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CHAPTER	1
The	young	girl’s	face	showed	little	emotion	as	she	watched	the	spectacle	outside	her	ship.
On	tonight’s	assignment	she	would	witness	a	panorama	never	seen	by	anyone	on	earth	due
to	the	dense	gas	cloud	at	the	center	of	the	Milky	Way.	The	instant	transition	from	darkness
to	blinding	 light	 emanating	 from	 the	nearby	nebula	would	have	 filled	 anyone	else	 from
earth	 with	 awe	 or	 perhaps	 terror,	 but	 not	 this	 child.	 As	 the	 ship	 completed	 its	 journey
through	the	galaxy	and	hovered	at	exact	coordinates,	she	watched,	studied	and	took	it	all
in	stride.

For	almost	 two	years,	 the	child’s	mother	worked	tirelessly,	 training	and	encouraging	her
daughter	 the	 same	way	her	 sisters	had	been	 trained	and	encouraged	years	before.	Many
times,	 their	mother	would	explain	 the	 importance	of	 the	“family	business.”	Many	times,
she	would	tell	them	it	might	be	the	only	thing	to	stand	between	earth’s	continued	existence
and	its	complete	annihilation.

“This	is	very	important	work,	girls.	Please	pay	attention	and	always	give	your	best	effort.”

This	 “work”	 consisted	 of	 training	 in	 advanced	 technology	 and	 traveling	 the	 galaxy	 in
search	 of	 new	 stars	 being	 formed,	 old	 stars	 dying,	 nebulas	 in	 crisis	 and	 other	massive
structures	within	the	Milky	Way	galaxy	prone	to	cause	destruction.	They	were	told	by	the
training	technicians	at	the	institute	the	technology	would	work	with	the	essential	elements
inside	these	structures	to	smooth	out	or	eliminate	any	problem.	The	technicians	never	fully
explained	 the	 technology,	how	 it	worked	or	why	 they	assumed	 the	earth	was	 in	danger;
they	just	expected	the	children	to	follow	the	training.	When	questioned	further	for	details,
the	 technicians	 would	 purposely	 use	 technical	 jargon	 not	 understood	 by	 the	 family,	 or
pretend	to	be	busy	and	tell	them	nothing	at	all.	The	technicians	did	tell	them	the	anomalies
must	be	eliminated	or	they	would	tear	apart	the	very	fabric	of	space-time	in	that	sector	of
the	galaxy	and	perhaps	affect	Earth.	The	girls	–	much	like	their	mother	were	very	detailed
oriented,	 did	 not	 appreciate	 the	 attitude	 of	 these	 snooty	 technicians	 and	 used	 every
opportunity	they	could	to	gain	some	type	of	advantage.

The	 travel	 portion	 of	 the	 work	 was	 not	 physical;	 it	 was	 sensory,	 and	 over	 time,	 the
experiences	were	becoming	very	real	to	the	child.	Her	training	and	travel	began	two	years
earlier	as	her	mother	took	her	on	twice-monthly	trips	to	the	institute,	first	to	be	tested	and
later	 for	 the	 establishment	 of	 the	 neural	 link	 connecting	 her	 young	 mind	 to	 the
control/navigation	 system	 of	 the	 small	 craft.	 The	 little	 girl	 was	 happy	 to	 go	 through
training	just	as	her	mother	and	sisters	had.	At	first	the	activities	were	tiring	and	confusing,
but	she	stayed	the	course	and	was	about	to	become	a	member	of	the	family	business.

With	 the	 trip	 tonight,	her	 training	was	almost	complete.	She	shared	a	unique	 talent	with
her	 mother	 and	 sisters,	 and	 that	 made	 her	 very	 proud.	 She	 knew	 the	 technology	 was
important,	but	without	them,	the	alien	technology	never	worked	exactly	right.	What	was	at
first	scary	to	the	little	girl	had	become	fun	and	exciting	because	of	the	secure	feeling	she
had	as	her	mother	or	one	of	her	sisters	travelled	with	her	on	the	sensory	link.

Her	command	of	the	vessel	no	longer	seemed	foreign	or	confusing;	it	had	become	second
nature	as	she	sensed	the	console	in	front	of	her.	The	neural	link	caused	lights	to	respond,
buttons	 to	 engage	 and	 switches	 to	 flip	 on	 and	 off	 just	 as	 she	 commanded.	 As	 those



controls	responded,	it	caused	gauges	to	register	and	important	information	to	register	on	a
screen	 always	monitored	 by	 technicians	 at	 the	 institute.	 Everything	worked	 in	 the	 craft
today	as	it	had	been	designed:	the	controls	responded	to	her	thoughts	and	sensory	inputs
just	as	always;	 there	was	nothing	amiss.	 In	 fact,	nothing	ever	 seemed	 to	go	wrong	with
any	of	her	trips.	She	was	almost	9	years	old	and	she	was	starting	to	get	impatient	for	some
action—a	phrase	her	older	sister	used	often.

“How	come	we	don’t	get	any	action?”	she	heard	her	sister	say	many	times.

