Sanity is a revolving door…

Not quite certain if

I’m on my way

In or

Out
On the Other Side of the Electric Chair

Moderate drought in the lower valley had lasted almost eight months, so when the first specks of rain dotted the parched July roadways, it was an event to make the early news.

Jim Fagan, pen name Spy Weaver, awakened with a head-full of groggy celebration, in climax of his fourth novel.  On The Other Side of the Electric Chair was due to release the following week; and Spy’s first book signing for this latest best seller was set for Wednesday morning.  He’d fly to LA a few days in advance, for excitement and downtime with some West Coast buddies.  There would be more celebration aches and pains during the next few days; Spy chuckled quietly as he flung his brown leather tote and garment bag into the back seat of his green Jeep Cherokee.  Quite an attractive guy of 30…cool dude---  Spy checked his reflection in the rearview mirror, and with a laugh of approval, shoved a thick lock of dark hair to the side of his temple, and pulled the driver’s door shut.

Spy traveled light.  No more than three pairs of soft jeans, crisp Dockers, tee shirts, a pair of shorts and one formal along with the Nikes and 505’s he was wearing would last the week, that and of course a supply of Hanes, Lancombe and king size can of Lysol.  He’d drive to Stewart for a direct flight to LAX, arriving in time for drinks and dinner.  Reservations had already been made for more than a dozen people at the Canyon Inn, a favorite resort that catered especially to authors and screen writers.

Spy’s stomach growled either from too much of last night, or no breakfast this morning, and his head ached a bit, even after the juice and aspirin he had snatched from his bedside during his first moments of consciousness.  He pulled the Jeep from the garage and paused at the end of the long driveway to take one last look at the ranch, making certain everything was okay, and that the automatic garage door had shut properly.  Recently it had been closing partially and re-opening by itself, exposing his perfectly organized belongings to any stranger who might happen by.  Still his 6 acres of wooded privacy held more wildlife than people, so setting aside his paranoid tendencies, he began his drive down the gentle incline of the mountain.  Three thousand, eight hundred, ninety-six feet elevation, the green sign read as his speedometer reached 45.  

Once down the mountain, Spy would proceed to the main highway, Interstate 84.  A variety of vehicles, including many 18-wheelers shared his route, leaving scars and ruts and depositing a good deal of oil slick upon the roads.  On occasion, Spy had hydroplaned going up the mountain, so he knew to pay careful attention as the rain began to gather and form puddles beneath his tires --  especially on his way down.  Winter travel could be treacherous -  more than half a dozen lives had been lost in the 8 years since Spy moved to Edgewood.  But summer roads were usually safe.

Spy flipped the wiper lever to high, as driving rains now began to flood the thirsty land around him.  As soon as he crossed the short stone bridge squatting ahead of him, he’d make a left onto 84 and should arrive early for his flight.  He checked the green LCD time on his dashboard, 8:47.  His plane would depart at 11 am, so he’d have time to grab a roll and coffee, the new issue of Investments Daily and head for his gate.  

With the cool rain hitting the warm roads, a low fog formed from the blacktop and drifted protectively over the river beneath the bridge, which was just beyond the Jeep’s low beams.  With thoughts of the success of his book signing and making another few million in movie rights, Spy turned his attention to the radio, and the newscaster’s male voice reporting major delays on the Beacon Bridge, leading into Stewart.  Now that was a bridge you had to be concerned about, whether crossing in wet or dry conditions.  It towered in excess of a hundred feet over the Hudson River and spanned two miles, with three lanes of fast moving traffic – and the usual lunatics weaving in and out to get to the front of the line…………

Those were Spy’s last coherent thoughts as the Jeep hydroplaned just before its tires reached the wood planks of the old bridge.  The Jeep spun out, gaining deadly momentum and became airborne, the sharp increase in speed and motion launching it over the low iron guardrail soundlessly, without even a scrape to a fender.  

Inside Spy lost all bearings as the Jeep began a clunking roll over and over down the steep embankment, then slid to a near halt in a thick mudslide that slowed it almost to dead stop…  inside Spy fought with the steering wheel that turned his muddy tires in rainy air, accomplishing nothing.  Spy also fought for his wits and began to fumble for the door handle, forgetting his seatbelt.  Within seconds, the soft patch of soggy embankment that supported the side of the Jeep, yielded to its weight.  

Spy felt the movement, which was abrupt, yet to him it seemed forever before the Jeep hit the river and rushing water began to invade the vehicle thru crevices and the half open window.  Spy first felt its coldness against his face, and then his extremities as it poured into his Nikes, up his legs, cooling his crotch.  Panic set in.  The engine had stalled, so there was no power to open the window, and his athletic form could never fit through that small opening.  The door was held shut by the river’s clutch as the Jeep quickly began to sink to the murky bottom of the river’s fifty-foot depth.  

Spy could free himself, he was certain, if he could only get the damn seat belt off!!  His mind raced as his hands dove into swirling water, fingers slipping over the metal belt release.  God!!!  this was worse than the fate some his characters met in his mystery novels…………..    his mind raced.

