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Eric sat fidgeting in the slatted, straight-backed chair. He felt like taking the chair and hurling it to the floor in hopes it would shatter in a thousand pieces. It was clear that this meeting was going nowhere, fast. It had al­ready been an hour and his rear end was quickly falling to sleep.

Mr. Goldberg had been reading from the stack of documents he had retrieved from a file in the conference room where the meeting was being held. It was also evident that the old man had nothing else to do that day. He seemed to be in no hurry at all. The monotone voice was causing Eric’s head to throb. As a matter of fact, the movements of Mr. Goldberg’s mouth caused the headache to worsen. His large jowls wobbled with every movement as he tried to enunciate certain words as he read.

Eric knew all too well of the reputation of Edward Goldberg. He was the kind of lawyer everyone loves to hate. He could be seen on the local television networks appealing to the audience, “Just call my toll-free hotline if you’ve been a victim of a personal injury accident” and al­low him to use his expert legal services to obtain the most money for you, in the least amount of time.

Goldberg was known as the town’s fast-talking ambu­lance chaser. He dropped in on the hospital once or twice a week in an effort to drum up business. Preying on inno­cent victims, he led them to believe they could receive large sums of money if they would only allow him to repre­sent them. He bragged to them of the many cases he had won. And, nine times out of ten, he would walk away with yet another case to pursue.

He was always seen wearing a vest with no sport coat and would certainly not be caught dead in a suit. He felt suits and sport coats made him look fat. And, of course, his attire would not be complete without his cactus-shaped bolo tie, a gift from his father before he passed away. His father was also known as a sleazy lawyer around town.

Eric guessed by the size of Mr. Goldberg’s belly, that he had to weigh at least 300 pounds. Mr. Goldberg boasted about town that his weight problem was due to the many stressful hours he spent defending his clients. Eating re­lieved his stress. In fact, this statement was just another way of justifying in his own mind that he was dedicated to his business and always put his clients first.

And that hair, had he ever washed it - or had it cut? It was so thick and matted it looked like a dust mop. It hung to his shoulders and was streaked with gray. One was sure to remain at a distance when talking to the man. Af­ter all, lice were hard to get rid of.

Despite his seemingly unethical business practices, Eric had his own reasons for hating the man. On a cold winter day four years earlier, Eric’s grandfather, Kurt Hansen, had fallen and broken his leg coming out of the Denver County Courthouse. Who happened to be entering the courthouse at that exact moment? Edward Goldberg. He rushed to the fallen man’s side and begged the elderly Mr. Hansen to re­main down on the sidewalk and not move.

Goldberg had quickly reached for his cell phone and called 911, reported the accident and asked for an ambu­lance to be dispatched immediately. He then motioned for some passers-by to assist in making Mr. Hansen as com­fortable as possible. Of course, this commotion attracted the attention of many onlookers. It was just what Mr. Goldberg needed-plenty of witnesses.

The incident reached the ears of nearly every downtown business in a matter of hours. Of course, the story had changed dramatically by the time it reached Eric. It was reported that Mr. Hansen not only had broken his leg, but also had hit his head and was in a coma at Swedish American Hospital. The local television networks broad­cast the episode on the ten o’clock news...how embarrassing.

Within four weeks of the incident, in an out-of-court settlement, Denver County awarded Eric’s grandfather $150,000. Mr. Goldberg pocketed a handsome 60 per­cent. It was rumored that the attorney representing the County of Denver laughed at Mr. Goldberg while the elo­quent attorney performed his grandstand charades during final negotiations. This case brought even more new cli­ents to the law firm of Goldberg, Limited.

Eric’s grandfather thought Mr. Goldberg was so profes­sional, a lawyer who fought for the working man. Within days of the settlement with the county, Mr. Hansen turned over all of his legal affairs to Mr. Goldberg, for a small monthly retainer, of course.

When Eric heard that his grandfather had turned over all his legal affairs to the squirrelly Mr. Goldberg, he tried to persuade him to reconsider. Eric tried appealing to his sense of logic and reminded him of how the incident was just too convenient for the slimy lawyer. He had even mentioned his belief that Goldberg had manufactured false x-rays of the broken leg and paid witnesses to exaggerate the sever­ity of the fall. Kurt Hansen would hear none of it.

Since that time, Eric made a point to avoid contact with Mr. Goldberg. If the two passed on the street, Eric ignored the lawyer, even if he waved to Eric and said hello.