“All	 we	 do	 is	 fly	 around	 and	 turn	 switches	 and	monitor	 gauges.	 I’d	 rather	 be	 playing
volleyball.”

The	 young	 girl	 laughed	 to	 herself	 when	 she	 thought	 about	 her	 hot-headed	 sister.	 She
complained	about	 the	work	and	wanted	something	cataclysmic	 to	happen	but	 that	 is	not
the	way	the	cosmos	works.	After	all,	they	had	only	performed	this	work	for	few	years,	and
the	Milky	Way	galaxy	was…well,	she	didn’t	know	how	old	it	was	exactly,	she	just	knew	it
was	very	old.

The	 travel	 portion	 of	 their	work,	while	 seemingly	 impossible,	was	 easily	 accomplished
because	 of	 the	 alien	 technology	 operating	 these	 small	 shiny	 crafts	 that	 had	 been	 in	 the
expanse	of	the	Milky	Way	galaxy	for	many	years,	traveling	from	one	station	to	the	next	as
needed.	 The	 technicians	 guided	 the	 crafts	 remotely	 and	 always	 had	 them	 on	 station	 at
precise	 coordinates	 that	 were	 triangulated	 using	 the	 advanced	 technology	 and	 points
known	to	them	throughout	the	galaxy.

Once	the	crafts	were	in	place	and	the	sensory	links	established,	the	children	would	go	to
work.	 As	 they	 did,	 the	 ships	 hovered	 at	 a	 fixed	 point	 staying	 close	 to	 the	 supposed
anomalies	needing	attention.	Today,	 the	craft	was	stationed	outside	an	 inner	point	of	 the
Sagittarius	 Arm—part	 of	 the	Milky	Way	 galaxy	 on	 the	 opposite	 side	 of	 the	 great	 dust
cloud.	The	child	could	feel	the	sensory	link	of	her	mother,	and	it	gave	her	a	great	feeling
of	calm	and	security.

As	 the	 trip	came	 to	 its	conclusion,	 she	studied	 the	nebula	 intently	 to	make	sure	nothing
was	 amiss.	 She	 saw	 only	 stable	 pulses	 of	 energy	 and	 power—no	 anomalies,	 spikes	 or
other	types	of	irregularities	she	had	been	trained	to	scan	for	in	her	training.	The	small	craft
and	the	young	girl	had	done	their	job	today;	the	galaxy	was	safe,	and	she	was	ready	to	go
home,	but	as	her	oldest	sister	always	said,	“Always	end	your	assignment	with	a	quick	look
at	the	timeline,	it	is	our	job	to	keep	the	family	safe.”

This	part	of	the	assignment	seemed	like	a	game	to	the	child,	but	once	her	sisters	explained
it	 to	her	she	was	fascinated.	They	told	her	 that	what	 they	did	it	was	possible	because	of
their	“special	talent”,	the	alien	technology,	and	a	process	discovered	by	their	mother	when
she	 was	 young	 and	 in	 training.	 So,	 since	 she	 considered	 her	 oldest	 sister	 one	 of	 the
smartest	 people	 on	 earth,	 second	 only	 to	 her	mother,	 she	 never	 ended	 the	 link	without
completing	the	process.

This	 process	 involved	 changing	 the	 settings	 of	 the	 control	 station	 on	 the	 craft	 to	 allow
them	a	sensory	picture	of	the	short-term	future	of	their	family.	The	controls	they	learned	to
manipulate	were	in	an	area	of	the	craft	supposedly	locked.	In	fact,	the	technicians	told	her,
and	her	sisters	terrible	things	would	happen	if	these	controls	were	changed.	The	girls	often
discussed	 this	 rebellious	 act	 originated	 by	 their	mother	 years	 ago,	 and	 since	 they	were



curious	about	such	things,	they	decided	after	some	trial	and	error	that	the	process	would
work,	and	they	would	end	every	work	assignment	looking	at	the	timeline.

Today,	as	she	moved	the	controls,	she	could	see	a	panorama	of	the	timeline	in	her	viewing
screen.	It	involved	short	bursts	of	the	immediate	future	involving	everyone	in	the	family.
She	 liked	 knowing	 what	 would	 happen	 in	 the	 future.	 This	 viewing	 was	 especially
important	to	the	child;	she	hoped	she	could	gather	information	showing	her	exactly	when
the	family	would	be	going	to	Disneyland.	The	child	smiled	as	she	thought	about	the	fun
her	 family	would	have	 there.	She	had	all	 the	brochures	and	watched	stories	of	 the	great
place	on	TV	as	often	 as	 she	 could.	She	 searched	 and	 searched	but	 the	 timeline	 showed
nothing	about	the	magical	place,	and	it	was	with	a	tinge	of	disappointment	that	she	began
to	shut	down	her	sensory	link	to	end	the	trip.	As	she	was	about	to	end	her	trip	for	the	day,
she	noticed	something	on	 the	viewscreen	 that	demanding	her	attention.	As	she	watched,
her	eyes	popped	open	wide	and	a	scream	came	to	her	throat.

