the SUV. At least it has stopped. Maybe that will help someone find us…or I should say me, if I am not dead by then.




  I hear his breathing slow. Then stop. Tears well up in my eyes. I get panicked.




  “Nels! Nelson, wake up!” Shaking him I’m hoping he will stir once more. Nothing. We were fine the first day running the car only long enough to get the heater to take off the chill. But that all changed once we ran out of gas. On top of that, Nels was a diabetic. His insulin would only last a couple of days without food. His body just couldn’t take it.




  I feel sick. It’s only me that’s left. How did this happen? How is it I come up here with 3 men and I am the only one still alive?




  Jason and Randall left two days ago to find help. I doubt they made it far. And I know they wouldn’t just leave us without having someone come to find us. I didn’t want them to go, but Jason thought it was a good idea so I insisted that someone go with him. Randall volunteered. Now they are most likely both dead. The snow was pounding us then.




  I sat and cried for a few minutes.




  “It isn’t fair!”




  If only someone could hear me.




  The low growl of my stomach reminds me of how hungry I am. There must be some food left somewhere. I check all the pockets and even under the seats for a lost french fry. Not even crumbs. I should have figured as much. Jason never allowed eating in his new SUV and would never let crumbs stay on the floor long enough before taking it to be vacuumed. Oh, how I longed for my old beat up Chevy with lost candy bars.
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