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If you wanted to rob a bank, how would you do it? Would you walk through the front door with a mask hiding your identity and your guns blazing? Would you be nonchalant and quietly hand the teller a stick-up note? Well, William Pease came up with a plan. The Means is the story of his attempt to finally make something of himself. He had been beaten down for so long by so many people emotionally. He finally had enough. William had scores to settle. He wanted to get away from his current life and all the people in it. He knew, if he could come into a large amount of cash, he could afford to start over somewhere else, far from Illinois, and far away from all his troubles. If you knew William, you would never think he had these feelings. You would never believe he could be such a disturbed individual under such a calm demeanor.
William grew up happy and content on a farm in a small town, Burlington, Illinois. Burlington is about 50 miles northwest of Chicago. His parents loved him and his brother very much. The boys were never spoiled, and they had to work for everything, their parents gave to them. William still lives in the Pease family home with his brother Wallace in the Pease family home. It’s a traditional brick foursquare, sold by Sears and sits in the middle of the 300-acre family farm. William growing up spent most of his free time at home, sitting on the back porch daydreaming and staring out into the farm fields. William began to dream of moving far away when he was seventeen. Four years later and being a man of twenty-one; he still had an itch to leave home. That old feeling came back and was eating William up inside; he had to do something soon.
William had only an older brother; which was odd for a farm family. Sixteen-year-old Wallace was a great big brother. William, fifteen was always by his brother’s side, and Wallace did not mind. The boys spent most of their free time racing their parents’ Chevy Nova up and down the back country roads of Kane, DeKalb, and McHenry counties. Their parents did not mind because it freed the boys from the farm for a couple of hours a week. The boys would race anyone whenever the opportunity presented itself. When they were not racing cars, they were fixing them or working on the farm. Wallace became efficient at repairing car engines and doing minor body work. Wallace and William were popular with the girls because they had access to a car. The girls liked being taken away in the boys’ car for rides. Having the cars, and the ability to get away for a little while gave the boys a taste of freedom. The Pease brothers became local celebrities to their peers. Everyone liked to hang out with Wallace and William; the gearheads and the girls. Their futures were bright, and it looked like the sky was the limit.
All that changed when their parents died. Mr. and Mrs. Pease were killed in a car crash when William was sixteen. One Saturday night, the boys’ father drove the car into a telephone pole on Annie Glidden Road. The road was covered with ice, and Mr. Pease lost control of his car. Their mother and father were ejected from the wreck and suffered life-threatening injuries. They actually died of exposure to the cold January night; not from the injuries sustained from the accident. 
Wallace would have to raise William alone. Wallace loved his brother, but he did not know how to take care of William or himself. Wallace made some mistakes early on and soon the stress became too much to bear. Wallace began to drink alcohol. He could not show his sadness to William, and he buried his feelings deep inside. He thought he had to be tough for his little brother. His mood turned dark. Wallace resented the fact that William did not have the responsibilities, he had. His parents did not leave him enough money; only enough money to take care of the property taxes for the farm. Wallace has always played baseball well, and he watched his prospects for playing college ball slip away. Wallace quit school and started to work, as a full-time mechanic, to earn money. The money he made fixing engines, was still not enough for William and him to live on comfortably though. Wallace decided to lease out the farm fields, to make up the shortfall of money. Wallace buckled under the pressure and began to find himself in trouble outside the home with the local law enforcement.
William finished high school. His parents left him a small inheritance to use only for college. William hoped going away to school and living on campus would get him away from wasting time drinking on the back porch. He was not content with sitting on the porch all day or working in his second cousin’s farm field. William wanted to be either rich or famous. More importantly, he wanted to be rich. William also wanted to have friends, like he did before his parents died. He figured a college education and college friends would be stepping stones to his goals. Since the money was so tight, William did not go far, and he enrolled at Northern Illinois University; just down the road from Burlington, in DeKalb. William was always close enough to home, to be able to bail his older brother out of trouble, mainly jail.
School was always very easy for William. He earned great grades in high school and excelled in a school setting because it had the structure he needed, but could not get at home, after his parents died. William was an excellent student also, who loved to study; studying would keep his mind off his brother and his troubles at home. While at home, William felt like a burden on his brother. At college, he was free and relaxed. College would be no different from high school, and college proved to be very easy. William was well liked by his professors and well known for his intellect, by fellow students. He began tutor some of his peers from school for money, and he would stick his earnings in a savings account.
William met Jane Schulte early in his second year of college while tutoring her for her American History class. William instantly fell in love with Jane and her long flowing brown hair. Since things were so easy for William in college, he had plenty of time in his life for her, and she loved all of the attention he could give her. The couple soon began to spend all of their free time together, and he spent all of the extra money he had saved, from tutoring on her.  Jane would joke about, how when he graduated college and started a well-paying job, he could afford to buy her more nice things. William was in love, and he did not pay close enough attention to what she was saying and how she really meant it. It was not the fact that she was beautiful and always around; Jane took his mind off of his brother and the troubles back at home.
When William brought Jane home, she was amazed at how much William and his brother looked alike. Wallace liked Jane almost as much as William. Wallace was shocked by how beautiful she was, and she was nice too. He would joke with her about why she would waste her time with William. Jane would get even more attention; now from two men, and she ate it all up.
Jane would want more and more. Soon William’s grades began to suffer. He fell behind in his school work, and his test scores began to fall. William had to cut back the time he spent with Jane. He turned down tutoring appointments, and his finances suffered, as well. William realized he would have to go back to tutoring more often, than before. William truly loved her, but he had to tend to his obligations. Jane did not understand. She felt there would be only one way to get all of his attention, and she became pregnant. She never mentioned to William, that she stopped taking her birth control pills. As smart as William was in school; he was not smart enough to use condoms. He thought she was on the pill. He did not question how or why it happened. He just figured it was meant to be.
In her early stages of pregnancy, Jane quit school and planned her wedding to William. Jane ended up finishing only one year of college. She would give birth to a baby girl during summer break, and they named her Jean. William moved mommy and baby into the Pease family home since Jane’s parents paid over 35,000 dollars for one year of college, and they were extremely mad about the whole situation. Wallace did not mind; he liked the idea of having family back in the house. Wallace would take care of Jane and Jean when William went go back to college in the fall. Jane ended up, not getting the attention she craved and expected from William and Wallace. She felt left out because of the attention baby Jean was now receiving.
When fall approached, William went back to school. While attending college, William and Jane married. Jane was ecstatic; she had always wanted to marry a doctor or lawyer, but an engineer would be just fine. She knew someday; he would get a dream job and get lots of money, and he would provide a good life for her; if she could only wait. Sometimes, Jane became very impatient with her situation and wished William was closer to graduating college. She thought he was older when they first met because he was so smart and confident. Jane would visit William at college when she could. The Honeymoon period wore away fast. The little bit of time they had together was not enough for William. His heart was finally yearning to be back at home. William started to spend more time at home and less time studying. William began to fall behind again in his studies, and his grades suffered. Wallace was drinking less; due to having the women around the house. During Thanksgiving break, William gave up on school and left college, this time for good. His dream of getting away was gone, and Jane’s dreams were shattered too. William figured this is how it had to be. Unfortunately, Jane did not feel the same way. William told her everything would be okay, and he found a first shift job at a plastics company and later in the evenings; he worked a six-hour shift at a gas station down the road. He had learned how to take care of people, just like his older brother took care of him. He could be a husband and a father; William thought that was now more important than being rich or famous.
Wallace had a mean side when he drank.  Now that William had returned home for good, Wallace went out more, to the bars. Wallace started drinking more than before. The local bars stopped allowing him entry because he was a mean drunk. He would berate bartenders if they stopped serving him alcohol. William hid the beer away from Wallace at home because of his fits of drunken rage. People in other towns and even in other counties knew of Wallace’s name and his terrible temper. Wallace was loud and obnoxious and always made others uncomfortable, no matter where he went. He was only relatively cordial to people in his own family and a select few others.
Wallace was always fighting. He started fights with strangers if they looked at him funny. The girls that dated Wallace were often physically and mentally abused, by him. Jane and William often told the women, to run away from Wallace and don’t look back. Relatives of Wallace’s ex-girlfriends were always looking for him, to exact revenge for things he had done. William was also taking the heat for his brother, and he started to get pulled into fights, due to his brother. William was tired of picking up his brother from the police station almost every other weekend. The desk clerk knew William’s name and whom he was there to pick up, before he walked through the metal detector, at the front door of the police station. Wallace knew he was screwing up. His guilty conscience was gnawing away at him; so to forget he drank even more than ever. 
William would soon find out; Jane was no saint. William worked two jobs. When he was not working, he was thinking about how to get his hands on more money than he could ever make working. William always worried, and Jane would still complain to Wallace that William worked too much. Jane worked too, not because she wanted to but because she had to, and she hated it. She started a part-time job at the Dollar Colonel, working as a cashier. Jane needed time for herself, to rest. Baby Jean would spend five days at the babysitters, but Jane only worked three afternoons a week. Well, the babysitter had a brother, named Johnny. Jane and Johnny would see each other when Jane picked up Jean. Johnny and Jane started to talk and soon became close friends. Johnny listened and showed Jane the attention that she was craving. Jane stopped complaining to Wallace. She found a new shoulder to cry on because Johnny always figured out a way to be there for her. When William returned home between jobs in the afternoon; Jane would not be there. She would leave a note; it would read.  “I went to DeKalb to do some shopping. Sorry, I missed you! Love J.” William would soon find many of those notes on the kitchen table when he came home. It did not take long for a friend to tell William, what Jane was up to. William was devastated; he knew deep down inside; this might happen. He could see; she needed a lot of attention, and now he was always working. So he confronted her, and she told him the awful truth. Jane told him; she was with another man, a man who could take care of her and baby Jean better than he could. Before William knew it, Jane had all of her and baby Jean’s belongings packed up, and the two greatest people in his life were gone.
The lights of Wallace’s and William’s home were gone. The mood of the Pease residence became gloomy. William’s attitude changed for the worse. Wallace’s and William’s personalities became indistinguishable. They had always looked similar in stature. The constant smile that William once had was gone. William became more belligerent towards others than his brother. His patience disappeared. He no longer cared about who he hurt or how he hurt them. Both brothers quickly became despised by everyone in town. Days and then weeks passed. Bar fights and disorderly conduct would have William getting to know the local authorities, as well as Wallace.
William was getting tired of his newfound rituals of drinking and getting into trouble. He figured he had to get out of Illinois somehow and break the seemingly endless cycle of self-destruction. William tried reregistering to go back to college, but his arrest record blocked him from being accepted back on campus. He was reaching in the dark and looking for a new direction to take his life. His heart was full of anger and black inside. The only time he was happy is when he thought about a possible life out west, away from Illinois. William started to dream again of a better life far away like he had when he was back in high school. To do it, William wanted to get his hands on a large amount of money. He started to think about robbing the only bank in Burlington. With some money, he could maybe start a new life in Montana or New Mexico.
Wallace could see the wheels turning in William’s head. When William drank too much, William would tell his brother parts of his evolving plan of robbing a bank after he was finished crying about Jane and Jean leaving. Wallace was smart enough to know William was just going through a rough time because of Jane. William would soon come out of it and be back to his old self. As the months went by, William’s plan became more involved and clearer, and he stopped crying so much, about Jane. Wallace found himself listening more intently now than before; when William talked about robbing the bank. It scared Wallace. For the first time, in a long time, he was scared of someone or something, not for himself, but for his brother. Wallace would ask himself. Would William really go through with it? William will need help if he does. Wallace knew he was the only one who could help his brother now. Wallace also had other reasons to help his brother. He wanted to be there, in the loop when the shit hit the fan. Wallace wanted to see it all go down. 
Wallace would feed William beers on the back porch. He took pleasure in getting William all worked up. He always found it so easy to do. Wallace liked to see other people in pain. Wallace feigned concern and William’s agony made Wallace feel better about himself. “Hey Brother, you are talking crazy again. You have to get this business out of your damn head.”
“Okay Brother, I will. Don’t listen to me. I’m just blowing off some steam. I guess it’s better than crying about the ex, all the time,” William replies while knocking back another beer.
Wallace could see it in William’s eyes; he was lying. William’s gaze would drift back to the horizon. Maybe William is lying to himself too. Wallace says to himself.
Not too far from Burlington is Belvidere, Illinois. Belvidere lies just north of the Jane Adams Tollway; also known as Route 90 or Northwest Tollway. Belvidere is where Mason Turner resides. Mason is a family man, and he is married to Debra. Together they have one son named Billy. Mason is fortunate compared to William. Mason and Debra are content with their lives. Billy looks up to his father. When Billy grows up, he is going to do what his dad does. He’s going to drive a big truck and help people. Mason is a tow truck driver for the tollway system. Debra is a stay at home mom. The Turners are a Christian family. They still have minor problems with money and other little things that pop up in everyday life, but they have faith in God to keep them going. Life is good but still not easy. Mason can come home smelling like sweat and diesel and still receive hugs and kisses from Debra. If you asked Mason; he would tell you he is the richest man in the world.
“Dad, I have to ask you something. Can you and me hang out together on take your child to work day?”
“Well, when is it?” Mason replies.
“I think it is next Friday. Uh, let’s see,” He says as he looks through his folder for the information sheet. Billy is only ten years old and not very organized. “Here it is. It says here; that if we come to work with one of our parents, we have to write a two-page report about what you do for work. All the teacher needs to know is that I will be with you on Friday. So, I can be excused from school.”
“That sounds like it will be a lot of fun. You and I will work together to help people out on the road. Let me talk to my boss. Don’t get too excited yet. Okay?”
“Okay, Dad let me know, as soon as you find out from your boss.”
 Wallace and William are drinking on the back porch.
“Well, Brother, you know I have been thinking for a long time. The time for action is now.” William pipes up, as he puts down his empty beer bottle.
Wallace is caught by surprise; he knows what William is talking about and he thought William was done with the nonsense. Wallace is tired of hearing the same old story. “Let’s hear it. If you are drunk right now though, I’m gonna kick your ass.”
William replies, “I’m not drunk. Robbing a bank is not something I’m taking lightly. I feel I have been thinking way too long, about this.”
“I might not be the smartest man. You know that only stupid people think they can get away with robbing a bank.” 
William has opened another beer and took a swig of his beer and puts the bottle back down on the porch and then says, “Greedy people get caught. They rob the bank once, and they do not get caught. Then they go back to the same place, or they go somewhere else. But then they match the description of a previous robbery.  Then the police can track you down. We do it only once. Police only look for you if they think you’re alive. After the robbery, we will be presumed dead. That’s the key. By the time they realize the bodies are not us, we will be long gone. It has to be this way because people will become suspicious when we are gone after the robbery. They will think it was us. So we will have to die. Of course, we will be alive, Brother, and we will be on our way out west. You have to hear this plan out, I have thought about everything.”
Wallace is now listening intently. He puts down his beer and says, “Tell me more, Brother.” 
It’s springtime in northern Illinois. Green colors dot the landscape. Gone are the dull grays and muddy browns of winter. Warm spring winds come from the southwest and are accompanied by the scent of rain that will soon nourish the land. Along with the rain, comes the high humidity. It can get pretty sticky in late May. Temperatures can get into the upper eighties. People are getting ready for Memorial Day weekend and the kick-off of summer. The holiday is a week away, but the meteorologists are already predicting cooler and dryer weather for the holiday weekend. That is welcome news. It has been raining for the last three days.
[bookmark: Swine][bookmark: _Toc1161331][bookmark: _Toc1863171]
The Swine 
It’s Tuesday morning, and the rain beats against the kitchen window, at the Pease house. Wallace stands at the stove cooking breakfast. The smell of bacon, eggs, and greasy smoke fills the kitchen. William takes a bite of his breakfast and looks up at the ceiling. “You know the banks will have more money in them right before the holiday. The banks need enough money, so when people cash their checks, they will not run out of cash. If we are gonna do this, we better make it worth our while.” 
“Is that why you chose Memorial Day Weekend?” Wallace takes a drink of orange juice and wipes his mouth. “You know your life wouldn’t be so bad if you wouldn’t have gotten fired from that plastics company. Boy, Jane really did a number on you, Brother. When was the last time you seen baby Jean? I really don’t care what happens to me. Come on; you have obligations” Wallace sits and eats as if he’s in a race, but still manages to talk. “I’m ready to go. I could die tomorrow as a matter of fact. No one depends on me anymore. But you have a baby girl that needs a father. The Sad thing is you’re the only thing keeping me around here. Someone has to look after you and make sure you stay out of major trouble. And you stink. From plastics to pig farming. Boy, if Mom and Dad could see their college boy now.” Wallace finally ends his tirade. He gets up and throws his plate in the sink and walks over to the coffee maker.
“Thanks, Brother. I needed that. As if this day wasn’t bad enough already, I gotta hear this shit from you. It tears me up inside to see baby Jean; she looks so damned much like her momma. Yes, I have given up on her. She’s better off with her mama and away from me. I hope she does not grow up a whore, like her mama is, though.”
 “Funny you say that, William. I hear; she is with a different man now, and like the other one, he looks like you too.” 
William is done with his food. His face is all red. He can barely swallow the last of his meal. “Are you trying to cheer me up before I go to work, Brother?  I don’t know why you call me brother, sometimes. I thought you were done with the pep talk and yes, I heard that bullshit too. That reminds me, I have some people to visit later.” He tries to hide his anger, but Wallace knows he’s mad.
“Just think about how it’s only been five months or so since she left you, and she was already living with a second man.” He pauses for a moment to look at the clock over the stove. “Wow! Look at the time. You better get your ass to work. You don’t want to be an unemployed pig farmer. Do you?” 
By now, William is pissed. He could feel a ball of anger in his gut that replaces the space where the heart had been. He stands up from the table with his glass of orange juice in his hand, finishes the drink, and slams the empty glass down onto the table. William cannot look at his brother. He pushes the chair back, turns, and he grabs his raincoat off of the back of his chair. William puts it on and stomps out the door slamming it behind him.
Wallace cannot believe what was coming out of his mouth. He loves his brother and feels he overdid it this time. Wallace is just upset about all the advantages William had while growing up. The opportunities William has squandered away; Chances for a good life, Wallace thought he would never have because he had dropped out of high school. Yes, Wallace has hurt his brother in a way that would just kill him inside if he knew, but William does not know it. So Wallace finds other ways to punish him. William is left to figure out why things are the way they are on his own.
“Billy! Get up. You are going to be late, ”Debra yells up from the bottom of the stairs. 
“Okay, Mom.” 
“On Friday you will have to get up two hours earlier to go to work with your father,” Debra yells some more. 
“I know, Mom.” 
Debra shouts, “I do not hear you moving up there. You better get dressed, then get down here and get some breakfast. Do you hear me?” 
Ten minutes later, Billy comes bouncing down the stairs still in his pajamas. On the table sits; an empty bowl, a spoon, a half gallon of milk, and a box of chocolate puffs. 
“Fix yourself, some breakfast. Get moving. While you’re eating, I’m going to get your lunch ready and put it in your book bag.” 
Billy yawns and pours himself some cereal. He has a mouth full of cereal but still manages to answer back. “Peanut butter and jelly sandwich, cookies, and a banana, is what I want in my lunch Mom. Thanks, Mom.” He answers back with a muffled voice. He finishes two bowls of cereal and puts his dirty bowl in the sink. 
“Get upstairs and brush your teeth and hair. Put on your school clothes, not your afterschool clothes.” 
Billy runs up the stairs. “Yes, Mom,” He shouts when he gets to the top.
It’s 7:05 a.m. and Billy is out the door and on his way to the bus stop. William is already feeding the swine slop at the pig farm down on Annie Glidden Road. Wallace is on his first coat of paint. Today he gets to paint a small chicken coop on the Rohrsen farm. If it does not rain, the paint should dry fine. Mason is towing a Ford Escort, left for dead by its owner, on the side of the tollway. He will bring it to the tollway impound lot. 
Even at work, William cannot get away from the insults and bad memories of his ex-wife, Jane. Jeremy, a coworker of William, has been harassing him all day. 
“Hey. Willy, I hear Jane has a new man. Again! Ha ha ha.” Jeremy shouts across the barn. 
“Come a little closer. I did not hear you,” William replies while hiding a shovel under the feed trough, by his feet. “Open your mouth again. I’m gonna come over there and teach you some manners. I’ll be waiting to discuss my ex with you, whenever you are ready.” William has already had enough abuse this morning, and he is about to explode on someone. 
William’s boss overhears the yelling. “What’s going on over there? You two better stop arguing and get back to work. I will fire both your asses. There are a lot of guys looking for work, and the animals are not going to feed themselves, dammit. Every damn day I gotta hear your damn bickering. So shut up and get to work!” 
William still stewing is unfazed by his boss’ yelling. “Yes, boss,” Both reply.
Jeremy thinks the argument is over. But not William, Jeremy has crossed the line one too many times. They go back to work slinging slop. Jeremy is bent over a trough tearing open a feed bag with his back to William. William slowly removes the shovel from underneath its hiding place. Jeremy always works slowly. He is taking his time like always so he will not have to do so much work. He forgets all about the confrontation because usually, William lets the insults roll off his back. He does not see William coming from behind. William takes that shovel and smashes Jeremy over the back of the head.  The noise from the swine, block out the sound of the steel shovel striking and breaking Jeremy’s skull wide open. William feels a rush of warmth and a sense of release come over his entire body. He cannot hear the swine anymore, only his beating heart. What had just happened was like a dream or like it never even happened. William looks down; he sees Jeremy lying there wounded. There is blood on the shovel. Jeremy is knocked out. Blood pumps out of the open wound. Half of his body is hanging out of the feed trough. 
William does not feel anxious or angry anymore. He has not felt this good in a long time. The stress, which William felt earlier, is gone now. He stares down at Jeremy and smiles. He even tries to whistle a tune. William leans over and takes Jeremy’s head by the hair and shoves it deeper into the feed inside the trough. Then he turns and walks out of the barn as if in a trance.
After a couple of seconds face down in the feed trough, Jeremy comes to. He stumbles out of the barn confused and into the rain. Blood has soaked his hair and is running down his face mixing with the animal feed. Jeremy begins looking for William and for revenge. Jeremy is no pushover. He is not going to let William get away with a blind side. After another night of heavy spring rain, the ground is muddy and slippery. Jeremy spots William walking away, from the barn. Jeremy attempts to chase him down. He can barely walk let alone run. The thick mud and his dizziness from the gash in his head, make it difficult to walk, let alone run. Outside the barn, William can hear Jeremy’s boots sloshing in the mud and getting closer to him. He knows it is Jeremy.
From about a hundred yards away, the boss can see the sight from his tractor. William still has the shovel in his right hand as he walks. It appears to Boss that William is just walking and minding his own business. Jeremy catches up to William and grabs his left arm. William swings himself around with the shovel in his other hand and smashes Jeremy, across the face. Jeremy is half blind from the rain, blood, and feed on his face. He could not see the blow coming. Jeremy spins around and falls face down into the mud. Boss honks the horn of his tractor repeatedly, to get William’s attention. William looks towards Boss and drops the shovel. He kneels down beside Jeremy as to see if he’s okay William is not done with Jeremy, he then places a knee on the back of Jeremy’s skull. His bloody head sinks into the mud face first. Boss is now out of his tractor and on his way over, but he’s old and slow. He takes a while to walk over to Jeremy. William hears gurgling sounds coming from the mud as he watches boss get closer. Jeremy is struggling to breathe and to get his face out of the thick mud, but William pushes down harder with his knee. When Boss gets closer, William removes his knee from the back of Jeremy’s head and rolls him over. The wound on the back of Jeremy’s head is obscured, and only the laceration on his face can be seen through the thick brown mud. William tries to look concerned. William removes and places his bloody knee into the mud. The blood on his knee is wiped off by the mud.
“Did you see that? Jeremy came after me!” William acts shocked. 
“What did you say to him? I told you to two to stop bickering!” Boss says as he gets down closer to Jeremy.  
“He’s been giving me grief all morning about Jane. I made a comment about his old lady, and then I left the barn. Obviously he can dish it out, but he can’t take it.”
“His wife is dead. You! Asshole!” The boss says. He is clearing the mud from Jeremy’s mouth and nose. He has no idea of all the mud Jeremy has breathed into his lungs. The heavy downpour helps wash away some of the mud from Jeremy’s face. Boss is watching Jeremy’s chest to see if he is breathing. Jeremy’s breath is shallow. Blood is flowing from the gaping wound on his cheek, and not even the thick mud could help the blood coagulate. Boss wipes away the blood from his face. The skin on Jeremy’s face is turning dark blue almost purple. Boss pulls out his cell phone and dials 911.
“I forgot she was dead.”
“Man you really whacked him good! I think you might have killed him,” Boss said. 
William exclaims, “It was self-defense. You did see it, right Boss?” 
Jeremy stopped breathing and is now dead. Boss holds up his face out of the puddle of muddy rainwater. Rain falls hard on the lifeless body. It takes paramedics over fifteen minutes to get up the muddy farm road that leads to the pig farm. When the paramedics get out of the ambulance, they almost seem more concerned about getting dirty and wet.
The boss yells, “Get over here and help this man before it’s too late.” 
By the time the paramedics get over there, there is nothing anyone could do, and it’s really too late. Jeremy is pronounced dead. 
The boss looks at William and asks, “Did you have to kill him?” Then he walks away holding his head.
“I didn’t mean to. He grabbed my arm, and I reacted.”
The DeKalb County Sheriff arrives in his black and white police cruiser. The deputy gets out of his cruiser and puts on his hat covered in plastic. The rain is starting to lighten up a little. He makes his way over to barn doors, where the group of men is standing around Jeremy’s soaked and lifeless body. The County Sheriff looks around and surveys the scene. He makes a mental note of who is there and where they are in relation to the body. A paramedic is filling out paperwork in the shelter of the back of his ambulance. The paramedics have placed a sheet over Jeremy’s body. Boss waves the deputy over to him. The deputy walks over to the boss and gets his statement. The officer looks at William then looks back at Boss, while he takes notes in his notepad. He says something into his radio on his left shoulder. Boss walks away and then answers his cell phone. The deputy walks over to William, and he grabs his handcuffs. When William is within arm’s reach, the deputy grabs William’s arm and places him under arrest. The cuffs go on William’s wrists with metallic clicking sounds. William does not struggle or resist. 
“You have the right to remain silent…” William is read his rights. “Where is your shovel now?” The deputy asks sarcastically. He could see the shovel is submerged in water and all the blood is being washed away by the rain. William is pushed to the police cruiser; his feet slide in the mud as he tries to stay upright. The Sheriff puts his hand on William’s head and places him inside the back of the cruiser. 
Boss yells towards the police car, “Don’t worry, Son. I told the trooper what I seen. I know it was self-defense.” 