She	 was	 shaking	 as	 she	 made	 another	 adjustment	 to	 the	 controls—30	 minutes…that
should	be	enough.	Once	it	was	set,	she	broke	the	sensory	link.



CHAPTER	2
Walt	Thompson	drove	the	old	beat-up	company	truck	through	the	warm	West	Texas	night
as	a	country	western	song	played	on	the	radio.	The	answering	service	called	15	minutes
earlier,	 and	 as	 always,	 it	was	 an	 emergency.	Warren	Oilfield	Supply,	 the	 company	Walt
worked	for,	supplied	drilling	rigs	all	over	the	Permian	Basin,	and	when	he	was	“on	call,”
he	had	to	jump	and	run,	no	matter	what	time	it	was	and	regardless	of	whether	it	really	was
an	emergency.

Walt	smiled	as	he	drove	down	the	dark	street	toward	work.	How	many	times	had	he	gone
to	a	drilling	rig	with	equipment	at	night	and	then,	when	he	went	back	a	week	later,	it	was
still	 sitting	 exactly	 where	 he	 stacked	 it?	 A	 trip	 at	 midnight	 with	 heavy	 expensive
equipment	didn’t	matter	to	anyone	on	the	rig;	they	called	it	out	just	in	case	they	needed	it
as	backup,	most	of	the	time	they	had	other	more	immediate	problems.	He	always	gave	the
toolpushers	a	hard	time,	but	none	of	that	mattered,	if	they	called;	he	had	to	go,	and	he	had
a	great	track	record	of	talking	the	toolpusher	into	keeping	what	he	brought,	so	in	the	end,
it	came	down	to	what	did	matter:	getting	paid	for	the	equipment.	It	was	how	Walt	kept	his
job.

Walt	 loaded	 the	pickup	with	 the	equipment	ordered,	wrote	a	 ticket	 for	 the	 toolpusher	 to
sign	and	slowly	pulled	the	truck	out	of	the	yard	behind	Warren	and	closed	and	locked	the
gate.	As	he	got	back	into	the	truck,	he	took	a	quick	glance	in	the	back	seat	of	the	truck	to
check	 on	 his	 two	 smallest	 children:	 Elizabeth	 Renee	 Thompson	 and	 Maxwell	 Caleb
Thompson,	better	known	as	Lizzy	and	Max.

Sometimes	Lizzy	and	Max	went	with	Dad	when	he	got	called	out	at	night	and	no	one	was
at	 home	 to	watch	 them.	 There	was	 only	 a	 17-month	 age	 difference	 between	Lizzy	 and
Max.	Lizzy	was	barely	9	and	Max	had	just	turned	7	and	Walt	often	thought	they	shared	the
same	brain.

His	 other	 daughters,	 Regan	 and	Kathryn,	were	 at	 volleyball	 practice	 tonight	 and	 not	 at
home.	They	were	home	schooled	but	enjoyed	playing	in	the	church	volleyball	league,	and
their	mother,	Sarah,	worked	for	an	accounting	firm	in	Midland	two	nights	a	week	during
tax	season,	so	tonight,	Max	and	Lizzy	were	going	with	Dad	to	deliver	equipment.

Walt	grew	up	in	a	small	town	in	West	Texas.	“Normal	life”	would	have	described	his	early
years	to	a	T.	Two	good	parents	and	two	brothers,	one	older	and	one	younger,	normal	high
school	 years,	 played	 some	 football,	 got	 ok	grades	 and	drank	 a	 lot	 of	 beer	 on	dirt	 roads
outside	of	town	with	his	buddies.	Yeah,	normal	Texas	teenage	life	in	the	60s.

Then	 at	 the	 end	 of	 his	 sophomore	 year	 in	 high	 school,	 his	 parents	were	 killed	 in	 a	 car
wreck	outside	of	Sweetwater	on	 their	way	back	from	visiting	friends	 in	Dallas.	 It	was	a
tough	time	for	the	siblings	left	behind,	especially	since	the	Thompsons	had	always	been	a
close	family.

His	older	brother	Bill	was	already	in	college	up	in	Lubbock	at	Texas	Tech,	so	he	and	his
younger	brother	Sam	went	to	live	with	their	aunt	and	uncle	who	had	a	farm	a	few	miles
outside	town.	Earl	and	Ramona	Thompson	were	great	people	and	were	more	than	happy	to
take	the	brothers	in.	Walt	always	enjoyed	going	out	to	Earl’s	farm	during	dove	season	and



hunting	 with	 all	 the	 men	 in	 the	 Thompson	 family.	 So,	 when	 they	 moved	 to	 the	 farm
permanently,	it	was	good	for	him	and	Sam.

