
 
 

AAAA    WWWWONDERFUL ONDERFUL ONDERFUL ONDERFUL PPPPLACELACELACELACE    
 

 
    

HHHHOW OW OW OW TTTTO O O O KKKKILL ILL ILL ILL AAAA    KKKKILLERILLERILLERILLER    
    

A NA NA NA NOVEL OVEL OVEL OVEL BBBBYYYY        
GGGGARRETT ARRETT ARRETT ARRETT SSSSTONETONETONETONE    

PDF processed with CutePDF evaluation edition www.CutePDF.comPDF processed with CutePDF evaluation edition www.CutePDF.comPDF processed with CutePDF evaluation edition www.CutePDF.comPDF processed with CutePDF evaluation edition www.CutePDF.comPDF processed with CutePDF evaluation edition www.CutePDF.comPDF processed with CutePDF evaluation edition www.CutePDF.comPDF processed with CutePDF evaluation edition www.CutePDF.com

http://www.cutepdf.com
http://www.cutepdf.com
http://www.cutepdf.com
http://www.cutepdf.com
http://www.cutepdf.com
http://www.cutepdf.com
http://www.cutepdf.com




A Wonderful Place  
                           Or 

             How to Kill a Killer 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
A  

 Novel            

       By 

 Garrett Stone 

 
 



 
 

 

 

Unpublished Edition 

Written and created for personal use, 

And distribution to only the finest people, 

And the closest of friends and family 

By Garrett Stone 

3707 NE 18
th

 St. Apt. 10 

Vancouver, WA 98661 

 

This book is a work of fiction. All names, characters, places,  

and events are either works of the author’s imagination, or are  

used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, or 

 people, living or dead, is entirely coincidental. 

 

Copyright  Garrett Stone, 2001 

All rights reserved,  

including the right of reproduction  

in whole or in part in any form.  

 

There is no library of congress catalogue for this book.  

But keep your eyes open.  

It’ll happen.  

Just you wait. 

 

Note that these early copies are rare, and  

distributed only by the author’s discretion, 

and are not to be sold, mangled, or destroyed 

without the author’s prior consent.  

However, as per usual, in the interest of literary exploration, 

this book may be shared and leant as is 

seen fit by the rightful recipient, pending personal feedback. 

 

Enjoy the story, and remember that only those I  

care about immensely, or are otherwise amazing,  

hold these few copies. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

To all those who held their faith  

Through the trials and hardships 

Of unemployment and misfortune 

To see the making of this book,  

And to those who inspired me 

To keep going.  

I am eternally grateful to you all.





 1

 

 
 

He never wanted a real job. It wasn’t that he was 

lazy, or didn’t like working. In actuality, he was just the 

opposite. He just couldn’t stand the confinement of the 

working world. The American Worker led such a trifle life, 

he thought. Half of their waking hours wasted on some 

meaningless task, for a faceless organization. Most of their 

friends are people for work. When they discuss things, on the 

rare occasions when they try to wax intellectual, they only 

ever talk about work, or the news. And when they meet 

someone new, what’s the first thing they ask? ‘What do you 

do?’ No, he never wanted that life. Seemed too much like 

being trapped. He was a little claustrophobic. He had tried to 

avoid that world as long as he could. He worked odd jobs, 

pursued his dreams, even spent some time traveling around 

Europe. But destiny can’t be changed, and his true calling 

eventually found him.  
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He never wanted to be in prison, either. He knew it 

was a risk, of course, but he never thought it would actually 

happen. It was a risk the same way that eating fast food was 

a risk of heart disease, and driving fast was a risk of getting 

in a fiery car crash. It was an abstract, a figure in some 

statistics office somewhere. But there he was. He had found 

jail to be every bit as confining as the corporate world, only 

he couldn’t hide anymore. Not from this. Running and 

avoidance were the ways he usually escaped his problems. 

He wasn’t a coward, he just liked to keep things clean, and 

pleasant. Problems made life complicated. But there was 

nothing really pleasant about being in prison. At least he 

could comfort himself in that his confinement was up front. 

There were no secret subversions, just concrete and steel 

bars. Instead of managers trying to use bad management 

techniques to trick you into working, he had armed guards 

who made no mistake about their orders or expectations. It 

was honest, if unpleasant. But that’s alright. It wasn’t 

permanent. And he had a plan.  

In jail, everyone has a plan. There is a lot of time to 

sit and think. In theory, it’s a place for those who have 

wronged society to think about what they’ve done, and try to 

make amends. In reality, it’s like a college or enrichment 

resort, where hardened criminals go to rest, learn more, get 

stronger, and share their own stories and knowledge. You’d 

be hard pressed to find a man who hasn’t thought about how 

he would break out of jail, if he got the chance, or what he 

would do when he was out. For many, revenge becomes an 

obsession. The thought of leaving isn’t just a dream, it’s the 

single solitary strand of hope that keeps a man living, fueled 

by rage, to last out his sentence. For James Hudson, it wasn’t 

an obsession. He didn’t like to obsess and he had no use for 

revenge. He just lay around, reading whatever he could get 

his hands on, writing, and daydreaming of the past. In that 
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kind of situation, many will ask themselves how they got to 

where they are now. The line between the life they led and a 

nine-foot cell is a mystery to them. But James knew exactly 

what had happened. Really, it was the only way it could have 

happened. 

