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  Chapter 1




  “Swim faster. Swim harder. Give it all you got,” Rich yelled as loudly as he could. Seeing a dorsal fin heading straight for her as she struggled to swim in a rough sea scared him. Fear was worse than the impact of his flight slamming into the Pacific. Standing on a wing torn off a 747 he was safe, but expected she’d be ripped apart. A sense of relief settled in when a shark grabbed a floating body directly behind her. It was one of three stewardesses’ whose body he saw being torn to pieces. She was the nice one. Too bad she didn’t make it, flashed through his mind. His thought snapped back to the live woman and he ignored bodies all around her.




  “Lady! You have to give it all you got. It’s not much further…You can make it.” Light from burning fuel flickered off her splashing arms. She swam well and made it to the wing before another demon from the deep could reach her.




  “Help me. I can’t reach…” she tried to get out before dipping beneath the surface. She came back up, coughing.




  “Take my hand. Reach for my hand,” he yelled and reached down trying to grab her arm, as the wing bobbed up and down violently. He could see fear on her face in the light of burning fuel she’d swam past.




  “I can’t reach,” she yelled before a sudden surge bashed her into the leading edge of the wing. She went limp and began to float away.




  Oh no! She’ll drown. He thought she was going under and dove in after her. He’d never been a good swimmer, or been trained in life saving, but remembered seeing something about putting an arm around a victim’s neck and pulling them from behind. He was lucky not to have choked her to death how he held her neck in a death grip. Gees–She weighs a ton for a thin woman. I can’t stay in this water–they will get us both. Finally he found a grip on a broken flap with his left hand and attempted to lift her on with his right arm. His effort pushed him down and he took in a mouth full of water. It sounded like boiling water as he pushed her to the surface.




  A wave came down on them as he struggled to keep her head up and they both went under. At ten feet down, only the dimmest of light told the difference between surface and the deep. A fire lit within and he doubled his effort in kicking.




  Somehow he managed to get her onto the wing without drowning them both. He stood choking up sea water and trying to catch his breath. All around them, sharks were tearing bodies apart. He fell on her when the wing pitched violently. Falling on her was the only thing that kept her from sliding back off the slippery surface.




  We can’t be the only two survivors, he thought as they were being tossed harshly by foaming waves. He felt himself slipping as more dorsal fins came into view. Where in the hell are they all coming from? We don’t stand a chance. I can see dozens.




  The tail section raised before the main body of a doomed flight slipped beneath angry waves. Hanging onto her limp body became more difficult with each surge of slippery metal beneath them.




  Dammed wing is too slippery. We’ll both be washed off. I need a way to hold us both on this dammed thing. Please wake up, lady, he thought and shook her.




  Managing to rip off his shirt, he was able to lash the pretty young woman to a rod which had once controlled flaps on a wing of their downed flight. He hung on tightly and relived an explosion over and over. An image of a bright flash and people being sucked out of a jagged hole flashed in his mind like lightening striking nearby. A dorsal fin traced the edge of the wing, snapping him back. Just my luck - Nothing ever goes right for me, he thought, realizing how fucked he was.




  “Hey! Is there anybody else out there? Hallow, anyone. Call out if you can hear me,” he called out several more times. All those people dead. Unbelievable. He fell with a big surge and nearly went in as a big shark headed straight for him. Who… That was close. He looked behind to see the shark coming out from under the wing. He’d have got me if the wing hadn’t flown up like that. He looked around and saw fewer sharks and assumed they went down to feed on the carcass of his flight.




  We can make it through the night, if this wing doesn’t sink; he thought but knew the wing was slowly sinking. He assumed they were fortunate to be riding on a near empty fuel tank, but also knew it would eventually go down to rejoin the rest of the 747 at the bottom of a deep ocean. Son of a bitch… Those rotten bastards will get us. I can’t even fight them off. If I just had a weapon. – Anything to fight with.




  He put his finger on her carotid artery and it brought some relief; she hadn’t died. Dark as hell. Hope they send out a search for us. - They always do. Better keep watch for search lights, he thought and continued peering into blackness for any signs. He saw nothing but an angry sky above. He heard only the sounds of thrashing sharks. He continued calling out with no reply.




  By morning, the storm subsided and the wing rode low in calm water. Debris surrounding them included some large shipping cases, seat floats and general debris. Bodies of fellow passengers were all gone and he assumed sharks had taken them. He knew they couldn’t have much longer on the wing, before it finally sank. I need to do something soon. This wing must be taking on water through its fuel lines; he thought and frantically looked about.