Many	 nights	 he	 lay	 in	 bed	 listening	 to	 the	 frogs	 crocking	 and	 the	 mosquitos	 buzzing
thinking	about	his	mom	and	dad.	Walt	loved	his	parents	and	wished	he	had	told	them	on	a
more	consistence	basis,	but	he	hadn’t	and	now	they	were	gone.	In	Walt’s	mind,	 life	was
cruel	and	always	caught	you	with	your	pants	down.	It	was	this	mental	attitude	that	caused
a	sour	outlook	on	life	that	lasted	for	years.	This	was	a	bad	time	in	Walt’s	life,	but	he	was
young	and	eventually	his	happiness	returned.	During	those	years,	Walt	never	 thought	he
would	be	a	dad	of	4	children;	he	always	thought	he	would	stay	a	bachelor	for	a	long	time
and	live	a	life	of	adventure.	His	work	today	in	the	oilfield	was	certainly	no	adventure	but
he	had	a	beautiful	 loving	wife	and	four	great	children,	so	as	far	as	Walt	was	concerned,
life	was	good.

“Ok	guys,	ya’ll	ready	to	go	to	Kermit.”	Walt	looked	at	his	kids	and	had	to	admit—even	he
had	trouble	working	up	any	excitement	about	going	to	Kermit.

“Yes,	Daddy	we’re	ready.	It	will	be	an	adventure,”	said	Lizzy	as	she	smiled	and	looked	at
Max.

Max	had	a	sullen	look	on	his	face.	“This	ain’t	no	adventure.“

Lizzy	was	the	enforcer	in	the	back-seat	gang,	so	she	gave	Max	a	stern	look	and	whispered
something	 in	 his	 ear.	 Max	 started	 to	 protest	 but	 knew	 it	 wouldn’t	 get	 him	 anywhere
because	right	now,	they	were	sharing	Lizzy’s	brain.

“Ok,	let’s	go.”

Tonight,	Walt	and	the	kids	would	be	going	to	the	Reef	Drilling,	Rig	201	outside	Kermit
Texas,	which	meant	taking	Hwy	302	out	of	Odessa	to	Kermit	and	turning	south	on	Hwy
18	towards	Monahans.	The	drive	was	anything	but	picturesque	and	during	the	day,	all	you
could	see	were	drilling	rigs,	 tank	batteries,	sand	and	 those	ever-present	mesquite	bushes
that	never	got	 enough	water	 to	 turn	 into	 trees.	 It	wasn’t	great	 scenery	 for	 sure,	 but	 that
didn’t	matter	to	Walt.	There	was	something	about	driving	at	night	in	the	area	with	no	other
cars	around	searching	for	those	lights	on	the	derrick	that	Walt	enjoyed.	If	everyone	was	at
home	when	he	got	 the	call,	 sometimes	Sarah	would	go	with	him	if	she	wasn’t	working,
but	most	of	the	time	he	went	alone.

“We	might	have	time	to	get	a	treat	when	we	get	to	Kermit.”

They	gang	in	the	back	thought	the	idea	of	a	treat	was	a	great	thing,	since	they	didn’t	get
many,	Sarah	kept	them	on	a	strict	diet,	so	strict	that	sometimes,	Walt	would	have	to	sneak
out	of	the	house	to	get	a	bacon	cheeseburger.	Thank	God	for	late	night	calls,	he	thought	to
himself.	 The	 trip	 had	 just	 gotten	 under	 way	 when	Max	 stood	 up	 in	 the	 back	 seat	 and
started	his	usual	monologue.

“Daddy,	I’m	bored.	Can	I	drive?”	Max	knew	his	dad	was	a	pushover.

“Max,	you	know	you’re	supposed	to	be	sitting	down	with	your	seat	belt	on.”	Walt	tried	to
sound	like	a	parent,	but	when	his	kids	were	around,	he	was	putty.	In	fact,	it	was	Sarah	who
mostly	handled	the	discipline,	and	most	of	the	time,	that	was	when	he	was	at	work.

“I	know,	Dad,	but	I	wanna	drive.	Can	I,	please?”



Walt	pulled	over	on	to	a	lease	road	and	let	Max	crawl	over	the	front	seat.	At	this	time	of
night,	the	traffic	was	almost	non-existent,	and	the	weather	was	good,	so	he	bowed	to	the
request	of	his	son	only	to	hear	from	the	back…

“Dad,	it’s	not	safe.	Smokey	Bear	says,	‘Be	safe.’”

“Honey,	Smokey	Bear	is	the	forest	fire	guy,	and	there	hasn’t	been	a	forest	fire	around	here
since…well,	there’s	never	been	a	forest	around	here.	It’s	ok.	I’ll	do	most	of	the	driving	just
don’t	tell	Mom.”

Max	assumed	his	favorite	position,	sitting	on	his	dad’s	lap	with	his	hands	on	the	wheel.	Of
course,	this	could	only	happen	when	Mom	was	not	in	the	vehicle.	So,	with	the	seat	of	the
truck	pushed	back	as	 far	as	 it	would	go,	 they	pulled	back	onto	 the	highway.	Walt	could
hear	mumbling	in	the	back	seat.	He	knew	there	was	the	potential	for	trouble	later	because
he	knew	the	statement	“Don’t	tell	Mom”	was	akin	to	saying,	“Honey,	be	sure	to	give	Mom
all	of	 the	details.”	Walt	also	knew	his	wife	 trusted	him	to	keep	 their	children	safe	when
they	went	with	him,	and	he	was	determined	to	do	just	that.

