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Early this morning in bed Charles is awakened by a police siren and looks at his wife Linda. It seems like a normal day. Why didn't my alarm go off? I want a cup of coffee. He goes into the kitchen and puts the coffee on. "What, no power?" says Charles, walking into the bedroom. "Linda, did you pay the electricity bill?" he says. Linda sits up and wipes the sleep out of her eyes. 
"What are you talking about?" 
"All the power is off in the house. I'm late for work, and you’re late for the doctor.” Charles walks outside to check the fuse box. He pauses on the front porch, stunned to find the neighborhood is in a ruckus. Across the street people are going in and out of their houses irritated the power is off. He hurries back inside. "Honey, it's crazy out here. I'm going to work. I don't have time to figure this out." 
Linda is running through the house hurrying to get dressed. "What the hell? How am I going to iron my clothes? I have a doctor's appointment today," says Linda. 
As Charles is going out the door he sticks his head back in and calls out, "Don't open the refrigerator and it will stay cold.  I'll call you on my cell later.” 
"Okay.  Drive safe," says Linda.  Charles drives off, trying his best to drive straight, considering many of his neighbors had the same idea.  Driving his normal route through his neighborhood, there is unusually heavy traffic.  Finally he arrives at a busy intersection. 
"Damn, the streetlights aren't working and this traffic is awful. I had better call my boss and let him know I will be late for work.  He will understand." 
Charles picks up his cell phone and touches the speed dial for his job.  No tone.  It probably needs a charge.  He plugs it into the dash, but it is still not working. "My boss will understand with all the electricity out.  He'll probably be late himself.”  He passes by a gas station‘ Man, look at the lines.  Good thing I got some gas yesterday. Man, I finally made it work. Hope everything is okay here.
On her way to see the doctor , Linda is stuck in bumper to bumper traffic.  No radio, no phone… how am I going to call Charles ?  Everything is going cuckoo around here.  She stops for some pedestrians crossing in the middle of the street when suddenly, with a loud thud, her passenger's side window explodes.  A skinny guy holding a crowbar in one hand and a pistol in the other points the gun at Linda. 
"Give me your purse or ill shoot!" he yells.  The cars behind honk their horns frantically as she hands the robber her purse and he runs off.  Police are everywhere, but having to deal with the sudden chaos they can offer her no support. Linda is in shock, trembling, almost catatonic.  The cars behind her start going around her, looking but not stopping to lend a hand. A familiar car pulls up and a woman gets out and walks over to the driver's side.  "Linda, Linda…” It's one of her walking buddies, Sheila, who was on her way to the bank.  She shakes Linda but gets no response. 
Finally she slaps Linda in the face, and this seems to jar Linda from her shock. 
"He… smashed my window and stole my purse," she says.  Crying hysterically. "I'm on my way to the doctor.  I haven't been feeling well.  I can't drive like this." 
"Get out of the car.  I'll take you on my way to the bank.  Together we have a better chance.”  Sheila drives Linda, stopping by the bank, where there is a police line in front waving traffic through.  She rolls her window down. "Officer, I need to pull some money out of the ATM," says Sheila. 
"ATMs aren't working.  You have to move along now.  Just go home.  Everything should be alright soon.   Keep moving.”  says the Officer.  
"Linda, I need gas.   We have just enough to make it home." says Sheila.
"My purse was stolen.  I have no money and you've seen the gas stations, there crazy.  The doctor’s office is just down the street.  It's on the way, afterwards we can go home.” says Linda.  Soon, they arrive at the doctor's office.  Linda opens the door and finds the place is standing room only. 
She walks to the desk to sign in and sees a familiar face talking on the telephone behind the counter.  The woman on the phone notices Linda signing in and nods at her.  The woman, Raquel gestures for Linda to wait at the counter. 
Linda looks around the office eerie, noticing expressions on everyone's face.  "Hey, girl.  What are you doing here?  I haven't seen you since high school. 
