
Wyoming Welcomes You

Ted stood at the end of a long stretch of road.  On either side of him was nothing but wheat fields.  It was a beautiful morning.  The sun rose over distant mountains.  A calm wind blew his face.   He started off towards a farmhouse half a mile down the road, time for work.  A horn blasted and he heard “You coming, Bailey?”

Ted blinked and turned to his co-worker.  “What’s that?”


 “Quit day dreaming, man.  Time for work.”


Ted glanced once more at the advertisement.  “Wyoming Welcomes You” it read.  He stepped off the subway car onto the platform and hurried to catch up with Jim.


“Jimbo, you ever read ‘On The Road’?” 


“I only read Sports Illustrated and the Journal, you know that.”


Ted clammed up and tried to keep pace with Jim.

They got to the office at 7:30.  At Morgan-Stanly, even if you were just an underling in data entry, if you’re not twenty minutes early, you’re late.  Once, Ted showed up at 7:55.  His wife was sick so he had to get his kids ready for school himself.  He would have made the usual train, except Ted Junior decided to bite him at the last minute.  Ted showed up to work with his hand wrapped up and with some egg on his tie.  At lunch, one of his bosses handed him a pamphlet about the importance of teamwork.

Today didn’t get off to a great start for Ted.   The kids were sent off to school without any violent acts, but as soon as they were out the door, Eloise set in on Ted.  

“You need to get a raise.  Those braces aren’t going to pay for themselves, and that joke they call a dental plan won’t pay for them either.”

“I think Teddy’s teeth are just fine.”

“Quite whining about that.  Maybe if they saw their father more often, they wouldn’t feel the need to act out their hostilities.  Doctor Phil says…”

Ted sat at his desk and shuddered.  Thinking about his wife had that effect on him.  He started going over emails from various departments.  There was pot luck reminder, a memo from one of his bosses on the new scheduling software, and a forward from the office comic relief.  “Top Ten Reasons to Show up to Work Naked” was the title.

Ted had worked here for eight years.  Almost ever day was like the one before.  He got the same emails.  He got the same phone calls.  He used to try to eat at a different place for lunch everyday, but after getting a memo on the importance of giving 110 percent, now he ate the same ordered-in sandwich while he worked through lunch.  Except on pot luck days.  On potluck days, he could count on everyone bringing in the same thing they always brought in the last time, and eating that for lunch instead.

“Andrew, I need you to have this report done by five today.”  This was Mr. Roberts, one of Ted’s bosses.

“I’d prefer not to.” Andrew said.  Ted cringed, anticipating Roberts’ infamous temper.

“Alright, I’ll give it to Ted then.”

Ted couldn’t believe his ears.  Roberts headed over and dropped the thick packet on to his desk.  “Try not to screw this one up, Bailey,” was all he said.

Ted had never screwed up anything as far as he knew.  Ted played by the rules.  He dotted his i’s, crossed his t’s and gave as much a percentage as they demanded.  He even brought in tuna casserole every pot-luck to show he was a team player.   This was the highlight of Eloise’s life, as far as he could tell.  She loved to watch him cook and tell him that he shouldn’t quit his day job.  “But if you did, maybe you could get a real job and could provide for this family.”

Ted got to work on the report.  He thought about how some day Andrew would be one of his bosses.  Somehow working less and telling the bosses “no” was really manager material.  He had seen it before.  He would have loved to just say that he had other things to do.  He would have loved to tell Roberts or Kopellman that he was a busy man and to back off.   But he knew that he couldn’t risk it.  His wife would leave him and take the kids.  Ted thought about this, how terrible that would be.  He’d be alone.  He’d be out of work.  A smile started to cross his face.  He thought about the wheat fields.

“We aren’t paying you to smile!”  Jim yelled.  He laughs when Ted jumped out of his seat. “Calm down, buddy boy. It’s only Jimbo.”

Ted blushed.  Not only had he let Jim scare him, but he had been having a terrible fantasy.  He didn’t want to lose his job and family.  If nothing else, he thought, I wouldn’t be able to pay child support without this job.

“Ted, I’m going to spend the whole day in accounting so I can get Brenda to bang me this weekend.  Can you cover for me?”