The	rest	of	the	drive	to	Kermit	was	uneventful.	Walt	could	hear	Lizzy	singing	in	the	back
as	 she	 looked	 out	 the	 window,	 and	Max	 always	 got	 a	 thrill	 out	 of	 pretending	 he	 was
driving	the	big	truck,	just	like	his	dad.	Walt	did	special	things	with	all	his	children	and	this
was	Maxie’s	special	thing,	so	if	he	got	in	a	little	bit	of	trouble	for	letting	his	son	sit	in	his
lap	and	pretend	to	drive,	so	be	it.

As	they	pulled	into	Kermit,	Walt	made	Max	crawl	back	over	the	seat	and	put	his	seatbelt
on.	 After	 some	 complaining,	 the	 deed	 was	 done,	 and	 he	 could	 hear	 Lizzy	 in	 the	 back
taking	care	of	her	little	brother.

“Well,	were	almost	there.	Ya’ll	want	a	coke?”

“Yes,	sir.	Can	we	get	some	fries	too?”	Lizzy’s	voice	was	filled	with	excitement.

Walt	 knew	 they	 would	 be	 stopping	 at	 the	 drive-in	 for	 Cokes	 and	 fries	 even	 before	 he
asked.	If	his	wife	had	been	in	 the	car,	 they	would	have	stopped	at	 the	grocery	store	and
gotten	 bottled	water	 and	 almonds	 for	 snacks.	Also,	Walt	 knew	 stopping	 for	 Cokes	 and
fries	would	not	be	part	of	the	“intel”	passed	along	to	high	command	when	they	got	home
tonight,	so	he	pulled	in	and	placed	the	order.	The	rig	could	wait;	the	stuff	he	was	bringing
would	probably	sit	there	for	a	week	anyway.

The	kids	ate	their	fries	like	they	hadn’t	had	food	in	a	month.	After	tossing	the	trash	and	a
quick	trip	to	the	bathroom,	they	were	back	on	the	road.	Walt	looked	in	the	back	seat	and	of
course,	 Lizzy	 was	 whispering	 something	 in	 Max’s	 ear.	 She	 was	 always	 whispering
something	in	his	ear.

It	only	took	another	10	minutes	to	get	to	the	rig,	and	Walt	figured	the	sugar	in	the	drinks
and	 the	 carbohydrates	 in	 the	 fries	 might	 have	 them	 hanging	 from	 the	 headliner	 of	 the
truck,	but	when	he	turned	to	check	on	his	children,	Lizzy	looked	to	be	asleep	and	Max	was
sitting	 looking	 out	 the	 window.	 As	 Walt	 pulled	 through	 the	 cattleguard	 onto	 the	 road
“You’re	a	good	boy,	Maxie;	don’t	wake	your	sister	up.”

“I	won’t,	Dad.	She’s	busy	right	now.”	Walt	knew	Max	got	his	words	mixed	up	sometimes,
so	he	just	smiled.



The	location	was	close	to	the	road	and	somewhat	smooth,	Walt	figured	it	wouldn’t	wake
Lizzy	up	even	though	she	hadn’t	been	asleep	very	long.	As	he	pulled	up	the	rig,	he	could
see	a	problem.	The	rig	was	venting	gas	into	the	atmosphere	out	the	side	of	the	drill	string.
The	 cloud	 spewing	 from	 the	 vent	 pipe	 was	 a	 hydrate	 of	 gas	 and	 other	 petroleum
byproducts	that	came	out	as	a	thick	white	cloud.

He	figured	the	rig	must	have	drilled	into	a	pocket	of	natural	gas.	It	happened	all	the	time
around	 here,	 but	 they	were	 not	 supposed	 to	 vent	 the	 gas	 unless	 they	 had	 some	 type	 of
problem,	because	of	the	explosive	situation	it	created.	Walt	knew	immediately	the	problem
must	have	been	with	the	valves	used	to	contain	the	cloud	of	gas—the	same	type	of	valve
Walt	had	in	the	back	of	his	truck.

Walt	pulled	over	to	the	tool	pusher’s	trailer	and	as	far	away	from	the	cloud	of	gas	as	he
could	 get.	 It	 made	 him	 sick	 to	 his	 stomach	 to	 think	 about	 what	 might	 happen,	 and	 of
course	he	had	two	of	the	most	precious	people	in	the	world	with	him	in	the	back	seat.	Walt
got	out	of	the	truck	to	unload	the	equipment	as	quickly	as	possible.	The	ticket	for	the	parts
could	get	signed	later;	he	didn’t	care	about	standard	operating	procedures	right	now.

“Maxie,	I’ll	be	right	back;	don’t	wake	your	sister	up.	Just	be	real	still	till	I	get	back.”

Walt	knew	Max	being	“real	still”	would	not	matter	if	the	gas	exploded	and	the	rig	caught
fire.	He	knew	nothing	would	matter	anymore.