Wednesday morning, William is in the county lock up. He can’t see outside, but he knows it’s been raining. The deputies’ wet shoes squeak on the clean floors, and the shoulders of the deputies are wet. There are not any other violent criminals here, just William. The other man in the cell with William is there because of a failure to appear in court. 
“Get up!” says a guard. The guard hits the steel bars with his club, making; a loud, sharp, clanking, noise. “Your lawyer is here to get you out.”
“Who, Me?” The failure-to-appear sits up and asks.
“Not you, dirtbag, the other, dirtbag.” The guard appears irritated. “Hey dirtbag, it’s funny; I gotta ask you; where is your brother now? It used to be you getting him out of jail all the time. I knew it was only a matter of time before your brother’s attitude rubbed off on you. But now you’ve gone and killed somebody. Now you’re fucked!” The guard stands in front of the cell door, hitting his palm with the nightstick and smiling.
William is half asleep and annoyed. He replies, “You don’t know what the hell you are talking about, asshole. It was self-defense.” 
The door to the hallway leading to the lobby is open, and the guard opens the cell door.  William is taking his time getting up and is still not out of his cell. He is sitting up on the cot, trying to wake up. William is used to sleeping on the sofa and didn’t sleep very well last night. There is a pile of dried mud around William’s cot. 
“Don’t say another word! Shut your trap. Zip your lip. Whatever it takes and get your ass out of that cell, Willy.” There’s a pudgy man at the end of the hallway, standing in the doorway. He speaks with a raspy voice. The man talks with the voice someone would have if they smoked unfiltered cigarettes for forty-five years. 
William walks up to him while he fixes his greasy blonde hair with his dirty hands. He does not care to think about how Wallace was able to pay for a lawyer. William looks the man up and down.
He resembles a cartoon character. The man is wearing a brown suit and a white cowboy hat. There’s an unlit cigar hanging from his mouth. “I’m your defense lawyer. My name is Swanson, Charles H. Swanson. Here’s my card.” William and Mr. Swanson walk through the door, down the hallway towards the lobby. William leaves behind a trail of dried mud across the clean floors.  
“Right now, unless the facts change, this case looks pretty open and shut. According to the only witness, it’s a case of self-defense. That Jeremy fella came after you because of something you said about his dead wife? Your boss has no reason to lie to the cops about this. He’s an upstanding citizen.” 
They are at the clerk’s desk, and William is getting his personal belongings. William walks over to his new lawyer. Mr. Swanson opens the police station’s front door. A warm breeze rushes into the building, and they step outside. It’s a beautiful spring morning, and the sunshine hits their faces. The rain must have just stopped. Water drops fall from the police station roof. William points his face up to the sunny sky. 
“Now, go home and stay there, kid. You have no reason to run, so stay put. Don’t talk to anyone. If the police or anyone harasses you, give me a call. Don’t worry Willy.  We will get this behind you. Things will be back to normal soon enough.” 
William smiles at Mr. Swanson. “I’m not worried. I know I just met you and hardly know you. But still, for some reason, I have faith in you, Chuck.” 
William stops and looks at his new lawyer up and down.
“Yes, sir. I think it is the hat.” 
Mr. Swanson is clearly irritated now. “You better show me some respect boy. Your life is in my hands. You better wise up. Do you hear me?” 
William smiles back and says, “Yes, sir. Chuck!” He looks down and smiles some more.
Mr. Swanson takes a lighter out of his pocket. He slowly and deliberately lights his cigar and takes a couple of puffs.  Mr. Swanson grabs William’s shirt and pulls him closer with one hand. With the other takes the cigar out his mouth and blows smoke in his face. He is stronger and faster than he appears.
William is taken off guard and almost loses his balance. “Now listen here. Do what I say. I will speak to you later. Now get the hell out of here and go straight home.” 
William looks and sees Wallace pull up in his Monte Carlo. 
Mr. Swanson lets William go. “Remember what I said,” Mr. Swanson yells as William walks away. “Dipshit,” Mr. Swanson says to himself. He can see William’s poor attitude; the attitude that keeps defense lawyers busy.
William does a little strut as he walks towards Wallace’s Monte Carlo. 
“Good to see ya, killer! Looks like that dude was gonna kick your ass. Get in. Shake some of that damn mud off your boots first. Dammit, you have it all over your clothes too. You’re a mess,” Wallace says as he lowers his head to see out of the passenger side window. William gets into the car. Wallace never misses a beat. He lays down a patch of rubber right in front of the police station. The tires spin on the wet pavement.
Wallace laughs. “Holy shit. William, you killed a man.” He beats the steering wheel with his open hands. Wallace stops laughing, and he looks very concerned now. “I can’t believe it. I never figured you would do this.”  
The car races to a stop sign. The tires squeal as Wallace drives the car to a stop. Sheriff’s deputies watch Wallace’s reckless driving, from the police station steps. 
“You need to concentrate on your driving, Brother. We don’t need you to get arrested too.” He points to the six-pack of beer on the floorboard. “Besides, killing Jeremy was just practice. By the way, how could you afford a lawyer for me?”
Wallace almost chokes on his mouth full of beer. “Practice?  You killed a man for practice? I have done a lot of fighting in my life. I have never come close to wanting to kill someone. I hurt people. Yes, definitely. And, your bail? Oh, I had a little bit of cash, and your employer kicked in the rest. Shit, I guess that money is gone for good.” 
William is rubbing his palms together. He looks in the rear-view mirror. “Yes, practice. Besides, Jeremy was a piece of shit anyway. Both of the times I hit him, I felt so good, like when you take down a buck. I should have done it sooner. Besides I guess, I did the guy a favor. I sent him to be with his dead old lady.” William is thirsty and grabs a beer from the floor. 
“Damn, that’s cold.”
“We are still robbing that bank on Friday, and we will have to do some killin’. You still want to get out of this town right? Remember those guys I said I had to visit? Those guys are gonna help us get away.” 
Wallace opens up another beer he had between his legs and says, “You’re telling people about this plan of yours? You are an idiot. You can’t bring people into our plan.” 
“Our plan? These people have no idea what the plan is. This is my deal. Let me work out the details.” 
Wallace is driving like a madman, up the road to their house, Wallace almost loses control of his car and his temper. He has heard enough. “So you still want to go on with this crazy scheme of yours, on Friday? Now, you have this whole murder wrap to beat. What the hell is going on in that head of yours?” 
William clutches the door handle. “Listen, Brother; I’m dead serious about this. I set things in motion yesterday when I killed Jeremy. This is all going down on Friday. Starting tomorrow! Killin’ and stealin’ that’s what we are going to do.” 
“Well, you already started the killin’, William.”
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No Tips Please
Mason’s day is rolling along. A voice comes over his two-way radio. “Hey Mason, do you have your ears on?” 
Mason grabs and picks up the mic. “Go ahead, over.” 
It's Mason’s boss, Jesse’s voice comes over the radio. “Is little Bill going to ride with you on Friday? You have my okay If you still are planning on it.” 
“Sure, if he gets his permission slip turned in on time. Billy is really excited about the idea of spending the day with me.” 
Jesse laughs. “Well, I have a surprise for both of you. A new tow truck just came in from headquarters, and she is all yours. We know Old Betsy is getting a little tired. Thanks to the new tollway hikes in prices, corporate has more money in their budget to spend on new toys. I tell you, when she rolled into the lot, everyone’s jaws dropped, especially Beaus. She’s around back behind the barn. When you’re done with your shift, you can take a look at her.” 
Mason cannot believe the news. “Well now, I can’t wait for my shift to end and check her out.” Mason is smiling from ear to ear. His tow truck is getting a little old and rusty around the edges. She runs a little harder now, too. Old Betsy can still do the job though. But there is nothing like that new truck feel. 
“We can’t have old and rusty trucks out on the roads. These vehicles show the patrons of the tollway that we care about our image. She will be ready to take out Friday morning. I will see you when you get back. I will talk to you later. Be safe. Bye.”
Time flies by, even though, Mason still had six hours left in his shift. He has to assist in removing two abandoned vehicles from the side of the road. One man driving through to Madison, Wisconsin, ran out of gas nine miles from a gas station. When you break down or run out of gas stay with your vehicle until help comes. Well, this motorist does not do that. He starts walking. Mason is driving east towards the car, and he sees the guy, who called for help. Mason always has gas on his truck for refills. Now, it’s raining, and Mason has to swing around to pick him up and then he has to turn around to get him back to his car. When they return to the car, Mason puts more gas in the fuel tank. Soon the traveler is on his way again. Later a call comes over the radio from dispatch. A flat tire needs changing. It ends up being an elderly couple from Minnesota. Like most people in need of help, they are very appreciative of Mason’s assistance. “No tips, please,” Mason says on a daily basis. 
“God bless you and stay safe mister! Are you sure you don’t want any cash?” The driver asks. 
“No, thank you. I don’t need a tip. I’m just happy I could help you out. Have a safe trip.” With that, the flat tire was put in the trunk, and the trunk is closed. Mason taps on the trunk. The driver pulls out onto the road, and they are off. Mason waves goodbye.
Mason rolls into the tollway yard around 2:30 p.m. The other drivers are there. Some of the guys are happy for him, and some of the guys are never happy. One of Mason’s coworkers, Beau, is especially jealous. Beau heard about the new tow truck about a week before and figured the new truck was for himself, even though his own is newer than Mason’s. When Mason arrives at work, Beau finds a way to stand in the way blocking Mason’s path to Jesse’s office. Mason is annoyed by Beau’s actions and walks around him to get to Jesse. Jesse greets Mason with a smile and a handshake. Jesse points to the back of the lot where the new truck is parked. Mason acts calm, but inside he is jumping up and down like a nine-year-old. Mason’s life is looking up again. 
It’s early Thursday morning. William gets a good night’s sleep. He opens his eyes and thinks. It’s nice to sleep on your own sofa. He’s up early and ready to go. He stands at the kitchen window drinking a cup of coffee while thinking about things to come. He is watching the storm clouds roll across the sky, allowing the sun to shine through occasionally. William goes into the living room with a coffee mug in his hand. Wallace is passed out on the recliner. There are empty beer bottles littering the floor around his chair. William lets his brother sleep for another three hours, and he thinks about the events to come. Finally, William is done thinking.
“Wake up dick. We have some serious work to do.” William kicks the chair and knocks over some of the empty bottles. 
Wallace is laying all the way back on a rocking chair. He sits upright and faces William. “Is it D-day already?” Then he lies back down.
“Yes. We gotta get us some helpers today. Me and you gotta get things ready for tomorrow. We also need a car. But you know all of this, right?”
Wallace is reclined all the way back. His foot falls off the footrest of the recliner and knocks over a couple more of the beer bottles. 
“Get up dick. It’s 10:00 a.m. Get up. Why do you have to drink so damn much?”
“I drink to forget you’re my brother.”
Friday cannot come soon enough. Mason keeps thinking about Friday and the new tow truck. I can’t believe that beautiful truck is going to be mine to drive. He says to himself. Basic calls fill his morning. Billy is in school. He’s daydreaming about riding alongside his father in the tow truck. Billy’s teacher tells him to concentrate on his work. The teacher is excited too. She’s leaving Friday after school and going to meet her boyfriend’s parents in Missouri over the long weekend. After all, it is Memorial Day weekend and the unofficial beginning of summer.
Wallace and William are eating lunch on the back porch. William made some burgers on the grill. They wash the burgers and baked beans down with some beer. “Let’s get drunk today brother.” Wallace looks over towards William and says. He hopes William will take the bait and forget all about the things that have been occupying William’s mind. 
The house phone rings inside the kitchen. “Just let it ring. It’s probably my lawyer. What’s his name uh, oh yes, Chuck.” The phone continues to ring four times. Then there is silence. Only the breeze and the birds make a sound. William goes into the house to throw away his garbage. Now, William’s cell phone rings. He gets it out of his pocket and looks at it. “Damn, I knew who it is that’s calling. Why did I have to look? Bring me another beer, while you’re in there.” William turns and yells towards the back door. 
Wallace comes out with four beers in his hand. “Who was that calling?”
“Who do you think? It was my lawyer. I don’t need to talk to him.”
William has a funny feeling in his gut. Is it the burgers he just made? No, it’s the same feeling he had right before he murdered Jeremy. 
As he drinks his beer, Wallace watches; William has a far-away look in his eye. He has a glazed over expressionless look on his face going on. Wallace almost does not recognize his little brother anymore. Is this about revenge or about money? Wallace asks himself about William. Does he know everything that has happened?
People are going to burn tonight. People have it coming. Wallace has a tough time ahead of him. He has to make sure his brother does not lose control. The D.A. is going to come calling any minute now for William with a murder charge. There is no way William can beat it. The police have been putting together all the evidence against William. They have found all the wounds on Jeremy. William’s story no longer adds up. 
William has a feeling to get up and move. He knows what he has to do. The time to go is now. He feels this, but he does not know why. William figures he is just excited about the bank job, or maybe he knew it was only a matter of time before the cops came to make an arrest for murdering Jeremy.
Mason settles into the driver’s seat of his tow truck after lunch. He could have had fast food for lunch. But he’s a simple man and would prefer a hard salami sandwich, some chips, and some Coca Cola to wash it down from home. He sat outside enjoying the breeze and the warm weather. But he could feel the humidity rise and a breeze pick up. Mason had just enough time to sit back and think about how great life is going right now. He got back into his truck just in time before the sky opens up, once again. It has been raining off and on all week. Mason could see the rains coming. The excitement he had about the new tow truck is gone away, as he watches the rain pour down in sheets. He knows he still has a job to do. When Mason’s radio is silent, he is happy. He does not like calls when it’s raining or snowing heavily. It’s very dangerous working beside the highway on a good day. On a day with bad weather, it’s even worse. People still drive fast, and they do not pull over as they drive by, to give a guy room to work.
Mason turns on his truck. The windows are fogged up. A call comes over the radio. “Are you all wrapped up with lunch? We have a call of a motorist in the westbound median at county line road. Over.” 
Mason turns up the truck fan and rolls down his window a crack. 
He grabs the mic. “I’m on my way, e.t.a., about six minutes.” 
When Mason arrives on the scene, it is clear what caused the driver to lose control and slide into the median. The roads are covered with water and are very slick. Mason turns on his hazard lights. They flash like the lightning of the passing storm. Mason exits his truck and looks at the car. There is nobody inside the car. Mason walks over to the state police patrol car already on the scene. 
The trooper rolls down his window and says, “Driving too fast for conditions or another motorist cut him off. That’s what I figure. There are no other cars involved and no witnesses.” The patrol man’s eyes return back down to his paperwork. 
“I see. I am going to get a winch and pull that car out of there.” 
The driver is sitting in the back seat of the patrol car, and he is soaking wet. The median is a mess; full of mud, water, and slippery, tall grass. The car sits in a couple of feet of standing water that has collected from the previous torrential rains. The disabled car is half submerged in water and mud. Mason knew he would also be drenched, as the car’s driver. While grabbing the cable and hook, he looks up to the sky. Mason sees approaching rain clouds. He has to hurry. When Mason reaches the disabled car, he’s wet above his knees. Hooking this car up is going to be difficult because he has to reach under the car to find a place to hook it up to the winch. Mason is able to get it done quickly though. In about ten minutes, he has the passenger and the paperwork inside his truck; car on the hook, and he’s rolling back to the yard. After a change out of his wet clothes and into dry ones, Mason has only tows and flats for the rest of his shift. He also has no more swims in the median. 
Billy is excited about his Mason getting home. He has been counting down the days until he goes to work with his dad. Billy gets back home at 2:30, about a half hour before Mason. “Mom, I am gonna get my homework done early, so it’s done before Dad returns.”
“Good idea.” She picks up his raincoat off the floor. “How was school?”
Billy is sitting at the kitchen table and looks up from his school work. “It was good, Mom. When I get this done, I will not have to do any until Tuesday night.” 
Debra stops. She has his raincoat and rubber boots in her hand. “I know. That would be very smart of you to get it out of the way now, so you can enjoy the weekend.” She leaves the room to put the items in her hands away. 
A severe storm warning comes over the television for late Thursday night and into Friday morning. 
“Seems like it thunderstorms every night.” She shouts from the closet.
Mason is home from work. He greets Debra with a kiss. He asks. “How was your day?” 
“Fine, I was thinking about you when it was raining hard today. I know it gets to be really dangerous out there on the roads when they are wet. Little Bill is already working on his homework. He is so excited; he cannot wait for tomorrow. You know he wants to be just like you when he grows up. I know you cannot wait either to show off to him.” 
Mason takes off his boots. “So what is on the menu for dinner tonight?” 
“Your favorite, spaghetti, and garlic bread; is what I had in mind.”
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Pizza
Wallace and William are sitting at home watching afternoon television. “I am feeling so restless. I need to get out of this damn house,” William cries out. 
Wallace is irritated by the disturbance. “Do you see that cop car sitting down the road brother?”  
“Oh yes. He has been there all day. He’s making sure; I don’t leave the house.” 
Wallace rubs his stomach. “He’s also here to make sure none of Jeremy’s family comes here to kill you, smart ass. Hey, why don’t you order us a pizza? I’m starving. I need some food in my belly.” Wallace walks to the window while rubbing his abdomen. He stops at the window and looks down the drive towards the patrol car. He looks up at the sky through the window. The sun is shining. “I’m gonna go ask the deputy if he wants some pizza too.” 
William picks up the phone. He dials a number. “Yes, I want a pizza. Make that two pizzas; we are having a party. Large sausage pepperoni” He barks at the phone.  “All right, 40 minutes. Better hurry, I’m hungry. So is my brother.” William hangs up the phone. Where the hell did he go? Oh. He sees Wallace walking back up the drive.  William opens the door and yells down to Wallace. “How hungry is he?” 
“He’s starving.” 
William is angry, now. “You tell him, too bad. He can’t have any. I’m paying for the damn pizzas. Get on up here. Ah hell, we can send some down later.” 
Forty minutes later Wallace walks down to the patrol car to wait for the pizza man. Wallace talks to the deputy until the pizza man pulls into the drive. Wallace stops him by the patrol car, pays him, and takes the pizzas. He opens one of the boxes and gives the deputy a couple of slices of pizza. Wallace makes his way to the front door. William holds open the front door. 
William asks, “What are you and piggy best friends now? Where is my change? He’s not getting any of the beer.” 
“Would you shut up? The guy has been sitting there all damn day. Shut up and take a box of pizza. Just be quiet. I want some peace, already.”  
William puts down his box of pizza on the coffee table and goes into the kitchen to get some beers. Nobody says a word, as they eat.  They finish filling their bellies. Wallace gets up and takes the leftovers into the kitchen. William follows him. William goes to the cupboard and gets out some sandwich bags. He proceeds to fill them up, with leftover pizza. “We are saving these for later.” William holds up the bags full of pizza. 
A couple of hours pass. Wallace and William kill the time watching reality television. The sun begins to set. The setting sun is below some clouds and above others. Sunshine reveals another round of storms approaching on the horizon. The clouds turn the sky brilliant red, pink, orange, and purple colors.  The sheriff’s deputy puts on his sunglasses due to the setting sun shining directly in his eyes. There is random police chatter coming from his radio echoing around his car. The sun is still so bright he closes his eyes behind his sunglasses. 
The sun fully sets, and night arrives. Outside, it’s very dark. There are no stars and no moon to provide ambient light. Wallace and William are inside. The blare of the television can be heard outside, as the brothers occupy their time.
All of a sudden, William jumps up off the sofa and says, “Come on Wallace we have work to do.” 
Wallace gets up without saying a word. This is the moment, Wallace has been dreading. Both men head towards the kitchen’s outside door. William grabs the knob and pulls the door open. A breeze blows back his hair and the unused pizza coupons off the kitchen table. William and Wallace walk out the exit and into the darkness of night.
Lightning flashes in the background and a warm breeze blows, moving the tree branches and rustling the leaves. A few seconds later thunder is heard in the distance. The deputy wakes up. He must have become sleepy and dozed off after filling up on pizza. He rolls down his window, to feel the sporadic drizzle on his forearm. A call comes over his radio, to check in. The deputy replies and then there is silence. The trooper sees a flash of lightning light up the night landscape. Lightning strikes closer now, more than ever, today. A crash of thunder that rips through the sky quickly follows. A few large drops of rain begin to fall and then a sudden downpour follows them. The sound of the rain and the wind blocks out the police radio. Rain and a cold downdraft pour into the deputy’s open window. The deputy will never roll up his window again. Two lanky figures creep away from the patrol car, walking away from behind it, towards the field. The deputy sits in his car, quietly choking on his own blood, with a steak knife stuck in the side of his neck.
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Revenge
Wallace and William walk to a neighbor’s abandoned property, down the road. Wallace had parked his Monte Carlo in an empty barn earlier before the police showed up at their house. From the abandoned farm, they can see down to their house. Through a steady rain, Wallace and William can see the flashing lights of half a dozen police cars, around their house. 
“That was fast. That has to be the whole police department over there. How long has it been, twenty minutes?” Wallace asked. 
“About that long. Let’s roll. Take me to Johnny’s place. I wanna talk to him.” 
Wallace pulls out of the barn slowly, with the car’s lights off, to avoid detection. One path from the farm takes them in the opposite direction miles away. About thirty minutes later, they pull into Malta. William needs some help from Johnny. Johnny is a man who was taking care of Jane and baby Jean for a couple of months. William thinks he split up his marriage to Jane.
A run-down roadside motel stands on the northern edge of Malta. Wallace and William are parked outside looking at the building.
“Is this the place?” William asks. 
“Yes, this is the address Jane gave me. You see that car over there?” Wallace answers and reaches for something behind his seat. 
“Yes, I see it. That’s the car I bought Jane right before she had baby Jean. All this time, I thought it had been stolen.”
One day after Jane left William, someone had taken her car. Johnny had an expensive drug habit, and he actually gave it to someone for drugs. Of course, he did not tell her. Jane and Johnny split up when he lost his place, for not paying the rent. Luckily for Jane, she already had someone lined up to stay with her. Johnny ended up moving to the motel next to his drug dealer.
“How come you still talk to her when you know how she did me?” 
Wallace shifts in his seat. “Don’t get mad at me. You needed his address, right? I called her, and she gave it to me. Let’s go and do this before I change my mind.”  Wallace double checks the address on the building. It is written on a scrap piece of paper.
They get out of the car and walk up to the motel room door. William pounds on the door. Then he rings the doorbell repeatedly. 
A shout comes from inside the room. 
“What the fuck!? Do you know what time it is mother fucker?” 
William shouts, “Open up. It’s the police!”
Johnny runs around the room in a panic while looking around for any drug paraphernalia lying out. The room is clear, and he walks up to the door and peeks through the peephole. Johnny catches a glimpse of William. Johnny steps back from the door and thinks for a second. “Hey, I know you. You’re that pussy from Burlington, who can’t keep his old lady happy. You come here looking for Jane? Well, she is not here anymore. We split up. I’m putting on my pants, and if you’re still here when I open that door, I’m gonna kick your ass just for being here. Jane liked getting smacked around maybe you do too.” Johnny yanks open the door. Johnny did not know that William brought his brother. He should have. Johnny reaches for William’s neck with both hands.  When Johnny lunges out of the open door; Wallace is ready. Wallace steps behind him and strikes him on the back of the head with a billy-club. Johnny falls instantly. 
William watches him fall and roll over on his back. “Hey, at first glance, he does look like me! You were right. Wait a minute. Check out that nose. That’s not our nose brother. He does kind of look like you too,” William exclaims. 
Johnny is knocked out cold, and blood pours out of the open wound under his hair. A trail of blood is illuminated by an overhead light that buzzes a couple of feet above their heads. The blood spills and fills a crack in the concrete, in front of his door. 
“You gotta carry Johnny. He is making a mess. I’m not doing it. I hit him.” 
William picks him up carries him back to Wallace’s car, without complaining. Wallace opens the trunk and looks around. William drops Johnny in and then wraps his hands and feet with duct tape. 
Johnny wakes up and asks,” Hey, what the hell is going on?” 
William replies, “I’m gonna take care of you, now. Right after you help us out.” 
Wallace slams the trunk closed.
William walks around to the passenger’s side of the car and opens up the door. He gets in. Wallace is still outside and thinking as he looks up into the sky. 
William rolls down his window.” Do you want to get caught? Let’s go already. We have to go to DeKalb, to get us a car. The police are gonna be looking for this one.” 
Wallace finally gets into the car. He laughs. “You know he really does look like you. Same height, weight, hair, and almost face.” 
William punches the dashboard. “I know that’s what I said. I know what I’ll do. I’ll shoot him in the face.” 
Wallace and William do not speak to each other anymore, only to give directions to the next stop. William has Wallace pull into a bar’s parking lot. They pull up into Thom’s Place; a place where the college kids can unwind from their studies. William gets out of the car and leans in through the open window and says to Wallace, “You two stay here. I’m gonna get us some new wheels. If we get split up, meet me at Five Points.
In Illinois, you cannot smoke inside a public building. Bar owners set up canopies outside. Their patrons can smoke outside, without being in the elements. It’s a little after 10:00 p.m. on a Thursday night, and there are not many people at the bar. An intoxicated college kid tries to stand up straight, under the canopy while smoking a cigarette. 
William sees him and walks up to him. “Hey, can I bum a smoke off you, man?” 
The guy is really drunk. He can barely talk. He has a pack of cigarettes inside his hoody pouch. He fumbles around, getting a smoke out. He drops a cigarette on the ground. “There you go asshole. There’s your cigarette. Next time buy your own smokes,” The drunk says and walks away towards his car. 
“I’m not finished with you yet kid. You forgot your lighter.” William follows him into the dark and wet parking lot. “Friends don’t let friends drive drunk.” 
“We ain’t friends.” The drunk is now a few steps ahead. He is checking his pockets to see if he still has his lighter, and he can hear William’s footsteps splashing through the puddles behind him. He feels it in his back pants pocket. “I didn’t give you my lighter; it is right here.” The drunk turns around and looks down at his hands. And boom. He’s hit square on the jaw by a vicious uppercut. He falls to the wet blacktop. “Hey, what was that for?” The drunk cries. He tries to get up, and he falls back to the ground. 
William bends down and drags him out of sight, between some parked cars, and beats him until he no longer moves. William searches the pockets of the drunk for the car keys, and he finds them. William does not know which car is the drunk’s. So, he presses the remote start on his key ring. A 2012 Camaro starts up with a roar, a few parking spaces away. “Well, what do you know? I got me a Camaro.” He looks down at the drunk.  “All right, I told you, friends don’t let friends drive drunk. It’s time to go. I’m your designated driver now. You stay here, and I will be right back to get you.” William walks twenty feet to the running Camaro and gets into the driver’s seat. He pulls the car around, parking closer to his victim. William gets out and walks over to him. William bends down and picks him up. 
A car pulls into the parking lot. The intrusion catches William by surprise. The driver stops and rolls down his window. “Is your buddy okay?” He asks. 