Today is my second day on the job and look at this place.  What are you doing now?  You married?" says her friend Raquel behind the counter. 
"I've been married two years."  replies Linda.  
"You're still a newlywed.   How can I help you?" says Raquel. 
"I'm here to check on the results of my tests.   I haven't been feeling well lately." 
"Don't move.  I'll get in trouble for this, but under the circumstances, what the hell."  Raquel opens a file cabinet and pulls out Linda's chart. She turns and smiles as Linda looks on with intent. "You're pregnant.  With twins," she says. 
"Oh my.  I have to talk to Charles, my husband," says Linda.
Charles is at work standing in the corridor, frustrated.  Normally there are people waiting at the elevator.  He pushes the button, but nothing happens. "Yeah, no electricity, twenty-five flights up to my floor.  I do not want to take the stairs," he says out loud.
Another worker walking by says, "Stairs are the only way, we have no power.” So Charles starts his trek up. 
 When he reaches the twelfth floor he says, "I'm already sweating the damned air conditioning is off.  No electricity.  How am I going to get any work done?" He catches up to a co-worker on the twentieth floor. "Man, what a hike.  What the hell do you think is going on?" says Charles. 
"I don't know.  Maybe it's Armageddon.  There is no electricity, the phones aren't working, no TV, and no radio.  Most business's are closed.  We have no communication with the outside world.  I came to work hoping to get an answer.  I didn't know what else to do.  Well, at least we made it to the twenty-fifth floor, even if we are tired and sweating.  I just hope we can find some answers as to what’s going on.  To tell the truth, I don't even know your name.” 
"Charles. What’s yours?"  The men step through the door, heading in different directions. 
"Dave," he says looking back as he walks down the hallway.  Charles enters the office and is stunned to see the place was going mad.  He knows now it is a very serious problem. Charles's boss approaches him with an expression on his face Charles has never seen before. 
"Have you heard what is happening?  The world is coming to an end.  Everything is shut down. I'm going home to protect my family," his boss says, running out of the office and leaving all his belongings on the desk.  Charles goes over to the office window and looks down on a city gone berserk.  Police cars and fire trucks speed up and down the street.  He sits down at his desk, thinking, Linda.  He picks up the phone, but the line is dead.  I got to get home.  At that moment his survival instinct kicks in.  He pulls off his tie and pushes the door open. "Get out of my way," he says as he fights his way to the stairway.  "War.  I've only read about battle and seen the bloody photographs.  I don't know how to fight.  I just have to make it home.” Arriving at his car he realizes he left his car keys upstairs. "I have a spare key in my wallet.” He opens his wallet and notices a picture Linda. 
What will Linda do if I don't make it home? thinks Charles.
The afternoon is now a bloody mess.  While driving home Linda and Sheila witness killings, purse snatchings, and children running around confused.  Well dressed men stealing and siphoning gas, now a precious commodity.  People are looting grocery markets for food. "My God, Linda.  What is happening?" says Sheila.  While they are stuck in bumper to bumper traffic at an intersection Sheila notices some children walking hurriedly along. "My son.  That's my son," she says. The other cars no longer matter to her as she pulls around everyone, heedless of any damage she might cause. 
She screams at the top of her lungs, "Timmy! Timmy!"  The boy turns and sees his mom, and a smile appears then disappears.  He runs into the street without looking.  A large truck has to swerve to avoid hitting him, and the driver honks the horn angrily. 
"Watch it, boy," the driver yells out his window as he speeds by. 
"Mom, I am so scared.  People are mean, and killing for no reason.  I want to go home," says Timmy. 
"Get in. I'll take you home now, son.  Everything will be alright," she says as they pass by a man carjacking an old lady in the next lane.  Eventually they pull into Linda's driveway. "I'll see you later, Linda.  I've got to get home and see if my husband is there.”  Linda runs up the stairs to the porch of her house.