  “It’s been about eight hours. Where the hell are they?” he said out loud, and pivoted in a circle to scan the ocean. He saw nothing and was relieved he saw no more sharks.




  He caught one small case floating near him and dragged it on board with them. It had a handle and resembled a metal suitcase. When he opened it, he found it was full of things being sent to a Peace Corps volunteer. Fishing gear, clothes and some home baked cookies were accompanied by a letter from some kid’s mother. He kept looking and found a disposable lighter and can of insect repellant. He put the lighter in his pocket, wishing there were cigarettes to go with it. When he latched the case, an idea of tying some cases together with floatation cushions struck him as an option. I’ll have to chance it. Dammed sharks will get me when this wing goes all the way under. Better try to rouse her. Can’t leave her tied. She’ll drown if I don’t make it back.




  “Wake up. Lady! I need you to wake up. Please wake up,” he said before shaking her.




  “What? Who? What is going on?” the young woman said as she tried to fully wake. She had been knocked out and had no idea who he was, what happened, and how close to death she had come in the waning hours of the previous day.




  “I’m Rich Buchanan. You were knocked out and I tied you to this wing to keep you from being pitched off. Do you remember what happened last night?”




  “The explosion. I was swimming toward you, but couldn’t catch your hand…” She burst into tears as memories flooded back.




  “I guess you’re okay. I mean… Well, since you can remember what happened, being knocked out didn’t wreck your brain,” he said as the only lame thing coming to mind. Of course she isn’t OK. She is on a sinking wing in shark infested waters with a stranger. Not okay, he realized.




  He untied his white shirt and she struggled to her feet. He could see how pretty she was, even disheveled by their experience. She had long, natural blond hair and her deep blue eyes looked full of grief. Her white T-shirt with a Tweet bird hid nothing, being still wet from constant splashing of waves. He pulled his eyes back to hers and she tugged at the front of her shirt, realizing she was exposed. He put his shirt over her shoulders and said: “It’s wet, but may help keep you warm.” She was shivering as she pulled his shirt around her.




  “Are there any others? We can’t be the only ones,” she said as she scanned the sea around them. They were the only survivors out of two hundred and he didn’t know how to answer. He lowered his eyes and said, “No one else. At least, I haven’t seen any.”




  “I’m Dr. Susan Ryan. My coworkers? Are all of them dead? We were going to a hospital for some charity work. I can’t believe all of them are dead,” she said, and began to tear up. He put his arm around her to console her and she turned to hug him.




  “I suppose the sea got all of its anger out of it last night and may wait to take this wing down with the rest. We’ll need to get off this wing soon. It’s sinking,” he whispered as he released his hug.




  “Keep an eye out for sharks. I’m going to see if I can find something we can float on. We don’t have much time before this wing goes down.”




  “If we both go in, we can get the job done quicker,” she offered.




  “You must not have seen all of those sharks last night. I thought you were a goner when I yelled out to you.”




  “I remember you yelling, but nothing about sharks.”




  “It’s just as well. It was awful to watch. One came right behind you, but took a body instead.”




  They agreed to take turns and retrieve the shipping cases and anything of use.




  “I’ll go first. I’m not a great swimmer so keep a close watch for sharks. I’ll need plenty of warning.” Before jumping in, he spotted something and fished it out of the water. A can of diet Coca-Cola floating nearby seemed strange.




  “I never liked diet soda, but remember seeing a demonstration of it floating, while sugared soda sunk,” he said and then reached down to catch a second can which he handed to Susan before he dove in.




  It took some time to reach a shiny metal case and he felt relief, until he tried to hold on to it. The case shot away from him several times before he realized floating on it was impossible. He pushed the first case to the edge of their sinking vessel and then hung on with shaking hands. She dragged it aboard as he went for another. As he bobbed toward a second case, he heard her yell, “My medical bag.” When he turned to look, he saw her raking a comb through her tangled hair with one hand and digging in her bag with the other.




  “I’d rather it was some food, or better still a raft,” he mumbled. He looked side to side fearful of sharks returning. Finding a lifesaver while treading back had him struggling to grab it, without losing a case he was pushing. I wish it had air in it. With my luck. – It will leak when I blow it up. When Susan bent down to retrieve a shiny blue case, he couldn’t help think, I’d never take her for a doctor. A model or actress maybe, but not a doctor. He squirmed his way back on the shiny wing and watched as she opened a case full of clothes. She slammed it back shut.