 
It was the kind of jobs professionals dream of when 

they get into the business. It was so high profile you would 

need a concord jet to reach it, and would bring in more 

money with one bullet than a corporate CEO would make in 

a year. He would have to have been a fool to turn it down. 

Turning down the wrong jobs, for the wrong people, can do a 

lot to hurt a reputation for a man like him. And in the world 

of contract killing, reputation is everything. James’ 

reputation was nearly spotless. Over the past seven years he 

had risen in the ranks of the underground world of criminals. 

He had started out as a mercenary, who would do just about 

anything for a few hundred. Now, he was known all over the 

world. When you wanted someone killed, and you wanted 

the best, you called James. He had enough money saved 

away that he could live as lavishly as he wanted for the rest 

of his life, and would never have to lift a finger again. But to 

be honest, he didn’t care about the money. He cared about 

the work. He loved the thrill of the hunt, tracking down a 

mark. He loved the strategy involved, planning every angle. 

Deciding how to make it look like an accident, or whom to 

frame, and how to do the job so the police would never track 

him down. Most of all he loved the feeling he got from a job 

well done. There is something unmistakable about the rush 

you feel from knowing that you are good at something, great 

at something; and that whatever you just did was done better 

than anyone else would be able to accomplish. James was 
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overcome by that feeling, by that overwhelming sense of 

accomplishment, every time he finished a job.  

 

 
 

He had never known he would be so good at what he 

did. He didn’t plan to be a killer, when he was growing up. 

When he thought about the future, most of the time he 

imagined himself as an artist. He had discovered the world of 

art in high school, and was blown away by how much it 

moved him, how inspired he felt when he was around a great 

piece of art, reading a classic bit of literature, or listening to 

good music. Art, to him, was almost like being in love. Of 

course, he had never actually been in love before, but there 

was that feeling of invincibility, the idea that he could do or 

be anything he wanted, and it felt, at least to James, like 

love. In fact, the two have more in common than most people 

would ever think to realize. Love is about beauty, and so is 

art. When you fall in love, it’s a feeling of being 

overpowered by all the beauty of the object of your affection. 

Every aspect of them that puts you in awe is just another 

push, one more ray of light, and when enough beauty builds 

up, enough light hits your eyes…you’re in love. Art works 

the same way. It’s all about beauty; the beauty of the world, 

or the artists imagination, or of the viewers own 

interpretation. And when you are surrounded by enough 

beautiful art, and can see enough wonderful, magnificent 

aspects of that art, you become filled with the same sense of 

love. Only with the art, there is a slight hint of loneliness, as 

your love is for inanimate objects. Sex, on the other hand, 

was a different form of art altogether, although James had 

never done that, either. Sex is the act of creation, just like art. 
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It’s the idea of taking feelings, emotions, ideas, and making 

them real; pulling them into the physical world. You can feel 

love for someone, and they might not ever know it, but with 

the act of making love it becomes something solid, 

something anyone could look at and recognize as a true act 

of love. It is the sharing of views with another person on a 

close and intimate level, and, in those aspects, sex is 

everything that art is. Only, of course, you don’t show small 

children pictures of it in schools as a way to teach them 

culture.  

When he found art, back in school, he was instantly 

and deeply in love.  He threw off all his past and 

hooliganism to embrace it full force. For the first time in his 

life he had seen absolute purity, and felt inspired. For the 

first time, he had felt love. It was enough to make him 

change completely. He became a pacifist, and an artist. To 

pay for art supplies and musical instruments, he got a job at 

as a stock-boy at a local grocery store. He didn’t even mind 

the work, because every hour he spent there, he saw as one 

more step towards the purity and wonderment of the art 

world.  And when you’re that involved in something 

meaningful, and feel as happy as he did, you find it’s really 

hard to hold grudges against much of anything. Eventually, 

he would grow sick of that job, and find another, but that 

didn’t matter either. What mattered, and really all that 

mattered, was the creation, and the passion he found in 

everything he did. There’s a reason people use the phrase 

“burning passion.” It’s like an emotional wildfire. You start 

out with a spark of interest, and then it takes flame. It causes 

your heart to beat and many sleepless nights, but the longer it 

burns, the longer you hold onto it, the more life it will 

consume. If let go on long enough, eventually passion will 

become life, and you will look at everything you see, every 

experience you encounter, with a fire and energy that you 
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never thought possible. It’s one of natures most wonderful 

phenomenon, and James was caught up in the middle of it.  

He started out painting in oils, and playing the drums. 