“Oh yes. He had a little too much to drink. I’m gonna drive him home,” William says while dragging the drunk to the passenger’s seat of his own car. He tries to hide the injuries, the drunken kid has sustained from the beating, from the bystander.
“Hey, I know you. You tutored my girlfriend last year.”
William is confused. Last year seemed so long ago a lifetime away. He ignores the driver. His attention turns back to his passenger.
“Designated driver and tutor, you are always helping people out. My girl got great grades because of you, in her class. Come inside, let your buddy sleep it off in the car and let me buy you a drink.”
William finishes getting the drunk inside the car and buckles him up. “Let’s go for a ride Son!” 
William turns to the driver and says, “Next time, okay? I have to get going. I gotta get this guy home.”
The other car pulls away. William walks around to the driver’s side and gets back into the driver’s seat. He puts the car into gear, and he’s off onto the road out of DeKalb. Wallace follows William to Five Points. 
Five Points is just an intersection about five minutes north of DeKalb. Roy is another man William needs for his bank job. Wallace told William that Roy resembles Wallace and William. Roy just happens to be another man that Jane knows. Jane and baby Jean are living with Roy. Roy is the second man Jane has lived within the last five or so months. That is unfortunate for Roy. Roy lives three miles north of Five Points on Five Points Road.
William lets Wallace lead the way to Roy’s house. Wallace pulls halfway up the driveway and shuts off the car’s headlights. At the end of the gravel drive, sits a single wide mobile home trailer and to the left, is a new steel barn. Roy’s Suburban is not there. Wallace did not count on this. William is waiting, back, out, on the road. Wallace gets out of his car and steps out into the rain. He runs back to the Camaro and tells William to pull in and park behind the bushes. Wallace will do the same. The Pease brothers wait outside between the cars behind the cover of the bushes. 
“So this is Mr. McClure’s house?”
Wallace replies, “Who’s house?”
 “Roy’s house, dammit.” Hey, brother how do you know where Jane lives now? How do you know so much about Jane?” William asks with a coy smile; like he already knows the answer. Wallace cannot see William’s face in the dark. Johnny interrupts the tension and is starting to make noise from the trunk of Wallace’s car. 
Wallace bangs on the Monte Carlo and says, “You better be quiet, or I’m going to kill you right now.” Wallace never answers the questions posed by William. More uncomfortable silence falls between the brothers. Lightning is getting closer, and the thunder is getting louder. “Here comes the rain again.” Wallace chimes up. 
Just then, headlights come up the drive. Roy is home from work. It starts to rain even harder, than before.  It is 10:45 p.m. and all the lights in the trailer are off. Roy turns off his truck lights, so they do not shine into the trailer and wake up the people inside. There are no outside lights on either. It’s completely dark outside, except for the quick flashes of lightning revealing the danger lurking behind the bushes. Roy is in his truck getting his work clothes together before he bolts out into the pouring rain. William has time to walk up to Roy in the dark before he gets out. Roy exits the Suburban and shuts the door. 
BANG!!! Roy is immediately killed with a shotgun blast to the face. The lights go on suddenly in the trailer. His limp body lies in the mud next to pieces of brain and skull. 
Jane saw the truck lights come up the drive and then shine through the windows from her bed, lighting up the interior of the trailer. The thunder outside now is almost constant and very close. Jane heard the bang and turned on a light on her nightstand. She walks to the living room and turns on another light. Soon she has all the lights on in the trailer. Wallace and William see the lights go on one after another and hide behind the Suburban. The thunder continues to roll in the sky above the scene. The thunder shakes the ground, violently. Jane figures the bang was just thunder. She looks outside and barely makes out the Suburban. Jane does not worry. Roy often spends time in his barn after work taking care of his pot plants in the barn. She was not going to walk all the way over there in the pouring rain and leave Jean by herself in the trailer. Besides, she would get all wet. Roy would be in soon. Roy is dead.
There is a severe storm outside. Wallace and William are soaked, from head to toe. 
Wallace is confused and angry. “You fool. You are an idiot.” Wallace whispers to William as they hunch over Roy’s dead body. 
“We need this truck!” William says while hunched over Roy. 
“I thought we needed his body!” Wallace says in a normal voice. 
William picks him up and starts to drag the lifeless body through the mud towards the back of the Suburban. “Get over here and open the rear gate for me, will ya,” William commands while holding Roy’s body. 
“What are you gonna do with the kid from Thom’s?” Wallace asks, disgustedly. 
“Don’t worry; I’m gonna get rid of him too.” William throws Roy’s limp body in the cargo space of the truck. He turns and looks towards the bushes and walks to the Camaro. He pulls the drunken kid out of the car. “Too bad for you, son. Your ride ends here,” William says into the drunk’s ear as he unbuckles the seatbelt. William tries to stand the guy up. The drunken kid slips and falls in the mud to the ground. William lets him lie there. He pulls out a handgun from his waistband and fires it into the back of the kid’s head. William looks down at the drunk for a couple of seconds. Maybe he is trying to see his handy work in the dark. He bends down and drags the kid’s body to the tall weeds behind the bushes. William walks back and gets into to the Monte Carlo where Wallace is sitting. 
Wallace complains. “I thought we are robbing a bank! All we have been doing is killing. I thought you wanted to use Johnny and Roy as body doubles, for our get away and now, you have killed this college kid too.” 
William smiles and says, “I’m gonna get Johnny out of the trunk and put him into the back of the Suburban too.” 
Johnny is blindfolded, tied up, and gagged. William forces Johnny into the back of the Suburban. Johnny heard the gunshots earlier and now can feel the large lump of a man’s body lying next to him. He knows the other occupant in the back with him is cold and lifeless. He worries about his own fate underneath his blindfold.
William gets back into the Monte Carlo. He is covered in mud and in blood. Wallace is tapping on the steering wheel. He has never been so confused. His mind is racing a mile a minute. He no longer knows his own brother. Who is this guy?  Wallace does not look at William.
“I want you to leave your car here and take the Camaro. I want you to go first. I will follow. Now go,” William orders. 
Wallace gets out of the car. William stays behind and watches to see if the curtains open inside the trailer. Wallace is afraid to turn his back on his brother. Jane has not been able to see anything due to the driving rain and her reflection in the window. Wallace gets into the Camaro. William gets out of the Monte Carlo and into the Suburban. The storm covers up the sound of the Camaro pulling away. William starts up the Suburban. Jane sees the lights of the truck come on and hears the noise of the truck's engine running. She takes another look out the window. Jane races to put on her shoes and a coat. She is too slow. William pulls out of the driveway before she can get her shoes on. Jane and baby Jean are alone again. 
William is concerned that Wallace is unprepared for what’s happening. Wallace pulled out and headed north, and William follows. William catches up to Wallace and passes him. William then pulls over onto the shoulder. Now, both vehicles are on the side of the road, a few miles away from Roy’s trailer.  William goes to the back of the truck and opens the back gate. William removes the blindfold from Johnny’s eyes. He wants Johnny to see it coming. William pulls out the gun from his waistband and points it at Johnny. Johnny’s eyes widen when he sees the weapon in William’s hand. A muffled scream leaves Johnny’s mouth from under the gag. His hands are still tied together. Johnny closes his eyes, and he puts his hands up in front of his face. William fires three shots point blank into Johnny’s chest. 
Wallace is sitting inside the parked the Camaro, behind the Suburban. The headlights of his car illuminate the cargo area of the Suburban and William. Wallace can only see his brother’s back. He could hear the pops and see the steam rise from the hot gun. He knows Johnny is dead. The rain is pouring down, now. Wallace gets out of the Camaro and walks up to his brother. Both men are wiping the rainwater from their eyes. Wallace can almost not believe his eyes. He has never seen so much blood in one night. 
“We have been here long enough Wallace. We have to go before someone rolls up and sees us just standing here,” William says.  
Wallace is now more concerned than ever. His brother’s blood lust seems insatiable. He is starting to get nervous about his own life. “I’m glad you didn’t use the shotgun. I like this truck. You would have made a mess all over in there.” Wallace tries to lighten the mood.
William laughs. “I know this “nine” comes in handy. Well, Brother, they are both dead now. Correction, they are all dead now. It’s a good thing; I ran out of people to kill. There is no one to slow us down now.”
“We did not need to kill anyone to rob a bank. I think you had a score to settle with Johnny and Roy. Now, they are dead. You win.” Wallace plays tough to his younger brother. But, he is happy to hear his brother say. “They are all dead now.” He can breathe a little easier knowing his brother is done killing, for a while.
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William ignores everything his brother is saying. He is thinking about his next move. “All right we gotta get moving. You drive this car, and I will take the Suburban. I want you to drop the Camaro at the Wal-Mart in Genoa. I will follow you there, and from there we will figure out where we can hang until morning.” 
Wallace says, “That’s the smartest thing you said all day.” 
Jane is pissed and wondering what the hell Roy is up to. He’s never left the house like this before. She calls his cell phone, but there is no answer. Jane is going to have to sleep alone tonight. She has not done that since she was in college. Jane waits up for an hour listening to the storm outside. She counts the seconds between the flashes of lightning and the crash of thunder. Finally, it winds down and so does she, as the sound of thunder fades in the distance. She falls asleep on a chair, in front of baby Jean’s crib. 
Wallace and William find their way through the storm to the Wal-Mart parking lot. William pulls the Camaro into a parking space, in the employee parking area. He gets out of the car and leaves behind a bloody, muddy, mess, on the driver’s seat. He quickly makes his way to the Suburban. His feet are soaked inside his messy boots. He lets out a sigh when he sits down on the seat. The brothers have a friend in Genoa they can relax with, for the night. 
William tells Wallace, “I called Brian, on the way over here.” After he hops into the Suburban, he says. “We can crash at his place tonight. Besides, we need a change of clothes. I’m tired of being all wet. We look like shit. We smell like shit. I gotta get out of these damned clothes. Dammit, I need a shower.” 
Brian lives in a small neighborhood north of town. He is the only friend they have left. If he had spent more time with the Pease brothers, he would probably hate them too as everyone else does. Brian has some beers and cover-alls ready to change into when they get to his house. It has been a while since they have spoken and the three catch up. 
Brian asks, “What is going on with you guys? You guys look like hell. I have some clean clothes, for you fellas. I hear that the police are looking for you guys. Is that true? I don’t care if they are. Really. I just wanna hear about something exciting going on.” 
William smiles sheepishly. He’s too tired to interrupt Brian’s awkwardness. “Yes, it’s true they are looking for us. I kinda killed somebody at work. Then I killed a sheriff’s deputy tonight at the house.” 
Brian smiles and then laughs nervously while taking a drink of beer. He almost spits it out and says, “Stop pulling my leg.” He tries to hide the fact he knows it’s probably true, and he nervously takes another, bigger, drink of his beer, to keep himself from saying anything more. Brian knows they have no reason to lie.  
Wallace knows it true, what William says and offers to get everyone another beer from the fridge. He gets up to go to the kitchen and comes back with more. He changes the subject to professional baseball. The men drink into the early morning hours, and eventually they all pass out. 
Friday is the day everyone has been waiting for. Mason’s alarm goes off. It’s 3:55 in the morning. The rain is coming down sideways and hitting the bedroom windows again. There’s thunder, lightning, and the wind is shaking the house. 
Mason gets out of bed. He walks to the bedroom door and calls down the hall. “Wake up Billy. It’s time to get up for work.” 
Billy comes out of his room, already dressed. “I’m ready to go, Dad! I could not sleep, last night.” 
Mason laughs. He is very surprised that Billy is all ready to go. “Hold your horses, Son. We have to eat first.” 
Billy thinks and says, “Hey, do I smell bacon and sausage.” 
Debra woke up a little early too. Billy and the thunderstorm woke her up, earlier. She figured since she was already up, lying in bed, looking up at the ceiling, she might as well get breakfast and coffee going. “There're pancakes to eat too guys, so eat up. I do not want my men going to work hungry. Do you want some coffee, Honey?” She yells up the stairs. 
“All of the above,” He says while walking down the stairs. “I should bring little Bill to work with me more often.” 
Billy comes down the stairs. “This smells so good Mom. I’m starving.” 
Hot breakfast fills the table. 
Mason says to Billy, “You know, I usually have to make my own breakfast.” Mason sips his coffee. 
“I know. Dad, I never smell hot breakfast in the morning before school.” Mason and Billy fill their stomachs. 
Next, they prepare the second meal of their day. Mason shows Billy what he makes for lunch. Billy wants to eat what his dad eats, so he has the same. They make salami sandwiches and throw in bags of chips. 
“I have everything I need for today. I have the questions I’m going to ask you, for my report. My paper and pencils are in my bag. I have two pencils, in case I lose one. I’m going to put my lunch in my bag too. Do want me to put your lunch in my bag too? Hey, we don’t have any drinks with our food. Oh yes, I need my camera.” Billy is too excited, and it shows, as he rattles off everything he is thinking. 
Debra is standing behind Mason and rubbing his shoulders. She looks towards Billy. “It sounds like you have everything you need, Billy. You are well prepared for today. You make me, a proud mom.” 
“Hopefully, it will stop raining soon. I want to stay dry today.” Mason says, over his shoulder. 
“You have to bring your raincoat, Dad.” 
Debra moves next to Mason and sits sideways, down, on his lap. “I think it is time for you to go upstairs to brush your teeth and hair, Billy.” 
Mason looks at his watch; it is 4:39 a.m. “It is just about time to get going. I have to wash up, as well. When little Bill gets done washing up, we have to go. I have to get him settled in before my shift starts.” 
“Not so fast Mister. You better be extra careful out there, today!” Debra has a mock scowl, on her face. 
“Oh, I will be careful Honey. Don’t worry.” 
Debra gets up, and so does Mason. He goes upstairs to wash up, and Debra follows to get ready for her shower. She gives Mason a show and tells him. “His day will get even better when he gets home from work.” 
Billy enters the master bedroom and yells, “Goodbye Mom. I love you.” 
She puts on a robe, leaves the bathroom, and walks into the bedroom. She gives Billy a hug and tells him. “You listen to your father today. Stay safe, men. Goodbye, I love you.” 
Billy turns and runs downstairs and out the front door. He waits outside, under the front porch roof and watches the rainfall. Mason comes down a few minutes later after saying his goodbyes. Mason and Billy jump into the Silverado pickup truck and leave for work.
Mason and Billy arrive early at the tollway yard. The time is 5:35 a.m. The sun is just starting to rise. The birds are chirping. It feels like summer is just around the corner. The humidity is high, and the air is warm. It’s going to be a hot day if the sun comes out. Dark gray clouds loom in the sky to the west. 
“Look out there, Billy.” Mason points to the western sky. The sky looks dark purple almost black.
Mason drives around the shop building and to the back of the lot. He thinks the new tow truck will be parked outside.  On their way, he stops and speaks to a mechanic, who is standing outside. They talk about the bad weather they had in the yard last night. The mechanic tells Mason that the tow truck was still parked inside. There was a hail storm earlier, and they will pull the new tow truck out front, on the other side of the building. So Mason turns around to go park in his regular spot. Billy loves looking at all the trucks parked in the yard, so Mason drives slow and often stops to tell different stories about some of the rigs and what their purposes are. By now, the sun has risen above the trees. The giant overhead door of the shop building slowly opens. Inside the building, the new International tow truck starts up and pulls out into the morning sun. When Billy sees the truck, his eyes widen to take in the sight. The International tow truck has a fresh coat of yellow paint, and blue lettering adorns the truck body. The shiny chrome wheels reflect the rare rays of sunlight. It is a medium duty tow truck; it’s bigger than the average tow truck and smaller than a rig that is able to tow eighteen wheelers. 
“Wow, that truck looks brand new, Dad,” Billy exclaims. 
Mason slowly passes the truck and parks in his parking space.
Billy is in awe being around all of these cool machines. 
“It is brand new,” Mason replies. 
Billy is still looking at the new tow truck. He does not take his eyes off it. “Are we gonna ride in it today?” 
Mason replies, “Of course, we are. Today’s going to be a great day, Son. Now, is the first time I get to take her out. Are you surprised?  We have to give her a name. What name should we give her?” 
Billy thinks. He places his hand on his chin and says, “Let’s call her, Charity.” 
The storm clouds that were on the horizon, to the south and west, are moving in fast and begin to filter out the sparse sunshine. The sun quickly appears and disappears behind the fast moving clouds.
Billy does not hesitate to get out of his dad’s pickup truck when it finally comes to a stop. He unbuckles his seatbelt and pushes his door open. He jumps down and lands in a puddle of water. Drizzle begins to fall again as the skies darken once more. Another wave of rain moves in, and it looks like it will be this way all morning. After a few seconds, all the rain stops and the sunshine reappears. The sunlight shines down onto Charity magnifying her brilliant yellow color. Billy runs towards Charity, splashing through puddles of water, the whole way there. 
“Be careful; Billy don’t get all wet and muddy. I don’t want you to track all that mess into the new truck,” Mason yells sternly as Billy runs away. 
“Okay Dad,” Billy replies. 
“Yes, don’t mess up my truck today kid,” Beau yells. He is standing outside his truck a couple of parking spots over from Mason. He’s sipping his coffee.
Mason hears Beau but pays no attention to him. 
The bottoms of Billy’s pants and shoes are soaked already, and Mason knows it’s too late. Mason is in a great mood, and a little water or rain is not going to ruin his day.
The shop building is a hub of activity. There are drivers, mechanics, and Illinois State Police walking around. Jesse, Mason’s boss, is standing by his office door and waves Mason and Billy into the office. He then disappears inside and sits down at his desk. A couple of workers are working under a truck. Their toolboxes are opened and filled with shiny chrome plated tools. Another mechanic rolls a tire passed Mason. The shop is huge. It’s almost three stories high, on the inside. There're over 25,000 square feet of workspace. One-third of the space is used for offices, and the other two-thirds are for maintenance work, storage, and mechanical equipment. Jesse can see the maintenance area from his office.  
“Good morning. Are you ready to work today, Billy?” 
“Good morning and yes sir, I’m ready to go, sir,” Billy replies. 
Mason smiles wide. He’s proud of Billy’s response.
Jesse has the keys to Charity in his hand.
Jane woke up, to the sun shining on her face. It’s now 6:05 a.m., and she’s pissed. She tries to block the sun from her eyes with her hands. Roy had not come in or called all night. Jane has attempted to reach him on his cell phone, but he continues not to answer. “Why won’t he answer his phone?” Jane says to baby Jean. Jean is sitting on the couch propped up against a pillow. She’s drinking from a bottle and watching Jane pace the floor. Jane feels stuck. She does not have a car. Her car was stolen by her last boyfriend to pay for his drugs, and she has an infant to take care of, all the time. All her life, she has always been in control, but now she feels like she has no control over her own life. Why would he leave without telling me, where he was going? When I get a hold of him… Jane is trying to work it out, in her head. Jane occasionally looks out the window towards the empty driveway, as if Roy is going to pull up at any minute. “Is he already cheating on me? If he has another girl, I will chop his pecker off. I have only been living here for ten days.” She looks at Jean. “Don’t listen to Mommy.” Jane gets tired of pacing the floor. So she decides to put on her shoes and go outside, to investigate. “We are gonna go see what he was doing in the barn, last night. Come on; we are gonna go outside for a little while.” Baby Jean is already in her jumper, and she is ready to go. Jane picks Jean and the television remote up. She turns off the television and throws the remote back down on the couch. She walks out the door. It’s warm outside. Warmer than she thought, it would be. There is a mix of clouds and sun. Jane is happy; it’s not storming outside anymore. The ground is wet and muddy. She makes her way gingerly, tiptoeing around water puddles, to the barn. After looking around for a couple of minutes, she decides to call Roy’s phone again. Jane pulls a cell phone from her pocket and pushes a button. The call goes to voice mail. This time she leaves a message. “Hey. Guess where I am? I am in your barn. I see all the stuff you have, in here. If you don’t want me calling the cops on you; you better call me back.” Jane ends the call and puts her phone back in her back pocket. She is getting tired of holding Jean. She looks at Jean and says, “Let’s go back inside Baby.” 
Mason sees the keys to Charity in Jesse’s hand. Jesse sticks out his hand and gives Mason the keys. 
“I had Dave load it up with new duplicate tools and supplies you had on your old truck. You should be ready to roll,” Jesse says. 
“Thank you, Jesse. We have to go now so we can get ready for our shift.” 
“All right you men stay safe out there, today. The roads are going to be dangerous and filled with holiday drivers. Billy, while your dad is working, you stay in the truck. Do you understand me?”
“Yes, Sir.”  
Jane investigates a little longer and finds more than stolen tools and pot plants. Jane starts to walk back with baby Jean in her arm. She hears a truck coming down the road, on the wet pavement. She turns to see if it is Roy’s Suburban. Before her eyes get to the road, she sees something odd. What the hell? She is startled. Jane walks back to the trailer and puts baby Jean down in her playpen. She returns back outside and walks towards the car. The car looks familiar to Jane, and she realizes to whom the car belongs. Jane cannot believe her eyes. 
Mason and Billy walk back to the pickup and get their things. 
“Do you have everything? Make sure you don’t forget to bring your questions for me and all your papers.”  Mason asks before locking the doors. 
“Yes, Sir.” 
Billy carries his backpack and follows his dad over to Charity. Mason unlocks the passenger side door and opens it for Billy. Billy puts his bag on the floorboard. 
“Come on; we have to do a walk around Charity before we can leave. We have to make sure we have everything we need to do our job today. It also gives us a chance to make sure the tires are not flat and everything is secured to the truck that can possibly fall off and hurt somebody.” Mason explains and points to various objects on the truck. 
Billy follows behind kicking the tires. Mason opens and inspects locker boxes that line the sides of the rig. He has a checklist in his hand and checks off the items he has inspected. When finished with each locker box he latches it, double checking it’s fully latched and locked. Billy is getting impatient, and he wants to get going.
Once again, Jane reaches for her phone and punches another number with her finger. “Wallace, what the hell is your car doing here? Why did you park it behind the bushes, at my house?” She does not give him a chance to reply. 
Wallace is fast asleep when his phone rings. He’s startled awake and answers his phone on the table in front of him.  “Hi, Jane. It’s there because Roy is gonna fix my brakes. I didn’t park it there. What the hell, woman, are you his secretary? Put Roy on the phone. Well, where is he? I wanna talk to him.” 
Jane replies, “The ass is not here. He’s gone. He came home, but he never came in last night, and then he left, without saying hi or goodbye, or where the hell he was going. I still haven’t heard, from him.” 
Wallace is half asleep and has a hangover. Jane’s griping is not helping his headache. “Well, you tell Roy, he better have my car done today! I have to take killer, here, to see his lawyer.” Wallace finishes yelling at the phone and then hangs up. 
Mason completes the walk-around and gets into Charity and then turns her on. Billy is standing on the step outside his door. Charity shakes as her diesel engine comes to life. Both are impressed with the sound of her motor running and smile at each other. The rumble of her engine is loud, so Mason shouts at Billy. “I’m glad you’re here. You can help me check the lights. Get in front of the truck.” Mason turns on the headlights. He shouts to Billy “Are both lights on?” 
Billy answers, with two thumbs up, “Yes.” 
They go on to check all the necessary lights. 
“Are we done now, Dad?” 
Mason looks back towards Billy and says, “Yes, get in.” 
And just in time too. It has started to drizzle again, a couple of minutes ago and now, it’s raining more steadily. Billy runs over to the passenger side. Mason reaches over and opens the door to let Billy into the truck. Both are laughing. Billy finally climbs in, soaked from just the drizzle. The rain is begins coming down harder, and the wind speed has picked up. Another wave of storms rolls in, and now the wind is shaking the truck, side to side. Billy hurries up and shuts his door. The wind and heavy rain get louder and louder, as it beats down on the tow truck. Lightning strikes the radio tower in the corner of the lot. A crash of thunder shakes Charity and the surroundings even more. The sky darkens almost to night, and the parking lot lights come back on. The windows inside get fogged up. Mason turns up the fan of the truck to a higher speed to clear the windows of fog.  
“Roll your window down a crack son,” Mason says. 
Mason and Billy wait out the storm. They can see clear skies behind it. 
Jane is thinking and trying to sort it out. She says to herself; I didn’t know Wallace and Roy know each other. Why would Wallace let Roy work on his car? Something is not right. She is back inside her home looking out the window towards the bushes that totally obscure the car. The rain rolls in, across the yard.  She’s tired, and she didn’t sleep well last night. She does not like sleeping alone, and the weather kept her up all night too. Jane does not want to get all wet and muddier investigating Wallace’s car, so she sits down and falls asleep watching television.
Wallace wakes up to an investigation. 
“Who was that? Your damn phone woke me up!” William says. 
Wallace answers, “That was Jane. She found my Monte Carlo behind the bushes, and I gave her some song and dance, about why it’s there.” 
William sits up in his chair, looking at Wallace from across the room, and says, “She is not going to believe you. She doesn’t trust anybody. Listen, we have to go now and pick up the Camaro from Wal-Mart.”
Brian almost steps in it. He looks out the window and sees Roy’s Suburban parked in his driveway. Brian knows Roy’s best friend, Larry. Brian and Larry went to high school together, and the three often hung out after darts and softball league. Brian knows Roy is living with Jane, William’s ex-wife, and something is not right. He wants to find out what it is, but he does not know how to approach Wallace and William about the subject. 
“It’s almost 6:45. And it will take us five minutes to get the Camaro and then it will take you ten minutes to get to the bank in Burlington,” Wallace says while pointing at William. 
Brian says from the kitchen, unknowingly, “Hey Wallace, I don’t think William wants to go to Burlington.” He does not know what he’s talking about. “I thought I heard you talking about Roy? Is he the guy living with your ex now, William?” Brian asks from the kitchen. 
“He’s not living anymore. I fucking killed him,” William says under his breath. 
Wallace shushes William. Wallace hears Brian walking closer on the squeaky floors, towards William and Wallace in the front room. Brian makes his way into the room. He looks at William. Brian is looking for an answer. 
William is putting on his shirt and says, “I can tell you what we’re talking about, but then I would have to kill you.” Then William laughs. 
Wallace actually likes Brian and is worried about what William might do to him. 
Wallace says, “Come on Brother, let’s go.” Wallace breaks the awkward silence. He wants to get William out of there, as soon as possible and gets up from the couch. He then runs his hands through his dirty hair. 
“You want to come with us, Brian? Ahhhh, no, I don’t think you do,” William says and laughs again. He gets up from his chair and walks towards the front door. 
Wallace follows. He wants to get between Brian and his brother. 
“Sorry, Brian. I mean no disrespect. I will see you later,” William says, looking over his shoulder and walks out the door. 
Wallace says, “Later” and he’s out too.
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Diversions
The storm finally passes at the tollway yard. Mason rolls down the windows of the truck. 
Mason looks at Billy and laughs. He says, “Hey, I know what you forgot in my pickup truck.
“What did I forget, Dad?” Billy asks. 