Back in the conference room, Eric began looking about the sparsely furnished room. Mr. Goldberg was an avid gun collector. He had several rifles in display cases against one wall. Eric eyeballed a particular rifle. He wished he had the Winchester in his hands now. He knew just how to take care of this overweight, so-called attorney. He could imagine himself on the rifle range, with several rounds of ammunition. He would take aim and unload every bullet into the massive attorney’s frame. 

He really hated this man. At this moment the hate was mounting.

Enough of this!

“Mr. Goldberg,” Eric said with some authority, “can we get to the bottom line, here? I’ve not heard anything you’ve read that’s relevant to me. All this legal mumbo-jumbo is for wasting time with your clients... not me. I’m not one of your pathetic customers. I have no time to waste, so can we get to the real reason I’m here?”

Trying to sound professional Mr. Goldberg said, “Now, Eric, your grandfather and I go back a long way. I know that you and I may differ on our approach to business, but I feel it is my duty as a lawyer to read this document to you and make certain that you understand it. I’m not like these lawyers who toss aside ethics and proper legal protocol. After all, I wouldn’t want a lawsuit filed against my firm. However, if you’re willing to sign a waiver affirm­ing that you have read and understand all the disclaimers, I see no reason why we can’t get right into the reading of your grandfather’s will.”

Eric’s mouth curled downward and his eyes squinted as his anger mounted. “I’ll do anything that gets me out of this chair and away from this office,” he said, clenching his fists under the table.

Mr. Goldberg motioned to his assistant sitting patiently beside him to hand Eric the forms. “Miss Penny will show you where to sign,” he said.

Miss Penny did exactly as she was told without uttering a word. Eric snatched the pen being handed him by the tentative assistant and signed his name in the locations she indicated. Then, as if in fear of being snapped at by her boss, she swiftly returned to her seat.

Boy, has he got her trained, Eric thought?

For the first time he could remember, Eric really noticed Jolene Penny. She was frail, perhaps so much so he thought she could compete in size with the skeleton used in his eighth-grade science class. He thought that perhaps the air coming from a portable fan sitting on the floor in a corner of the conference room would blow the tiny woman over. She wore lipstick the color of a cherry and it was outlined be­yond the limits of her lips. The lips reminded him of his eighth-grade science class teacher (the one with the skeleton), Mrs. Rudebager. She was the laughing stock of the school because she insisted on making her lips appear larger than they really were. But this feature somehow improved Miss Penny’s features. As he looked at her hips and legs, Eric shuttered. She was all knees. He flashed back to the mental picture of the skeleton.

Eric could recall how Miss Penny was never privileged to attend the meetings between Mr. Goldberg and Kurt Hansen, but she was always the one who picked up or delivered papers being transmitted between the two men as they delved into the business affairs of Hansen Construction. 

He strangely felt sorry for her.

Impatient now, Eric asked, “Are we finished with the formalities?”

“You are an impatient young man, aren’t you?” chirped Mr. Goldberg.

“I’m a busy man,” Eric snapped. 

He was getting firmer in his responses. “Let me set the record straight,” he continued. “I loved my grandfather. I feel you treated him unfairly. You have cheated him out of his money for the past four years.” 

Eric was standing now. He pointed his finger directly at Mr. Goldberg’s face. “Had I insisted my grandfather stop doing business with you, you wouldn’t have been able to get your grubby hands on his money.” Eric was getting louder by the second. “You can’t and won’t waste my time like you did his. Understand that I do not respect your business ethics! Also understand you’ll not get a single cent of my money, and you’ll never be involved in my grandfather’s company again! Now, I insist we wrap this up so I can get out of here before I do something I might regret!”

Eyes wide from being dressed-down by the younger man, Mr. Goldberg appeared to have gotten the mes­sage. “Okay, Okay. Miss Penney, get me the blasted will.” His manner was much less professional.

Miss Penny was clearly shaken by the tone in Eric’s voice. She had never seen anyone stand up to her boss this way. There was a distinct quiver in her hand as she timidly gave her boss the file, then quickly put her head down and pretended to write something on a notepad. 

There was a slight grin on her face.

A sudden crashing sound filled the room. Without thinking, Eric dove under the conference table just as the conference room door slammed to the floor raising a cloud of dust and splintering wood as far as the opposite wall.

