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  This is a work of fiction. Any similarities to persons living or dead are purely coincidental.




  




  





  A Shattered Man




  





  Summer. 1971. Seattle.




  I stole a quick look over the dusty windowsill to survey the street three stories below the apartment. Through the dirt-smudged window, I saw that the street was devoid of my neighbors or the enemy. My breathing came in sharp intakes as adrenaline raced through my lean frame, causing the earthy aroma of the sand in the bags I’d piled up along the walls to invade my nostrils.




  There were rusting Chevys and Fords parked down both sides of the cracked, blacktopped street, their windows dark. It was a cloudy evening. The streetlights had burned out long ago so the street was blanketed by the inky night. Police cars that had been gathered on the street like angry fireflies earlier in the standoff, bathing the mostly deserted buildings with their flashing red lights, were also gone.




  But I knew the pigs were still there, waiting. Waiting for me to pop my head out so their snipers could splatter my brains over the apartment’s plaster walls in this fifty-year-old brick walkup.




  They’d tried to get to me for the past five hours and paid the price for their overconfidence. Two dead pigs lay sprawled in their own blood in the hallway on the other side of the steel door I had installed only a week ago. The booby traps I’d laid for them worked as expected. One thing the Viet Cong were good at was building the better mousetrap. It was a lesson the marines had learned the hard way. And a lesson I learned well.




  Besides the cops were asshole collaborators. Wally had agreed when he arranged for this apartment for me and introduced me to the gun dealer who sold me the sniper rifle. Thankfully, the dealer’d had a weapon exactly like the one I’d had in ’Nam.
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