“Ok,	Dad,	I	will.”

Walt	stepped	out	of	the	truck	to	look	around	for	Jimmy	Don	Able,	the	toolpusher.	He	must
have	seen	Walt	because	he	came	walking	toward	him	from	the	other	side	of	the	rig.

“Hey,	Jimmy,	what	the	hell.	You	didn’t	tell	me	the	rig	was	venting	gas.	I	got	my	kids	in
the	truck.”

“Relax,	Walt;	everything’s	good.	We’re	about	to	start	circulating	mud,	and	it’s	only	a	small
pocket	of	gas.”

Walt	was	 anything	but	 relaxed.	How	could	 he	 have	 been	 so	 stupid	 as	 to	 drive	 onto	 the
Location,	 but	 he	 noticed	 Jimmy	 Don	 didn’t	 seem	 concerned	 as	 he	 continued	 with	 the
update.

“Right	now,	everyone’s	at	the	assembly	point	and	there	better	not	be	any	smoking.”

“Yeah,	everyone’s	at	the	assembly	point	except	you,	me	and	did	I	mention	my	kids	are	in
the	Truck?”

“Ok,	ok,	let’s	get	you	unloaded	and	you	can	be	on	your	way.”

“Yeah,	come	on,	let’s	hurry,	so	I	can	get	out	the	hell	out	of	here.	I’ll	be	back	later	to	get	the
ticket	signed.”	Walt	was	furious	and	didn’t	care	about	customer	relations	right	now.

As	they	turned	to	walk	back	to	the	truck,	Walt	could	hear	a	rumbling	sound	coming	from
the	ground.	He	knew	what	it	was,	and	it	filled	him	with	dread,	Jimmy	Don	turned	to	look
at	the	rig	and	started	running	toward	the	accumulator.	He	was	yelling	something,	but	Walt
knew	it	didn’t	matter.	He	would	never	make	it	 to	the	accumulator	to	shut	the	BOP.	Walt
wasn’t	listening	anyway;	all	his	energy	was	being	expended	in	a	sprint	to	the	truck	yelling
his	children’s	names	at	the	top	of	his	lungs.



Walt	was	halfway	to	the	truck	when	everything	went	black.



CHAPTER	3
Sarah	Thompson	 stood	watching	 the	 lights	 of	 downtown	Midland,	TX	out	 the	6th	 story
window	of	her	office.	She	was	almost	finished	with	her	work	at	the	accounting	firm	where
she	worked	part	time	and	was	looking	forward	to	getting	home	to	the	family.

This	time	of	year,	she	spent	the	contract	hours	she	worked	at	night	pouring	over	all	of	the
endless	records	making	sure	 the	staff	accountants	and	CPA	partners	would	have	all	 they
needed	 to	be	able	 to	prepare	 tax	returns	 for	 the	big	clients	during	 the	day.	She	was	also
charged	with	doing	tax	returns	for	some	of	the	smaller	clients.

Sarah	enjoyed	everything	associated	with	accounting	and	everything	 it	 took	 to	get	 facts
straight	and	paperwork	in	order,	which	meant	filing,	sorting,	and	putting	reams	and	reams
of	paper	in	alphabetical	order.	Most	people	would	have	found	this	type	of	work	boring,	but
not	Sarah.	She	loved	it.	To	her	it	was	easy	and	gave	the	appearance	of	a	busy	person	who
should	 not	 be	 talked	 to,	 and	 that	 gave	 her	 the	 chance	 to	 concentrate	 on	 the	 “family
business.”

Many	 of	 Sarah’s	 colleagues	 at	 the	 accounting	 firm	 spent	 their	 time	 daydreaming	 about
monetary	or	social	steps	up	 the	 ladder,	but	Sarah	spent	her	daydreaming	 time,	 the	small
amount	she	allowed	herself,	on	her	family	and	that	rascal,	Walter	Mitchell	Thompson.

Sarah	met	Walt	 in	1968	when	 they	were	both	about	 to	be	 freshmen	at	West	Texas	State
College	in	Canyon,	Texas,	just	south	of	Amarillo.	She	was	barely	17	having	finished	high
school	early	and	Walt	was	a	strapping	19-year-old.	He	had	finally	given	in	to	his	aunt	and
uncle’s	constant	urgings	and	registered	for	college.

She	 could	 see	 their	 first	meeting	 as	 if	 it	were	 yesterday.	 Sarah	was	 attending	 the	 same
college	her	dad	and	uncle	attended	before	the	war;	to	her,	it	was	the	way	things	should	be.
She	stood	outside	the	admin	building	on	that	August	day	so	many	years	ago	waiting	for
her	uncle	to	park	the	car.	A	group	of	young	people	walked	into	her	view	on	their	way	to
registration.	They	 talked	 and	 laughed	 as	 friends	 do	 and	 in	 the	middle	 of	 the	 group	was
Walt	Thompson.	He	walked	with	a	swagger	that	made	her	heart	leap	the	first	time	she	saw
him.	What	she	didn’t	know	was	Walt	noticed	her	also.	The	minute	they	got	within	sight,
he	was	interested.	In	Walt’s	mind,	he	had	a	reputation	as	a	lady’s	man	and	planned	to	play
the	field	at	West	Texas	State,	but	on	that	August	day	Walt’s	way	of	thinking	changed.