Eric crouched in a fetal position and covered his head with his hands. Other than the tremble of fear shuttering his body, he forced himself to remain still. His thoughts were running wild trying to guess what this intrusion could be. It had to involve this sleazy attorney. Knowing the lousy reputation of Edward Goldberg, he knew it couldn’t be good.

The cheesy office décor, probably the personal selections of Mr. Goldberg himself, included an off-white tablecloth that draped over a flimsy, portable table with snap-lock legs. The linen cloth hung halfway to the floor on all sides. The tablecloth was a first Eric could remember ever seeing as part of the décor in a law firm. Usually, the offices were decked out with oak or rich, mahogany woods and brass hardware. Right now, he was glad it provided cover. He found himself thanking the chubby lawyer for his choice in office motif. This unprofessional looking tablecloth could turn out to be Eric’s saving grace. 

Now, if he could only remain quiet.

Miss Penny was crying and screaming at the same time. 

Eric could see both Mr. Goldberg’s and Miss Penny’s legs as they were shuffling about trying to figure out which direction to turn. 

Then, through half-open eyes and still cowering under the table, Eric could see two pairs of legs burst through the opening where the door once stood.

“Who are you?” questioned the voice of Mr. Goldberg. “Do you realize you are interrupting a private meeting?”

All Eric could see were partial legs and shoes. The in­truders appeared to be dressed in black military fatigues and black military-style boots. Still Eric remained motionless. He was quivering so hard he eased his knees to the floor to keep from falling over.

The two figures approached the table and one of them barked orders in a heavy southern accent. It was a man’s voice. “Geet’ down in them chairs! Now! No one make a move! We got guns and we’ll use ‘em!”

What has this stupid lawyer done now? And why am I in the middle of it? Eric thought.

Not sure if he had avoided detection, Eric hunkered down even further. He was in a fetal position and peeked out over his hands to watch the movement of legs. 

One of the figures walked to the head of the table closest to the door and where Eric had been sitting just moments earlier. The trespasser shouted, apparently to his fellow captor, “Frisk ‘em and tie ‘em in them chairs!”

From hearing both intruders speak now, Eric determined that they were men. Very angry men.

Eric could see the man furthest from him squat down next to Miss Penny and proceed to pat her down from shoulders to lower torso, looking for possible items she might use as a weapon. 

Eric was afraid the man might be in a position to see him, so he slowly, quietly inched his way to the oppo­site end of the table, further away from the man’s view.

The man completed his search of Miss Penny and re­peated a similar search on Mr. Goldberg. Satisfied, the man stood up between the two captives and announced, “They’s clean Bro.”

Confident he had not been seen, Eric sat straddle legged on the floor and began breathing ever so slowly so as not to be heard. Every sin he had ever committed raced through his mind. For every person he had wronged he suddenly felt remorse. Where are grandpa and grandma when you really need them? Where are mom and dad? Why had he betrayed so many? No time for repentance now. It may be too late for that.

“What’s this all about?” asked Mr. Goldberg with a shaky voice.

Eric noticed that the man giving the orders at the head of the table had dirty boots, while the other had nicely polished ones. 

Dirty Boots told his partner to keep watch with his gun while he placed tape over the captive’s mouths, then addressed Mr. Goldberg, “Shut up! You fool. I’ll let ya’ know when ya’ can tawk.”

Eric heard the unmistakable sound of tape being un­rolled and strips torn, then the heavy breathing of Mr. Goldberg as he gasped for air through his nostrils after the tape was applied to his mouth.

Miss Penny had been crying hysterically. Dirty Boots told her to keep quiet. If she didn’t, he would stop her from crying... “Permanently.” With tape now over her mouth, Miss Penny continued her muffled sobbing.

For probably the first time in his life, Edward Goldberg was not making a sound. 

While Polished Boots took his position behind Miss Penny, Dirty Boots moved over behind Mr. Goldberg and began yelling, “I’ve waited for two years to ketch up with you, Goldberg! I’m sure you don’t remember me! But I’m sure you remember my wife who was kilt by one a yur stupid clients!”

Mr. Goldberg could only produce a muffled, “hmmm.”

Dirty Boots, the apparent leader, reminded the frightened attorney that his wife, Marge Kurd, was killed by one of Mr. Goldberg’s clients, Frank Pierce. Mr. Pierce had apparently been drinking at a local tavern. In a drunken stupor, Mr. Pierce attempted to drive himself home.