The drums were physical; he loved that about them. He 

could hit them as hard as he wanted, and it was still part of 

playing. Part of the creation process. And the oils…they had 

a feeling of their own. They were alive. They didn’t dry for 

weeks, and they filled whatever room you used them in with 

a thick scent. As his passions grew, so did his artistic 

exploration. In six months time, he had painted with every 

medium he could find, wrote whenever he got the chance, he 

had put together a few sculptures he was proud of, and he 

was already learning to play the guitar and the piano. He was 

already noticing changes in himself. Most of them were 

subtle; he smiled more at strangers on the street, and he 

swore less than he used to. He noticed the biggest 

improvement on his way home from a trip to an art store and 

a new gallery exhibit, when he saw a car stopped at the side 

of the road. The passengers seemed at their end, and though 

he couldn’t hear a word they were saying, he could see by 

their expressions and arm movements that they were in 

trouble. It’s a common scene, along any interstate or major 

highway. People break down every day. Most drivers assume 

they have cell phones, or that they know what to do. Some 

even find a little bit of joy from knowing that there is 

someone in the world who is more miserable than them right 

now. There was a time, perhaps, when James was one of 

them. But not anymore. Before he understood his own 

actions, before he had really registered the situation, he had 

pulled over to the side of the road, to offer a hand.  

Their car had a radiator leak. They hadn’t had it 

really long, and were young enough that they didn’t fully 

understand the trouble signified by the sickly sweet smell 

that surrounded the vehicle when it drove. They were only 
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twenty or so miles from home after a trip to a music festivals 

some three hundred miles away. The pressure had been 

building up, apparently, and the radiator just split like a ripe 

melon. With no coolant, it was only a small matter of time 

for the engine to overheat, and the block to crack. That car 

was going nowhere. The driver, Billy, looked near tears 

when he heard the news. It had been his birthday present, 

and he was afraid of what his parents would think about him 

breaking it so shortly after getting it. James did his best to 

comfort the boy, and offered to give he and his friends a ride 

home. They had no phone, and not even any change for a 

payphone, so they accepted. The grateful riders raved about 

the concert for the entire trip back, telling James all the 

highlights of the show, which bands had great shows, and 

which they would never pay to hear again. He got a story or 

two of the crowds antics, of drug-crazed fans dancing on the 

grass, and people having sex in sleeping bags, right there in 

the middle of a crowd. It had all the stories of any modern 

day outdoor festival, but James listened intently the entire 

time, loving every second of his passengers’ stories, and the 

excitement they had in telling them. He got them back home, 

and they did eventually take care of the car. James never saw 

the kids again, but he never forgot them, either. That day he 

realized that he had truly changed into someone he could be 

proud of. He was a better person.  

That knowledge alone was enough to keep him 

smiling for months. What could be better? He had grown so 

far from what he used to be. And the more changes he saw in 

himself, the more he kept changing. His work habits 

improved, his art improved. He even started to meet new 

people, and make new friends. During the summer he took a 

trip to Europe, where he met even more people, and made 

more friends. When he came back, he was that much more 

energized for work, and for school. One night, a few of these 
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new friends invited him to a party. He had never cared much 

for parties, but he decided to go anyway. ‘Why not?’ he 

thought, ‘that was the old James, he didn’t care for people or 

crowds. The new me might like it there, might even have 

some fun.’ So he put on some of his nicer clothes, and when 

his friends came by to pick him up, he noticed himself 

getting excited. New experiences, however trivial, thrilled 

him. He was exploring, expanding himself. With every new 

thing he tried he gained new wisdom, and had one 

experience less that he didn’t know in the world. And the 

world was such a big place, and so full of new things, there 

was enough for him to never get bored.  
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When he and his friends pulled up outside, the house 

looked a lot like he expected it to. There was music playing 

through the walls, out onto the lawn, and lights and people 

dancing inside, occasionally visible as silhouettes through 

the closed curtains. Actually, it looked a lot like parties look 

on movies, and television. As the group of friends went 

inside, the music, which had been faint outside, became so 

loud James wondered how anyone could actually talk in 

there. People clustered and migrated from room to room, 

with drinks in their hands, and always some aimless 

destination reflecting in their eyes. It was pure madness, 

chaotic and simple, but at the same time beautiful, like the 

patterns of lighting, or broken glass. It made no sense, but, 

then, had it made sense, the entire situation would have been 

completely different. It was his first real party, and he was a 
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little overwhelmed. But he loved it. Everything about the 

situation was new and exciting. He was in a strange house, 

full of every detail of human life, which was full of new 

music, new people, strange foods thrown together mostly by 

hungry guests. He was as wide-eyed as a child seeing a zoo 

for the first time, and he wandered around the house 

watching everything, and studying everyone, like Jane 

Goodall, with his own tribe of apes.  He didn’t know how 

long it was that he did this, or what exactly he was doing 

before he snapped out of it. All he remembered is feeling a 

jar in his shoulder, as though someone had just hit it. The 

surprised James was standing near a bookshelf in what 

seemed to be a study. Somewhere, underneath colored 

papers, and sweating bodies, were the trappings of work and 

the pursuit of knowledge. Chattering conversations were all 

around him, and the music from the living room tore through 

the walls as though they didn’t exist. Everywhere you could 

hear laughing, and when his eyes finally focused on the 

source, he recognized Tim, one of his new good friends, 

whom he had met while jamming in a music store, and with 

whom he had come to the party.  