Walt	and	his	friends	walked	into	the	admin	building	to	begin	the	process	for	registration
but	when	it	came	time	to	stand	in	the	long	line,	he	couldn’t	do	it	and	told	his	friends	he
had	forgotten	something	in	the	car	and	walked	back	outside.

Sarah	stood	in	the	same	place	staring	at	the	ground	when	Walt	walked	up	to	her.

“Hi,	my	name	is	Walt.”	He	stood	there	and	waited	for	her	to	tell	him	her	name.

Sarah’s	heart	was	 racing;	 she	 couldn’t	believe	 the	one	guy	 she	noticed	out	of	 all	 of	 the
hundreds	 who	 had	 walked	 by	 had	 come	 back	 to	 talk	 to	 her.	 She	 didn’t	 have	 much
experience	talking	to	boys	because	of	her	family	situation,	but	she	was	desperately	trying
to	think	of	something	to	say	as	she	studied	the	ground.

“You	here	to	study	insects?”



Walt	knew	he	was	good-looking,	but	he	also	thought	he	was	quite	the	comedian,	–	but	he
wasn’t.

“Entomology,”	whispered	Sarah.

“What?

Walt	was	beginning	to	get	a	good	look	at	this	young	lady.	After	all,	it	was	the	reason	he
came	back.	Once	he	got	close	and	began	 to	 really	see	 the	beauty	of	his	 future	wife,	 the
wheels	in	his	head	began	to	turn.	Walt	could	see	she	was	alone,	and	that	was	good.	Maybe
she	didn’t	have	a	boyfriend.	Even	 if	she	did,	Walt	began	 to	see	a	picture	 in	his	mind	of
him	being	a	small	wimpy	guy	that	Walt’s	could	take	in	a	fist	fight.	Whatever	it	took,	Walt
decided,	he	was	going	to	get	to	know	this	girl.

“Entomology,”	she	whispered	again.	“It	means	the	study	of	insects.”

Walt	smiled	as	Sarah	raised	her	face	to	look	at	him,	Walt	had	that	big	goofy	smile	on	his
face;	he	knew	girls	liked	it	for	some	reason.

“Well,	it	did	look	like	you	were	studying	something	on	the	ground	pretty	hard,	but	what	I
really	 meant	 was,	 do	 you	 need	 some	 help,	 are	 you	 here	 for	 registration,	 or	 have	 you
already	finished?”

Sarah	 was	 having	 trouble	 speaking,	 but	 she	 couldn’t	 take	 her	 eyes	 off	 this	 tall,	 lanky
young	man.

“No,	I	haven’t	registered,	but	my	uncle	is	going	to	help	me.	He’s	parking	the	car.”

Sarah	 started	 to	 speak	 louder	 and	 began	 to	 smile.	Walt	 took	 it	 as	 a	 good	 sign,	 but	 of
course,	as	is	the	way	of	the	universe,	her	uncle	walked	up	at	that	very	moment.

Walt	had	been	 in	 fights	before	 and	even	won	 some	of	 them,	but	when	he	got	 a	 look	at
Sarah’s	uncle,	all	 thought	of	a	fist	 fight	quickly	 left	his	mind.	Her	Uncle	Dawson	was	a
man	who	had	obviously	been	in	many	fights	before.	He	was	probably	in	his	somewhere	in
the	mid-forties	and	a	bit	grizzled	but	still	trim	and	muscular,	he	had	the	look	of	a	man	who
had	been	in	fist	fights,	gun	fights	and	from	the	looks	of	his	face,	even	machete	fights.	He
was	 a	 little	 taller	 than	Walt,	 bigger	 than	Walt	 and	 had	 hands	 big	 enough	 to	 fit	 around
Walt’s	neck.

“Sarah,	who’s	this?”	Uncle	Dawson	growled.

She	turned	to	look	at	her	uncle	but	instead	of	fright,	Walt	saw	something	else	in	her	face.
He	would	come	 to	know	years	 later	 it	was	a	 look	of	determination.	Sarah	Gale	Enright
was	never	frightened	a	day	in	her	life;	she	had	many	sad	days,	but	fright	was	something
driven	from	her	at	a	young	age.	She	wasn’t	studying	insects	on	the	ground;	she	was	just
terribly	shy.

“He’s	just	a	nice	guy	named	Walt.	I	just	met	him,	and	he	only	wanted	to	know	if	he	could
help	me.”

Uncle	Dawson	never	took	his	gaze	off	Walt.	“Yeah,	I	bet	he	wants	to	help	you.”	Taking
Sarah’s	arm,	Uncle	Dawson,	the	machete	fighter,	started	to	walk	away.	Over	his	shoulder
he	said,	“We	don’t	need	any	help.”