In an ever-raised-pitched voice the intruder told a gruesome tale of his wife’s car being hit broadside by Mr. Pierce’s car and of her being pinned beneath her car’s crumpled steering wheel.

Dirty Boots thrust his face to within inches of Mr. Goldberg’s face and between gritted teeth told him that Mr. Pierce had walked away with a broken arm and some bruises, while his wife, on the other hand, had died in the ambulance on the way to the hospital.

Dirty Boots backed away from the hard-breathing attorney and looked up toward the ceiling and exclaimed, “You blamed my wife for his injury! You said she was sittin’ in the middle a’ the intersection drunk! You Liar! She died an’ this guy walked away with a $150,000 of insurance money. Said my wife was to blame. You convinced the jury with yur lies that she was to blame. I’m sure you got a bunch a’ that doe? Didn’t ya' Goldberg?

Eric somehow mustered a bit of sympathy for the captive lawyer.

“You gotta pay me now, Goldberg.” The leader con­tinued. “I think you gotta pay me with your life. Me an' my brother here, figure you gotta die like my wife did. People like you never pay, do ya Goldberg?”

Eric heard the distinct sound of rifles being cocked and bullets loaded into chambers, ready for discharge into Mr. Goldberg’s head. Eric was now more afraid than ever. He be­gan shaking from head to toe. He was sure he would be discovered under the table, and he too would become a hostage. Perhaps a dead hostage. 

Eric prayed without budging.

Almost simultaneously both intruders yelled, “Goodbye Goldberg!”
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Chapter Two
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Edward Goldberg slammed his fist on the conference room table causing Eric’s head to lurch backward and his torso to thud against the back of his chair. Eric shook his head trying to clear the images of the intruders from his head. He felt dizzy and disoriented. He looked first at the ceiling, then at the floor trying to snap out of the vision he had just experienced.

These overpowering images and fantasies seemed to plague his life. Since the death of his grandfather, the epi­sodes were occurring more frequently. Almost anything triggered them. He found himself lying in bed some nights listening to the radio. The announcer would say something that Eric disputed and he would become angry at the an­nouncer and begin perspiring profusely and pound his fists on the mattress and pillow until he felt his tensions relieved. He would find himself thinking about driving to the radio station with a knife in hand and surprising the announcer from behind, then slitting his throat.

The vision episodes started just after the death of his parents. He began imagining himself carrying out assorted criminal acts or performing bizarre rituals.

Eric had once encountered a difficult lumberyard manager on his first remodeling project. He had just joined his grandfather’s business and was trying to impress his grandfather by taking on the responsibility of ordering the materials. Eric and the manager had been disputing the quantity of shingles required on a particular project.

Their dispute made Eric’s temper flare, and he began yelling at the manager and telling him he was a loony bird. Eric was so angry he almost lost consciousness. As he looked up at the manager who was standing over him, Eric saw a man in a trench coat silently approach the manager from behind and with one fatal blow crushed the manager’s skull with a two-by-four.

Fifteen minutes passed before Eric could regain his senses. When he recovered, he saw the manager and two assistants stooped over his body as he lay on the floor trying to figure out what had happened to him.

To Eric these episodes were a normal part of life. He had seen many doctors and psychiatrists through the years. He hated them all. To him, they had no idea what he felt inside. They would always prescribe medication as treatment. Treatment that he believed would never work. He fooled them all by never taking the medication. He knew how the psychiatrists wanted him to act... so he acted. And he was very good at it.

This latest episode ended as well. Though it was only a fantasy, he sure liked the idea of a dead Edward Goldberg.

“Alright, let’s get down to it,” Mr. Goldberg began, “your grandfather had me draft a revised will the day be­fore he passed away. He knew he was dying and wanted to ensure his last wishes were clearly stated. And in the in­terest of saving time, I’ll cut to the bottom line.”

Oh, good. This is all I’ve wanted from the very begin­ning, Eric thought.

Inhaling deeply Mr. Goldberg continued, “Your grand­father was of sound mind when he created this will. As you know, there are no other living relatives other than yourself. It was his wish that you receive all his personal effects, including his 1995 Cadillac Seville and his collec­tion of fine wines.”