 “You look like you’re lost, man? Head off in the 

clouds again? I tell you, this kid is a great guy, but he spends 

more time daydreaming than anyone I know…” He raised 

his glass in a mock salute, with real sincerity, and turned a 

little back to the people he was talking to; some friends who 

went to his school. And then James saw her.  She was 

gorgeous, leaning there against a thick oak desk; she looked 

energetic, even standing still. She stood about five foot nine, 

and had long brown hair. Most of it was a light brown, 

streaked with blond, but the growth closer to her scalp 

revealed a dark, rich brown, that matched her eyebrows. Her 

eyes themselves were a hazel, with streaks and spots of dark 

brown, almost like her hair. She had long, thin fingers, like 
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that of a piano player, and full lips. She wore a white blouse, 

and vinyl pants, both clinging tightly to her body, boasting 

her figure. He couldn’t take his eyes off her; she had him 

mesmerized. She caught his eyes, as he stood frozen, 

watching her, and blushed a little. He finally tore his eyes 

away, when he realized she must have thought he was a 

lunatic of some sort.  He was embarrassed, and more than a 

little afraid, having never been in that situation before. In the 

circles he had traveled, he just never dated. So, out of sheer 

confusion, he wandered off, before he made an even bigger 

ass of himself. Like a specter into a morning mist, he slowly 

backed into the crowd of people behind him, and 

disappeared. He decided to take more active control over his 

wanderings, and made his way to the kitchen. His trance had 

left him a little hungry, and he suddenly wanted to make 

himself something to eat from whatever he could find.  

On the short trip between the study and the kitchen, 

He met several interesting people. He had no idea who any 

of them were, but they were all friendly. The funny thing 

was that this was a birthday party, for someone named 

“Danny,” only everyone James ran into didn’t seem to know 

who Danny was. In fact, of all the people he was introduced 

to or met, not a single one of them was named Danny. It 

occurred to James that it might be a party for someone who 

wasn’t there. But then, he was sure that Danny, whoever he 

might be, was just tied up somewhere. Perhaps in one of the 

back rooms…  

The kitchen was nothing but a cluster of madness. 

Everyone in there was shouting drink orders, or food 

suggestions, or pointing out something the party had run out 

of. The music from the living room on the other side of the 

open doorway was fighting the voices of the crowd for 

control of the air, so there wasn’t a single voice in the room 

below a yell. Occasionally a bag of chips or bottle would fly 
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across the room in a long toss from one partygoer to another. 

Stepping into the room was like being sucked into a 

hurricane. There were no choices about any of it, and no way 

to maintain a calm demeanor. Before he realized or even 

understood what was happening, James was shouting for 

ingredients, and mixing up a cream-cheese based onion dip 

that his grandpa taught him to make when he was young, to 

go with the new supply of chips they had coming in. No 

sooner had he finished than it was whipped away from his 

hands, and taken to the living room to be devoured. The poor 

bowl didn’t stand a chance. James was having fun, so he 

lingered in the kitchen awhile, mixing up anything he could 

find ingredients for; salsa, salad, trail mix. He would have to 

make fast grabs for food while preparing it, so he could eat 

something before it disappeared into the massive, ravishing 

crowd.  

He was just chopping up some peppers and tomatoes 

to go in the third batch of salsa that evening when a voice 

spoke right into his ear.  

“HI!” He dropped the knife, and jumped. In the 

madness of noise, people, and cooking, the poor frightened 

James had worked himself into a zone.  

“JEEZUS…HI…YOU SCARED THE SHIT OUT 

OF ME.” He turned to face whoever had just interrupted his 

culinary escape. It was the girl from the study.  

“SORRY…IT’S JAMES, RIGHT?” 

“YEAH…JAMES.” She was even more beautiful up 

close, and her hair smelled sweet and wonderful, like that 

expensive flowery shampoo you get in those all-natural 

body-care stores. 

“SORRY, JAMES. WHATS GOING ON IN 

HERE?” 

“UH…COOKING. WELL, ACTUALLY, IT’S 

PROBABLY MORE OF YELLING AND 
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SCAVANVGING, BUT THERE IS COOKING TAKING 

PLACE. THERE’S A LOT OF HUNGRY PEOPLE HERE.” 

“AND HOW DID YOU GET ROPED INTO 

MAKING FOOD FOR THEM ALL?” 

“TO TELL YOU THE TRUTH, I THINK I MAY 

HAVE VOLENTEERED. OR BEEN VOLENTEERED. I 

DON’T REALLY KNOW, IT ALL HAPPENED SO 

FAST.” She laughed, and stepped up to the counter beside 

him as soon as some people passed out of her way. 

“CAN I HELP WITH ANYTHING?” 