  He was right about the lifesaver and tossed it back in. Susan retrieved some flotation cushions on her turn, so he was able to use one of them to paddle to the largest case. The big one was a challenge and took nearly an hour to bring in. When he reached the wing, he could see only a couple of inches stood above water. The big case was too heavy to raise and may have finished off the sinking process if he’d tried to get it aboard.




  He held onto a carrying handle with one hand and held himself up with the other arm over the wing. She reached down to give him help up, but he waved her off. He was huffing to catch his breath, but didn’t want to let go of the case that took so much effort to bring in.




  “Get the fishing line out of that case, so I can tie this thing off,” he managed to get out. She nodded and opened the large suitcase sized container and then held up a large spool of yellow line.




  “That’s it. Tie it off,” he said still breathing hard. She was able to tie the line off on a flap rod and handed him a large spool of heavy braded fishing line. Kneeling, she held the container in place and tied off the handle. He stayed still and breathing hard as she tied off a second point on the wing’s flap.




  Assessing salvage, they had six small cases and a big one still in the water. In all there were eight seat cushions and a plastic cooler. They had retrieved a dozen cans of diet cola and cookies mentioned earlier. Hopes of finding a shipment of cell phones were not answered. No flares or laptops. Water would have been nice, but one case had fine silk dresses and suits addressed to a shop in Hollywood.




  “Okay, Richard. What do you suggest doing with these cases?”




  “It’s Rich. I never liked formal names. We can utilize the handles for tying. Maybe rip up some of those clothes to make ropes.”




  He had found a sharp fishing knife and used it to cut pieces from the big spool of fishing line to tie cushions together. I can tie these to the top of the big one and…, he was thinking. He cut the cover on all four corners of one and made loops through them. Three loops each and tied with at least three square knots, he thought as he finished the first loop.




  “What can I do to help? We will be swimming soon,” Susan asked, noticing water passing over her feet.




  “Cut up some of those silk dresses. This is heavy line, but it may not hold on these slippery cases.”




  “Oh. I understand… We can make ropes out of the cloth.” Susan used her surgical scissors to cut multicolored silks into strips. Sitting facing each other, they weaved strips into strong ropes. Susan was faster and had to remind Richard of the order strips overlapped. Damned… Woman, this is just a rope. We ain’t got time to be pretty with this. My ass is getting wet. Just be quick, that’s all we need. It took two hours to weave fifty feet of silk rope and then he slipped into the water to attach it around the large container.




  “Pull that tight. We can’t have any slack, or the cases will be pulled apart in no time. He watched as she pulled on a slip-knot and held with her feet. The case bobbed with her effort and kept hitting him in his face. A gash on his forehead began bleeding again and the salt water stung. He had to go under to fish a second loop around the opposite side of the beginnings of their raft. After securing the second knot, she began handing down cases and he tied them off on carrying grips.




  Whatever was in the big case had some weight, making it float stably. Each time he went under to tie rope from cases to the bottom of loops, he imagined seeing large dark shadows moving toward him. Good thing this box isn’t bobbing like it did earlier. I’d never be able to get a tight knot. I wonder if there is any food in the big one. Sometimes gourmet stuff is flown in for restaurants. Steaks or fine wine—either would do. I’d settle for stale crackers. If I try to see in, it will take on water and sink.




  “Look for anything we can use as a paddle,” Susan said as she walked the wing searching. They weren’t lucky enough to find a set of oars. She dove in one last time and came back with a woman’s handbag. It wasn’t hers. She rarely carried one, but thought it might have a cell phone in it. It had many things she never used, including makeup and perfume, but no phone. She lashed it down, planning she would send it to its owner’s family when rescued.




  By the time their raft was constructed, water lapped over the entire wing. Surprisingly, their raft provided a five by five platform. With enough dresses and flotation seats left to cushion its deck, both rode somewhat comfortably as the wing disappeared beneath the surface.




  “Where do we go from here? Do you think we will be found?” she asked.




  “Go? Good question. I’m a mechanic. Not a sailor. I couldn’t tell which way to go, even if we had paddles to work with. Guess we are going where ever the current takes us,” he replied, and then opened one of the colas. They had agreed on sharing two cans per day, so as to last almost a week. Susan, doing what doctors do, decided to clean and bandage a gash in his head.




  “Ouch! That smarts.”




  “It could get infected if I don’t clean it thoroughly.”




  “OK, doc. But it does burn.”




  “Hold still. A butterfly will hold it shut until we are rescued. – Then it can be properly stitched.”