She hears the sirens and turns around to witness one of her neighbors shoot a man stealing gas from his car. Linda runs into the house. With all the confusion and insanity she experienced in the city momentarily behind her, for a moment, there is a calm in the air. "Charles, Charles!" she calls out.  No answer.  Immediately she becomes scared and starts to weep. "What if he doesn't come home?” she mumbles. “What will I do? Am I going to give birth to babies in the middle of a war?” The door opens.  It is Charles.  She grabs him and holds him tight. "My God. I didn't know if I would ever see you again," says Linda. Charles looks deeply into her eyes as a tear runs down his cheek.  He suddenly lets Linda go and takes a few steps back. 
"We must be at war, but where is the military?  No one knows what the hell is going on.  We have to survive.  We only have a little over half a tank of gas in the car.  I have a few dollars stashed away for an emergency, and I had better get the cash now," says Charles. 
"Money is no good.  Where are you going to spend it?  The whole place is killing for food and gas. What are we going to do when it gets dark?  We have no electricity.  What about our babies?" says Linda hysterically. 
"What babies?" says Charles. 
"That's what I wanted to tell you. I found out at the doctor's office today we are having twins." says Linda.
"I don't mean to sound callus, but this is not a good time for this.  I mean, bringing children into a war and all.  My love, now our children are the only good things we have to live for. 
We will go to my Dad's ranch.  He has guns and food.  I remember one time when I was a boy we lived for weeks using a generator for electricity.  There is a storm shelter with everything you need to survive. For now, I have a lantern stored in the garage with the camping equipment.  Don't worry.  We will figure things out in the morning," says Charles, locking the deadbolts on the front door.  That night they wake up several times when loud sirens go whizzing down the street.  They hear a number of gun shots as well. When there comes a thundering boom, Linda jumps out of bed. 
"That one sounded like it was next door," she says, now lying ever so close to Charles.  

Finally they both fall into a deep sleep.  

A man in dark clothes lurks around the neighborhood looking for food. He peeps into windows in which only one or two lights are on.  He approaches Charles and Linda's house. 
"Hmmm.” He nods. “This looks like a easy one to get into.  Everyone is sleep." The man creeps around the house looking for an open window.  Finding none, he climbs onto the back porch and slowly takes the shade off the window, pushing up to lift it open.  It won't move. He pushes harder.  It opens.  He moves slowly and quietly, like a snake approaching its prey. In the house he tiptoes toward the kitchen.  The knife he holds glistens in the scant light.  As he steps on a loose board in the hallway, it makes a faint creaking noise.
Charles looks over at his wife, whose eyes are wide as an owl’s.  Charles whispers, "Did you hear that?" Linda nods.  Charles gestures for her not to move. 
He gets out of bed, trying not to make a sound.  He looks through the crack of the door down the hallway and sees a tiny light moving about. 
Halfway down the hall Charles sees a light coming from the refrigerator. He grabs a golf club, slowly pulling it out of the bag. "Shhhh," whispers Linda.  Step by step Charles gets closer to the light.  He stops at the door leading into the kitchen.  The burglar’s back is to him.  Charles seizes the opportunity and jumps on the man from behind.  They wrestle, knocking over the table and sending chairs flying. 
"Bill, is that you?" yells Charles.  The men stop and get to their feet. 
"My family has no food.  We just flew in from DC this morning.  We didn't grocery shop before we left.  I have to feed them. 

 The government announced there would be martial law within hours of our departure.  It all happened so fast. The Middle Easterners held out, rationing fuel. They don't have any. Everything is shut down.  No gas anywhere.  No diesel for trucks to deliver food or any normal everyday necessities.  The military has no gas.  We’re on our own!" says Bill. 
"Okay. Let’s split the food.  It will go bad soon anyway.  Linda and I are leaving for my dad's in the morning.”
The next day Charles and Linda open the garage door to find the key locked gas cap on the car all but broken off.  "Someone really gave it their all," says Linda. 
"Get in the car, let's get out of this place," says Charles, throwing two full backpacks into the car.  Backing out of the driveway, they gazed one last time at the house their family would have been raised in.  Charles says, "I'll get you another house. First, I have to get you and the children to safety, no matter what."
