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      William Gamble had worked as a security man for the famous and wealthy for years until he didn’t. People liked to call him a bodyguard. He wasn’t. He was definitely security with muscles and a gun.

      His last client changed everything. He walked away from that job, opened a gym, hired trainers, and learned to do paperwork. Most of all he pretended that he loved his new profession. Because he wasn’t good at pretending, he decided early on that it was a good thing he hadn’t taken up acting. He would have failed miserably.

      He considered himself a man of his word and a person who never broke the law. Of course that wasn’t true. It wasn’t that he lied on a resume, or that he told a lot of white lies to save people the pain of blunt truth, or that he parked in a disabled parking spot.

      No, it wasn’t any of those silly crimes that no one worried about even as they pretend that all those things keep them up at night. Yeah, those things should prick people’s consciousness, but mostly they don’t.

      He broke the law once. It wasn’t a minor infraction. It was a full blown, hardened, felony. A crime that could have and did break his world apart because he couldn’t face the world with pride after that.

      Now was another day that was breaking his heart. He stood in his bedroom and glanced at himself in the mirror over his dresser. The bedroom seemed too big and too gray. It reminded him that he was alone, a sad old man who had once done something that was both criminal and noble. A life he chose for himself because the life he’d wanted could never, ever be.

      He’d opened the white blinds on his bedroom window to let in some light and glanced around. The amount of furniture would make a minimalist blush. Unlike the rest of the house, his bedroom housed everything that held meaning for him. It was crammed within these four walls. Every morning, he gazed at everything. Again at night before he closed his eyes to sleep. Every piece had significance and meaning. Almost every inch of his wall was covered with swords, antique hand guns, shields, rifles, and random pieces of military paraphilia.

      He didn’t know if he did those out of nostalgia or to remind himself that he’d once been a good man. A man who always tried to do the right thing. Some days he knew he had done the right thing. Other days he wasn’t sure.   

      These days he slept in his king-size bed and surveyed his small kingdom of memories. Such a large bed held silly hopes that had died long ago. He rarely had a guest stay over. He’d never married and had no need for such a large bed. He was six foot four, which might persuade the average person that this size was a requirement.

      A worn, yellow and green quilt covered the bed. A gift from his last client. He glanced at the quilt. After all these years, a physical sadness swept over him. The melancholy rested in the center of his chest. He knew the feeling would never leave as long as that quilt remained. 

      He also knew it would always be on his bed. Even when it had been washed so many times that it was threadbare, it would always cover him as he slept. A protection and his penance that once he’d committed a crime for love. He’d thought about putting the quilt in his will. He wanted to be wrapped in it when he was buried. Wouldn’t that make his nephews scratch their heads.

      On the nightstand beside the bed a framed picture of him forty years ago, standing beside Misty Twilight, an actor who burned bright and had much more than fifteen minutes in the limelight. William stood between her on his right and Ricky Rodriquez, also an actor and Misty’s future husband. He had his arms around their shoulders. He remembered the day they'd been in Hawaii. They were laughing as the photographer took the photo. They’d been young without a thought for what would become their future.

      The photo was a moment of time caught on film and converted to paper. They all looked wonderfully young and healthy. 

      They’d all had that glow of youth that young people don’t realize they possess. Every older person probably had photos like that. Pictures of youth and beauty.  Only most people that young don’t realize they were beautiful or handsome or fortunate. Youthful beauty, health, and stamina is something nature gives to people who don’t appreciate it until they’ve lost it.

      Both Misty and Ricky were beautiful and striking. Their popularity proved it, but he knew that neither believed it in their hearts. Misty thought her eyes were too far apart, and her smile was crooked. Ricky believed  his abs never developed a six pack no matter how much he exercised and his front teeth weren’t perfectly straight, something only he noticed.

      Back in the day, William  hadn’t thought much about beautiful women or handsome men. He knew he was average, neither handsome or ugly. He was a pale skinned white man, who had a large body and a knack for intimidating people. People always told him he had a friendly smile when he chose to use it, which he never did when he was on the job. A friendly security man/bodyguard never reassured a client of his worth. His chosen profession demanded seriousness.

      He stood at his mahogany dresser with its large mirror. The thing was so old that the mirror had splotches of black and a haze that glazed its surface. He was at an age where he appreciated the distortions. His gaze fixed on his neck and the collar of his shirt, he watched himself try to make his tie look as if he knew what he was doing. It had been years since he had worn a tie. He was woefully out of practice. The simple job turned into an exercise in patience.

      Finally, he removed the tie and tossed in on the dresser. His eyes fell on the short letter that sat beside his gold cufflinks, a gift from Misty.

      I don’t know if you can make it, but the funeral is May 2nd at ten. If you can come, please plan on coming back to the house for a very small gathering of our dearest friends. I know you hate these things, but try. I want to see you. I have things to say. I touch my hand to my heart.

      William looked at his faded blue eyes in the mirror and raised his right hand to his heart. He allowed his hand to lay against his white shirt for a few moments. Of course he would go and once again become the stoic bodyguard. His acting might be pathetic, but a former security man and long time friend was one part he could play with authenticity.
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