  “If we are rescued,” he replied and she frowned at his response.




  The day grew hot, so both sat talking with dresses over their heads.




  “I am expected at a hospital Bangladesh. Our team will be…” She broke down realizing she was all that was left of the medical team. He felt bad for her, but couldn’t find words of comfort.




  Both had been on two connecting flights but were unaware of each other. He told her about being hired by a company in China who needed mechanics for their trucks. He wouldn’t go into why he would be leaving America for a mechanic job. She’d never understand. – Hell, I don’t understand.




  Both were from the northeast; but worlds apart in status. He was surprised how easily she talked to him. Nobody likes mechanics. Not even their wives, but she talks to me almost as an old friend. Maybe she’s just going to be nice until we are rescued…Rescued – Where in the hell are they? Ain’t anything out looking for us except sharks, he was thinking as he pulled on ropes to make sure they hadn’t loosened.




  Home-made cookies and diet orange became lunch. Only two cookies each and they shared a can of soda. Both joked about a poor Peace Corps kid doing without his essentials, but were really thankful for a thoughtful mother’s shipment.




  “I’ll look the mother up when I get back home. The address on his case is in Wheeling. I’d like to thank her in person,” he said. I hope I have an opportunity to make good on that one, he thought, knowing his chance of fulfilling the promise was slim at best.




  He tried out a telescopic fishing rod and a spinner the thoughtful mother had felt essential. He knew spinners and light tackle were great for trout fishing, but hoped he’d catch something small for their dinner. His first strike broke the four pound line within a few seconds. Wonder if there any small fish out here in the middle of the ocean? If I could catch anything, then I’d have some bait. Well, I’ll try some of the heavy line we tied the cushions with, he thought, not wanting to waste the few lures in the kid’s care package.




  There looked to be about two hundred yards of eighty pound braided line left on a big spool. He tied on a red and white spoon and put the spool between his crossed legs, so it wouldn’t be dragged overboard. Their raft was bobbing up and down, so he merely lowered the spoon a few yards at a time. In a lake, I’d been casting and retrieving, but I hope an up and down action will attract something. He didn’t know anything about ocean fishing, but was desperate for something to eat.




  Susan continued to tell him all about her as he fished. Her parents owned a high-end restaurant and hearing her talk about food made his hunger stronger. I hate sushi. But I hope I can catch something soon. Damn, I’m hungry as hell.




  His spool of line began banging around as line was pulled between his legs. He managed to get a hold of the spool with one hand and firmly jerked line with his other. He could feel the fish fighting and its weight as it ripped line through his fingers. When he stood, he was able to start pulling the fish in. He felt her hands on his sides steadying him, so he wouldn’t fall.




  “It’s a big one. Hope it isn’t a shark, or something with big teeth,” he said, knowing he would have a hard time getting a hook out of a fish with nasty teeth. Susan took the spool, so he could use both hands, but line still got pulled back half of what he pulled in. Blood and sea water began making the braded line slippery, so he trapped his line under foot to keep from losing all he’d gained. Don’t think about the pain. Just keep pulling, he thought and looked at the cut in his right palm.




  After a fifteen minute fight, a big ugly Grouper came into view. He had no idea what it was.




  “It’s a Grouper. Watch out for its teeth. Pin it with your foot, so I can kill it,” she said and waited with the knife. She was as anxious as he for something to eat.




  “If we were in a kitchen, I would know just how to cook it. Mom showed me how,” she said enthusiastically. Prospects of having something to eat had her excited and looking over his shoulder.




  “He ain’t caught yet. I get him aboard and you can prepare him any way you want.”




  “Sorry, Rich. I am so hungry. They didn’t have any meals on the flights I was on, so it’s been two days on only a few cookies and a little snack on our last plane.”




  “Damned thing’s cutting my hand. I think it is tiring, though.” Another minute and he had a dark fish on their raft. A twenty pound thing flopped around on top of bedding, making a real mess. Stomping on its head was the only way to stop its flopping.




  Susan sliced and diced as a real Chef, but she said she learned to cut in medical school.




  “Professors expect every cut to be neat. Try cutting through an inch or more of flab and keep it neat. Grouper isn’t the best for sushi, but maybe we’ll catch something better next time,” she said and handed him a cube of fish. At first, he gagged on a cold cube, but found himself asking for another piece.




  He tried fish guts for bait knowing he’d caught catfish with them. But there were no catfish out at sea. Damned shame we aren’t stuck out on the Ohio. Catch catfish all day on this much guts. Well, we’ll eat today and that’s what matters.