 Driving down the street, Charles and Linda see two men attacking another man who is trying to protect his car. "I wanted to pull over and help, but the risk was too great." 
Linda turns her head, unable to watch the thrashing.  Their city is in a state of total unrest, confusion, and lawless disorder.  Killings now go without question, and carjacking is a matter of course because gas is more precocious than gold.  All who are able are leaving their homes for security, if security can be found. In no time peaceable people have become vicious murderers in their drive to survive. "How far is it to your father's house?" asks Linda, looking down at the gas gauge as they pull onto the two-way highway. 
"I don't know exactly.   I think it's close to a hundred miles or so.” 
"Do we have enough gas to get us there?" says Linda. 
"It will be close," says Charles with a worried look on his face.  He reaches over and puts his hand on Linda's stomach.  "How are the babies this morning?" 
"They’re fine. Can you feel them moving?" she says. 
"Yes, I feel them." 
"Charles, what is that in the road?  Stop.  It looks like a baby." 
"I'm not going to stop for anyone or anything," says Charles. He swerves around the squirming baby lying in the road.  He looks back. "What the hell?" he says and slams on the brakes.  He jumps out of the car and scoops up the baby before someone runs it over.  He hands it to his wife. "How old do you think he is?" says Charles. 
"I don't know, maybe one or so, and it's a girl," says Linda.  Not long after picking up the baby, coming around a bend, Charles sees a roadblock ahead.  Families in tears walk in both directions carrying whatever they can hold. Urged by his thoughts of safety and security, he pulls off the road. 
"We wouldn't want to get caught in a pickle, my love," says Charles, reaching for the backpack containing his binoculars. He gets out and leans against the car, focusing his binoculars until he has a clear view of what is going on at the roadblock. It's the military, stopping anyone on the road and confiscating their car for gas. 
Families are kicked out of their vehicles with nowhere to go. A woman with two small children comes up to Charles. "Can we ride with you?" she says. "No. Hell no." says Charles shutting his car door.  "Honey look at them, they're so young." says Linda. 
He looks at the woman and her children, and thinking of his soon to be family he tells the woman, "Hurry up and get into the back seat. Strap on your seatbelts.
 We’re taking a detour down this dirt road.” Despite his decisive instructions, he doubts they have enough gas to make it. "Keep the children quiet," he says. Driving through the countryside they see makeshift houses off to the side of the road. People have nowhere to go. 
“By now the news has probably saturated the country about the situation so this road will still be very dangerous," says the woman sitting in the back. 
Recognizing some landmarks, Charles says, "We’re not too far away.  It's been a long time since I've been on this road.  My dad used to bring us here as kids to ride dirt bikes.  A couple of miles up the dirt road it turns into the highway again." As they approach a parked motor home, Charles sees an old woman looking under the open hood at the engine. 
"Looks like she’s alone.  Maybe you can help her with the engine problem.  She might have gas.  We can all fit in that comfortably," says Linda.  Charles stops, and they all get out. 
"Miss, can I help you? I'm good with engines," says Charles.  The little old lady turns around. 
"Thanks.  I don't know what to do.  I'm all alone out here.  I have plenty of gas. What a cute baby boy. Can I hold him?" she says. 
"Sure.  It's a girl, though," says Linda, handing over the child.  Charles inspects at the engine. 
"Why are you out here all alone?" he says.  The motor home moves. "Run!” he screams. 
“Get to the car!" The old woman turns and runs with the baby. 
Linda grabs her by her collar and throws her to the ground. 
The baby rolls out of the old woman's hands crying, and Linda picks her up and runs for the car.  In mid stride Charles is grabbed by a huge man.
"Not so fast, little guy," he says.  On the ground, Charles shakes his head and looks frantically at the motor home in despair as a gang of trashy looking men emerges.  He kicks the big man in his private parts.  He screams and loosens his hold, and Charles scrambles to his feet.  Linda is in the driver's seat and starts the car. 