Eric knew his grandfather loved wines. He would invite him over on many occasions to sit by the fireplace and try a sampling of his latest purchases. When he received an order from a new vineyard, he would call Eric and read him the descriptions on the bottle labels trying to entice him to drop everything and rush over and try a glass or two. The collection had grown to over one hundred bottles. They were kept in the basement in a special room his grandfather had built just for his collection. Eric was ex­cited about receiving this bequest.

The Cadillac was his grandfather’s favorite car in the world. As a matter of fact, his grandfather would never even look at a different make or model of car. Eric could remember a 1960, a 1975, a 1982 and his grandfather’s latest purchase, the 1995 model, a beautiful deep blue Seville. By now it must have 120,000 miles on the odometer. His grandfather had told him not long before his death that this would be the last car he would ever buy and that he wanted Eric to have it when he passed away. Though not a car he would buy, Eric liked the idea of owning his grandfather’s favorite vehicle.

Mr. Goldberg cleared his throat. “Of course,” he said nonchalantly, “there is a matter of cash and stocks. After deducting expenses for the funeral, and of course, my fees, you are the recipient of $560,000.”

Eric had not anticipated receiving this much money from his grandfather. He sat back in his chair and tried thinking about stacks of twenty-dollar bills lying on the table in front of him. Though thinking about the money was exciting, he really wished his grandfather were still alive.

Since the death of his grandmother, the two men had become inseparable. The townspeople knew them as a couple of good ole’ boys who loved fishing trips and dis­cussing the business they operated as partners.

The cancer that had eaten at his grandfather’s lungs had spread so quickly. One week Eric was sampling a new wine his grandfather had received from Germany and just two weeks later his grandfather was rushed to the hospi­tal. A mere two days after he was checked into the hospital, his heart gave out.

Eric’s grandmother, Emily, had passed away of a similar fate just a year earlier. She, too, was consumed with lung cancer – both deaths a result of a lifelong habit of chain smoking. A habit Eric vowed he would never start.

His grandparents’ deaths made Eric panic. He began thinking about how young they were when they died. His grandfather had just turned 80 a month before the fu­neral, and his grandmother was 79 at her death. Eric only had 54 more years before he reached 80 years of age. Time seemed so short.

Eric’s grandmother had been fighting illnesses for sev­eral years. She was a beautiful woman. She always dressed like she was going to church, even when prepar­ing meals. She had hair that hung to her hips. It was, of course, graying as each month passed. She kept a figure that any woman her age would envy.

Her sparkling blue eyes never revealed her unhappi­ness; one would never have known that her marriage to Kurt Hansen was filled with lonely nights and a troubled relationship. She was truly a woman who stood on strong principles of marriage and family.

Eric’s grandfather was always healthy it seemed. Kurt Hansen was a burly man and, apart from the slight bulge around his middle, he appeared fit and trim. For as many years as he could remember, Eric recalled the goatee his grandfather wore. The elderly Hansen felt it made him ap­pear more distinguished, something the clients admired in a businessman.

Eric would dearly miss his grandparents.

Assuming the meeting with Mr. Goldberg had ended, Eric quickly pushed back his chair. His sudden actions startled Miss Penny. She was no doubt thinking another heated verbal exchange was about to occur.

Mr. Goldberg looked up from his paperwork and twirled his finger in a circle and pointed it in the direction of Eric’s chair suggesting he should return to his seat. “One more thing,” he said.

“Come on!” Eric said disgustedly.

“Your grandfather wanted you to have this envelope. I have no idea what it contains. But he was adamant that it be the last thing you receive.”

Eric took the envelope, looked at it front and back, de­cided not to open it until later, folded it and tucked it away in his shirt pocket. “Is that it?” Eric asked hopeful.

“That’s it.”

There were no courteous, friendly farewells or hand­shakes. Eric simply walked out of Goldberg, Limited, took the elevator down to the lobby on the first floor and stepped out onto the sidewalk into the bright August sun.
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Chapter Three
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The drive home proved to be a mental disaster for Eric. The idea of a mysterious envelope in his shirt pocket frustrated him. Though curious, he decided not to attempt reading it while driving. Instead, he would wait to open it once he was comfortable at home in his favorite chair sipping a glass of wine.

It must be a farewell note from grandpa, he thought. Or reminders of things to do. Or perhaps business suggestions?

His head was pounding. These headaches were bothersome. They had grown more intense over the past year. He reached for aspirin he knew was in the glove compartment, slugged down four tablets without the aid of liquid and waited for relief to come.