Walt	wasn’t	going	to	give	up	so	easily,	and	he	knew	he	could	probably	run	faster	than	her



uncle,	 so	 he	 started	 to	 turn	 on	 the	 charm.	Now	he	 even	knew	her	 name	because	 of	 her
uncle.	He	made	sure	to	walk	beside	Sarah	as	they	made	their	way	into	the	admin	building,
staying	far	away	from	her	uncle.

“Sarah,	I	guess	we	will	be	seeing	each	other	around	campus.”

“No,	you	won’t.”	Walt	could	tell	her	uncle	was	not	a	pleasant	person.

“Well	 sure,	we	might	even	have	 some	of	 the	 same	classes.”	His	attempt	at	 ignoring	 the
uncle	was	not	working.

This	time	uncle	Dawson	didn’t	growl,	he	just	started	laughing.

“She’s	not	taking	basket	weaving.	Piss	off	punk.”

Walt’s	anger	started	to	rise.	He	didn’t	care	how	big	this	SOB	was;	he	had	already	decided
to	ask	Sarah	out	on	a	date,	and	no	Frankenstein	monster	in	a	sport	coat	could	stop	him.

“Look,	I’m	not	talking	to	you,	Uncle	Fester.	I’m	trying	to	have	a	conversation	with	Sarah.
Why	don’t	you	let	her	make	up	her	own	mind	who	she	talks	to”?

Walt	was	thin	and	wiry	with	above-average	teenage	muscles,	but	as	fast	as	he	moved	the
machete	fighter	moved	faster.	Before	he	knew,	it	Uncle	Dawson	had	a	hand	full	of	Walt’s
shirt	and	was	pushing	him	back	against	the	wall	of	the	admin	building.

“Listen,	punk,	leave	Sarah	alone	or	I	promise	you	will	regret	it.”

Sarah	was	on	the	move	as	soon	as	her	uncle	let	go	of	her.	She	was	right	beside	him	with
her	finger	in	his	face.

“Uncle	Dawson,	 you’re	 the	 only	 one	 going	 to	 regret	 this.	You	 know	what	Roland	 says
about	this	kind	of	behavior.	He	told	you	not	to	make	a	scene	and	to	only	to	help	me,	but
this	is	not	helping.”

Walt	closed	his	eyes	waiting	for	the	stinging	pop	he	knew	so	well,	but	nothing	happened.
When	he	opened	his	eyes	again,	he	could	see	Sarah	and	her	uncle	discussing	something	in
whispers.	He	 looked	 around	 to	 see	 if	 anyone	was	watching	 them,	but	 the	walkway	was
empty.

Uncle	Dawson	turned	his	back	to	Walt	and	Sarah	and	assumed	the	protective	stance	of	a
bodyguard.	Walt	knew	he	had	created	a	scene	and	hoped	Sarah	wasn’t	mad	at	him	because
he	planned	to	ask	her	out	before	someone	else	beat	him	to	it.

“I’m	so	sorry	for	my	uncle’s	behavior.	My	name	is	Sarah	Gale	Enright,	and	I	hope	I	do	see
you	around	the	campus.”

She	stuck	out	her	hand	for	a	handshake.	Walt	thought	about	hugging	her,	but	since	he	had
already	gotten	away	without	getting	punched	by	 the	machete	 fighting	uncle,	he	decided
not	to	push	the	issue.	He	took	her	hand	and	smiled.	When	she	started	to	leave	Walt	held
her	hand	until	she	looked	into	his	eyes	and	smiled.

Walt	was	so	happy	he	hadn’t	noticed	the	paper	she	slipped	into	his	hand.	It	was	the	torn
corner	of	her	housing	schedule	with	the	name	of	her	dormitory	on	it.	He	also	didn’t	see	the
flushed	 face	 of	 his	 future	 wife	 as	 she	 walked	 away	 in	 embarrassment,	 but	 Sarah
remembered	 that	 day,	 and	 except	 for	 the	 births	 of	 her	 children,	 it	was	 one	 of	 her	most



favorite	memories.

Tonight	though,	Sarah	didn’t	have	time	to	go	over	the	old	memories.	As	she	stood	looking
out	the	window	of	her	office	in	Midland,	she	started	to	tear	up.	She	often	wondered	what
made	her	love	Walt	so	much,	he	wasn’t	perfect	but	even	when	things	were	not	perfect,	she
loved	 him.	 After	 15	 years,	 he	 was	 a	 wonderful	 husband	 and	 they	 shared	 four	 great
children,	so	her	life	was	very	good.

As	 the	 old	memories	were	 going	 back	 up	 on	 the	 shelf,	 her	mind	was	 suddenly	 flooded
with	a	disturbing	picture.	She	sat	down	 in	her	chair,	closed	her	eyes	and	began	 to	see	a
panorama	of	the	unfolding	events	more	clearly.	Sarah	knew	what	was	about	to	happen	and
cried	out	in	a	muffled	voice	laced	with	emotion.	“Oh,	Lizzie	hurry,	please	hurry.”
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