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There’s a Spanish proverb that says,
“Nothing bad lasts 100 years.” I gotta admit I’m not worried about
100 years. I’m thinking more about the rest of my life. Will this
nightmare I’m in last that long?

I’ve started at the end. To understand what
I’m talking about, we have to go back to when it started – a rainy
Monday morning in a small town you’ve probably never heard of. Big
enough for a mall and a Home Depot, but not so big that you’d hear
about it on the national news. Not even given what happened.

So my buddies and I are sitting at a table
at the local coffee shop, getting our caffeine fixes before braving
a new work week. There’s me, Chuck, and Dave – just three guys
trying to wake up after a weekend of fun and games.

Chuck’s going on and on about this gal he
met at the local watering hole over the weekend. Dave and I listen
and roll our eyes at each other when Chuck isn’t looking – I mean,
the guy’s my friend but he goes through women like Imelda Marcos
went through shoes. Me? I was between relationships at the moment.
And Dave was married to his childhood sweetheart.

The conversation died down after Chuck
finished, and I was just thinking about getting a refill and
heading out to the office when Dave suddenly asked, “What would you
do if you knew you could get away with it?”

Chuck groaned. “What kind of question is
that? Julie ask you that one?”

“I’m serious,” Dave said. “I was thinking
about it this weekend…I mean, don’t you ever wish you could get
away with something?”

“I get away with stuff all the time,” Chuck
said, taking a bite of his blueberry scone. “Julie got ya on a
leash again? You thinking you want to wander?”

Dave looked uncomfortable. “I love Julie.
But…yeah, I’ve wondered what things would be like with someone
else.”

I shook my head. “You have a good thing. I
wouldn’t mess with it.”

“I’m not saying I would,” Dave said quickly.
“I’m just…thinking, you know?”

Chuck snorted. “What about you, Mitch?
Anything you’d do if you could get away with it?”

“Easy,” I said. “I’d kill Harry
Bradshaw.”

“Can’t say I blame you for that one,” Chuck
said with a sympathetic look.

“Wow,” Dave said, shaking his head. “You
sure know how to carry a grudge. It’s been what, two years?”

“And Gina’s still not over it,” I pointed
out. “They were practically engaged, for crying out loud!”

“Remind me not to get on your bad side,”
Dave responded. He glanced at his watch. “Well, gentlemen, time for
me to start earning my paycheck.”

“Me too,” I said, pushing my chair back and
grabbing my empty cup. “I hate Mondays.”

“Who doesn’t?” Chuck said. He gave me a
grin. “Let me know if you need an alibi for anything, Mitch.”

I chuckled as I headed to the counter for my
refill. “Yeah, right, Chuck.”

Funny how things can start from some kind of
an offhand remark. A not-so-serious question.

What isn’t so funny is the downward turn
that started from that moment. The moment the thought was planted
in my head.

What if I could get away with murder?

* * * * *

According to my mother, the Bible says that
hating someone is murdering them in your heart. If that’s the case,
then the innards of my heart are dark with Harry Bradshaw’s
blood.

The night after my conversation with the
guys Gina and I got together for dinner as usual. She was having a
bad day. Gina suffered from depression, and even with medication
she’d sometimes slip into this dark place.

“So, did you go out with that guy from
work?” I asked her after we ordered our meals at the Olive
Garden.

She toyed with the straw in her diet soda.
“Yeah. It was okay.”

“Just okay?” I asked.

“He was nice,” she sighed. “But he wasn’t
Harry, you know?”

I gripped my ice water. “Good. Harry –“

“Don’t,” she said quickly. “Harry…Harry is
special. He’s the only guy who really cared about me and didn’t
push for anything.”

I bit back my next words. Harry Bradshaw had
been my sister’s first – scratch that, to date, her only – love.
Their relationship was hot and heavy for a year, with talk of
marriage and kids – the whole nine yards.

Then one day he called her up on the phone
and said it was over. Said he just didn’t care for her like that
anymore even though she was a nice enough girl. On the phone! Louse
couldn’t even break up with her in person!

Gina went into a tailspin after that. She’d
struggled with depression before meeting Bradshaw. During the time
with him she’d seemed so much better. After he broke up with her
she decided it meant she wasn’t worthy of being loved. She tried to
kill herself.

But she never blamed him. And never liked it
when I blamed him.

“Gina,” I said, hating to ask but needing
to, “did you take your meds today?”

She frowned as she thought. “I think so.
Anyway, it’s not Harry’s fault no one else will ever love me.”

“Gina, come on, you know people love you,” I
protested. “I love you, Mom and Dad love you…”

“It’s not the same,” she sighed.