  As the day wore on, they had eaten all edible parts of this ugly fish. He continued fishing with various leftover parts. First its head, which was bitten off, but he didn’t set his hook. The tail and some trailing guts were ignored at every depth he tried, but he fished until dark. Finally giving up, he joined her on their cushion bed and stared up at an endless sky.




  Chapter 2




  On the second morning she awoke to see him standing and mumbling to himself. He was rocking like she’d seen autistic children do. She had no idea of the torment he was enduring.




  “Hell, this is worse than being locked up. Can’t even pace. I guess you always get what you wish for. - I wished to be away from everything. – I got just that. Nothing as far as you can see and…,” he said before noticing her. He saw her looking at him and said, “Good morning. Nothing all night. Not a single plane. I don’t think they are looking for us.”




  “The plane’s signaling equipment will be sending an alert of some kind. Someone will come looking for us. Even the Chinese will be searching for the plane. Our government will have search planes out. Half of our flight were Americans…They will look for us,” she said with a mix of surety and hope. He looked at her with doubtful eyes.




  “I am not going to let you drag me down. It will be a better day and we will be spotted. I’m fortunate that you pulled me out of the water, but I hope it’s the last day I spend with you,” she said and watched him toss their fishing line in.




  “I hope you are right.”




  It had been a long night for him. He felt confined even with no walls and miles of nothing in any direction.




  “No luck fishing…How about you take a turn…Your luck may be better than mine. Wake me if you see anything,” he said and handed her the spool of line. She took the spool and fought the urge to respond. Waking to negative sounding comments reminded her of Jared and she didn’t want to think of him.




  “I’ve got one. Hooray, we will eat,” she said as she brought the sparkling Bonita aboard. The small fish would be their meal of the day, but she saw nothing beyond endless sea and sky on her watch.




  * * * *




  “What day is this, Susan? Has it been a week?” he asked in a raspy voice.




  “It is Wednesday…” she paused. “Yes. Tomorrow will be one week. They will be expanding their search and should come across us soon.”




  “Any signs of ’em? - Of anything? - We have been floating near a week. I’d thought we’d have seen something…” he looked at her seriously. “Anything at all? Even a floating turd would be something.”




  “No. I haven’t seen even a jet trail. We may have floated too far away to be found,” she said finally showing her true feelings.




  He was depressed thinking they would die from exposure if their raft didn’t break apart allowing them to drown. He hadn’t wanted to discourage her, but she was looking as drawn as he had been for two days.




  “If I didn’t know better, I would think you are enjoying our cruise,” he said thoughtlessly.




  Her calm demeanor helped Rich keep composed himself. He liked it about her, but it was dulling faster than his attempts at humor.




  “Cruise. – That’s funny, considering I have to share our bathroom with the only other passenger.”




  “Sorry…” he looked at her angry face. “I just have to try and laugh at our situation. It’s how I deal with shit like this.” Her eyes looked less angry, but he planned to be more careful with his joking.




  At first there were only a few drops carried on gusts of wind. As drops became more frequent, both held their faces to the sky catching precious rain in their mouths.




  “Oh, this feels great,” he said and nearly fell in with his animation.




  The calm surface of the ocean began to explode in a torrent and they hurried to rig a couple of plastic bags to catch water and funneled it into empty pop cans and a small cooler.




  Cooling rain was soothing on their sunburnt skin, but then both began to shiver. It was ninety degrees or better and the rain was cold, having come from high up. Worse than rain, was wind and rough sea, tossing them about.




  “Let’s get ourselves lashed down. It looks like we are in for it.” A bright flash and defining thunder blast sent a shockwave causing both to jerk. They hugged, knowing there was no way to hide. He tied a rope around her wrist without sitting and held out a hand for her to tie the other end to his. He didn’t have to explain why.




  Slack in the lashings allowed cases to bang against the shipping container in the center. Getting caught by a case, gave a hell of a pinch, so they both huddled on the big one. Fear finally overtook her and she hung onto him and cried. She would let out a yelp of fear each time the raft hit a large wave.




  “I’m sorry I am being such a baby. I’m not usually like this,” she said.




  “It’s okay, I’m scared shitless myself.”




  “Do you think we will make it?” she asked.




  “Yes…” he paused and forced a smile. “I can’t say how, but we will.” He rarely lied, but he really felt their chances were zero.




  When the storm subsided, the sun came out, revealing a light blue sky. It was if the storm had never happened, except for the two shivering on the deck of a makeshift raft.