“You forgot your raincoat. Now go get your coat, and we can leave after we fuel up.” Mason hands his keys to Billy. 
Billy opens the door and gets out. There are fresh green leaves and small tree branches strewn about the ground all over the parking lot. Billy walks back to the pickup. 
A mechanic comes over and to see if Mason and Billy are all right. “That passing storm was pretty bad. Man, did you see that lightning? That tower took a couple of extreme hits,” The mechanic says. 
“I know. We were right underneath it. The thunder was loud enough to shake the truck. This weather is really slowing us down, today. When Billy gets back, we are going to top off the gas tank. Then, we will finally hit the road.” 
Billy gets back with his raincoat. “All right, Dad, let’s go. I’m ready.” 
Mason says, “Bye” to the mechanic. “What kind of fuel do we put in this type of truck, Son?”
“We put diesel fuel in Charity, Dad.”   
Mason is happy because his son is correct, and he smiles. Another five minutes later, Mason is topping off the fuel tank, and they leave the tollway yard. Mason checks in with dispatch. He lets them know, he’s ready for service calls. 
William and Wallace step out into the rain. They slowly walk to the Suburban and look at the sky. There are rays of sunshine piercing the storm clouds in the distance. They open the doors and are almost knocked off of their feet. They wave their hands in front of their faces to fan away the smell of the decomposing bodies, in the back. Wallace and William slowly get into the Suburban. Wallace starts up the makeshift hearse and drives it out of Brian’s driveway. He rolls down all the windows even though it’s raining steadily. He gives William a disgusted look. They are going to Wal-Mart to pick up the Camaro. 
“Brother we gotta get rid of your buddies. They stink.” Wallace complains. “It’s not quite the pig farm smell, is it?”
The Camaro waits in the Wal-Mart parking lot. The Pease brothers pull into the parking lot and drive around to make sure no one is watching the Camaro. They slowly make their way over to the car. It’s early in the morning; the store is not busy, and the parking lot is pretty empty. Wallace digs out the Camaro’s keys from his front pocket and gets out of the Suburban. 
“Now, you remember what to do right?” William asks right before Wallace gets into the car. “Next time you see me, we will both be richer.”  
“Yes. Yes,” Wallace replies. 
Wallace is scared again. He remembers the killing rampage; that William went on last night. He knows everybody’s luck runs out sooner or later, and the police will eventually catch up to William. He also can’t wait to get out of the truck. Wallace knows he’s the one who set everything in motion and feels more responsible for all this. 
“Take care of yourself, Brother,” Wallace says. 
“Don’t worry about me. I will be all right. Now, get out of here,” William replies. 
Wallace gets out of the driver’s seat and gets into the Camaro. William climbs over the center council and gets into the driver’s seat of the truck. William is in deep thought and doesn’t hear the Camaro start up. Wallace pulls away. William snaps out of his daydream and follows his brother. Both men leave the lot. Wallace heads south, out of town and William heads east, towards The Prairie View Bank in Burlington. 
Jane wakes from her nap; she is startled by a crash of thunder. Roy is still not home. Jane has called all of his friends, she knows, and no one knows anything. Jane does not know most of his friends very well, and she figures, one of them is lying to her, to cover for him. She lets her curiosity get the best of her, and she puts on her muddy shoes back on. I’m gonna go over there and check out Wallace’s car. Jane looks out at the sky and then towards the bushes. The rain stops. She hopes if she leaves, she can make it back before it rains again. The ruts and potholes in the unpaved drive are full of water. Here I go. Jane takes one last look at Jean and then she dashes out of the door. She has not run like this since high school track, and she will have to jump over some large puddles to get to the Monte Carlo quickly.
Jane gets closer and closer. She sees something that makes her want to stop in her tracks. Jane tries to stop suddenly, but she cannot stop. The wet and muddy ground is too slippery. Jane screams and falls on her butt. She splashes down butt first into the mud. Terrified, she tries to get back up and back away, from the sight. She sees that legs are sticking out of the weeds by the bushes. Jane is able to calm down enough to get up. She walks timidly, towards the lifeless body. Jane gets close to it and can’t believe what she sees. She gets close enough to crouch down over the bloated body. His clothes are soaking wet, and she thinks he’s been there all night. Someone blew off his face! Who the hell is it though? She’s horrified and curious at the same time. Those are not Roy’s boots. She looks at his feet.  She looks around to see if anyone else is around; alive or dead.
Jane’s attention turns to the Monte Carlo hiding from the trailer behind the bushes. Does Wallace know where Roy is? Would Wallace want to hurt Roy or is Roy involved in the murder of this man? Jane checks her back pocket for her cell phone. She remembers she left it on the end table inside. Jane hears another thunderstorm rolling in. She runs back to the trailer and gets her phone. 
Once there, she calls 911. “Yes, send the police. I’m reporting a murder.  I’m at 2330 North Five Points Road.” She tells the operator. 
Jane hangs up and pushes a number on her phone. She is panting hard and shaking with fear.  Jane rushes to the back bedroom holding her phone to her ear. She tries to call Roy’s cell phone again and still no answer. Baby Jean is still napping in her playpen. Jane makes her way to the bedroom and goes into a drawer, in the nightstand next to the bed. She grabs a handgun. 
Wallace is cruising around the back roads of Kane and De Kalb County, killing time. His phone rings. He picks his phone up from the seat. “What do you want? Don’t call me no more,” He says after answering his phone. 
It’s Jane on the other end of the line. She’s yelling into the phone. “I know what you did! I know what you did!!! I KNOW WHAT YOU DID!!!” Jane breaks down into tears and falls onto the floor. “I found the body by your car, where’s Roy? You bastard. The police are on their way, and they know who you are and what you did!” 
Wallace does not respond to Jane; he just hangs up. “Son of a bitch! The cops are going to be looking for Roy’s Suburban now.” 
Wallace feels his brother’s plan is falling apart. Wallace calls William. “Brother, we don’t need to create a diversion. We already have tons of them. I’m coming to the bank! Listen the cops are gonna be looking for Roy’s truck. Jane called the police about the kid’s body. She found him behind the bushes, by my car. They are gonna know we have something to do with Roy’s disappearance and the corpse,” Wallace says. 
William is driving to Burlington and says, “I figured she would find the body sooner or later. I just thought it would take longer for her to do it. All right, I’ll see you at the bank, and when I see your car coming down the road I’m going in. It is time for plan B. Wish me luck.” William hangs up and continues on his way. 
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No Guarantees
Inside the Prairie View Bank, there are many dramas going on, as well. It’s early in the morning. A couple of the women employees constantly bicker about their personal time off or the work schedule. Robert, the only male in the bank branch, is tired of having to listen to it day after day. A couple of the other women feel the same way too. Morale is very low, and everyone cannot wait to get away from work, over the long weekend. The only thing that keeps him sane is sneaking out to get a smoke, a couple of times a day. 
William is sick of the weather, sick of this town, and sick of everyone he knows. His brother disgusts him. All the clues that prove something was going on between Jane and Wallace are adding up. There’s a ball of anger growing again in his gut. Someone is gonna have to pay! He thinks as he pulls up to the bank. The rainstorm stops. The air is still thick and heavy with humidity. He pulls into a parallel parking space across the street from the bank. From here, he can see into the bank’s lobby. The morning sun is shining down. William rolls down all the windows, and a light damp spring breeze fills the truck. The seats and the steering wheel feel wet to the touch. William looks out the window. The sky to the west still threatens storms, but right now, it’s sunny and warm. The streets are still wet, and a tornado watch goes out over the radio for all of northern Illinois.
For the first time, William feels good about how things are coming together. He has thought about things for so long, and finally coming to fruition, and he is absolutely thrilled. William checks his watch, as he waits for the armored car to arrive. It’s 7:45 a.m. and the armored car is running late. A bank employee comes out of the bank, as he always does about this time. He walks around the outside of the A.T.M. building.  He must have been waiting for the rain to stop. The banker goes inside the little glass-enclosed A.T.M. building and investigates the money machine. William waits and watches.  He steps out of the A.T.M. and goes around to the other side of it and lights up a smoke. 
He’s hiding and having a cigarette, again. William checks his watch repeatedly, and he is growing impatient. 
Another employee comes out and is looking for Robert, the smoker. Wallace is watching. She stands at the front door, holding it open, and calls out to him. He hears her, and he ducks further behind the A.T.M. building. 
She yells, “Hey, we have to count this shipment and get it done before we open. And you have the cash receipts for today’s delivery. So when you’re done smoking, get your ass in here, dammit!” 
William heard that too. The money is already in the bank. They already delivered it to the back of the building. It’s on! 
Wallace is five minutes out of town. He has the Camaro racing over the country roads. Wallace is thinking about his relationship with his brother. He wonders if his brother is trying to set him up for Roy’s murder.  No, he’s my little brother. He wouldn’t do that to me. I took care of him after Mom and Dad died. William would never do that. Wallace thinks while speeding closer to town and now, only two miles away. He starts thinking about living out west with his brother. I better get there soon. William needs my help at the bank. If he burns and I’m not there to help him, I’ll never be able to live with myself. I owe him more than he knows.
William’s plan has always called for a diversion outside of town. Wallace was supposed to be far away from the bank robbery. His part was aimed to cause an accident to draw the police out of town to make their response time for the robbery longer, than normal. The county sheriff’s office has had to ask for extra deputies from surrounding departments since the deputies’ murder at the Pease home and the subsequent manhunt. The additional police are needed to investigate all of the crimes being committed by Wallace and William. Police in DeKalb are looking at video of William beating the bar patron and his disappearance. The police know it was William, who was responsible, and they know he had to have help getting there. The video also shows Wallace’s car at the bar parking lot. The net is tightening around Wallace and William.
William sees Wallace up the hill, coming around the corner a mile away. He’s done dreaming. All the years of fantasizing have led to this moment, and William is afraid to execute it wrong. He’s done thinking now. William finally stops hesitating. He turns on the Suburban. The sun is hot on his forehead and a bead of sweat rolls down his face. A sedan appears over his left shoulder, and he lets it pass. He puts the three-quarter ton, four-wheel drive, Suburban into drive and pushes the gas pedal down to the floor. William turns the wheel sharply to the left. The truck lunges forward and picks up speed. William drives over the curb, over the sidewalk and smashes right through the front windows of the bank. The wall of windows explodes, as William plows through. Millions of tiny glass pieces fall to the floor. All the employees scatter, as they run away from the truck that just burst through.
The smoker is stunned. He is still over by the A.T.M. building, and he jumps, from the sound of the explosion of shattered glass. He looks around the corner of the building, and he cannot believe his eyes, as he catches a glimpse of the back end of the Suburban disappearing into the bank. Wallace watches from a mile away as William’s ride disappears in a cloud of dust and into the bank building. The Suburban followed the mad worker into the bank and ran her down. The other bank workers fill the inside of the bank with screams, of panic. The employees freak-out more than before, when they see their coworker’s mangled body bleeding to death, on the floor under the truck. Her legs are twitching; she is still alive. William puts the Suburban into park and quickly pushes open his door and grabs his shotgun from off the passenger seat. William leaps out and shoots another bank employee in the back, who is trying to crawl away. The woman dies instantly. Is that blood or radiator coolant pooling under the truck? It’s her blood. He says to himself as he looks beneath the vehicle. William is calm and methodical. “Now, I will ask this once. Where is the money?”  
A woman face-down on the floor raises her hand as she rolls over and shouts. “I will get it for you. Just don’t shoot another person.” 
William shouts, “I make no guarantees.” 
The remaining employees stop screaming. The only sound now in the bank is the engine running and the sound of the bank manager trying to walk on broken glass. The smoker comes over and peers into the bank through the giant hole created by the full-size SUV and steps on a piece of glass. William turns and fires his shotgun towards the crunch of broken glass, without hesitation. The smoker’s arm gets blown off and falls to the ground. He stands there dazed, in disbelief, and he looks at his severed limb on the ground. In shock, he closes his eyes and falls down onto his side, and blood sprays up into the air. The bank manager stops in her tracks and slips on the glass. 
“Get the damn money.” 
The bank manager is back up on her feet and stumbles to the money. The manager has blood running down her nylons from the cuts on her legs. She slides over broken glass to the money. The money is actually, all right there, inside the vault. The vault doors are open, on the left side of the truck. William opens the rear driver’s side door. 
“Throw the money in here,” William commands. 
She does what she is told, and eight large bags of cash make their way into his truck. William inspects one bag, and he sees stacks of bound twenties and fifties. He closes the bag and closes the truck door and gets back into the get-away vehicle. “Thank you all. Have a great Memorial Day weekend. I’m out!” William puts the truck into reverse. The Suburban does not move; the tires spin and create smoke on the smooth tile floor. Smoke fills the lobby. He puts it in drive and pulls forward with a screech a couple of feet. William runs over another bank employee over, who could not get out of the way fast enough. Then he puts the Suburban back into reverse, and it has enough momentum to get over the window frame and back outside the bank building. The Suburban hops over the sidewalk and back onto the street and comes to a stop. The bank manager’s mangled body is left behind, inside the lobby. Wallace is already out on the street blocking traffic away from the front of the bank. Wallace and William make eye contact and smile at each other. William slams the truck into drive. He takes off with the smoker’s body dragging behind. Wallace follows in the Camaro, narrowly missing the body when it becomes dislodged from the Suburban’s undercarriage.  
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Promises
Billy is having a blast. He has his window rolled down and has his arm hanging out of the window. His hand is moving up and down in the wind. He enjoys looking down on the cars on the toll road. He asks his dad, “What do you like the most about your job, Dad?” 
Mason smiles. “Well, I like helping people the most. I also love working outside, and my day can be full of many surprises.” 
Billy smiles and says, “Good answer Dad. I hope it stays sunny for the rest of the day. I don’t like the rain, and I don’t want to have to wear my raincoat.”
Mason’s day quickly turns serious. At 8:15 a.m. call comes over the radio. All units are to keep an eye out for; a silver, 2010, Chevrolet, Suburban. The vehicle is being driven by a; white male, with blond hair blue eyes, 20 to 30 years of age, and weighing 175 pounds. He was last seen driving north on Burlington Road. 
“Hey Dad, do you think we will see that guy?” 
Mason replies and turns the truck towards Belvidere. “No. We will not see him today.” 
Another call comes over the radio. All units are to keep an eye out for; a blue, 2012, Chevrolet, Camaro. The vehicle is driven by a white male, blond hair, blue eyes, 20 to 30 years of age, and weighing 175 pounds. 
“It’s the same guy.” Mason laughs. 
Wallace and William race onto an abandoned old farm far away from prying eyes. They have not seen any police yet. They are only seven miles out of town. Wallace gets out of the Camaro and waits for William to get out of the Suburban. Wallace walks over to the rear driver’s side door. William unlocks it. “Hey man, check out the loot. There are eight bags of stacks of hundreds, twenties, and fifties.” 
Wallace opens the door and pulls open a bag of money and says, “And hundreds! We are so damn rich brother.” 
William turns around in his seat to see Wallace face to face. “Yes, that’s what I wanted to talk to you about, Brother.” He turns back around and steps out of the truck. William wipes the sweat from his face. “You call me brother when you hurt me the way you did. I know you were laying down with Jane, Wallace. I knew all along; you two were trying to deceive me. I’m not gonna ask you why. How much of this money are you gonna pay me to forgive you?” William says, with a disarming voice. He reaches past Wallace and pulls out a bag of stolen cash. William looks at Wallace in the eye and throws a bag of money at him.
Wallace replies, “Oh shit, Brother, you know about that huh? How long did you know? Shit, ain’t that a bitch? I’ll give you this bag here.” Wallace is the one sweating now and figures it is the end of his line too. He is surprised that William is extremely calm right now. 
William just sits back quietly, in the driver’s seat for a couple of minutes clutching his shotgun. Wallace walks behind the Suburban and sits under an apple tree and waits for the inevitable. It’s 8:17 a.m. in the morning. William is trying to decide what to do. He would not have had the motivation to pull this off if Wallace had not been with Jane. Deep down inside, in a perverse way, he thanks his brother for the inspiration. He knows; he must never tell Wallace the truth. 
“I don’t want to see you no more after today, Wallace,” William shouts over to Wallace. 
“So we are gonna work together to get away and then never see each other again?” Wallace shouts back from the apple tree.
They both get up and walk towards each other. 
William says, “It’s because I love you, I have not killed you yet, Brother.” 
Wallace looks down. He is ashamed of himself. “I know, Brother.” 
William goes on, “If I see you tomorrow, Wallace, I will kill you.” William turns around. “I’m gonna go think about our next steps. Don’t bug me. Why don’t you go back to the apple tree over there? Right now, to look at you is pissing me off.”
Jane waits for the police to come. She called 911 at 7:35 and the police are still not there yet. Jane puts on her shoes again. “One more time Honey,” She says to baby Jean and walks out the door alone. There is no rain coming, so she takes her time. Last time she fell down. The sun is shining now, and there are no signs of storms. This time, she has time to check out the scene. She steps back outside into the humid air and makes her way past the bushes to the Monte Carlo. Jane peers through the windows. She sees that the door is unlocked. Jane opens the door, and she is now inside the car, investigating. She finds some old sunflower seeds and other garbage. Wait, what’s this? She sees writing on a piece of paper. The note is in William’s handwriting. Jane picks up the letter from the dashboard. The message appears to be a suicide note. A tear forms in her eyes, as she reads. 
It reads, “I know that my wife had an affair with my brother and now I am going to kill him, then myself. I can’t live knowing what they did to me. First I’m gonna kill” The note stops midsentence. She closes the car door and runs back to the trailer to wait for the police. 
The phone rings. “Are you going to answer your phone, Dad?” Billy asks. 
Mason looks at the phone. He hands the phone to Billy and says, “You answer it, Son. It’s your mom. She probably wants to know how your day is going.” 
“Okay, Dad. Hello. Hi, Mom. What’s up? Okay, Mom, I will. She says; she wants to talk to you.” Billy hands the phone back. 
Debra very sternly says to Mason, “Bring my Billy home now! I know you guys are going to be looking for those maniacs who robbed the bank. I see it on the television, and you know what? There is only a couple of police and firemen down there helping those poor people out. According to the news, all the police departments are stretched too thin right now, because of these two.” Debra is in a state of panic. 
Mason replies, “Don’t worry Honey. We will not come near them. If we do see them, we will call the police. So don’t worry. If it makes you feel any better, I will check in every hour until we get home.” There is a long pause on the other end of the line. Mason knows Debra is not happy. 
“Bring my boy home, now!” She says, after another long pause and then she ends the call. 
Mason knows she is upset, and there is no point calling her back, to argue. 
The police finally show up at Jane and Roy’s place. She’s half asleep and watching television. Jane does not hear the cops roll up. The police drive past the Monte Carlo and park near the front steps of the trailer. Jane hears a car door shut and is startled out of her seat. She gets to the entrance before the police can knock, and she opens the door. A police officer talks to Jane and she points out Wallace’s car. He asks her some more questions, trying to find out all he can. He walks down the driveway to the car. A group of officers investigates the bloated body behind the bushes. More police officers arrive and search the car and are soon joined by the F.B.I. Jane watches from her window, all the law enforcement personnel walking around her front yard. The F.B.I. agents ring her doorbell. Jane answers the same questions. The officials ask her. “Do you need a ride anywhere?”
“No, I want to stay here, in my home. Just bring Roy home to me.”
The F.B.I. agents leave, and a county sheriff stays behind to wait for the coroner. The sheriff puts up yellow barricade tape around Wallace’s car and the dead body. The color of the tape matches the yellow tulips that line the driveway.
Wallace and William are taking a break. William goes into the Suburban and grabs two bags of pizza and walks over to Wallace resting under the tree. Wallace hears him coming and sits up. He is afraid to look up at his brother. After all, he has seen, his brother does, he is not sure if he knows him anymore at all. He feels that the end of his life might be near.
“Here you go, Wallace, get yourself something to eat.” William hands him a bag of pizza.
Wallace gets the nerve up to look up. “Thank you. I got some beers, over there in the Camaro. We can drink to our success.” He’s nervous.
William can see the anxiety on Wallace’s face. “We are not out of the woods yet. The police are gonna be looking for us. I’ll be happy when this damn place is behind us. Listen I have been thinking. Forget what I said about killing you tomorrow. I’m all wound up. You are all I’ve got, and brothers stick it out. We can’t be stopped if we work together. This doesn’t mean that I have forgotten what you did, though.  
Wallace then smiles. “Who knew you were such a softy? He takes another piece of pizza out of the sandwich bag.
“Don’t say no more. You need to shut up and eat your pizza.”
A neighbor of the abandoned farm saw the two vehicles pulled into the farm a couple of minutes ago. He drives slowly up the driveway, to see what’s going on. He was on his way to Burlington when he saw the vehicles trespassing. Wallace and William cannot see him, but they can hear his tires splash through the water and the crunch of the gravel drive. He stops his Ford Explorer quickly when he gets near the Suburban. He gets out of his car. He’s an old farmer. The farmer yells, “I know, and you know, you do not belong here. So you better leave right now. I have a rifle here in my truck, and I’m not afraid to use it.” The farmer gets back into his Explorer and backs down the drive.
“Damn, he interrupted my breakfast,” William cries.
Wallace is standing up with a beer in his hand. “He will be back.”
“And he will bring friends,” William adds. He puts his pizza down and is now checking the rounds left in his handgun. We should go now. We will leave the Camaro and take the Suburban.
It is 8:35 a.m., and it has not rained for about thirty-five minutes. The breeze is now chilly, and the air is finally dry. The roads are still wet from days of rain. Mason and Billy are happy they do not have to put on their raincoats. Wallace and William are thrilled because they can have the Suburban’s windows down, to let some fresh air in without getting the interior of the truck soaked. The smells from their passengers are really beginning to be a nuisance. William gets into the Suburban and starts it up. Wallace is over by the tree talking on the phone. William sees this and is irritated. He honks the horn. While waiting, he hears an announcement come over the radio about William and his brother. William is pleased. He pushes the horn again. Wallace hangs up the phone and tosses his empty beer bottle aside. Wallace finally walks to the running Suburban. William makes sure Wallace sees the handgun on his lap.
“What the hell brother? You better stop wasting my time. That farmer is coming back for sure, and you’re dragging your feet. Who were you on your cell phone with?” William asks while pulling onto the road.
“I was talking to Brian. He says there were cops at his house shortly after we left. He was just giving us a heads-up. Where are we going now?”
Mason and Billy are headed west, towards Belvidere. Mason understands Debra’s concern, and he is going to drop Billy off at home. Billy is looking out the window and does not know he is going home early. He is going to be devastated when he finds out. As they drive, Billy asks his dad more questions about his job. The volume of westbound traffic starts to increase. People from Chicago are getting out of the city for the Memorial Day weekend. Mason points out to Billy, how some motorists who do not often drive on the tollway drive dangerously. Some of the drivers do not look to change lanes or drive slower than other traffic in the fast lane when they should be in the right lane. Mason tells Billy. “Most of the time, there is an increase in police presence on the toll road during the holidays. Right now though, they are occupied with other matters.”
Mason sees a disabled car on the shoulder of the road. The car has a flat rear passenger side tire. Mason turns on his hazard lights and pulls behind the car. Mason sees there’s a family of five inside. The trunk of the car is open, and the spare tire is leaning up against the Ohio license plate on the rear side of the vehicle. The wife is upset but relieved to see a tow truck. The three kids in the back seat are bouncing around and driving their parents crazy. The father gets out and tells Mason their jack is busted. Billy’s head is barely poking over Charity’s dashboard, so he unbuckles the seatbelt, to better see what his dad is doing. Mason is getting a jack from one of Charity’s locker boxes. The other passengers get out of the car and stand further away from the road in the grass. The kids from the car are looking at the tow truck, and they notice Billy inside. Their father becomes aware of him too. Mason now has the jack under the car. The driver points to the tow truck.
“What’s going on with your partner? He looks a little young.” The driver inquires.
Mason stops jacking up the car and answers. “He’s my son, Billy. It’s bring your child to work day, today. He’s not allowed to get out of the truck. As you can see, it’s pretty dangerous out here. These drivers here should be moving over right now, and they are not. Do you see?” Mason’s attention turns back to the jack and raising the car.
The driver says, “It’s a good thing you’re here man, and it’s not raining right now, eh? We have been here for about thirty minutes. We drove through some pretty bad storms last night. So far, it has been one hell of a trip. We are on our way to Minnesota, to visit my wife’s family for the weekend. Hopefully, the weather will be better when we get there.”
Mason has the flat tire off of the car now. Billy has his window down all the way and is shouting back and forth with the boys from the car. The boys can barely hear each other. The noise of the tires, from the trucks, and cars, passing by at high speeds is pretty loud. They are all excited about the shiny yellow truck, and it’s big blue lettering. The driver’s wife’s stance is impatient because her arms are folded across her chest. She keeps looking at down at her watch. Mason feels her stare on his back. He turns his head to look back for a second and spots her look of dissatisfaction. The driver becomes aware of the situation and looks back at his wife also. He smiles at his wife, and she smiles back. Mason puts the spare on. A Boone County Sheriff pulls behind the tow truck. Mason does not see the patrol car pull up. He is surprised when he hears the police radio, as the deputy walks up behind him. They are still in McHenry County. Sometimes, different departments help each other out with patrols.
“Is everything okay here?” The sheriff’s deputy turns his attention to the driver. “Sir, I’m going to need to see some identification,” The trooper tells the driver.
Mason is putting the lug nuts on now. He turns and recognizes the Boone County sheriff’s uniform. The driver pulls out his wallet and then his driver’s license. He hands it to the deputy. The deputy radios the driver’s information while keeping an eye on him.
Mason gets up and tells the driver. “You can’t drive the rest of the way to Minnesota, on that spare tire. There’s a tire store 16 miles down, just off the tollway. They can fix your flat tire there. More importantly, just between you and me, don’t pick up any hitchhikers and don’t stop to help anyone. If you have to pull over again and you see someone that’s not the police, or tollway personnel like me, come up to you, call 911 immediately.” 
The deputy hands back the driver’s license. “Have a safe weekend,” He says to the driver.
“Thank you. You too.”
Mason picks up the jack and walks back to the tow truck and puts the jack away. The deputy looks at Billy inside and shakes his head. He walks towards Mason, who is putting away the jack.
The deputy asks him. “Have you seen any of the vehicles that we’re looking for today? If you do, let us know. These guys are extremely dangerous. It will be best if you let the police handle these two. You stay safe too. People are driving like idiots out here today.” He walks back to his cruiser and then gets in. 
Wallace and William are on Base Line Road, traveling west. They have just passed route 23, and they are headed down the back roads of DeKalb County. William has to think of a way to get out of Illinois. Wallace has no idea what his brother is going to do next. Wallace is relieved William is moving away from Jane. William points the truck north. The Suburban is starting to run low on gas. There are about eighteen miles of road ahead of them until they get to the tollway. When they get there, they will have to find another car to drive.