"Run, honey. Run," she screams. Scrambling to get to the car, he jumps through the passenger window, the lower half of his body dangling out.  One of the would-be killers grabs his belt. 
"You aren't getting away, boy," he says in a blood-curdling voice.  Charles kicks the man in the face. 
"Punch it," he yells as Linda burns rubber, leaving a trail of dust in their wake. 
Standing in the dust watching Charles drive off wiping the blood running down his face, the trashy man says “Get in the motor home.  We got to catch those bastards.
They're the only ones with gas.  And I ain't gonna let nobody knock my mama down, kick me in the face, and get away with it.  Step on it.”  Within minutes they are right on Charles's tail as Linda is having trouble driving a standard. 
"Pull over and let me drive," says Charles.  They switch places in the nick of time as the road soon grows windy going through the mountains.  They catch up to Charles on the straight-a-ways, where they have to slow to make it around the curves. 
"Look at the gas gauge.  It's almost on empty," says Linda. 
"I know, but we're almost there.” The motor home is not far behind. Charles continues to push the car to its very limits.  Finally, the dirt road and highway meet, and it’s downhill the rest of the way.  He looks behind.  There's nothing following in sight. 
"Coast is clear," says the woman in the back seat. 
"We need some good luck for a change," says Charles as the car chokes... chokes… chokes… and comes to a stop. "We’re out of gas and still have a couple more miles to go.  We have to cover it by foot.  Everybody get out. Now."  Charles, Linda, the baby, and the woman with her two small children walk as fast as they can down the road. 
"Do you hear something, Charles?" says Linda. Charles turns around and sees the motor home barreling toward them.  "Everybody run!" says Charles.  The motor home is practically on their heels. "I can see my dad's ranch." 
No sooner has he said “ranch” than the motor home sputters and comes to a halt, out of gas. 
The killers inside pile out and begin to chase after the struggling group.  Charles runs with a hurt leg while Linda carries the baby.  The mother with her two young children move too slow.  Charles looks behind and sees the trashy killers closing the gap. 
They have guns, and Charles knows they can't all make it moving that slowly as a group.  "You have to go on without me.  I have to slow them down," he says 
"No. I won't go without you," says Linda. 
"Think of our children.  I will catch up. Go!" Charles says firmly.  He stops and watches as Linda and the others reach the end of his father’s land. 
Behind him he hears that curdling voice yell out, "Okay, little man.  I knew we would catch up to you.  Now you're going to pay." The big man raises his fists and swings, just missing Charles's head. 
Two of the gang grab Charles and hold him as the big man hits him in the stomach.  Charles is pummeled, releasing muted grunts with the force of each blow.  Linda reaches the house as Charles's dad comes out to greet them. 
"They're killing him!" she screams.  Charles Dad points and yells, "You guys get into the shelter.  Nobody can hurt you there.  There are too many of them.  We have to protect ourselves.” They all go down the stairs to the shelter.  Charles bites the hand of one of the men holding him. 
He breaks loose and runs for his father’s house. The big man can't catch up with Charles because of his size. Linda peers out of the shelter and waves for Charles to make it to her. 
He struggles, fighting with all his might, and finally he makes it.  He falls at the entrance reaching for his wife.  Their hands embrace. "A little farther and you will make it, baby," says Linda. 
"Not just yet, little man," yells the giant man, grabbing Charles by his feet.  Charles looks deep into his wife's eyes.  Kicking free for a moment, tears rolling down his face, gasping, stretching to hold on to Linda's hands. 
Charles moans, "No Problem.  You never told me what we are having, boys or girls?" he cries. 
 "A son and a daughter," cries Linda. Charles is pulled out of Linda's hands, their fingers slowly separate as she watches them beat and stab him.  The Hugh man looks up at Linda. They drop Charles and go for the shelter. 
"Shut the door, Linda!" yells out Charles’s dad. "Linda, Now!"  She can't, he shuts the door and locks it. 
The End.
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