“ARE YOU ASKING MY PERMISSION, OR 

ASKING ME TO JUDGE YOUR WORTH IN THE 

KITCHEN?” She hit his shoulder, and laughed again.” 

“YOUR PERMISSION, I GUESS. OR WOULD I 

JUST GET IN YOUR WAY?” She looked at him with a 

mocking expression, and a half-coked smile.  

“NO, YOU CAN HELP. ON ONE CONDITION.”  

“WHAT’S THAT?” A look of concern came across 

her, as though she was suddenly afraid that she actually was 

annoying him.  

“YOU HAVE TO TELL ME YOUR NAME.” The 

smile returned to her face, and she looked a little relieved.  

“LISA.” 

“I’M GLAD TO HAVE YOUR HELP, LISA. GRAB 

A KNIFE, AND START CHOPPING VEGETABLES.”  

The two of them stayed in the kitchen briefly, and 

finished the salsa, talking to each other as best they could in 

the loud environment. When they were finished, they 

thought to escape back through the crowd to get away from 

the chores of cooking. There was really no more food left, 

and whoever attempted to throw something together from the 

bare remains of the fridge would find themselves grossly 

disappointed. James and Lisa went to the living room, but it 

was still far too crowded. There wasn’t even a place for them 
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to sit down, and the noise was so loud that there was no hope 

for conversation. So instead, they worked our their way up 

the stairs, which was covered with drunken guests, to what 

appeared to be a cross between an unused office and a guest 

room. They sat down on the bed/couch together, and talked. 

Alone in the room, they talked for hours, about everything. 

They talked about their childhoods, their dreams, their 

passions. She told him all about her family, how her dad was 

a veterinarian, and her mom had stayed at home for as long 

as she could remember. Her brother was away at college 

right now, studying to be a teacher. She had been in the 

small town they lived in for as long as she could remember. 

Like him, she hated it and wanted out whatever the cost. She 

said she hoped to grow up and go to school to be in 

communications. Her biggest dream was to someday have 

her own record label. She loved music, although some of her 

tastes leaned more towards pop music than his own. Only 

once did the pair get interrupted, when Tim and the guys 

came looking for James, because they were leaving. Lisa told 

them that she was giving him a ride home, before he could 

even begin to think of an excuse, so they left. The rest of the 

night was spent in conversation, telling stories and ideas, and 

listening to one another. James couldn’t believe he had never 

met her before now, they had so much in common. Even 

going to different schools, they should have run into each 

other at least once before now. But now that he found her, he 

wanted to know everything about her, and catch up for all 

the years they should have had known each other. After what 

must have been several hours, their bodies started getting 

tired, so they stretched out a little on the couch, and she lay 

down against him with her head resting on his shoulder. 

James listened carefully for a moment, and realized that 

there was no music playing. 
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“Hey, did you notice that the music stopped?” He 

turned his head so he could see the top of her head, leaning 

against him. 

“No. I guess it did, didn’t it?” 

“Yeah. I wonder when that happened…we must have 

been up here for a while.” She looked up at him, with her 

head still on his shoulder.  

“It doesn’t really feel like we’ve been here that long. 

I don’t know. I haven’t noticed anything except you.” She 

was staring straight into his eyes, with a look he couldn’t 

identify. It sent a tingle of electricity up his spine.  

“Aww…that’s sweet. Time does pass faster when 

you’re in good company, doesn’t it?” For the first time in all 

the hours they were up there, he remembered that he was 

sitting with a beautiful girl he was completely attracted to. 

The butterflies returned to his stomach, and he started to feel 

a little dizzy. She was just way too hot to be coming on to 

him. 

“You know, you’re different from most guys. I don’t 

think I’ve ever just sat and talked with anyone for that long 

before, you know? You’re really sweet.” Hey eyes hadn’t so 

much as flickered away from his the entire time she was 

talking.   

“Well, you’re easy to talk to. I like you. You’re 

cool.” He was positive that he was shaking by now. 

“I like you, too…” James sat, watching her eyes, 

afraid to move for fear of doing the wrong thing. She 

wrapped her arms around him, and lifted her head from his 

shoulder. Slowly, she closed her eyes, as she leaned in. It all 

happened in slow motion, but he sat frozen, watching every 

moment, not believing a second of it. When her lips reached 

his, he was surprised. He had never been in that situation 

before. He closed his eyes, and tried to remember what he 

had seen people doing in movies. He put a hand on her side, 



 16

and the other arm around her, touching her soft, long hair. 

James returned her kiss as best as he could, thinking the 

entire time about everything he was doing, trying to picture 

what a kiss should be. When she broke away, she opened her 

eyes, and stared again right into his. She smiled. 

“What are you thinking about?” Her voice was soft, 

and so quiet he could barely hear her, even though she was 

only an inch or two away from his face. She was looking at 

him so hard that he was sure she was piercing through him, 

and staring into some distant star, on the other side of the 

galaxy.  

“I was thinking…I really hope I’m doing this right.” 

He had no intention of actually saying that. His mind darted 

back and forth, trying to think of some way to pull the words 

back in before she heard them. She smiled wider.  