Mason and Billy are once again on their way home. They are following the family they helped to the tire shop. It’s on the way home. Dispatch calls over the radio. There is a car at a rest stop that needs a tire change. Mason is happy the call is passed the exit for home. He does not want to disappoint Billy, by cutting the day short. Billy would be devastated if he had to go home early; it’s only 9:00 a.m.
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Wallace and William find themselves at the tollway entrance. If they choose to go east, that route will take them to Chicago and lots more police. If they pick to go west, that route will take them north into Wisconsin. William decides to go west. They are low on fuel, and every cop in the area is looking for the damaged Suburban. Two miles west of the on-ramp is a rest stop. Wallace and William have to find a new car to take from there. The Suburban is not running so well anymore, and the muffler is dragging on the road. Luckily, most of the people traveling along the toll-road are from out of town and are too wrapped in their own lives, to take much notice. The brothers pull off the road and into the rest stop.
Mason and Billy pull into the same rest stop as the Pease brothers. Mason turns on his hazards and Billy, and he looks for the disabled vehicle. People can see, the yellow flashing lights of the tow truck, from a mile away. Two senior women flag Mason and Billy down. Mason pulls up behind their Toyota Corolla, and it’s already up on a jack.
“Do you ladies need some assistance?” Mason asks. He can see they already have help.
A woman replies, “That’s what we wanted to talk to you about. We are sorry to have troubled you. We no longer need your help.”
Mason gets out of the truck and walks over, to see how they are doing.
The woman follows behind Mason. “These two kind gentlemen here have offered to help us get back on our way.”
It appears to be a love connection. There are two gentlemen, the women’s same age, assisting them.
“Yes, these kind men pulled up, in that hip Volkswagen Beetle, over there.” The woman points into the parking lot.
“You mean that one?” Mason points at a red one.
“No, it’s the blue one.” She points again.
“Oh. Nice choice of color. Okay then, if you do have any questions or need any help, I ‘ll be right over there.” Mason walks back to the tow truck and shuts the hazards off. He radios back that the vehicle needing assistance is already being fixed.
“Are they gonna be okay Dad?” Billy asks. “I’m not going to be okay if I don’t get to use the washroom very soon, Dad.” Billy leans forward and clenches his legs tightly together.
“Yes, they will be better than fine. Those women there made new friends with those two older guys. Yes, I’m going to find a place to park Charity, and we will take our break. You can use the restroom, as soon as we park.” 
Wallace and William are already parked in a rest stop parking lot and scoping out potential rides. Holiday travelers come and go oblivious to the condition of the Suburban or of the occupants in it. They are more concerned about getting to their destinations than knowing what’s going on around them.
“Do you see those gas cans over there in the back of that pickup truck? Go over there and grab those two gas cans. It does not matter if they are full or not. We can walk over to the gas station and fill ‘em up if we need to. I’m gonna look for another car,” William commands.
“All right, William. I’ll be right back.” Wallace gets out and walks three spaces over. He reaches into the bed of a pickup truck and grabs the two five-gallon gas cans that are inside the bed. The containers are full, and heavy, with gasoline. Wallace lifts them up and out of the back of the pickup. He calmly walks back to the Suburban. He puts them behind the front passenger seat on the floor.
William never gets out of the truck. He just finishes writing something when Wallace gets back.
“What’s that? Did you find another car?”
William puts the piece of paper in his pocket. “That is our get out of state card.” He scans the parking lot and sees something he likes. There’s a teenager in the backseat of a car, all by himself. “Hey, Wallace, do you see that gray Intrepid over there? There’s a kid inside in the backseat, and maybe the keys are still in the ignition. Do you want to check it out or should I?
“I think you should go this time, William.”
“All right, I will go, Wallace. If the keys are there, I’m taking it. You better get out there and start filling this bitch up with gas right now. Follow me out of here when I leave in that car. Get going now. When you’re done, I will go over there to take the car.”
Wallace rolls his eyes. “I feel like I’m doing all the leg work now.”
“Are you done complaining already? Go on, get your ass going.” William watches Wallace get out of the truck. Wallace walks to the gas tank nozzle, and he begins refueling the Suburban.
Billy and Mason are walking to the restrooms just beyond the convenience store. Mason’s cell phone rings again. He looks at his phone and answers it. It’s Debra again on the phone. She is very upset that Billy is not home yet. Billy sees the restrooms and sprints towards them. Mason follows behind while talking with Debra.
“I’m sorry Honey. We had to take a call out here at the rest stop. Little Bill needed to stretch his legs and use the restroom. We are going to eat our lunches and then we will be right home.”
Debra replies, more sternly now than earlier. “First of all, don’t call me Honey right now. Second, I do not care if you get a call or if the President’s motorcade is rolling through town, I want my little Billy home, now!” She hangs up without saying goodbye. Mason lowers the phone from his ear slowly, and then he puts it away in his pocket.
Billy steps out of the restroom and says, “Is Mom still on the phone?” Billy wants to share his experience with his mom.
“No, she had to go. After we eat, you can call her back. Let’s go to the convenience store to get us some cold drinks. What do you want to drink?”
“I think I’ll drink some lemonade, Dad.”
“Me too, that sounds good.” Mason and Billy enter the store. They walk down the aisle to get through to the coolers along the back wall. Billy stops in his tracks, to look at some fishing hats on a display rack.
“Hey Dad, look at these hats. We could wear these when we go fishing later this summer.”
Mason looks and laughs. “Sorry Son. No way. Those hats are way too ugly. Come on, let’s get our drinks and eat some lunch.” 
People nearby overhear and laugh at their conversation.
Mason pays for the drinks, and soon they are back outside and into the rare, late morning, sun. They walk back to Charity to get their lunches.
Mason asks, “Do you want to eat in the truck or outside, Son?”
Billy looks out to the west and says, “Let’s eat outside, Dad. It doesn’t seem like it’s gonna rain for a while. Besides, we don’t want to mess up the inside of Charity, with our bread crumbs.
Billy runs back to Charity, to get his bag containing the lunches. Mason picks out an empty table, to eat at. Mason and Billy smile at each other while they eat their food. A few tables over, the four, older, people chit-chat, after they get the flat tire replaced. They wave to acknowledge Mason and Billy. As Billy eats, he thinks about how it would be cool to do what his dad does for a living. When they are done eating, they talk about whatever is on their minds while Billy pulls out his school work. Mason and Billy do not usually have these moments together, and time passes quickly.
Wallace sees his brother slam the Suburban door closed and walk away. “Oh shit. Hey, this gas only pours out so fast, asshole.” He yells then looks back to his task at hand. The gas cans are taking forever to empty out into the Suburban. He gets one empty, and then he starts on the next. What seems like a couple of minutes later, the second gas can is almost, empty. Wallace loses sight of William and the Intrepid. He starts to get nervous. Both cans are finally empty and just in time. Wallace’s arms are tired of holding the five-gallon gas cans. The rest stop parking lot is full of holiday travelers. It has been a while since Wallace and William have been around so many people. Wallace starts to get really nervous. He hears a car pull up and stop, as he’s putting the gas cap back on. A horn honks. It’s a squeaky horn and not the horn of an American car. Wallace looks over his right shoulder, and it’s William in the driver’s seat of a Volkswagen Beetle convertible.
“Are you kidding me?” Wallace yells over to William.
“How do you like the wheels? I had time to get us some hats too. Now, let’s go, Pokey.” William flings the hat like a Frisbee to Wallace and laughs out loud as he pulls away. He makes his way out of the parking lot and down onto the tollway on-ramp. 
Mason loses track of time, relaxing at the table. His cell phone rings again. He fishes it out of his pocket. Mason knows who it is. Mason slides the phone over to Billy, without looking.
“Who is it? Is it Mom?”
“Yes, you answer it. She wants to talk to you about your day.”
Billy gladly picks the phone up from the table. He puts the cell phone to his ear.
“Hi, Honey, how are you doing?” Debra asks.
Billy begins to tell his mom about his morning with Dad. From the storm early in the morning that shook the tow truck, to the kids on the side of the tollway he met. Mason rolls his eyes and gets up from the table to stretch his legs. He scans the parking lot. Mason sees the two older guys pointing and looking around in the parking lot. The women in the Corolla are gone though. Mason walks away from the table and looks to see if he can see the blue Beetle, the good Samaritans were driving. 
Billy calls over to his dad. “Dad, Mom wants to talk to you.”
Mason has his back to Billy. He rolls his eyes again. Oh, brother. He turns around and walks back to the table.
“Here you go, Dad. Mom wants to talk to you.” Billy is holding up the cell phone and smiling. He hands it to Mason.
“Where’s my boy?” She asks.
“He’s right here having lunch.”
“Don’t get smart with me. After lunch, you bring him home.” She hangs up again, without saying goodbye. Mason puts the phone back into his pocket. He turns around to see if the men are still around. Mason no longer sees them or their car. “All right, Son, it’s time to get going. Let’s put our garbage in the trash can. We have to get back to work. Don’t forget your bag.”
On the other side of the rest stop parking lot, Wallace picks up the hat and runs to the Suburban’s driver’s seat. He starts up the Suburban. The engine barely starts, and the loud exhaust gets unwanted attention from nearby travelers. Wallace sinks below the window and puts his head down. On his head is a yellow and brown fishing hat, which covers the entire top of his head. The Suburban takes a few miles to catch up to the baby blue Beetle, driven by his brother.
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Maggots
Wallace and William drive off of the tollway and back onto the rural roads. They drive south to Irene, Illinois. South of town, there’s an old gravel pit. Their dad used to work there when his sons were young. Before the boys were in their teens, their father would take them fishing, there. The pit is dry, except for all the water collected from the spring rains.
They pull into the abandoned gravel pit at 10:06 a.m. It’s just Wallace and William there to enjoy the late spring breeze, at the gravel pit. William gets out of the Beetle first and walks towards the edge of the gaping hole. Wallace grabs the shotgun and then gets out of the Suburban. Wallace approaches cautiously and stands next to William, who is looking down into the deep pit. They talk about when their father used to bring them there when they were kids. William pulls out his handgun from his waistband and clutches it tightly. 
“So this how it ends? Eh, William?” There’s a long pause. “So you changed your mind huh? In my mind, I pictured this moment differently. I think it was because of all the rain; we have had the past few days,” Wallace says.
“Yes, Wallace. This is how it all ends. Take off that damn hat. So where do you want it? Do you want it in the face or in the gut?”
Wallace is thinking. He turns and looks back at the Suburban. “I think I get it in the face?”
William laughs. “Okay, close your eyes.” 
Wallace looks around, one last time, and then, he looks back at his brother. He thinks it might be for the last time. Wallace clears his throat and takes a deep breath. 
“You shouldn’t have been banging my wife, Wallace.” William raises the barrel of his nine millimeter.
“I know, William, and I’m sorry. Earlier, when I said, I was talking to Brian. I lied. I called Jane and said you were going to kill me,” Wallace says. His eyes are closed. He knows where the gun is pointed.  Wallace feels the barrel of the gun pressed against his temple and has only a split second to think if the clip is empty, or not. 
William cannot believe his brother still has been lying to him. Wallace hears the click of the empty chamber of the gun placed against his forehead. 
“Bang!” William shouts.
Wallace jumps, almost loses his balance and falls down into the pit, to his death.
William continues, and his words echo off the walls of the dark empty abyss. “You’re fucking dead! The old Wallace is fucking dead, now. Don’t make me kill you again.” William begins to lower the empty weapon. “I forgive you, Wallace,” He says as he lowers the gun from his brother’s head.
“You mother fucker,” Wallace shouts. He is shaking, uncontrollably.
“Just be happy I took the bullets out of the gun, Wallace.”
“I honestly, wasn’t sure for a second, if you were gonna really kill me, or not.” A bead of sweat rolls down the side of his face.
Both men walk away from each other to think about what just had happened, and catch their breath. William turns to look at Wallace, and then he says, “There are some oily rags in the backseat. Let’s get the Suburban lit up. First, we gotta get the bodies out of the cargo area and put them into the front seats.
“You move the bloody one, and I’ll move the other bloody one,” Wallace says as they walk to the truck.
“Right about now, both of them are pretty messy. I don’t care who I have to move. Let’s just do it and get this shit over with.”
There are flies flying, crawling and laying eggs all over the bodies in the back of the Suburban. The stench is almost unbearable. Wallace moves Johnny to the passenger seat. William grabs Roy and puts him into the driver’s seat.  
“Damn. I think both of those guys bled out back there,” William says.
Wallace laughs and points at William’s clothes. His clothes are covered in blood. “It looks like they have bled out on you, William.”
“Great, now I have to find new clothes again. All right do we have everything out of there? Get your cell phone and wallet. We are gonna put that stuff on the bodies, and then we are going to light this thing up,” William says.
They start looking through the Suburban and make sure they have everything out of it. Most importantly, they have all the stolen money put away, into the Beetle. William takes off his bloody shirt and throws it on one of the dead bodies. Wallace gets into the Beetle and pulls behind the Suburban. William puts the truck into neutral, walks back to the gas cap, and then removes it. He shoves some oily rags into the gas inlet and lights them afire. There’s a fire on the side of the Suburban. Wallace slowly pushes the truck towards the 80-foot deep hole in the ground. The Suburban disappears over and down the edge of the pit. The Suburban rolls down the steep wall and halfway down it explodes, into a ball of flames. The dead passengers are ejected through the windshield after the blast, and they reach the pit floor before the flaming wreckage. The Suburban, now a ball of fire, lands on top of the bodies. William does not watch. He can only hear the explosion. He is too busy, trying to cover up the tracks, he and his brother made. It’s next to impossible, to complete his task, due to all the thick mud around. Wallace gets out and attempts to cover up the Beetle tire tracks. William drops another note on the ground.
Wallace gets back into the Beetle and parks it near the entrance. He walks back down back to William and then he sees the note fall to the ground. “What’s with that piece of paper?”
William points to the ground. “You mean that piece of paper over there? Oh, that’s the murder-suicide letter; the “get-out-of-jail-card.” That’s the second one I have left behind. I left the other one in your Monte Carlo, for Jane and the cops to find. Come on, let’s finish covering our tracks. We need to get the hell out of here. I’m glad we don’t have to drag around those two assholes anymore.”
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Slug Bug Dead
Wallace and William finish covering their tracks. It’s almost 11:00 a.m. They get into the baby blue convertible Beetle, and Wallace drives the car away. Wallace puts one of the fishing caps on William’s head. They are heading back up Irene Road, to the tollway. The 140,000 dollars and some change rest it the trunk, out of sight. 
It’s been a long time since William has been truly happy. His relationship with his brother is finally on the mend. He knows he has enough money to start his life over. The top of the convertible is already up, to help conceal their identity. The sun is shining. The weather even agrees, and things are starting to work out for better. Five minutes later, Wallace and William are back on the tollway. They are headed west, towards Rockford, Illinois, points west, and towards freedom. In thirty minutes or so, they will be out of Illinois and into Wisconsin.
Mason and Billy have put away all their garbage in garbage cans. They both walk back to the tow truck and get into it. Billy looks over at his dad in the driver’s seat. “Dad, I’m having so much fun today. Thank you, for letting me come, to work with you, today.”
“I have had a lot of fun too, today, Billy. I have enjoyed you, being my copilot.” Mason starts up the tow truck. They pull out of the parking spot and slowly leave the rest stop parking lot behind. The tow truck heads down the ramp onto the tollway. There’s a little over three hours left in Mason’s shift. He thinks if he has to take Billy home early, he will take the long way home. Billy does not know he is on his way home. Once again, Billy has his arm out of the window. It’s getting a little warmer outside. The air is more humid now than earlier. Mason looks out his side window and can see storm clouds gathering in the southern sky. Mason continues to drive west. He makes up his mind and chooses to keep Billy for the rest of his shift. He pulls off the road and onto the shoulder. Mason picks up his phone from the center council and punches some buttons.
“Hi, Honey. I have been thinking. I made up my mind. I’m gonna keep little Bill, for the rest of the workday.”
Debra interrupts. “You’re in the doghouse now. I’m not joking. I’m dead serious. Do you know; there is a couple of maniacs out there and on the loose? There are dead people all over the place. It’s not just about the bank robbery. Your job is to be keeping an eye out for these felons. You are acting truly unbelievable right now.”
“I will keep him safe. We will not get near those murderers. I promise you.” Mason pleads with Debra.
“I love you, but you are killing me right now.”
“I promise you; I will have Billy home by three o’clock.”
“All right, when you get home, you and I are going to talk about this one.”
“I love you.” Mason waits for a response.
 Debra pauses, and there’s silence. “I love you, too.” She ends the call and slams down her phone.
Mason pulls back onto the road. Billy looks concerned, but not enough to ask what is going on; he is just happy he gets to keep working with his dad. A mile down the road, they see a car on the shoulder. The trunk is open. Mason drives closer. He can see that it’s not a flat tire, and there’s no steam coming from the engine. Mason drives up behind the car and turns on his hazard lights. He carefully gets out of the truck. He notices that storm clouds are now overhead. He walks up to the car, with a purpose. Mason can hear muffled shouting through the cars closed windows. The people inside are oblivious to his presence. Mason walks over to and knocks on the front seat passenger’s window. The woman in the seat is startled and irritated at the same time. She rolls down her window.
“Hi, I’m with the tollway help crew. What seems to be wrong with your car?” Mason asks.
“I know, I don’t know much about cars. But the fool sitting next to me drove this fine automobile until there was no gas left in it. I think this is why we are sitting here, on the side of the road. Isn’t that right, Babe? I mean you don’t need 65,000 dollars of German engineering to tell you when to put more gas in the car, do you?” She motions to the gas gauge on the instrument panel. “Come on; the gas gauge is right in front of you the whole time.” She points her anger at her companion. “He kept saying we don’t need to stop and get gas. Didn’t we just pass a gas station back there?” The irritated woman looks at Mason for an answer to her rhetorical questions.
Her husband does not say a word. He just grabs the wheel and stares out ahead through the windshield. He has the look of exhaustion and fear on his face.
Mason is trying his best, not to laugh, and he looks away. He turns back to look at the passenger. “I will get you back on your way, in no time.” He walks back to his truck and unlocks a latch to a lock box. He pulls out a gas can. Mason walks back and refuels the car. 
The driver gets out and stands next to Mason. “Thank you. I don’t know if I will ever hear the end of this one.”
“No problem. I put three gallons in your tank. That will be enough to get you to the next exit and a gas station.”
The driver pulls out a fifty dollar bill and tries to hand it over to Mason. “Here, take this. I really appreciate your help.”
Mason sees the money and waves his hand. “No, thank you. I can’t accept your tip.”
“If you can’t take the money, can the boy in the truck take it? Can I give him the money?”
Mason turns around and looks at Billy. “Billy? He’s my son, and today he’s working with me. Sorry, he can’t have the money either.
“I can accept that. I have to ask one last question. Can I come with you guys?” The driver looks back at his car for a moment. “I’m just kidding.”
“That’s a good one.” Mason does not know what else to say. He goes back to the tow truck and puts the gas can back in its proper place. When Mason is done, he walks back to the BMW’s trunk and closes it.
The driver shakes his hand and says, “Thank you again.”
“You’re welcome. Be careful when you pull back out onto the road.”
Now, it’s starting to rain again. Mason runs back to the tow truck. Billy already has his window rolled up.
Wallace and William just pass the Riverside Road exit. William is shirtless and still needs to get some new clothes.
A call comes over the tow truck’s radio. The authorities have found the Suburban, at the bottom of the gravel pit in Irene, along with the remains of two severely burned bodies. The authorities also have recovered two murder-suicide notes, stating the intentions of one of the suspects, to rob the bank in Burlington.
Debra hears the same thing too. An announcement comes over the television and interrupts all the morning soap operas. She is relieved, and a ton of stress is lifted, from her mind. 
The police still have to find Roy’s body. Jane figures he’s laying somewhere dead in a ditch between Five Points and Burlington. Nobody is missing Johnny yet. His car is still parked outside of his motel room and the blood on the ground, in front of his door, has been washed away, by the rain. Soon, the landlord and the drug dealer will come looking for their money, and they will not get it. The landlord might think Johnny went on a drug binge and just disappeared, though. The rain begins to fall on the waterlogged ground, once again. 
“Looks like you’re going to have to wear your raincoat, Dad. We sure are getting a lot of rain today. At least, we had beautiful weather for our lunch break.” 
“Yes, I know. We have had a lot of rain in the last couple of days. I hope nobody drives into the median. Those things are full of water from earlier rains. We are going to pull over, underneath the Newburg Road, bridge and wait for another call, or until the rain lets up.” Mason worries about the severe weather. He’s worried about Debra. She’s home alone. The clouds look like they are rolling and ready to form a tornado, any minute. The sky is very dark for the time of day.
“At the next exit, pull off. I think there’s a Target store down the road, in Machesney Park. We have to get some new clothes,” William says.
Wallace does not say anything. He just nods his head. “Yes, there is.” He was hoping they could get out state first then get some new clothes later. He feels like there’s a cold chill on the back of his neck; a sick feeling, like right before you get the flu. Wallace figures it is just paranoia. “I think I might be getting sick from being outside, in the rain, for the last couple of days. I need to get cleaned up too.”
“Don’t you turn all pussy, on me, Wallace. We are outlaws now. Time to, suck it up.” William laughs. “When you go into the store, get yourself some medicine too.”
The rain comes down harder and harder. They can barely see the road and almost miss their exit ramp. A little farther west, about five minutes away, stands the Target store, William was talking about, to his brother. 
Wallace is more nervous than ever. He can feel the presumed pressure from law enforcement, closing in on them. He can already see the freedom of the open road that lies ahead. He just has to get over the state line which seems to elude them. The last thing Wallace wants to be doing right now is walking through a department store, looking for clothes and cold medicine. Wallace pulls into the store’s parking lot. He finds a parking spot and shuts the car down. William appears to be regretting his decision to stop now and a worried expression is present on his face. Wallace takes a quick look around. He gets out of the car with his fishing cap on his head and runs through the rain and into the store.
The department store is pretty empty of customers. Wallace sticks out like a sore thumb. He is covered from head to toe with blood and mud. Other patrons glance at him and then look away. Wallace walks the store, feeling the heat of surveillance cameras, as he hurriedly, walks the isles to the clothing department. To make matters worse, only one of the infinite number of check out registers are open. He waits in line. A mother and her four-year-old son stand in front of Wallace. The boy mentions how dirty the man behind them is, to his mother. She knows. Wallace watches the doors of the store. More people get in line behind him, and they look him up and down. He feels trapped, under the stares. He can hear his heart beating loud, drowning out the music piped through the store’s speakers, in his head. Wallace is just seconds away from panicking. The woman and her son are now walking away, with their bags in hand.
“Sir, are you ready to check out?” The cashier asks. She sees his condition, and she’s embarrassed for him.
The people behind Wallace groan with impatience.
Wallace snaps out of it. “You bet your sweet ass; I’m ready. I’ve been waiting in line for almost ten damn minutes.”
The cashier turns red and looks down at her feet. She begins to ring up his merchandise. Wallace pays with some of the stolen money, grabs his bags, and walks out the doors, as fast as he can.
Wallace returns to the car, twenty-five minutes later. 
William had a chance to take a quick nap. He wakes up and looks at his watch, it is 11:50 a.m. Wallace pulls some clothes out of the shopping bag. “I got you some shirts and some pants, William.”
“Did you get me some new shoes? I needed some new shoes.” William looks concerned. “I ruined these yesterday. I stunk up Brian’s place last night when I took them off.” He smiles.
“Do you want me to go back in there?” Wallace is soaked from running through the pouring rain, and he’s irritated. “Why don’t you go in there and get your own damn shoes and see if I’m still here when you come out.”
William replies, “I waited for you. When we get into Minnesota, I’m gonna get some new shoes.”
“Or until I get sick from the smell.” Wallace laughs.
“I’m gonna take my shoes off, right now!”
Wallace and William are about to go on a road trip like they never have before. William did not plan on riding out west with Wallace. Wallace was not supposed to have lived passed the morning. William is glad, he, in reality, did not kill his brother, and he is glad that Wallace is there with him. They have never spent much time with each other in such close proximity lately, without being drunk. It’s been at least six years since they have gone anywhere far, in a car together. William planned on the robbery and get away. He never thought about spending so much time in a car with Wallace.
Wallace starts the car. The car is running a little rougher, now. Wallace and William give each other a nervous look. Wallace puts the transmission in drive, and the car takes off. They drive back towards the tollway. They see a sign at the entrance ramp. “LEFT NORTH WISCONSIN.” 
William reads the sign and realizes he’s home free.
Wallace turns left onto the tollway on-ramp. William turns on the radio, and they both start singing “Crazy Train.” For a couple of seconds all the stresses, from the past few days, disappear. The Beetle hits 65 miles per hour and the engine hums, as they roll down the tollway. There is a large amount of water on the roadway, so Wallace has to be careful. Wallace has always been a good driver. He feels the wheels of the car begin to hydroplane. William feels it too. Wallace takes his foot off the gas. He and William look at each with relief. 
“Remember, Brother, the roads are pretty slippery,” William says, nervously.
“I know this rain is really coming down. I can barely see the road.” Wallace is anxious. He cannot wait to get out of Illinois, and he fights his urge to drive very fast.
The news that Wallace and William might be dead is about to change. Unbeknownst to the general public; the police investigators and the FBI have been on Pease brother’s trail. The authorities are at the rest stop. They are looking at the surveillance camera video with the two older gentlemen, who are missing their car. As soon as they reported their vehicle stolen, it peaks the F.B.I.’s attention. Watching the video, the investigators spot the beat-up Chevy Suburban in the parking lot. They follow Wallace is taking the gas cans out of the pickup truck. The older gentlemen watch the video too and see their Beetle parked in the rest stop. They see a man wearing a brown and yellow fishing hat walk beside their vehicle and stop. The video operator zooms in, on the scene. Someone left their keys in the ignition. In the background, the two older gentlemen see themselves helping the women fix their flat tire. The suspect gets in the Beetle and drives it away. More video shows the Beetle pull up behind the Suburban and then leave the parking lot.
 The two good Samaritans start to argue and blame each other about the unattended keys in the ignition of their car. Everyone watches more video intently from another camera location that shows the Beetle getting off the tollway followed by the Suburban at Irene Road. The two older gentlemen are upset. One of the men made a mistake, and now their car is gone. They leave the rest stop security office and continue to argue outside in the hall.
When the older gentlemen leave, an FBI agent asks his partner. “How many vehicles were found at the gravel pit? Did you see the springs on the Suburban? They did not take any coin from the bank. The suspects might have bodies in the back of that truck because the rearend showed evidence of a lot of weight.”