Another manager in training, Ted thought.  “Sure, no problem, man,” Ted said.

“You are my boy!” Jim struts off.

Ted went back to the report.  His favorite part of working was that it made time go by faster.  If he could make it to lunch, he was halfway through his day.  And tomorrow was Wednesday, and then he’d be half way through his week. 

Around 8:30 Ted had found his groove.  The report was coming along well and he was able to go into cruise control and fantasize about farming.  Ted thought about how it could have been.  He read ‘On the Road’ when he was twenty, for a college English course.  He knew he wanted that life more than anything.  He had dropped all of his classes and was preparing to dump Eloise when she gave him the news.  With a baby on the way, he didn’t have the option of trying to get back into his classes.  He went to work right away.  He tried to convince El that they could raise there kids on a farm, but they only got him humiliation.  So Morgan-Stanley it was.  He’d worked his way from lowly mail clerk to lowly data entry specialist.

“Oh my God,” he heard someone say.

People ran to the window.  He looked up and saw the cause of the commotion.  Something was coming towards the building.  Ted stood up and saw what appeared to be a jumbo jet.

“What the hell are they doing?” someone said.

“They are going to turn, calm down,” he heard Andrew say.

Ted watched for thirty seconds as the plane got closer and closer.  Some people started to scream.  Others made a run for the stairs.

Ted hesitated, frozen with fear.  The plane was not turning.  He snapped to and decided escape was better than screaming.  He ran out the door.

He wasn’t the only person who’d had this idea.  There was a mob of people at the elevator.  “Push the button again!” He knew the voice, it was Jim.

Ted started to yell for him, but decided against it.  He flew down the stairs as fast as he could.  Dozens of other people were already on the stairs, taking them two at a time.  One guy, he looked about nineteen, was actually leaping down the stairs, taking them half a flight at a time.

He made it to the ground floor.   He couldn’t see past the back of the head of the person in front of him.  He was being pushed hard by everyone around him and everything was dark. He finally felt himself pop through the door out into the sunlight.  It was bright enough to blind him for a split second.  His vision came back and he saw everyone running down the street.  He ran down the block and turned just as he heard the crash.  The top of the tower exploded with the impact.

Everyone around him was crying and screaming.  He kept walking.  He realized when it got far enough away that he was crying, too.  He stood on the street corner, shaking, crying.  He looked back up and saw the tower collapsing, the other one standing alone.  It was then that he noticed the other plane.   It was heading for the other tower.  For a moment he thought he was fantasizing again.  He thought he was seeing the first plane, only replayed in his head from another angle.  Then he saw someone jump from a window.  The screaming got louder around him.  He started crying harder, he opened his mouth to scream but nothing came out.

Ted watched as the plane took down the second tower.  By this point the screams were mixed with sirens.  Paramedics and police were rushing around.  Firemen were already shoveling through the remains of the first tower, pulling people out.

I need to call my wife, Ted thought.  I need to let her know I’m alright.  He started walking down the street, looking for a payphone.  It was eleven blocks before he found an empty phone booth.  Everyone he passed on the way looked terrified.  Everyone was walking in the opposite direction.  He stepped into the phone booth and picked up the phone.

He had dialed half the number when he saw the ad in the grocery story across the street.  “Wyoming Welcomes You” it read.  He was back in the field, heading to the farm house.  He was going to work hard that day.  He was going to sweat.  Ted was brought back to reality by the voice of an operator.  “This phone line is going to be shut off in 2 minutes to clear up all lines for emergency calls.  Please finish this call.”

“Thank you,” was all Ted could think to say.  He went back to dialing the number.  He held his finger over the last number.  Wyoming, why not? He thought.  No one will know.  Everyone will assume my body was never found.  He then thought about his wife and kids crying.  Well, they won’t cry as much when they get the insurance, he thought.  They can have braces and the house they always wanted.  And then he hung up the phone.


Ted stood at the end of a long stretch of road.  On either side of him was nothing but wheat fields.  It was a beautiful morning.  The sun rose over distant mountains.  A calm wind blew his face.   He started off towards a farmhouse half a mile down the road, time for work.  
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