“You’ve never done that before?” 

“Not really, no.” Somewhere in his brain an invisible 

force slammed against the ‘abort’ button, begging for him to 

just stop talking.  

“Try not to think so much. Just…let it happen.” And 

with one more smile, she closed her eyes again, and leaned 

forward for another kiss. James cleared his mind of thought 

the best he could, and found that empty place where 

inspiration and art come from when he painted. And then he 

relaxed. He felt, without really thinking at all, and he felt 

good. It occurred to him that he was sitting on a bed at a 

party with a beautiful girl who seemed to actually be 

attracted to him, for the first time in his life. It occurred to 

him that he had spent most of his time at this party sitting 

alone with her, talking and enjoying her company. Then it 

occurred to him that he could feel her tongue inside his 

mouth. He definitely felt better than good.  
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When the sun came up, Lisa and James were laying 

snuggled deep inside the covers of the bed in the guest room. 

She was asleep, with her head on his naked chest. For the 

past hour, he had been listening to her breathing: so gentle, 

so steady. His fingers ran down her hair, marveling at its 

softness, and traced the soft lines and curves of her back. He 

was tired, and his body didn’t want to move, but he couldn’t 

sleep. The evening ran through his mind, again and again. 

How strange it was to think that only hours ago, he was still 

a virgin. And now he was something different. He didn’t 

really feel all that different, but there was something…an 

energy…that he didn’t have before. It was like painting, only 

he wasn’t doing anything. She stirred, and lifted her head 

slightly, so she could see his face.  

“Hey…” James looked at her, and smiled. 

“Good morning.” 

“So, am I your girlfriend now, or what?” 

“Absolutely.” She smiled and squeezed him tighter in 

her arms, pressing her head back against his chest. 

“Good.” 

They stayed in bed for a while longer, before getting 

up. As they opened the door to their guest room, stale air, 

stagnant from sick drunks and sweat, crept past them. Many 

of the partiers had started to dwindle, towards the end, but 

there were enough left to litter the floor, and stairs. Plastic 

cups, plates, and debris cluttered the entire house. It was as 

though a tornado had swept through, leaving only the dead 

remains of what had been a wild party. The two crept 

carefully out the door, stepping over people, and tiptoeing to 
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avoid forcing anyone to come to grips with their impending 

hangovers any sooner than would be necessary. Danny, 

whoever he was, would have quite a mess to clean up. Lisa 

took James out to breakfast, and then took him back home. 

He kissed her goodbye before sneaking back into his house, 

quiet enough to keep from waking his parents. Last night he 

had been struggling to not make a fool of himself when 

kissing her, but now it seemed as natural as breathing, and he 

couldn’t imagine parting company without doing it.  

After that, hardly a day went by that he didn’t talk to 

her at least once, and they saw as much of each other as 

possible. His schedule had to make room for a new love in 

his life, to share his valued time with his art. He grew a little 

more bitter towards working, only in that he always had 

somewhere else he could be, or something else to do. Art 

projects went a few days with neglect, waiting for a time 

when he wasn’t busy with Lisa. But even though he resented 

the time it took from him, James recognized the need for 

money in dating, and used all the newfound energy he had to 

boost himself through the day. Most of the people he worked 

with loved the change they saw in him, as he jogged into 

work smiling. He was never without a pleasant thing to say, 

or a willing hand to lend. There were a few who thought he 

was becoming a junkie, and his new demeanor was due to an 

amphetamine of some kind, but they kept their negativity 

quiet, saving it mostly for occasional gossip when he wasn’t 

around. Life became a busy, lively experience, and there was 

hardly a time when the young artist felt bored, or lacked 

something to do. He was constantly running from place to 

place, trying to divide his twenty-four hours a day between 

the passions that pulled at him, and all the energy he had to 

give. It became much rarer for him to get a full nights’ sleep, 

and he lost a little weight, but it was all wonderful, and he 

never would have changed it for anything. He thought of his 
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life as a beautiful dream, and only wished everyone could 

live as happily as he.  

 

Months passed by as swiftly as clouds on a breezy 

summers day, and life remained as sweet. He had moved on 

to a new job again, and was quickly climbing in rank inside 

the company. He and Lisa were close and happy. James had 

begun planning on moving out of his parents’ house into his 

own apartment in the coming months. He would graduate in 

less than a month, but his mind was already moving beyond 

that. He had been writing a lot more poetry and prose lately, 

and doing a lot of reading as well. He loved the old classic 

literature, and every time he read something by 

Hemmingway, or Vonnegut, he sat and daydreamed, wishing 

he could write something that long and beautiful. But prose 

fit him better; was more individual, and singular in its 

imagery, like a painting.  He had finally learned all of 

Tchaivovsky’s Marche Slav on the piano; a feat he had been 

working on for some time now. Everything was coming 

together, and he told himself every night, as he went to sleep, 

that he couldn’t be happier. He was telling the truth, and was 

absolutely right, but there’s a problem with being so happy 

that you cant go any higher; there’s nowhere to go but down. 