  Gulls assaulted a school of fish, signaling him to get busy fishing. Neither had eaten and whatever the gulls were feeding on would do.




  “If we had a paddle, I could get closer to the school. Keep an eye out, while I try casting toward that school.”




  “If I can see which direction birds fly when they are done feeding, we will know which way land is,” she replied. When the birds flew off toward a setting sun, west was evident, but with no fixed landmark, their direction of drifting wasn’t clear. Even if we knew where land was, we have no way of steering to it, she realized.




  They caught no fish, so they slept in each other’s arms with empty stomachs. Drifting with tides and currents north westerly took them ever further from a futile search over a hundred miles behind them.




  Beginning the eighth day, both were irritable from lack of food. She used a comb found in a purse to comb out her hair.




  “I could stand a shower. Even some hand sanitizer would do. Feels like my skin is crusty,” she said as Rich began fishing. He showed how he’d tied on some strips of red silk and said: “This may help. I’ll catch something today. That’s if there are any fish around. I feel like its par for my life. If I didn’t want to catch fish, they’d be jumping on board.” He let out a hundred feet of line and slowly retrieved it and then tossed it again and again.




  They shared the last soda for breakfast and then sat back to back as they had begun doing. He liked feeling her hair on his face, when little gusts of wind blew it on his cheek. Leaning against each other for back support helped his aching. Years of heavy work had paid a toll on him. She didn’t like how he would move to straighten and relieve an annoying kink in his upper back.




  “Must you do that?” she would say.




  “Damned old back… Had disability for a while, but damned insurance company screwed me out of it.”




  “You wouldn’t want to be a malingerer… Would you?” She paused. “They have standards to determine disability. You failed to meet them,” she said so clinically he flushed in anger. He didn’t reply instantly, but his mood became dark as he thought.




  “You sound just like the stupid attorney I had. Talks shit he knows nothing about like he wrote the book on the subject. I’d like to see him with a messed up disk. He’d probably never work again, even though he has a job where the heaviest thing he lifts is his bank book.”




  “They aren’t all bad. - I know a few.”




  “Not all…” He lowered his eyebrows. “I’ve had more than one experience with ones who ain’t worth shit.”




  She was glad when he moved to work his line harder. She thought it looked like he was playing with a yo-yo as he thrust his line upward and lowered it quickly. She had a sarcastic comment about it, but kept it to herself.




  As the sun rose higher, the day became hotter on the windless ocean. He reached toward several cans of rainwater, but pulled back.




  “We only have three cans left. I can wait until tonight,” he said seeing her discouraging look.




  He wiped his cracking lips on his sweaty arm and rubbed them together. It would have to do until they shared a can that night.




  Switching arms to fish with only ensured he would have pain in both shoulders. He finally lay back beside her around noon.




  It was an incredibly long day with little conversation. Heat was stifling in a stagnant sea. Sniping at each other became easier. He hated the scowl on her face when he drank water before their agreed time.




  He reminds me of the mechanics at the car dealership at home. An uncouth bunch looking to suck my account dry for beer money. I hope we are found soon. I can’t stand him much longer, she thought, and stood to scan the horizon.




  * * * *




  On their 10th morning, he could barely stand to fish, but forced himself.




  “Some coffee and doughnuts would get me going. Hell, even some of that nasty grouper would do,” he said, hearing his stomach growl. Looking at Susan still sleeping, he wondered what it would have been like to meet her under different circumstances. It was depressing to think of her dying. Will I go first, or have to slip her over the side and watch her float away. She’s damned pretty, but I hope we are found soon. She can be a real bitch.




  Remembering her comments, he thought: Yuppie bitch… She could never understand. Standards… he paused in his thought and looked at her. If you can work at any job. Any…” he paused again, remembering what she said. Try getting hired when you have been on work comp, or disability in the middle of a recession. People with her attitude should have to try it out. See what s like to be given the choice of working at what will make an injury worse, or starve, he thought and remained silent for hours.




  He lay back down beside her and she woke. She looked into his eyes and he saw the life slipping from her. Only a day before, she’d had the spark of a fighter in her lovely blue eyes. Now they looked different; as if her eyes were dulling. She moved closer and kissed him. It was an absolute surprise. Susan kissed him like it was the last kiss she would ever have. It was passionate and lasted over a minute. He looked at her and said: “We will make it. Somehow we will make it.” She knew she was wrong saying what she did and didn’t want to die without making up.
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