His partner replies, “I suppose there could be bodies back there. We still have not found Mr. Roy McClure. Wallace Pease is responsible for many of the deaths we know. There might be more that we do not know about yet. There was only one vehicle found at the gravel pit, and that was the Suburban. We do have in custody the two notes. The body parts we have found are getting analyzed right now for D.N.A.”
“We have to find out where that Volkswagen Beetle went. Send out an all-points bulletin on that vehicle. I do not think those men are really dead. If we find the car, we will probably find them. We have to believe that they are still alive. We have to talk to Jane Schulte again. Ask agent Thorn to pick her up and bring her here for further questioning. Tell Mrs. Pease, we have more information to update her with, so she comes along with you voluntarily. We need to find out if there is anyone else, William would want to kill. Her life might be in danger. I think she is a link to Roy’s disappearance. There might be someone else missing; we do not know about yet.”
The F.B.I. agents tuck their notes away and put on their coats and caps. They step outside and shake their heads about the weather, as they look at the sky. They lower their heads, but their caps still blow off. The wind pushes the rain sideways, into their faces. The agents chase down the hats and escape quickly to their car. 
William is mesmerized by the wipers moving back and forth across the windshield. He has not slept well for a couple of days. He decides to use this time to take another nap. William closes his eyes and starts to dream about living on an open plain. His house is surrounded by golden fields. The sun is shining, and he feels happy. He thinks he must be somewhere in the Dakotas, Wyoming, or Montana. Where ever he is, he’s far away from Illinois.
The hum of the beetle’s engine is soothing. All of a sudden the R.P.M.s of the engine decrease and the car starts to slow down. Wallace did not take his foot off the gas. Wallace panics inside. The engine begins to sputter and soon shuts down altogether. William wakes up from his very short nap to a new nightmare.
William is concerned, almost panicked. “What did you do?”
“I didn’t do anything!”
Wallace is now pulling the car off to the shoulder of the road. The car coasts to a stop. He tries over and over to restart the engine.  The engine tries to turn over, but it just will not start. There is a smell of burnt engine oil inside the car. Wallace gives up and pulls the hood latch release. The rain has not let up. Wallace grabs the fishing hat and gets out of the car. He opens the hood and begins to investigate the engine. William leans over to look at the gas gauge and make sure they did not run out of gas. Wallace checks the oil. He wipes the dipstick on his shirt and sees the engine oil is jet black. Puts it back in and pulls the stick back out. There’s almost no oil on the stick at all. Wallace quickly walks back to the driver’s side and gets back to the car. There is a sticker on the window that tells the owner when to get an oil change, and Wallace sees this note. He puts his head down on the steering wheel and laughs.
“What’s wrong?” There is now fear in William’s eyes.
Wallace is very upset. “The people, who own this car, haven’t had this car serviced in a long, long time. The oil should’ve been changed eight months and over 12,000 miles ago. There is absolutely no oil left in the engine. I checked. We are screwed. We are screwed. Did you see any motor oil in the trunk?”
William puts his head in his hands. “Our only option is to take another car, Brother.” 
Mason has pulled back onto the road. He points Charity north, towards Wisconsin. With the way, it’s been raining and all of the travelers, the chances are greater, that someone might need assistance. Billy’s breath is fogging up his side window again, as he looks out of the side of the tow truck. Mason turns up the fan to remove the haze from the windows. Billy sees a car on the shoulder first. Then Mason sees it too. The car looks familiar to Mason.
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Justin Hayward
Mason says, “It’s our Good Samaritans. You know, those older guys who helped those ladies change the flat tire on their car back at the rest stop. That’s the same blue convertible Volkswagen Beetle, all right.” Mason is happy to return the favor and help those guys out.
“Yes. I remember. That was right before our lunch break,” Billy replies. “You’re gonna need your raincoat now, Dad.”
“I know. I hope there’s a simple solution to their problem. I don’t think it is gonna be that easy though. I see they have their engine hood up.” Mason turns his hazard lights on. 
Wallace sees flashing yellow lights, behind the beetle, through the rain. The lights get brighter as the tow truck gets closer. Mason pulls up behind the disabled Beetle. Mason turns around and reaches for his raincoat, on the back seat. It continues to rain steadily. Mason finds and puts the raincoat on.
William sees yellow flashing lights of the tow truck now parked behind them. He is relieved that those flashing lights are not red and blue. William reaches into the back seat and grabs the shotgun. He gives it to Wallace. Wallace puts it back. The windows inside the Beetle are all fogged up, and they cannot see outside very well.
Wallace insists, “I’m not gonna need a gun. The man does not know who we are. Maybe he can give us a ride or a tow. You know everyone thinks we’re dead. The cops are no longer looking for us. To the tow truck driver, we are just some people who only need help.”
“I’m putting my life in your hands, Brother. This better work,” William says. He puts his head back into his hands.
Mason gets out of the tow truck and walks towards the blue Beetle.
“What’s taking that guy so long?” William is getting antsy. He puts his hand on his gun.
“You stay here. Let me take care of this.” Wallace sees the anxiety on Williams's face. He knows the suspense is killing him.   
Just as Mason stepped out of the tow truck, an emergency call came over his truck radio. An all-points bulletin on the blue convertible Volkswagen Beetle comes over the radio. Billy does not pay attention until he hears “Beetle.” The announcer goes on to say, “The occupants of the car are armed and dangerous.” The message is repeated.
 Billy pays full attention this time. He looks out at the car through the foggy windows. It’s the same car that is described, down to the license plate number. It’s too late though, to stop him. Mason is just steps away from confronting the Pease brothers.
“Hold tight, Brother. He’s here,” Wallace says to William. William still has his head in his hands.
Wallace gets out of the car and walks over to the passenger’s side and extends his hand to Mason.
“My name is Justin Hayward; I’m so glad you’re here. We are having engine problems,” Wallace says.
“I’m Mason. Too bad we had to meet in these circumstances.” Mason is surprised and taken aback. He tries not to show his surprise. This man is not one of the men who helped fix the flat tire. He notices the fishing hat Wallace is wearing and recognizes it from the rest stop convenience store. Mason thinks this Justin Hayward guy looks ridicules. Mason walks over to the engine compartment. He tries to look inside, to see the passenger, but the windows are too foggy inside the car. Wallace sees the look of surprise on Mason’s face and thinks he has been recognized.
“I think the engine has seized up,” Wallace adds.
Mason is thinking. He rubs his head. “Looks like I’ll have to tow you to a service station. You and your companion can ride with me in my truck.”
Wallace is standing next to Mason looking down at the engine. “Hey, I think I see the problem. Do you see that loose cable?”
Billy saw his dad shake hands with the driver, and now he’s talking to him. Billy is still worried. When his dad gets back to the tow truck, he’s gonna tell him what’s wrong. But now, Billy cannot see his father anymore. Billy’s view is blocked by the raised hood of the car. Billy sees the passenger get out of the car. Billy does not know what to do.
“I don’t see a loose wire,” Mason replies. He looks up at Wallace. Who is standing on his right side.
“Look again. It’s right by your right hand.”
Mason looks again. “I still don’t see it.”
William comes up behind Mason and strikes him on the back of the head with the butt end of his handgun. Mason’s face hits the engine, and he collapses. Wallace swoops down and keeps his body from falling all the way to the ground. Wallace carries Mason to the passenger’s side and puts him inside the Beetle. Billy sees his dad being taken to the car and put into it. He radios dispatch and tells them that his father is hurt, by the bad guys driving the blue Beetle. Wallace wipes the blood off his hands onto his clothes. William opens the trunk and grabs a couple of bags of money and walks quickly to the tow truck. Billy is crying quietly and sees one of the suspects, walking towards the tow truck. Billy dashes to hide behind the front seat, on the floor, under his raincoat and a couple of pairs of his dads cover-alls. William opens the passenger side door and throws the ill-gotten bags of money in the back, behind the front seats. He returns quickly, back to the Beetle, leaving the tow truck door open. Wallace comes back, throws more money in, and then he goes back. Billy does not hear anything from under his cover; accept the engine of the tow truck running and the sound of passing tires on the wet road. William returns. More money gets tossed onto Billy. Billy wonders if they killed his father. All of a sudden, there is a sharp pain on Billy’s back. The end of the shotgun barrel has poked through Billy’s cover and struck him in the back. A few minutes later, Billy hears the two truck doors slam.
“So much for having clean and dry clothes. That was short lived. I’m glad I didn’t waste money on new shoes for you.” Wallace tries to break the tension.
“Shut up and drive,” William huffs.
“How come I always have to drive?” Wallace smiles and looks at William. He is happier behind the wheel of a manlier mode of transportation.
Wallace looks for the hazard button. He turns off the yellow lights and puts the truck into drive, and they slowly pull off of the shoulder. William lets out a sigh of relief.
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Almost Made It
Help is close to Mason. Jesse heard the distress call from Billy, and he was in his Hummer and on the tollway before Wallace and William took off in the tow truck. The F.B.I. has been notified along with the state, county, and local police. Mason is passed out, inside the Beetle and needs help fast. He is bleeding profusely from both the back and front of his head. Jesse flies up to the Beetle and slams on the brakes. The Hummer slides sideways up behind the parked Beetle. The tow truck is already a couple of miles down the road. Jesse runs around to the side of the Beetle, but he cannot see inside the car. He pounds his fists on the windows. Mason does not hear Jesse banging on the car. Jesse runs back to his Hummer and grabs a tire iron from the back of his truck. Jesse walks up to the window and swings the tire iron through the driver’s side window. The window disintegrates instantly into tiny fragments. Jesse drops the tire iron, reaches in and unlocks the doors. Mason is lying on the passenger seat, covered with bits of broken glass. Jesse sees Mason is lying on the passenger’s seat unconscious. Jesse unlocks the doors. He runs around to Mason’s side, and he opens the door. He pulls Mason out into the rain. Mason is lying in a puddle of water. Jesse is yelling at him. “Wake up, wake up.” The rainwater is pouring down, washing the blood away from Mason’s face. Mason finally wakes up. 
“Where’s Billy? Is he okay?” Mason is still lying on the ground next to the Beetle. He rolls his head to the side to look to see that his tow truck is gone. Down inside, Mason knows Billy is still inside Charity. Rocks and pebbles grind their way into the wound, on the back of his head. He feels the pain and puts his hands in front of his eyes, to see the blood running down his hands. He yells to Jesse. “Get me some aspirin. My head is killing me. How come you haven’t told me where Billy is?” Mason still hopes that Billy is inside Jesse’s truck.
Jesse gets the aspirin, from his Hummer and gives it to Mason.
“He is not here, is he? Answer me!”
“No, the people who knocked you out have him. We need to wrap your head, right now. You are bleeding pretty badly!”
“Help me up!” Mason is in a panic. He has Jesse pull him up. Mason pulls off his raincoat and tears off one of the sleeves off. Jesse wraps the clothing around his head and ties it tight. “We have to find Billy and to do that; we have to find that truck.”
Jesse replies quickly, “We can track the tow truck from my Hummer using the G.P.S.”
“Let’s go!” Mason turns and runs the best he can, to the Hummer and gets in then buckles up.
Jesse is one step ahead and already has the Hummer started and running.
Wallace is driving the tow truck towards Wisconsin. Wallace and William pass the last toll booth, and they are a few minutes from Wisconsin. Wallace and William see Illinois State Police parked on the overpasses. There are also Illinois State Police cruisers following a couple of hundred feet behind. William knows they are being tracked. He knows too; the cops know where they are. William is worried now. He and his brother are in a bright as the sun, yellow, large, tow truck. William starts to think they should get off the main roads and lose the cops in the storm. He looks at the gas gage and sees the fuel tank is full. They get up to the state line, and traffic is backed up. “Was there an accident?” Wallace asks out loud. Wallace and William check the rearview mirrors and see that there are three patrol cars following behind them.
Wallace asks, “What should I do now, Brother?”
William smiles and says, “Do you remember bumper cars? Let’s play bumper cars. We gotta make a path through all this traffic.”
Wallace steps on the gas and tries to squeeze the big truck between two lanes of stopped traffic. The cars slide out of the way on the wet pavement, as the tow truck pushes its way through the lines of stopped vehicles.
“Do you see that gap in the median wall there?”
“You mean the one that says, “AUTHORITY VEHICLES ONLY”?”
“Yes, I do. I believe we are in an authorized vehicle now. Turn around in there. Let’s go back home. I forgot to turn off the light, in the kitchen. Smashing through these cars should buy us some time and get the police off our backs.”
“We are going back to Illinois? I can’t believe it.” Wallace is disgusted.
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Wreckage
Jesse gets a phone call over his radio. The caller tells him the tow truck has turned around and headed southbound now. The Hummer keeps going north.
“You know, we will not get into the path of the stolen tow truck if we stay on this side of the highway,” Mason says. “We need to get into the southbound lanes to try and stop it.”
“You are talking crazy Mason. We can’t drive the wrong way. We will kill somebody.”
The Hummer drives up to a traffic jam. The traffic is backed up two and a half miles behind the wreckage, Wallace has just caused.
“You have to drive in the southbound lanes. They are so close. We have to stop them now! They have Billy.”
Jesse stares ahead through the rain at the oncoming traffic jam. “All right. Hang on tight. This is what these trucks were made for.” Jesse yanks the wheel to the left at 50 MPH. The Hummer slides sideways through the gap in the median. Jesse drives his truck on the grassy median. Mason keeps an eye out for his tow truck.
“There it is!” Jesse yells. He cannot believe his eyes. The tow truck is headed right for them. He pulls the Hummer into the path of the speeding, yellow, battering ram. “I don’t think this is a good idea. That truck is huge. We can’t stop that thing.”
Wallace sees the Hummer in his about five hundred yards away and closing in fast. He grabs the wheel tightly and pushes the gas pedal down.
“We are gonna crush that guy, in that Hummer!” Wallace says.
“That guy is crazy if he thinks he is gonna stop us. We can’t be stopped, Brother.”
“We are gonna drive right over that truck. I hate vigilantes! What a waste of good money!”
Wallace and William are pumping each other up as they prepare for the collision.
Mason gets on the radio, and he yells, “Pull over and stop.”
Wallace hears this and laughs. “There is no way I’m stopping this rig.”
Billy in the back seat of the tow truck and gets uncovered. He pulls himself up from the bags of money and sees the shotgun leaning against him. Through the front windshield, he can also see the Hummer coming at them too. Billy grabs the gun and puts the end of the barrel in Wallace’s ear. “Do what I say and pull this truck over,” Billy says. He tries to disguise his child’s voice, with a low tone.  
William looks over at the barrel of the gun against his brother’s head. “What the hell?” He grabs the barrel of the shotgun. 
Billy pulls the trigger and BANG! The gun blows a hole in the roof of the tow truck right over Wallace’s head.
“Where the hell did you come from? You little shit.” William grabs the gun from Billy. “He almost blew your damned head off!”
Wallace is still driving. He has blood running down the right side of his head. Wallace yanked the wheel to his left and almost wrecked into the median. “WHAT?” Wallace yells.  A constant ringing sound, in his right ear, is all that, he is able to hear. The explosion of the shotgun blast left him temporarily deaf. He puts his hand on the side of his head, and he finds blood on it. Wallace looks over at William and sees his mouth moving, but does not hear what he is saying.
Mason and Jesse watch in horror as the tow truck swerves towards the median and almost tips over, as they pass. Jesse is desperate to catch up. He slams on the brakes and slides his Hummer around at 60 mph. Now they are behind the tow truck but only a couple hundred feet behind. The Hummer slows as the tires spin on the wet ground and then regains speed. By now the state police and FBI are chasing the Pease brothers too. The FBI agents call Mason’s cell phone, plead with him to stop and let the authorities handle the pursuit. The tow truck is now moving at speeds up to 85 mph, and at the speed mixed with wet roads, it is too dangerous to continue the pursuit. Southbound traffic is pulled over and on the shoulder, to keep the path clear for the rampaging maniacs. The rain has now turned to hail. Lightning fills the sky. The Hummer hydroplanes over the water and still manages to catch up with the speeding truck. Jesse pulls up to Wallace’s side of the tow truck. Mason can see Justin, Billy, and a man that is pointing a gun at Billy. Mason pulls his door off of the Hummer off its hinges. 
Wallace looks over and yells, “That man thinks he’s gonna get on this rig!” Wallace turns the tow truck west, onto bypass route 20, off the tollway. The truck swerves and slides, as it gets on a curving ramp. Billy flies backward and hits his head on the window, and he gets knocked out. William looks over and is relieved his brother is okay. He had seen the blood on Wallace’s head. His head must have split open from the end of the barrel of the shotgun.
“Pull over and give up,” Mason says over the tow truck’s radio.
William grabs the mic. and says, “Is this the police?”
“No. I’m the driver of the truck that Justin knocked out.”
William looks at and asks Wallace, “Who the hell is Justin?”
“WHAT? I CAN’T HEAR YOU!” Wallace yells and looks at William. 
“Look out!” William screams. He starts banging on the dashboard, and he points to the road in front of them.
Wallace looks just in time. He turns the wheel back towards the road after almost driving into the wet grassy median.
Wallace and William still have a little luck left. The thunderstorms have grounded the helicopters so they cannot be followed by the air. The quick detour off of the tollway bought them some more time than going the other way. The lead chase police car spins out and blocks the ramp from the other law enforcement vehicles. Jesse and Mason make it through before the police car pileup. Wallace pulls off the highway and heads north, towards downtown Rockford, on Route 2. William thinks they are in the clear again. He checks the rearview mirror, sees only regular traffic, and there are no police cars following them.
Billy is still out cold. The Hummer is actually a one-half mile away and getting closer, but to Mason, it might as well be a million miles away. Wallace slows down to not draw attention or get into an unnecessary collision. Jesse keeps up the speed to catch up. 
Raindrops fall through the hole in the roof and are soaking Wallace’s head. The blood has stained his now dingy tee-shirt red. Wallace is driving like a man possessed and drives through a red light. He drives up to the next light and sees a cop car then slows down. There’s a police car waiting at the intersection, and then it turns right ahead of the tow truck and pulls away. William figures the police in Rockford, somehow, are not looking for them. The State Police and F.B.I. think; the Pease brothers are going south on Route 39, to Bloomington or West, to Freeport.
Jesse is off the highway and onto Route 2, following the tow truck with Mason. They do not tell the police because they think maybe, they can trap the tow truck somewhere, and the police would just get in the way. The Hummer does not slow down. All the traffic lights are green. The Hummer is going 60mph. in a 40mph. zone, throwing all caution to the wind and gaining ground fast. Mason is soaked with rain too. He pulled off his door and now he has no protection from the wind and rain. 
Jesse catches up and speeds up next to the tow truck. Wallace sees the Hummer and puts his pedal to the floor again. Cars are pushed and rammed aside, as the wrecking machine bullies its way through another group of cars stopped at traffic lights. Billie’s body bounces around the back of the tow truck. One by one, cars are destroyed, to the left and to the right. The tow truck swerves and barges its way through traffic. Right behind, is the Hummer and all of a sudden the Rockford Police join the chase. The sky is lit up behind them with red and blue lights. Wallace does not turn the tow truck for anything or anyone; he keeps the wheel straight and runs everything down. Wallace follows a street that takes them east over the river. The escape path filled with curves, one-way streets, and there are many cross streets full of stopped traffic. Cars trying cross paths with the tow truck are obliterated if they do not time their crossings correctly. Wallace does swerve the truck out of the way for an ambulance that pulls out of the hospital. To avoid it, he drives over a curb. The tow truck shimmies and shakes as its frame jump the curb. The Hummer dodges pieces of metal, fiberglass, and other debris scattered by the out of control maniacs. 
Billy wakes up from all the motion and noise of metal on metal grinding and banging. Wallace and William are not aware he has come to. Billy screams and reaches for the shotgun. He surprises William, and they fight for the weapon. Billy is not as powerful as William, but he grabs hold of the firearm, and he does not let it go. William cannot pry it out of his hands. Wallace takes his eyes off the road due to all the distractions. William then releases the gun and Billy falls backward again. Billy thinks he won the struggle, but now, he is unable to get up. He’s off balance, holding the shotgun. Billy gives up trying to get up. He turns the gun around and points the gun at Wallace’s back, from the piles of money between the back seats. He pumps the shotgun and pulls the trigger. “Click” Billy pumps the shotgun again and pulls the trigger. “Click” Billy is horrified and shocked that the gun did not fire. William smiles and holds up two shotgun shells. Billy takes the end of the gun barrel and jabs Wallace in the back of the head.
Wallace is taking a beating. He has a gash over his right ear and a gash on the back of his head from the shotgun barrel. The top of his shirt has turned red with the blood that has flowed down from the injuries; he has sustained. Wallace reaches behind his seat and grabs Billy’s useless weapon and pulls Billy closer to William. William takes hold of Billy’s arm. Billy is pulled closer to William. William puts him in a headlock. Wallace’s driving does not appear to be suffering though, and he continues to race through the streets on the east side of Rockford. Police have the cross streets blocked off from traffic.
A spike strip is thrown out in front of the tow truck. Wallace notices a yellow raincoated, policeman runs out onto the road and then he runs back out of the way, back to his police car. Wallace does not see the spike strip, but he has seen cop shows before and figures a spike strip has been deployed right in the path of his truck. He aims the tow truck towards the fleeing police officer and demolishes the police cruiser. The body of the police car spins around and catapults the patrolman across the rain-saturated, grassy, shoulder of the road. He barely escapes the impact with his life, and he is able to slide twenty feet, away from the spinning cop car, and avoids being crushed to death. Wallace smiles an evil grin, at his brother. They both look back to see their accomplishments and then, Wallace turns his eyes and concentration back to the rain- soaked streets. In a sick way, Wallace is having fun now. He’s trying to take his mind off the pain. It’s almost like racing their friends, back when they were teenagers. The real excitement of it all; was being in the wrong lane, going 70 miles per hour, over a blind hill, and living to talk about it. The more terror, the Pease brothers, bring to others, the more fun they have. Even with all the pain, Wallace is feeling, he still has a smile on his face.
Debra gets word from Beau, the coworker of Mason, which Mason and Billy are involved in a chase with the bank robbers. Debra laughs it off to him. Beau has never liked Mason and thought this would be a good time to talk bad about Mason. Beau thought he was in line to get a new tow truck. He could not understand why Mason was getting a new machine, and he was not. That’s the type of guy Beau is; he thinks he’s better than everyone else. Beau has only worked for the tollway for two years, and it’s been seven years since Mason received new wheels. Debra is a stunning woman and her love for Mason is strong. Beau has had his eye on her and figures Mason took his truck so he will take Mason’s wife. Debra could see in five minutes that Beau was a jerk, the first time she met him, at the company Christmas party. So when she saw his name on the house caller I.D., she figured something was up. Debra is reluctant to answer the telephone call. She does anyway with nervous anticipation. “Hello, Beau,” She answers.
“Hi. Beautiful,” He replies, garishly.
“What do you want Beau? You know Mason is at work. Why are you calling here?” She is now irritated.
“I know. That is why I’m calling. I just thought you should know what kind of trouble Mason is in.” 
Beau does not know the full story. He thinks that someone has only stolen Mason’s tow truck, and now Jesse, Mason, and Billy are in pursuit to get it back. 
“You have a lot of nerve.” Debra is now concerned about what Beau has to say. She asks, “What kind of trouble has my husband found? I’ll tell you what; right now I do not like your tone. So you better get straight to the point.”
Beau answers the question with a question. “What kind of a father would take his son on a police chase?” 
“Why would Mason be in a police chase?” Debra replies. She knows the suspects from the earlier morning bank robbery are presumed dead. She heard that on the news over an hour ago.
“Someone stole his truck, and now Mason is chasing it down with your son.”
There is silence on Debra’s end of the line. Beau waits for a response. She has hung up the phone on Beau, and she punches another number with her fingers. The phone rings and rings. Debra’s call goes to voicemail, and she does not leave a message. She is in panic mode, and she punches another number. The phone rings and rings but no one answers.
Jesse answers and looks at the phone’s screen. The hummer is bouncing and shaking, as he tries to keep control of the wheel while racing through the city streets. He puts the phone up to his face. “Hold on a second.” He shouts over the noise and passes the phone to Mason.
Debra hears the horn of Jesse’s Hummer over the phone, and it sounds like total chaos. Mason looks at Jesse with annoyed curiosity. Why would you answer the phone now? Jesse mouths to Mason that Debra is on the phone. Mason grabs the phone and looks at who is calling. Mason shakes his head. He knows every promise he made to Debra today, has been broken and now, Billy’s life is in jeopardy.  He covers one ear to block out the commotion and puts the phone to the other ear.
“Hello?”
“Mason, is that you?”
“Yes, it’s me!” He shouts into the phone. 
“How come you didn’t answer your phone? Is it true you, Jesse and Billy are chasing down your new tow truck, and those criminals? Are you taking my son on a police chase?” Debra asks sternly.
“You have to speak up; I can’t hear you.”
Debra repeats her questions, this time by yelling them into the phone. Now, she is even more upset because of the evidence stacking up, that the jerk, Beau was right. Mason is chasing his truck down.
Mason does not answer Debra’s questions fast enough for her. He is concentrating on the chase and getting Billy back.
Jesse drives over a curb to follow the tow truck through a shopping center parking lot. Mason bounces out of his seat, and Jesse’s cell phone drops out of his hands and out of the Hummer. Mason looks back at the cell phone bouncing along the ground. He has to get his son back in one piece. Mason grabs the CB radio mic. and says, “We will give you some room to stop and let the boy go.”
William replies, “We are not gonna let him go until we are far away from you guys. You have to back off.”
Jesse hears this and slows down. The distance between them and the tow truck grows bigger, almost doubles. A speeding police car, followed by another and another, fly by the Hummer with their sirens blaring and their lights flashing, following behind the tow truck. 
“I have to get a hold of the police and tell them they have a hostage in that truck,” Mason says.
He gets back on the radio and asks to speak to the agent in charge. “They have a hostage.”
The F.B.I. agent replies, “I know, Mason we have been able to monitor the transmissions coming to and from the tow truck. I am agent Anthony. We are gonna give them some space, and hopefully, they will let your son go. You need to stop the pursuit now. We will capture the suspects. We will not let them get away. Let us do our jobs here.”
Mason gets back in touch with the William. “I talked to the guy in charge, and he’s going to pull all police back. You have to let the boy go. One last thing, if you hurt one hair on his head, I’m gonna hunt you down and kill you, myself.”
“I don’t think you’re in any position to tell me what to do. I’ll throw this boy out of this damn truck if I want to, and you will have to scrape up all the little pieces off of the road.” 
“I’m not a hostage negotiator. I just want my son back. I don’t care what you have done already, or what else happens after I get him back.”