For the remainder of the drive home, he reflected on the great times he shared with his grandfather. He would miss the fishing trips they often took to the mountains in western and northern Colorado and southern Wyoming. He would miss the experienced advice, the companionship and the business leadership his grandfather provided. Over their years in business together, Eric would encounter precarious situations either with a client or an employee, but the cool-headed Kurt Hansen always found a way to work things out. The wiser Mr. Hansen was a master at dealing with people, something Eric had hoped to learn from him over time.

Everyone knew Kurt Hansen was Hansen Construction. Though Eric had been a full partner for nearly two years, everyone took his or her issues to Kurt, knowing the elder Hansen handled the affairs of the business and made final decisions. He seemed to easily resolve disputes over payments or workmanship. Now these tasks would fall to Eric. The question was: did he have sufficient knowledge or, better yet, the desire and fortitude to take it on? Eric’s major question was this: would he let his grandfather down by driving the business into bankruptcy?

Eric had heard the story of Hansen Construction many times from his grandfather. Kurt Hansen had worked for a large construction company that cared little about the customers they provided services to. He had seen his boss work day after day without caring about quality workmanship. There was no pride, no teamwork, no reward for a job well done. So, after one too many customers complained, and after becoming disenchanted working for someone else, Kurt decided to try and do something on his own.

In the spring of 1958 with little more than $3,000 and one remodeling project as a start, Kurt Hansen opened the doors of Hansen Construction. He established a motto – “Build in Quality.”

By the end of the first year in business, Kurt had hired three carpenters and had a backlog of four projects totaling some $120,000. “This was very big money back in the 50’s,” he would always say. Quality was always built in, and it paid off.

When Eric joined Hansen Construction, he was 26 years old. He had decided to put his construction management degree to good use. So, shortly after graduation from Denver University in 2000, he approached his grandfather about assisting him in his remodeling business. His grandfather told him he would be glad to put him to work, but that he would have to start at the bottom. He would be required to run errands, assist with bid preparation and do anything else that might be needed.

One-year later Eric’s grandmother passed away. Shortly after her funeral, Kurt Hansen promoted Eric to project manager. He felt his grandfather may have had a weak mental moment after the death of his wife of 59 years, and simply given him the promotion without thought. He never had the nerve to ask.

Eric stepped up to the challenge, however. He became responsible for scheduling and budgeting of each project, as well as his least favorite role, handling customer complaints.

The two made a great team, so Eric thought. But, when he asked for feedback from his grandfather, the wise Kurt Hansen would only chuckle and simply say, “You’re doing fine.”

His grandfather was a workaholic. After the normal business hours had ended, he and Eric would sit in his grandfather’s office and work on scheduling, or budgeting or some other aspect of the business. Eric knew he must learn these things if he was to progress in the business, so he and his grandfather worked side by side for countless hours.

Eric took well to the business. He had even managed to get work entirely on his own, some very profitable work at that. Still, the fear of failure always weighed heavy on his mind.

Though headaches and a short temper plagued him, he was careful to never allow his personal problems to interfere with work. He learned that if things were going badly, he would back away and allow his grandfather to handle the issue. Now he knew he could no longer turn to the experienced Kurt Hansen. Eric was on his own.

Almost halfway home now, Eric’s mind was racing from thought to thought. He couldn’t seem to stay focused. His head was swimming, filled first with haunting memories of his deceased parents, then his happy life with his grandparents and finally their demise.

There’s no one left, he thought. They’re all dead.

These deaths troubled him. Each death was a memory he hated to allow himself to think about. His family was all gone now. There were no living relatives. He had no one to call family. He became more and more frustrated, as these thoughts plagued his mind.

Why are they all dead? What have I done to deserve this?

His thoughts took him back to his childhood. He remembered how he was always into trouble. Perhaps it was his fault that all his relatives were dead.

He recalled a specific incident when he was 10 years old. Even then he had a temper that could flare up at the slightest issue. He could recall the day he injured the family dog. In a fit of rage, Eric silenced the dog’s annoying bark. He knew the dog’s injury was his fault. He remembered that Potter just wouldn’t stop barking at passersby. He hadn’t meant to get that angry. Something came over him. He couldn’t think clearly. He hadn’t meant to hit Potter in the throat. He certainly hadn’t meant to hit it that hard. Eric also remembered that his foot hurt for a week afterwards.
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