The waiter brought our salad and
breadsticks. I took a savage bite of one of the warm fragrant
sticks and murdered Harry Bradshaw in my heart yet another
time.

* * * * *

It wasn’t long after that I started tracking
Harry Bradshaw’s movements.

I wasn’t stalking him, I told myself. I
wasn’t planning on doing anything. It was just an exercise, just a
game I was playing with myself.

Bradshaw worked as an accountant just three
blocks from where I worked. I started eating lunch at the same
restaurants he did, careful not to approach him or talk to him.

He kept regular hours during the day. Nights
were different. Sometimes he hung out at a bar on the highway, or
he went out to eat. Always with a woman. And not the same woman all
the time.

What got to me was the creep was
happy.

Despite the fact he’d ruined a woman’s life,
to the point she’d tried to kill herself, he was acting like
nothing had happened. Like it hadn’t mattered.

Like she didn’t matter.

Some nights, while I was sitting in my car
outside the bar he frequented, I imagined killing Bradshaw. Putting
a bullet in his brain as he exited the bar. Running him down with
my car as he walked to lunch. Slipping some poison into his coffee
at his office.

Of course, I didn’t do any of these things.
I watched enough television to know I’d be caught if I tried any of
these methods. And I wasn’t a murderer. Not really, anyway.

But I started asking myself if there was a
way I could be.

* * * * *

It was a Tuesday night. I was dozing in my
car, parked near Bradshaw’s at the far end of the lot. It was
raining off and on all night, which was probably why there were no
other cars nearby.

I woke with a start and glanced at my cell
phone. Close to two AM. I took a sip of some flat Coke and glanced
outside my windshield. The rain had stopped for the moment, and I
could hear water dripping from some bushes that struggled to
survive on the edge of the lot.

I caught sight of Bradshaw heading towards
his car, staggering a little – like maybe he’d partied pretty hard.
For once, he was alone.

There wasn’t any lights close by here, but
by now I could’ve picked out the creep in pitch blackness and
visibility was way better then that. Bradshaw, heading home after a
happy night. Creep.

Splashing sounds. Someone was running up to
where Bradshaw and I were parked. I slumped down a little in my
seat but I could still see everything out there.

Some punk – maybe sixteen, maybe seventeen,
energetic and wiry – comes running up to Bradshaw. “Mister, hey
mister!” he called out.

Bradshaw was by the front fender of his car
by now. He turned slowly to see what was going on, and suddenly the
kid was on top of him.

“Your wallet, man, gimme your wallet!” he
shouted, struggling with Bradshaw. They started punching at each
other, pressed against Bradshaw’s Nissan Sentra, grunts and smacks
the only sounds I could hear.

I was trying to figure out what to do – I
mean, I was enjoying watching Bradshaw getting beaten up but still
– then the kid reached into his back pocket and pulled something
out. I couldn’t see what it was at first.

Then he drove whatever it was into
Bradshaw’s chest and I knew it was a knife. Bradshaw uttered a
piercing cry and slid down the car door, his rear thudding onto the
asphalt.

The kid fumbled at Bradshaw’s side a moment
and pulled out something square – the wallet, I guessed – and
stuffed it into a jacket pocket. The rain was starting up again,
and he pulled part of the cheap white jacket over his head as he
turned and ran.

I let out a breath I didn’t realize I’d been
holding. The kid hadn’t seen me, hadn’t bothered to check my car.
Maybe he was doped up. I didn’t care. I was just glad to be
alive.

A moan rose over the sound of the rain. I
realized Bradshaw was still alive.

I got out of the car, glancing around
uneasily. But no one was in sight. The rain spattered my face as I
knelt down next to Bradshaw and checked him out.

He was in bad shape. The kid had stabbed him
in the upper part of his chest, on the left side, and red blood
seeped through his fingers. He was gasping, and I saw blood on his
lips as well.

My hand went to my belt but my cell phone
wasn’t there. I realized I’d left it in the car. “Just hang on –“ I
started to say.

Then I stopped. What was I doing?

I’d never denied hating Harry Bradshaw. I’d
been dreaming of ways to murder him. Now some punk does the job for
me and I’m thinking about saving this creep?

There are no cars back here. Bar’s closed or
closing. He could bleed out here and no one would be the wiser.
Robbery the obvious motive.

And my hands would be clean. I wouldn’t have
done anything. In fact, all I had to do was nothing and my fondest
wish would come true.

“Help me,” Bradshaw moaned. His hand pawed
at his hip and he pulled out his cell phone.
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