Wallace is pulling the truck back onto the tollway. Wallace and William, with pursuers in tow, have blazed a trail of destruction, through the streets of Rockford. Wallace has driven the tow truck now in a complete circle. They pass broken down cars that were smashed up a half hour before. Wallace gets onto the south and eastbound lanes, and he sees up ahead the police cruiser pileup is still blocking the southbound ramps. His only choice is to go east, towards the city of Chicago and its suburbs. Wallace looks at the gas gauge, and he is pleased. There is still over three-quarters of a tank of gas, and the truck is running fine; even though Wallace has been driving her hard. William throws Billy back with his free arm and points his handgun at him with his other hand. Billy curls up in the backseat of the tow truck.
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Minus One Plus One
Debra sees something on the television that stops her from walking through her living room. She has had her television on all day with the volume turned up, to get the latest scoop on the bank robbery and the bodies found in Irene. Now, there are reports coming out of Rockford about the destruction caused by a stolen tow truck from the tollway and the ensuing police chase. The reporters go on to show a video of the many vehicles damaged, possibly by the two men, who were earlier presumed dead. Debra turns up the volume even more and grabs her shoes and coat.
The police figure out that the Pease brothers are going east on Route 90. The tollway is closed down and cleared of all car traffic now. The police ask truck drivers of eighteen-wheelers to help perform a rolling roadblock and only a few agree to help. Truckers use their eighteen wheelers to block the exits from escape and wait for the tow truck to approach. 
Wallace is now getting tired of running and the stress of being injured about his head. His head is throbbing all over, and his ears are still ringing. Wallace’s driving is starting to suffer, because of the lack of concentration, or maybe it is the loss of blood. The tow truck gets closer to the waiting rolling roadblock. The speed of the tow truck slows behind the eighteen wheelers. Wallace and William do not realize what’s going on. They try to pass a truck on the shoulder, and the truck swerves back into their path. They watch as the tractor trailers weave in front of them. Wallace is intent on passing the trucks by and does not see the hummer closing in fast. Wallace tries to pass a big rig on the right. Wallace sees a warning on the semi-trailer. “PASSING ON RIGHT SIDE… IS SUICIDE” He says to his brother, “You see that sign?”
“Yes, I see it. We gotta take our chances though, Brother.”
Wallace pulls the wheel to the right, and presses his foot down hard on the gas. He drives towards the right shoulder. The three semis in front move to the right, in unison. Wallace slams on the brakes. The Hummer is now really close and almost hits the tow truck. So far, Wallace and William do not know they are there. Wallace tries to pass on the right again with the same results. Wallace and William find themselves, only going 30 miles per hour. Jesse pulls up on the left side of the truck, and Mason jumps from the Hummer and onto the tow truck. Wallace and William watch the Hummer speed ahead, passed the trucks, and disappear.
Wallace does not see Mason on the tow truck. Mason pulls himself up by the locker box door handles. Wallace slams on the brakes to bring the wrecking machine to a sudden stop. Mason goes flying forward towards the back of the cab and hits the back of the cab, with a thud. Billy hears the bump from inside and looks through the back window. Jesse in the Hummer along with the semis continues on their way, leaving the tow truck behind. William turns to look. 
Billy is hoping to distract William, he acts like he’s moving around.
“You better stay still, boy,” William says.
Mason thinks he has found a way to get inside Charity. He sees a pry bar that’s strapped to the body of the tow truck. Mason crawls over to it and unstraps it. 
Wallace wonders why the Hummer is no longer chasing them. The eighteen wheelers also give the brothers more room to maneuver. So Wallace pushes the gas pedal to the floor again. Mason now struggles to hold onto the locker box door handles and hold onto the pry bar at the same time. The wind is blowing him back, and the rain pelts him in the face as Mason makes his way to the driver’s side door. The Hummer slows down and pulls up to the passenger’s side of the tow truck from the other side of one of the trailers. William can see and realizes there is only one person in the Hummer.
Where did the other guy I seen earlier go? 
William turns to ask his brother the same thing, and he sees Mason with the pry bar in his hand mid-swing, at the last second. It’s too late, and Wallace’s window shatters. Wallace saw it coming too late, and he is knocked out, instantly. The end of the pry bar smashes through the window, and the sharp, hooked, end of the bar catches Wallace’s eye and rips it out from its socket. Wallace slumps over the steering wheel as blood flows from his left eye socket. Mason loses his slippery grip on the pry bar and drops it to wet pavement. It bounces onto the road and is left behind the speeding truck. Mason reaches into the cab and pulls the door open and Wallace falls out of the tow truck at 50 mph. Wallace is done fighting now, he falls to the ground, slides and flops around, like a rag doll. He lies there, in the middle of the highway, motionless. He is motionless as the paramedics and police arrive and immediately surround his body. 
William can only watch in the rearview mirror and is caught off guard. He pulls out his handgun too late. The tow truck slows down as Mason jumps in and across the seat onto William. William falls back against his door and locks it. Mason has his hands around William’s neck. William cannot reach his weapon behind him while his body is pressed up against the door. The tow truck finally comes to a complete stop. 
Mason yells to Billy. “Get out of the truck! Get out of the truck and run!” 
Billy jumps over the driver’s seat. He leaps out of the door and runs out into the pouring rain and back to the trailing police cars. William pushes himself back off of the door and pushes Mason back and onto the pile of money bags that have made their way to the front from the back of the truck. William pulls out his gun and starts beating Mason on the side of his head with the butt of the handgun. William crawls over Mason and pushes him down into the pile of bags as he makes his way back to the driver’s seat. William knows he has to stay ahead of the police. He gets into the driver’s seat, restarts the truck, and takes off again. 
Billy stops running and turns to look at Charity rumbling away. The police had pulled their cars in front of the tow truck. The police fire their weapons at the tires of the rig and the bullets are off their mark. Billy falls to the ground. The tow truck smashes through the roadblock. The police cars are demolished. The officers have to run down to Billy and recover him. William aims his weapon at the police as they run passed the death machine. He looks into the rearview mirror to see the destruction he has left behind. 
Billy is safe with the police now. He is battered and bruised, and his shirt is torn. He has cuts on his face and hands. On his pants and shirt are blood stains. Billy is soaked from head to foot. The police will soon, take him to the rest stop, where the F.B.I. has set up a command post. Billy arrives, and agents greet him there. Billy recognizes the place from his earlier lunch break with his father, and he is reminded of his father. Now, it seems so long ago. One of the F.B.I. agents introduce himself, and he asks him if his mom is home, or where she can be reached. Billy tells the agent; his mom is at home, and he gives him a home phone number. A doctor then comes in and asks to examine Billy for severe injuries. Billy and the doctor step into another office. 
Debra hears her cell phone ring, and she thinks its Mason checking in. She looks at the phone, and the call is from Washington D.C. She answers the call, and it’s the F.B.I.
“Mrs. Turner?”
“Yes.” Debra is now shaking with fear. This is a call she has dreaded all day, and now, two of her loved one’s lives are in jeopardy.  
“This is agent Anthony from the F.B.I. I have your son here with me. Don’t worry, Mam. Billy is okay I cannot say that for his clothes. He will definitely need a new change of clothes and shoes. Everything Billy has on has to be logged in as evidence.”
“What about his father?”
“We have set up a command center, at the tollway rest stop, not far from your residence. We expect to see you shortly. We can answer any more questions yo have then.” Agent Anthony hangs up the phone.
Debra wonders why if they have Billy, how come they did not mention her husband. Why didn’t he answer her question? Luckily, she’s ready to go all she has to do is grab her car keys, umbrella, and now a change of clothes for Billy. The tollway rest stop is about ten minutes away from home, for Debra. It is plenty of time for her to worry more and more about Mason’s condition. 
Debra rushes around her house getting everything together. Debra is still mad that Mason told her they would be far away from danger and then he gets his son involved chasing dangerous felons. She reaches into her pocket and pulls out her cell phone. She pushes some numbers on her touch screen and the number; her call rings and rings; there is no answer. Why, is he not answering his phone? Debra asks herself. She runs to her car and gets into it.
For the first time in a long time, the Pease brothers are split up, and William is alone. He passes by the rest stop again, and this time there is a black helicopter there next to a medevac helicopter. William looking through the hole in the roof notices it’s no longer raining, and he can see blue skies. But there is still lightning off in the distance. Mason is unconscious again and lucky for him, the passenger side door is locked, and William lost his gun after he beat him with it. William is not concerned with Mason or the weather. He just wants to get away.
Debra pulls up to the rest stop. The weather has cleared up enough, to allow a medevac helicopter to take off. She has never seen so much law enforcement activity anywhere but on television.  There are many ambulances and paramedics too, but mostly police. She says to herself inside her car. Most of these people could be in pursuit of the suspects right now, not pushing papers. Debra pulls into a parking spot, and the wind from the propellers of the helicopter blow her long brown hair in her face when she gets out of the car. She brings a change of clothes for Billy and an umbrella just in case of a downpour later.
There seems to be an endless line of law enforcement officials going in and out clogging up the entrance to the main building and Debra chooses to check it out. She makes her way, through the crowd, over to the building. She steps inside, and no one notices her. Debra looks for signs of her family, as she walks through the hallway. 
Billy spots her through a glass window. She sees him, too. Billy is in an office and runs out to meet his mother. He has next to nothing on, only a hospital gown. They greet each other with hugs and kisses. They are standing in front of a young woman. The woman is sitting on a chair, against the wall, holding her baby and the woman is crying. Billy wraps his arms around Debra’s waist. They squeeze each other tight like they never have before. Debra looks down at Billy and kisses his head. His hair is dirty and a mess. Debra mentions his clothes are gone, and she holds him back at arm’s length to get a better look at his new wardrobe. “What has happened to my Billy? You are a mess. Where are all your clothes?” She pulls him back to her and gives him another big hug. Debra figures Mason is talking to the authorities; that’s why is not there right now. Billy and his mom hug, for what seems like an eternity. 
Billy wants to tell her about his adventure, and he pulls away. They take the empty seats and sit down next to the crying woman. Billy excitedly starts telling his mom about struggling with his kidnappers. Billy motions, with his arms and hands, how he struggled and fought with his captors. Debra notices the mourning woman crying more and more. Their joy is in sharp contrast to the woman’s apparent despair. 
A F.B.I. agent comes out of the office on the other side of Billy and interrupts Billy’s story. “You must be Mrs. Turner. We are pleased we could return your son, Billy, back to you. You know you have a very brave boy here. I’m agent Anthony. Billy is going to have some minor bumps and bruises for a couple of days. We had the paramedics, and a doctor look him over, and I have some paperwork for you to look over and sign. I’m sorry we have to keep his clothes, as evidence.”
Debra is happy to have her son safe, and now she wonders where her husband is. “Where is Mason, my husband?”
The woman sitting next to her stops crying and seems to be listening intently. Debra gives the woman a quick glance while waiting for an answer.
“Your husband, Mason is still involved in the chase.”
Debra is shocked. She stands up and then has to sit back down. “You mean to tell, me he’s still chasing those murdering thieves?”
“Mason is inside the tow truck with one of the suspects. He appears to be a hostage,” Anthony replies.
Billy chimes in, “Dad said, “He was gonna kill them. Mom, Dad, is fighting the bad guys. One bad guy pointed a gun at me, and I fought with him, too.”
“Here, take these clothes I brought you, and go put them on.” 
The woman in the chair is sobbing out loud. Her distress disrupts the conversation.
“I’m overjoyed that I have my Billy back. Now, you better get moving and bring my Mason back here to me.”
Agent Anthony hands Debra a card. “We are working on it, as you and I speak. If you have any questions, call me at the number on the card. When I find out more information, I will contact you.”
Another agent walks up to agent Anthony and whispers something in his ear.
“Well, I have to go now, Mrs. Turner. I will be in touch, as the situation develops.” Agent Anthony is about to leave, and then he turns his attention to the woman sitting in the chair next to Debra. “Do you have any more questions or did you think of any more information that might help us capture the suspect and bring him in alive, Mrs. Pease?” He hands her a tissue.
“No, there is nothing more I can remember,” Jane replies.
“Good day then. I will be in touch with you both when information becomes available.” He turns, walks away quickly, and is immediately mobbed by other agents.
The officials talk amongst themselves. Jane overhears the news that the chase is about twenty miles east of the rest stop and a helicopter is going to be taking off in a couple of minutes.
Debra looks at the clock on the wall, and it says it is 3:05.
Debra begins to cry too. She realizes Mason should be walking in the door at home at this time. Jane grabs her hand and cries too.
Jane is upset. Her only chances of a good life are literally passing her by right now. She has made some bad choices in the past, and she no longer wants to live this way. She’s worked too long, and she’s not going to let this opportunity to slip away. Jane now knows what she has to do. She stops crying and wipes the tears away from her eyes. She picks up Jean and gives her a kiss on the cheek. “You have to be a good girl now,” Jane whispers. She turns to Debra and asks her to watch her baby while she uses the washroom. Jane walks behind the crowd of law enforcement officials and disappears. Debra watches this strange woman walk away and wonders how she could just trust a stranger like this with her baby.
William is not stopping. The semis in front of him have been able to slow his escape down, but they have not been able to stop it. He has been running for which seems like an eternity, and he misses Wallace, already. William sees signs for Elgin, Illinois, and he knows the highway opens up from two to four eastbound lanes. He is only doing about 45 miles per hour behind the rolling roadblock, and he is losing patience. The State Police and Kane County Sheriffs have been waiting to take over the chase. The Winnebago, Boone, McHenry, and DeKalb County police are peeling off to take care of the mess that was left behind, in their jurisdictions.
Debra begins to wonder, who that woman is and where she is. More than a few minutes have passed. Debra does not let Billy know she is concerned. Billy is playing with Jean. He went through the ABC’s, a couple of times and her mother is still not back from the restroom. Mrs. Pease, Mrs. Pease? Where have I heard that name before? Debra thinks to herself. “Billy, what was the last name of the wicked men?”
“I can’t remember, Mom. I didn’t hear what their last names were. Look, another helicopter is taking off.” Billy runs to the door, so he can get a better look outside. He runs and presses his face to the glass of the door. “Oh, Mom, I see the baby’s mommy outside. She didn’t use the washroom. That woman is leaving. She’s out in the parking lot.”
Debra cannot hear Billy. There is too much commotion in the hallway. She puts her hand to her ear and motions that she cannot hear him. He yells back to her again. Debra puts the baby back down in her car seat and walks over to the glass door next to Billy. “What do you see? I know the helicopter is taking off.”
“No, that’s not what I said. I said. I saw the baby’s mom, in the parking lot.”
“Where did you see the baby’s mom? Where did she go?”
“I don’t know. She disappeared when I turned to tell you, that I saw her.”
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Exact Change Only
The width of the eastbound toll road widens, and the few semis can no longer box in the hijacked tow truck. Two of the trucks try to sandwich the truck between them. William fights back to keep them from smashing the truck flat. He steers the menacing machine side to side ramming and bouncing between the two semis trailers. William looks up and sees they are getting closer to the toll plaza. William stops swerving the tow truck and pushes down hard on the gas pedal and pushes his way towards the cash-only lanes. These lanes take drivers to actual booths to pay their tolls with cash. The semis matches the truck’s speed, and they gain speed on the tow truck. William’s lead disappears. The semi drivers succeed in catching up to the getaway truck. The semis catch up, and William is able to look the semi drivers in the eyes. He sticks out his hand and points to the approaching toll plaza. The toll attendants run for their lives, from their booths, when they see the three trucks barreling their way and barely escape certain death. The vigilante truck drivers are too concerned with squashing the get-away truck between them; they do not notice they are closing fast, on the toll plaza. Somehow, William precisely guides the tow truck through the narrow I Pass lane, doing 60 miles per hour, smashing through a wooden barricade. The semi on the right peels off at the last minute; one rig makes it through, but the trailer gets hung up on a concrete lane barrier separating the lanes. The trailer rides up the barricade lifts up and lands on top of a toll booth. The wrecked tractor trailer rolls over on its side. The other semi hits the concrete barrier head-on, at 60 miles an hour, on the other side of the lane. The crash is thunderous; the other truck flies fifteen feet into the air, slicing through the roof of the toll plaza.  The semi falls sideways onto another booth dragging its trailer behind. William lets out a howl of excitement and as he checks the rear view mirrors. He can see the two semi-trucks lying on their sides and the dust and smoke rising from the destruction. Jesse has to stop and turn around. The toll booths are completely blocked with debris.
Unrestrained and with the open road ahead, William pushes the pedal down and the tow truck swings around some parked semis and picks up steam. Jesse follows way behind now, to back up his friend. Before long, William has the truck doing 65 mph, and he crosses the Fox River. Mason has regained consciousness when William let out a howl, but now he is waiting for the right time to strike; so for now, he stays still.
The rain had stopped falling and the sky has turned blue again. The roads are still wet and slick. The storms appear to be off in the southern skies, now.
A couple of Cook County Sheriff Police cars come down the ramp onto the road and try to get in front of the tow truck. William can see another pair of police vehicles and this time they want to play chicken. They are more substantial in size compared to the smaller Impalas and Chargers; the other sheriff's police were driving. The police vehicles now are Chevrolet Tahoe, and they are coming the wrong way towards the tow truck, and they turn in front and block the way passed. William looks behind and sees a flurry of flashing lights, far behind. In front, two police vehicles wait. William aims for the area where the two front-ends meet. The SUV police cruisers are no match for the tow truck’s momentum, and he smashes right through. Both police vehicles are pushed backward, from the collision.
A helicopter is heard above the tow truck, and William looks through the hole in the roof to catch only a glimpse of it. He puts his head closer to the front window and thinks he sees a shooter in the helicopter. William sees sharpshooters have been placed on the next overpass at Route 59. The police are done fooling around, and they are ready to kill William.  William put his head closer to the windshield to see the helicopter again.
That’s when Mason springs up and leaps backward towards William. The truck slows and swerves when William loses control. Inside the tow truck, another struggle ensues, and it’s just an old-fashioned slugfest. William and Mason beat each other, trading punches and shoving each other onto various parts of the interior of the truck. The police are wondering, what is going on, inside the rig. Apparently, it is out of control; it lurches from side to side. The men inside are both fighting for their lives. The heap of steel suddenly slows, but it does not stop. William manages to stay in his seat and keep the truck moving. The tow truck swerves erratically, as it enters the sharpshooters’ kill zone.
The police, snipers, can see the fight in progress, through their rifle scopes, and in desperation, fire at the tow truck regardless. The bullets strike off their mark.  William and Mason can hear the rounds strike, but they do not stop fighting. The shots, the police snipers fire, ricochet off the walls, inside the cab of the tow truck.  Other shots bounce off the outside of the truck. The sharpshooters stop shooting after the first volley because they can’t get a clear shot without possibly killing Mason, so they stop firing their weapons.
The police thought that they would be able to stop William, by now, in his tracks. They do not have backup snipers in place yet. 
Jesse pulls up in the Hummer to the passenger’s side of the tow truck, and Mason sees him. Mason smiles at Jesse, unlocks the door, and tries to open it, to jump out. The door has been damaged extensively, from all the collisions, and now will not open. Mason tries to push the door open, and he puts his shoulder into it. William laughs and swings the truck to the right. Mason falls backward, and he is now on the floor, looking up at William. William still has the gun in his hand, and he points it at Mason’s face. Jesse rams the side of the tow truck. The shaking causes William’s aim to be off, at the last second, right as William fires his weapon and the shot is off the mark. The bullet ricochets off the metal around the cab. The slug comes to rest on the passenger side floorboard. William turns his head, away from Mason. Mason is able to quickly get back up and knock the gun out of William’s hand. He is also able to get into the back of the cab, behind William. 
Jesse races back up; the tow truck is slowing down again. Jesse gets too close, and William sideswipes the driver’s side of the Hummer. The Hummer gets spun around. Mason is behind William. He is looking around the cab to see where the handgun went to. The tow truck T-bones the hummer. The hummer gets stuck across the front end of the tow truck. Jesse can’t get his Hummer off of the killing machine’s front bumper. From behind William, Mason can see that Jesse is in big trouble. The tow truck pushes the Hummer sideways down the road. The tires are still squealing on the wet pavement, and it’s ready to tip over at any second. The rolling roadblock has slowed again, and William wedges the Hummer up against the rear of the tractor trailers performing the rolling roadblock. Jesse screams in horror and locks eyes with Mason, just before, William drives over the Hummer crushing the Hummer’s cab flat, between the tow truck and the semi-trailers. Jesse is dead. The body of the Hummer is flattened and bounces behind the lumbering mass of rolling steel. William slams on the brakes. The tow truck bounces to a screeching halt. Mason is behind William and has his hands around his neck, and William has had enough. William swings wildly behind his head while trying to gasp for air, and a finger catches Mason’s eye. Mason falls back with his hand over his right eye and lands on the money bags. William turns the tow truck around and heads west through the grassy shoulder.  Mason grabs a bag of money and hits William in the back of the head. William falls over and hits his face on the steering wheel. He falls onto the center counsel. Mason jumps on William’s back and wraps his hands back around his adversary’s neck. Mason throws William over to the passenger side of the tow truck. Mason regains control of his rig and slows Charity to a complete stop. 
Mason is relieved that all the struggling is over and takes a moment to catch his breath. He thinks he has killed William. Mason sees an undercover F.B.I. cruiser coming towards the tow truck, at high speed. It’s the police coming to take custody of the last suspect. Mason is more relieved. William is either too exhausted to move, or he is knocked unconscious. Whatever it is, Mason does not care, as long as, William is not moving. Mason is also happy that his son is safe and to be back in the driver’s seat of his own truck. He gets on the radio and calls headquarters to let them know he is okay Mason can see an ambulance down the road, parked nearby the smashed Hummer. He knows Jesse is in deep trouble down there. The semis that slowed the chase has finally stopped moving. A call over the radio lets Mason know, Jesse is dead. Mason grips and rests his head on the steering wheel in despair. 
The unmarked police car gets closer. Mason can hear it stop beside the tow truck. 
“Well, it looks like your ride is here,” Mason says as he rests and rolls his head on the steering wheel, to look down at William. Mason can feel the sunshine on the back of his head. He tries to laugh, but his head hurts too much.
Mason hears a car door slam shut, and then he hears someone running up to the tow truck. The footsteps get closer, splashing on the wet pavement. Mason lifts up his head, and he sees the sounds are coming from a woman. Now, she’s pointing a gun at his door of the truck. She does not identify herself as law enforcement. She’s screaming for William. Mason can’t believe there is no other police around while he dives towards the back of the tow truck. She fires two shots from her revolver through the driver’s side door. Mason is lying on the bags of money bewildered; the woman is not dressed like an F.B.I. agent, or any other law enforcement agent and she not asking questions first, or shouting commands. She walks closer and pulls the truck door open. She sees William. He is sitting on the passenger seat with his head up against the door. 
William looks over at her, to see from where the shots came. A bullet had found its way into William’s hip, and blood pumps out of the wound slowly. “Jane? What the hell are you doing here?” He whispers and coughs up blood.
“I’m here for what you owe me. You took away all the men in my life, and now I’m gonna take away all of your money.”
William was surprised, at first. “That’s funny, how did I know you would find a way to get your hands on all that I have left.” He coughs, again.
Mason is in the back trying to hide and be quiet. 
Jane ignores Mason and turns her attention towards the money bags in the back seats. “I’m gonna take what’s mine now,” She calmly says. Inside her mind, she is raging. 
The sound of sirens getting closer fills the truck. Jane hurries to grab all the money and forgets about Mason and William. Mason does not say a word and moves to the side with his hands up, to give her better access to the money bags. William lunges towards Jane and misses. She drops a bag of money and turns the gun onto William for the last time. She fires one more shot and shoots him in through his hand. William lets out a cry and slumps to the side, back against the door. He lies motionlessly and silent. Jane runs back to the unmarked F.B.I. car and throws the money into the car and she runs back to get more. After three trips, Jane had all the money out of the truck and into the car. Mason is amazed. He can’t believe what had just happened. William is silent, too silent
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Jane slams the car door closed and speeds away. Mason does not hear William stir anymore. There is a puddle of blood collecting on the floorboard, under the passenger side seat. Mason crawls out of the backseat and looks at William. Mason moves over him and removes William’s hand from his face. There is a bloody hole piercing his hand. William has lost a considerable amount of blood, too much blood for a just a hand wound, and he is not responding. Mason gets back on the radio and tells authorities a story, of a woman shooting up the suspect inside the tow truck. Then the woman took away the stolen money, and he’s going to track her down and bring her to justice. Mason figures why not, he already took two felons down today, and his truck is still up to it.
Jane points her stolen car back to the rest stop where her baby, Jean is. First, she has to find a place to put the money just in case she gets caught; she looks around the car and cannot think of a location to put it. She does not have time to look for another area to hide it. She has to get her baby back before anyone finds out what she has done. The more she drives, the more she realizes that, when she gets back to the rest stop to pick up Jean, she cannot have the money or the gun in her possession. She pulls out her cell phone and calls a friend of Roy’s. She pulls off the tollway and makes her way to a rural road behind a truck stop. She drives up over the hill and around the bend. Jane pulls the car onto the shoulder and gets out of the car. She opens the back door and starts to pull the bags of money out of the car and quickly, throws them in the drainage ditch, alongside the rural roadway. Each bag makes a splashing sound when it hits the standing water. Jane watches each bag disappear under the murky water. A few minutes later, Jane is done tossing the bags away. She looks around for a landmark to remember where she threw away the money. Jane gets back into her car. A call comes over Jane’s phone. Jane is driving again and answers her phone. 
It’s Roy’s friend Larry on the phone. “What do you want? I see on my phone you called, and you are lucky. I am calling you back.”
Jane has no time to argue. “I need you to listen carefully. I put something on the side of the road, and I need you to pick it up for me.”
“Look, just because we screwed once, doesn’t mean we’re friends,” He replies.
“I know. I need you to do us this favor. Roy and I need you to do this for us okay? If Roy is your friend, you will do this. Now go pick it up right now. It’s at Dietrich Road; just over the hill from the truck stop. The bags will be in the ditch on the right-hand side between the entrance and exit of the old amusement park. We will see you later.”
“I thought you didn’t know where Roy was. You have been calling all over the place for him, and now he’s with you? And what’s in the bags?”
“I can’t tell you. I told you where to go and what to do. It’s up to you now. We will see you later, whether you have picked up the bags or not.” Jane hangs up the phone and continues on her way. She gets back onto the tollway and passes car after car, as she speeds back to Jean. The west lanes are open again. Jane can see many police cars and wreckage on the eastbound side of the road.
Debra and Billy wait and wait for the stranger to return to get her baby. Debra does not know what to do about the baby. An agent comes out of the office with a cup of coffee and hands it to Debra. 
“You look like you could use some coffee. Would Billy like some water or pop to drink?” The agent asks. She points at the baby in the car seat on the chair next to Debra. “How old is your child?”
“Oh, she is not my baby. I met a woman sitting here earlier. I think her name is Mrs. Pease, and she left her with me to watch her while she went to go to the washroom about 40 minutes ago. She ended up leaving the building, and she has not come back, yet.”