Its simply physics, really. It takes an object, any object, a 

high amount of energy to break gravities pull and climb 

upwards. When that object no longer has the energy to 

sustain a climb, or match gravity’s pull with an equal and 

opposite force, it must fall. It’s the laws by which 

helicopter’s fall from the sky, when they run low on fuel, and 

by which buildings, when they have lost their supports, 

crumble. Unfortunately, it’s also the law by which a young 

man’s spirits tend to drop from great heights, just when he 

gets used to sleeping with a smile on his face.  
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James knew nothing of the law. All he knew was that 

he was the luckiest guy he knew, and he was happier than he 

could imagine. That was all he really cared to know. Armed 

only with that knowledge, he turned every day into 

something fun, something worth admiring, and sharing. 

Everything he laid his eyes on was inspiration. He was so 

focused on the beauty that surrounded him, he was 

completely blindsided by the darkness that followed on his 

heels. On that particular day, all he could really think about 

was getting off work, so he could go surprise Lisa. She was 

sick again, and so he hadn’t seen her for a few days. She had 

actually been going through a spell of being sick a lot. Her 

mother said she was always like that; She would go for so 

long without getting so much as a sneeze, but when she got 

sick, she was in bed more than not for at least a month. So 

for a while now James had been putting together a care 

package to give her, to make her feel better. It came in a 

white plastic first aid kit he bought at a store, and was full of 

books and movies, gift certificates for blockbuster, candy, 

popcorn. Everything she would need to relax and take her 

mind off of her illness, so she could get better. After a little 

convincing, his boss had even agreed to let him go a few 

hours early, so he could surprise his bedridden girlfriend, and 

make her happy.  

As soon as he was off, he went straight over to see 

her. He didn’t even waste time changing into something else. 

It was still early enough in the afternoon that her parents 

weren’t home yet. Normally she probably would have gone 

running after school, but if she was sick, then James thought 

she would probably have been in bed all day, or on the 

couch. When he got there, he was surprised to see a car in 

the driveway. He had met most of her friends over the 

months that they’ve been together, and none of them drove a 

silver grand am. Unless it was her running friend…what was 
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her name…Heather? Maybe Lisa’s feeling better enough 

now to run.  

He walked up the front of the house to the porch, and 

knocked. Nobody answered. He waited a few seconds, and 

knocked again louder. There was a light on inside. It was 

rare for Lisa to be out of the house and leave the lights on; 

She was something of an environmentalist. The light 

switched off, just as the strangeness of it entered James’ 

mind. He rang the bell this time, and waited a little while. 

Still, there was no answer. He rang again. He had seen the 

light turn off, hadn’t he?  Maybe it was just his imagination, 

or a trick of the light. Maybe a cloud passed in front of the 

sun, and it pulled a fast one on his mind. He tried the knob 

anyway. It was unlocked. Maybe she was there after all, and 

just felt too sick to deal with salesmen or Jehovah’s 

witnesses. She wasn’t expecting him, after all.  

“Lisa? Are you here?” He stuck his head inside the 

door, and called. He heard talking form the hallway. ‘Must 

be on the phone,’ he thought. “Lisa?” He stepped inside the 

door, to wait for her to get off the phone. As soon as his 

second foot passed the threshold, he heard a door open and 

shut, and Lisa came rushing out at him.  

“James, what are you doing here?” 

“I thought I would come cheer you up. How do you 

feel, you look a little flush?” 

“I’m fine. I’m pretty busy. Mike came over to help 

me with some computer stuff.” 

“Oh, Mike’s here?” Was her shirt on backwards? 

“Yeah, he’s back in my room.” 

“Cool. Tell him hi for me. Hey, how come you didn’t 

answer the door?” Her shirt was definitely on backwards. He 

could see the tag sticking up in front of her neck.  

“Oh, I thought you were just my mom.” 
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“Your mom rings the doorbell and knocks to come 

in?” 

“Sometimes…if she has her hands full. Do you think 

I could just call you in a little while? Mike’s waiting…” 

“I got off early today especially so I could see you. 

When you call me, can we hang out?” It didn’t look like she 

was wearing a bra, either. 

“Yeah sure.” 

“Promise?” 

“Yeah. I’ll call in like an hour.” 

“Alright.” Lisa put her arms around him for a hug, 

and then kissed him goodbye. His hands pressed her closer to 

him. He could feel through the back of her shirt that she truly 

wasn’t wearing a bra.  

“Bye. Love you.” 

“Yeah, bye.” She shut the door before he even had a 

chance to turn away from it. He walked back to the car, 

thinking. Why was her shirt on backwards? And why wasn’t 

she wearing a bra? She hates getting dressed without one on. 

Was her fly really down? Maybe she had to throw clothes on 

when Mike came over to help her with her homework. That 

would explain why her hair was all messed up, too. He 

would just have to ask her, when she called. Until then, he 

would have to go home, and try to make the time pass 

quickly. On the passenger seat next to him was the first aid 

kit. He hadn’t even had a chance to give it to her.  