Billy heard the question about the pop. “I sure am thirsty, Mom. I would like some pop, please.”
The agent looks puzzled. “You mean to tell me, that a woman, whose ex-husband kidnaped your son earlier today, let you watch her baby girl and then left.” 
“Well yes. I guess so. I did not really know who she was, until now. Now that I think about it, it sounds pretty crazy doesn’t it?” She laughs, nervously.
“Umm, Mom, can I have a pop now, Mom?” Billy is now kicking Debra’s chair.
“I’m gonna go get your boy some pop. Stay right here. I will be right back in case this Jane Pease comes back for her baby.”
Mason slowly rolls past the ambulance, in the tow truck. He surveys the scene in the eastbound lanes from the westbound side, and it does not look good. Jesse’s body is lying under a sheet. A helicopter is getting ready to land nearby. Mason slows down more to look at the scene, and he says a prayer for Jesse. He keeps rolling on. In the distance, he can see more flashing lights, rain clouds, and smoke rising up into the sky. A call comes over the truck radio again. The authorities are asking Mason to identify himself. 
“This is Mason Turner. I have control of my own rig again, and I’m on my way to see my family.”
The agent replies, “Okay, Sir. We will not take any further action against your vehicle. Where is the last suspect?”
“He is dead. A deranged woman shot him dead.”
Mason makes his way to the wreckage at the Elgin toll plaza. The toll booths on the eastbound side are completely demolished by the tractor trailers. There are pieces of broken concrete, steel, and truck parts strewn all about the pavement. Mason can barely believe his eyes. He cannot imagine how he has survived all of this destruction. He can see masses of twisted steel of wrecked trucks and police cars littering the eastbound lanes of the tollway. Mason seems to pass every cop in the state along the road.
The agent returns with Billy’s pop. “Here you go, Billy.” She leans over to hand him a Coke. “By the way, my name is Agent Thorn. I’m sorry I didn’t introduce myself properly before.”
“Agent Thorn, have you heard anything about the chase or my husband?”
“I’m sorry, Debra, I have not heard anything yet. We have police and agents all over Northern Illinois, right now, and everyone is so busy, at this time. Can I wait here awhile with you in case the baby’s mom comes back?” Agent Thorn has a stack of papers in her arm, about a foot thick.
“Sure, you can sit with us. Actually, I would like that a lot. Look, I think Billy is smitten with the baby. She is such a little cutie.”
Agent Thorn sits down and sets the large stack of papers down on her lap. She shakes her head and sighs while looking down at the baby. “It’s a shame that her parents are so messed up. It appears that Jane, the baby’s mother, drove her ex-husband crazy and she was sleeping with his brother. We found the blood of an unidentified male in the trunk of this baby’s uncle’s car where Jane currently resides. That blood does not match the blood of the victim found near the car. That’s pretty messed up huh?”
“I do not want to hear about them. I just want to know if my husband is going to be all right.”
“Dad is going to be fine, Mom. I just know it.”
“I know Billy; he will be just fine.” Debra puts her head in her hands. Before she can get upset again, the baby begins to cry.
“Mom, I think she pooped her pants.”
Debra reaches over and lifts Jean out of her car seat up to smell her diaper. “No, she did not poop her pants Billy, but she is wet though. Would you like to change her diaper?”
Billy gets up from his chair and looks at the outside doors. “Do you hear that?”
“Hear what? I was just joking about changing her diaper, you know.”
“No, I hear another helicopter coming. Look, it’s going to land in the parking lot. Billy runs to the lobby doors to get a closer look outside the building. Debra takes the baby and the diaper bag into the bathroom. Billy does not even notice she left the hall. He is captivated by the sight of the helicopter landing. Maybe my dad is in there. Billy says to himself. He turns to tell his mom, and he does not see her anymore. 
Agent Thorn is still there. She sees his anxiety. “Don’t worry Billy. She will be right back.” 
Billy turns back around to watch the paramedics get out of the helicopter. They bring out a body covered by a sheet on a stretcher. Billy says a prayer to himself. He is glad his father was not on that chopper. Billy continues to watch the paramedics roll the gurney over to the Boone County Coroner’s van. The helicopter blades are still rotating, and the pilot has still not exited the helicopter. The coroner places the stretcher into his van and closes the van doors. Billy is sad for the victim under the sheet and turns away from the doors. The thought of people dying has sunk through to his brain, and now, he is worried more than ever about his father. He slowly walks back to his seat with his head down. 
Agent Thorn can see his distress on his face. “Don’t worry Billy everything will be fine.”
Debra comes out of the washroom with the baby and baby bag in her arms. Debra and Billy sit down at the same time. Debra knows Billy misses his father. She puts Jean back, into her car seat. Billy leans over and rests his head on Debra’s lap. There are tears coming from his eyes.  
The baby begins to cry again. 
“I think the baby is hungry now, Mom.” Billy sits back up.
Debra leans forward and starts fishing for baby food in the diaper bag. “This is ridiculess. Where is your mother? She should be here, taking care of you,” Debra says to the baby. 
Agent Thorn sees Debra’s anger show through her reserved manner.  “Let me handle the baby. You have been through enough today. Why don’t you go home and wait for word, concerning your husband, there?”
“I’m tired of waiting. My patience has reached its end, I think.” Debra gets up from her chair. “As a matter of fact, I’m done waiting here. Let’s go, Billy.” Debra pulls out her cell phone and calls Mason’s workplace. “Hi, this is Mrs. Turner. Have you heard anything about my husband Mason or the chase?” She pauses. “Oh. Oh no. That’s terrible. I’m sorry to hear this.” Debra holds her head with a free hand and looks up at the ceiling.
“What’s wrong, Mom?”
Debra ends her call. “Let’s go, Billy.” She cannot answer Billy’s question.
Debra wants to go to the tollway yard, to get the information she needs faster than waiting around for the police to get it to her. Billy is up now and ready to go. Agent Thorn is going to watch the baby, now. Debra and Billy walk hand in hand through the lobby doors and out into the afternoon sun. 
Jane is speeding back to the rest stop in the stolen Crown Victoria. No one pays any attention to her as she makes her way because all the authorities are preoccupied with the aftermath of the chase, and they think she’s fellow law enforcement personnel. She keeps her speed down to 80 miles per hour; so she does not draw too much attention to herself. Jane pulls off the road and onto the ramp to the rest stop. Jane does not slow down and makes her way into the parking lot. Jane sees Debra and Billy walking through the parking lot to their car. Jane pulls the stolen F.B.I. car up to Debra and stops abruptly, and the tires screech. She rolls down her window, all the way, after catching Billy and Debra by surprise. Debra and Billy think it’s the F.B.I. with the word about Mason. 
“What did you do with my baby? Did you leave her with the pigs inside?”
Debra realizes who the person is now and is surprised by the woman’s new demeanor. She is mad. “Are you crazy woman? You do not ever leave your child with strangers. You could have at least asked me to watch her until you got back. Where did you go to? What the hell was so important to leave your baby with strangers?”
Jane is crazy, and Debra can see it in her eyes.
“I went to get what belongs to me and to do it; I had to kill your man. The man in the tow truck is dead now.” Jane grabs the gun from the front seat next to her and points it at Debra through the open window.
“What are you talking about?” Debra is confused, and then she sees the revolver Jane is holding. Debra pulls Billy behind her back.
“The tow truck driver, he is your husband, right? I killed him. I killed your husband. Don’t you get it? You stupid, housewife, bitch.” Jane gets out of the car with a gun in her hand and continues to point it at Debra, as she walks around the front of the car to get closer. “Now I’m gonna take your son away.”
Debra cannot believe her ears or her eyes. She has stopped dead in her tracks. Jane is walking towards Billy, and she does not see Debra holding the umbrella. Jane has her eyes on Billy. She does not see Debra swing, the umbrella, at her hand holding the gun. The gun falls to the ground and discharges. A loud shot is heard by civilians and law enforcement in the area of the parking lot. A car’s side window shatters, nearby. People begin to scramble out of the main building and run over to the scene.  Debra pushes Billy away with one arm and continues to hit Jane with the umbrella. She strikes Jane’s arm with everything she has, over and over again until she sees Jane’s arm shatters wide open. Billy runs after the gun and picks it up. He throws it further away from Jane. Debra drops the bloody handled umbrella. 
Jane gets up from the ground, and her hand and arm are busted. There is a bone sticking out of her forearm. Jane holds her busted limb with her other hand. Debra squares off, in a defensive stance, towards Jane.
“I have to let you know, I was champion kickboxer back in college,” Debra says as she enters her fighting stance.
Jane is hurt. She can’t fight, and she doesn’t want to fight. Now, Jane just wants to get away and realizes she will have to leave her baby behind. She hobbles back to the stolen car, puts the transmission into drive, and takes off. Debra does not chase her. Billy runs back up to Debra and gives her a big hug. 
“Mom, she was gonna shoot you and me.”
“Are you okay?” She inspects him for wounds. “Do not worry, Son. I took care of her. I do not think she will be coming back, now.”
The police draw their weapons and point them towards the fleeing car. They cannot get a clear shot to disable the car; there are too many bystanders around. Debra and Billy can hear Jane’s car tires screeching around the parking lot, and they keep an eye on her whereabouts, to make sure she does not come back. The police block the exit so Jane cannot get back onto the tollway.
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Jane tries to leave the lot. Her arm is throbbing and bleeding profusely. She can barely drive effectively enough to get away; the intense pain is too much for her to bear. The police have blocked her escape, and like a caged animal she lashes out. Jane turns her car around and begins smashing into cars parked in the lot. People dive for cover, to get out of the way from her reckless driving. Now, she is aiming to run people down. Agent Thorn carries baby Jean in her arms outside, to see what is going on. She has an idea that it’s the baby’s mother causing all the commotion. Maybe, if Jane sees her daughter, she will stop all her madness and surrender. 
Mason has followed Jane to the rest stop. He received word from the police scanner that there’s a crazed woman smashing up everything in the rest stop parking lot. Mason was only a mile behind. He pulls up the ramp and into the parking lot. From his high perch in the tow truck, Mason can see Debra and Billy hiding behind parked cars, and the same, stolen, Crown Victoria, Jane was driving wildly, smashing into parked cars. Mason backs up his truck, to block the last possible escape and waits. Mason honks the tow truck’s horn. Debra and Billy look and see Mason at the wheel, and they wave. Mason presses the horn again to acknowledge his family. 
Jane hears the truck horn and looks. She’s stopped now and sees he’s blocking her escape. Jane pushes down on the gas pedal. Jane had seen the same tow truck earlier. She thinks William might be in it, and she stops in front of it about a hundred yards away. Everyone in the lot can hear the engine revving up and down now. Jane is thinking, and she blames William now for her current disposition. Now, she’s filled with anger again.  The police and F.B.I. move in closer on foot and have their guns drawn. Before they can surround the car, Jane slams the transmission into drive, and the car takes off like a rocket. She screams out of the window. She turns the car into a deadly weapon and aims it at the tow truck. Bullets bounce off the car’s body. Everyone can see; she’s no longer is driving erratically anymore. She races across the lot with a purpose. She looks over her shoulder and catches a glimpse of baby Jean. She is wrapped in her baby blanket and being held by agent Thorn.  Jane smiles through her pain and tears, at her baby, as she passes by at high speed. Right now, she has two choices; she can stop now, give up and hold her baby again, or keep going, and possibly never see Jean’s face again. Debra and Billy watch in horror. Jane does not slow down.
Mason grabs the wheel with both hands and braces for the inevitable impact. At the last possible second, Jane can see it’s not William in the driver’s seat, and she steers to avoid hitting the tow truck. The rear of the car slams into the tow truck. The collision spins the Crown Victoria around. The car slides and rolls over down the ramp’s embankment. Jane’s body is thrown free from the vehicle. She barely escapes death from being crushed by the Crown Victoria, rolling out of control. Jane and the car stop their slides at the same time. She lies sprawled out in the tall wet grass, unconscious. 
Mason sits stunned in his seat. He can see Debra and Billy. They rise up out of their crouched positions from between some parked cars. Debra is crying, but smiling at Mason.
“I thought he was dead. I cannot believe my eyes.” Debra looks down, pats, and kisses Billy on the head.
“Come on, Mom, let’s go get Dad!” Billy sprints to the tow truck.
William wakes from the jarring collision. “Is that bitch dead?” William struggles to breathe and speak.
Mason looks over to William. “How’d ya know? Was that your wife?”
“I just figured it was her. Yes, she was my wife.”
“I don’t know if she’s dead, but there’s a good chance she is.”
“I can’t move my legs or feel my feet. I think that bitch paralyzed me when she shot me.”
Mason looks out his window and down the hill. “Good, now you can’t hurt anybody, and I don’t think your ex-wife will be able to hurt anybody again either. There are some people coming now to help you; even though you don’t deserve it.”
Mason gets out of the truck. Police and his family are running to the tow truck. Mason walks around to the passenger side and pulls open the door. The door opens with a screechy metallic bang, and William falls out to the ground creating a pool of blood. William looks up at the sky from his back. He laughs and chokes on blood in his lungs. His breathing is slow and shallow. 
William can see the sun is shining, and it reminds him of sitting on the back porch of his house, looking out over the fields. He can see Wallace handing him a beer and then sitting down next to him. William can also see his mom and dad out in the yard. William closes his eyes and realizes how good he used to have it. The paramedics rush to William’s aid, and they do not let him die.  
Mason stands over William, looking down at all the fuss being made by the paramedics working on William “His ride ends here,” He says out loud. Mason’s attention turns to the paramedics. Almost in a daze, Mason says, “He was making a mess of my truck. I’m going to go now and hug my wife and my son he and his wife tried to kill.” The gravity of everything that happened is starting to sink in, and Mason is exhausted.
Mason takes a couple of weak steps towards his family and Debra and Billy jump on him. Mason is covered with blood and sweat, and he stains Debra’s clothes. She does not care about getting messy, and she is just happy to have her family back together.
“Jesse is dead.” He whispers in her ear while they hug. 
“I know. She said you were dead!” 
“I got your boy back, Honey. Are you still gonna kick my ass?”
“I think you already paid the price for not listening to me and do not call me Honey.”



The End
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Cold Preview
Six and half years later, on a cold January morning, an alarm goes off. A man rolls out of bed and starts getting ready for work. A cold breeze rattles the bedroom windows. The man’s wife asks him if he positively has to go to work today, but she already knows the answer. He is going to work. He will work hard and earn his pay.
Jane Pease wakes up with the cold January sun shining in her prison cell. Today is the last day she will have to witness this occurrence. Jane is going to be let out of prison later this morning. Today, she gets to start her life over. When she gets out from behind bars, she has some people to catch up with and see. 
Roy’s friend Larry has actually come through. He has been holding onto a few things for Jane. He has been visiting Jane in prison for years, and they are in love with each other. At least she tells him; she is in love with him. Larry will be waiting for her on the outside, to pick her up from prison and take her back home. Larry has been taking care of Jean, and she is no longer a little baby. Jean loves Larry as a father because he is the only parent she knows. Jean’s only living grandparents want nothing to do with her. She does not even know her own mother. Jane did not want Jean to see her in prison, so Jean never was taken to see her mom. Jean does not even know she will meet her mom today.
Billy Turner does not want to work for the tollway anymore. Now, he wants to be a policeman. Sure, Billy still thinks doing what his dad does is noble and necessary. Billy likes the idea of putting away bad guys more, or maybe it’s the security of carrying a firearm. Debra says, “It’s just a phase, and he will change his mind later, to be in some other profession.” 
Mason likes the thought of Billy becoming a police officer and Debra does not.
William Pease went to rehab while he’s in prison. There, he was able to get enough the feeling back in his legs to walk again. The scars in his mind from the past will never heal, however. He will never get out of prison. He is a lifer, and he spends all of his days dreaming about what could have been, or how it should have been. William wonders how his niece is doing. He thought getting thrown into prison was bad enough, but when Larry was suing for custody of Jean. A blood test showed William was not her biological father. The test proved Wallace was her father. Now, Jean is the only family he has left, and she is the link to his brother that he misses. 
When Jane gets weak, she writes to William and sends him pictures of Jean. She knows it hurts him and she uses William’s pain to feel better. Sometimes, Jane writes to William and tells him she never loved him. She tells him, she wished they could have run away together. William is aware that all Jane says is a lie. She lives in a fantasy world. She has never told him the truth, and it drove him crazy, but now she has no effect on him. Most of all, William is happy, he does not have the option of getting back together with Jane because he would kill her and end up back in prison.
Jane’s prison cell door opens. She takes her last walk through her cell block. She has her heavy, prison-issued, denim, winter coat on. An imposing steel door opens before her, and she is guided to a desk, by a female guard. Here, she receives her personal items she had in her possession when she was first incarcerated. The desk clerk hands Jane her purse with her identification cards and an obsolete cell phone that no longer works. The battery has gone dead, long ago.  In her pockets, she brings the letters she received in prison. The guard leads her to the front gate of the women’s prison. Jane and the corrections officer can see the cold winter’s day outside.
The guard says, “Are you sure, you want to leave today? I don’t see your ride here. Is your man coming to pick you up? He probably won’t come. It’s pretty cold out there, and there’s a warm and cozy cot inside.”
“Very funny, I can think of over a hundred thousand reasons to leave this hell hole. I’d like to leave right now.” Jane flashes the guard a coy smile.
“How about one last conjugal visit, before I open the gate?”
“Darlin’, I was just killin’ time, and besides, we both got what we needed. Now, open the damn gate!” The smile leaves her face.
The gate opens, and Jane runs out into the cold. She leaves the prison system behind, hopefully, forever. Larry is there like he said he would be. Jane gives him a peck on the cheek, but he expects more passion in her kiss. The smile he had on his face when she opened the car door is now gone. A chill fills the car’s interior. It could be a cold January wind or from Jane.
“Come on, let’s go home. I want to see all of my money,” Jane says while she’s rubbing her hands together to warm them up. She winces from a sharp pain in her arm. Her right arm and hand really ache, when it gets cold outside.
Larry is upset and concerned. “You mean you want me to hurry up so you can see Jean? That is what you said, right?” He puts the car into drive and pulls away from the front of the women’s prison. There is a three-hour ride over snow-packed, slippery roads and Jane and Larry barely speak to each other. Larry begins to think she has been using him for his financial and nurturing skills. Jane does not know it, but he took the 140,000 dollars, she ditched on the side of the road and turned it into over 250,000 dollars. Larry continues to make additional money from his investments. She does not have a clue. He thinks to himself. He’s happy he brought the cheaper car to pick her up, so she would not have a clue. “I think, I should tell you now. Most of the money I retrieved from the side of the road for you I spent on lawyers and D.N.A. tests for the custody of Jean. A lot of that money was spent raising her, as well. You will see it was money well spent. Jean has grown to be a great girl. You will be very proud to be her mother. I know I am very proud of her.”
Jane does not want to hear any of this. As soon as she heard the money was gone. She lost all interest in the conversation, and she turned on the radio. “What the hell is this crap?”  Jane says out loud. She listens for a couple of seconds then changes the station. She gives a couple of more stations a chance and then she gives up. Jane turns off the radio. “I’m gonna take a nap now. Wake me up, when we get home.”
This is how William must have felt when he was in love with her. She is making me crazy. Larry says to himself as he drives along the snowy road.
Jane dreams of the time lost in prison and the important events she has missed in Jean’s life. She remembers the dreams she and Wallace shared about living out west. In her sleep, Jane is happy and content. Only the tires crushing the snow and ice make a sound. 
Larry’s cell phone rings, breaking the relative silence inside the car, and it wakes Jane up from her short nap. It’s Jean calling to see when her daddy will be home from his trip.
“Hello, Baby. I will be home in two and a half hours. I have a friend that wants to meet you. I’m gonna bring her home, and she is going to live with us for a while. Okay, I will see you in a little bit. I love you too, bye.” He puts his cell phone down.
Jane is awake, now. She heard the way they talk to each other, and she is jealous of the love, Jean has for Larry. Jane is mad that she cannot even talk to her own little girl like that.  She thinks. Jean should love her real father and mother like she loves Larry. That tow truck driver took it all away from us. Jane does not have Wallace, the money, or Jean right now. She wants to take Mason Turner’s family away from him and see how he likes it. He will not see me coming. I should have killed that bastard when I had the chance. Jane plans in her mind on taking down Debra Turner too. She has a lot of nerve coming to my trial every day. First, she wants to find out just how much of the money is left. Jane made some friends on the inside that are out of prison now too, and they owe her some favors. She can use them to exact revenge on anybody who crosses or has crossed her. 
Larry does not know exactly how dangerous the little cutie is in the seat next to him. Larry’s cell phone rings again. Jane shakes her head showing her disapproval.  Larry does not recognize the number. “Hello?”
“Put Jane on the phone.”
“Who the hell is this?”
“Put…Jane… on the… phone!”
Larry ends the call. He looks at Jane and wonders who the hell would be calling her already, on his phone. She is just staring out the windshield. Then, she breaks the silence. 
“Who was it on the phone?” She asks.
“I was just about to ask you the same thing. He wanted to talk to you. Were you expecting a call?”
“No, I wasn’t.”
The phone rings again. Larry almost loses control of his car on the treacherous road. He throws the phone to Jane and tells her to answer it. 
Jane sits up and answers. “Hello?”
“Hey. Jane. I heard you got out today, and I wanted to congratulate you on your freedom.” William pounds his fist on the wall, as he speaks.
Jane giggles. “Oh. Hi, William. Thank you. I’m sure that this is not the only reason why you’re calling, is it?” Her giggling stops, and she turns serious.
“No, it’s not. I suppose you’re gonna go after my money now. Now, that you’re out now and all.”
She points her finger at the windshield. “It’s my money now. It’s been my money from the start. I’m sure your brother never told you we planned to walk away with it when all of the dust settled. We knew you could never kill your own flesh and blood. Wallace and I were just using you all along. Wallace hated your guts and wished you died with your parents.  Wallace would get you all wound up, and I was the one who told him to do it. You always thought it was your plan when all along, it was mine. When we were married and struggling, I had to hear your dream of becoming rich. What a joke you are. Look at where you are now and look at where I am.”
William has his head against the wall now. “If you’re so intelligent about your money, I gotta ask you something. Who was a friend to Larry first, you or me? Larry has been coming to see me too in prison. He’s been making me a lot of money right under your nose. I have enough money to pay people on the inside and outside to keep tabs on you and my money,” William says, calmly.
Jane puts down the phone but does not hang it up. She wants to explode, and she can feel her face turning red. Larry does not know what she knows, now. She glares at Larry, and she is trying to figure out if Larry would actually double-cross her. She puts the phone back to her ear. “You’re not gonna get your hands on one dime of my money. I love Larry, and he loves me. We are gonna live the life you always dreamed about. We are gonna settle down, live long, happy, and prosperous lives with my money. We are gonna do this while you rot in prison. You better face the fact, you’re never getting out.” Jane ends the call. “Huh, I hate that asshole.”
The snow is beginning to thicken on the country road and underneath the inches of packed snow is a layer of ice.
Larry is relieved to hear her profess her love for him to William, and it takes a little bit of the stress off of the drive back to Freeport. Larry finds it hard to concentrate on driving and he wonders if she knows about the times he went to see William and about all of the cash has given him. Larry wasn’t doing this to hurt Jane; he was doing this so William would not have Jean, Jane, or he killed. 
William was lying in the intensive care unit, when he found out none of the money he had stolen was ever recovered, by the authorities. It did not make his recovery and rehabilitation any easier, but it gave him some hope the money was still out there, somewhere. So, while he healed from the three gunshot wounds, he tried to figure out where all the money went to. William quickly narrowed it down to Jane, or someone she knew, having the money. She had possession of the money last. He knows it was not in the Crown Victoria she had stolen when it was recovered. William got out of the hospital three months later, and he was thrown into the rehabilitation ward in a low-security prison. 
It turns out, Jane never opened up a new cell phone account, when she was running around with different men and was still on William’s account. Two years later, William, finally, was able to get a job in the prison library. He did not want to study law, to know his rights. William wanted to get on the prison’s computers, there. He looked up his old cell phone account and figured out who the last person was, that Jane called on that Friday afternoon.
Knock. Knock. Two scary looking gentlemen knock on the door of a little blue house. They look around the neighborhood. It’s a beautiful summer day. The taller one, Bruce looks around to see if anyone is watching them and notices neighbors have their windows open, allowing the summer breeze to blow through the house. The shorter one, Tiny has his face pressed up against the glass as he looks through the front picture window. He is trying to see through the sheer curtains. 
He spies someone inside. “I can see you in there. You might as well come out.” The small one calls out to the window. 
The two men have prison tattoos all over their necks and arms. Bruce walks up to the front picture window and starts banging on it, and the noise disturbs the neighbor’s dog. The distinct bark of a German shepherd echoes of the surrounding houses. 
“We are not going to leave, Larry. William sent us here, Larry. You do remember William. Don’t you? If you call the cops we will tell them, you have the money, and we know you don’t want that. Then, we will come back and kill you. You know what money I’m talking about,” Tiny says. 
Bruce sits down, and his cell phone rings. The ex-cons look scary, but their demeanors are very calm. They have a lot riding on this house call. The two men do not want to cause a scene because they are still on parole. Tiny has been told Larry will cooperate with them eventually. Larry just needs a little persuading.
William is sitting in prison and sweating bullets, on the inside. He has promised people a lot, and he needs to come through with his promises. These are not just any people these are hard people who will break someone’s kneecaps just for a smoke. William did not make promises only to the ex-cons and his fellow prisoners. He receives special privileges from some of the guards because they want to get a cut of the money, too. William gets to use the phone whenever he wants to during the day. It was no secret to anyone the money was never found by the authorities and everyone figures he has it hidden somewhere. They want to help him get it back, for a fee, of course. William has to come through with the money because now more than ever; his life depends on it. These people are not his friends. William has no illusions about this. He has a long life to come in prison and inmates have promised to make his lifelong and painful one behind bars if the money does not start coming their way. 
“Put Larry on the phone.” William is using the phone in a busy hallway during a work shift change in prison.
“Yes, sir. Boss” Tiny talks to William. “We are at the front door, and Larry will not come out to answer the door. Should we break the door down?”
“No. Tell Larry we know where Jean’s daycare is. Tell Larry we will kill her first and show her little dead body to him. Then tell Larry we will kill him painfully and slowly. Tell Larry to come out now, or you will leave to kill Jean. Don’t hang up. I want to hear what happens and to talk to Larry when he comes out of the house.”
Tiny tells Larry word-for-word what William has told him to say. Tiny can hear the chain lock rattle and unlatch, and then the deadbolt unlocks. The door slowly opens, and Larry is standing there with a rifle in his hand.
“Larry has a gun,” The man says calmly and as-a-matter-of-fact, into the phone. His partner reaches behind his waistband under his t-shirt but does not pull out his weapon.
Tiny hands the phone to Larry.
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