He went home and sat in his room for a while. He 

tried to watch cartoons, and listen to some classical music, 

but not even that could distract him for long. His mind 

wandered back again and again to what could have been 

wrong with Lisa. She was acting so different today. Was she 

really that sick? She was really red, when she came out, and 

looked like she might have been sweating with fever. Was 

she just cranky about being woken up and dragged out of bed 
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to sit with Mike and work on the computer? Maybe he had 

forgotten something important, and she was angry at him. He 

racked his brain for a minute, thinking about anything of 

importance that could have possibly slipped his mind, but 

there was nothing. Maybe she was just scared, because she 

really did think he was her mother. Her parents didn’t like it 

much when she had friends over while they were gone. 

Especially friends of the male persuasion. It had taken James 

several months to earn their trust. But then why were her 

clothes thrown on so hastily? He thought about it from every 

angle, until the phone rang. He swallowed down the uneasy 

feeling he felt in his gut, and answered. 

“Hello?” 

“Hi.” She already didn’t sound happy. 

“Hi. Is everything alright?” 

“I think we need to talk.” Prisoners on death row get 

less ominous phone calls. 

“O-okay…what about?”  

“I think we need some time apart.” 

“You’re breaking up with me?” He sat in shock. 

Every wheel in his brain had been spinning at mach 5 thirty 

seconds ago, and now the brakes had been hit, and 

everything slammed to a halt.  

“I think that things have been getting too serious, and 

I don’t know that I’m ready for that right now.” James mind 

slowly started to work again, turning over every step forward 

their relationship had taken. He had always taken her lead, 

and waited for her to make a move. Everything was new to 

him, and it made him a little afraid of what moves to make, 

and when to make them. It had always been his fear to push 

her into something she didn’t want, or rush her into saying 

anything she didn’t mean. He didn’t want to be one of those 

guys.  
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“But…why? What did I do wrong? I mean, if there is 

something you want me to change, I can do it; if you think 

we should slow down, we can…” He wasn’t at all sure of 

what to say. He only knew how happy he had been when he 

woke up, and saw that feeling slipping away. He was 

clawing desperately at it, trying to get a solid grasp. 

“No, you didn’t do anything wrong. I’m sorry I can’t 

explain better, but I think this will be good for us. Who 

knows, we may get back together this summer, and be better 

off. But I think right now, we both need this.”  

“But…” James couldn’t find any words, and didn’t 

feel a voice to say them with, if he could. Time was counted 

only by the tapping of tears falling down from his eyes, 

landing softly on the carpet.  

“I’m sorry. I still care about you, and I want to be 

friends? Can we do that?” 

“…but…I love you…” The world danced and spun 

around him. It was all he could do to try and hold on to 

reality, and focus on what was happening. 

“I know. I’ll call you tomorrow, and we can talk 

more. I still want to do something with you on your birthday. 

But I have to go now, okay? Bye, James.” Her voice hadn’t 

so much as wavered the entire conversation. She was 

speaking with the same calmness and precision she would 

use to give someone driving directions. James could barely 

speak at all. 

“…yeah…” 

There was nothing on the other end of the phone but 

silence. James was frozen on the floor, sobbing and crying 

quietly, his work slacks clenched in white-knuckled fists. He 

knew he had to get up, he had to move; to do anything 

besides sit there. But he couldn’t even open his eyes. There 

was nothing out there for him now. Nothing anywhere for 

him. He staggered to his feet, and stumbled towards his bed. 
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With eyes closed, and completely dead to his surroundings, 

the obstacle in front of him struck without warning. His feet 

stopped, and like an ancient timber, he fell to the ground, 

landing with all the grace of a rag doll. There was no noise 

besides the dull thud; he was too numb to even feel the fall. 

He did open his eyes, glaring to see what kind of sinister 

force had interrupted his efforts of walking. There sat the 

white plastic of a first aid kit, full of gifts to help cheer up 

someone special. There was a crack on the top, from the 

force of James’ unyielding foot. He was so excited, as he 

finished putting that kit together, thinking about how much 

she would enjoy it, and how surprised she would be. She 

would never even know what he had done. He buried his 

face deep into the carpet, and wept. 

 

 
 

Lisa called the next day, as she said she would, but 

James was in no better shape. He was trying to rationalize 

the situation, desperate to find out some solid reason or a 

hard fact for why she left him. He switched back and forth 

between trying to fake polite small talk, and frantically 

asking her to come back to him. They only actually spoke for 

a little more than a half hour, but James was painfully aware 

of every second. Before she hung up, Lisa was sure to make 

plans to see a movie for James’ birthday. It was only a week 

away. James had wanted to take a weekend off, and go 

camping with her or something. Now all he could think 

about was trying to get her back. Maybe he could remind her 

of the happy times, and how well they got along. Anything, 

to get her back into his arms.  
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During the days that passed, James was the walking 

dead. He couldn’t focus at work anymore. His boss had even 

cornered him and accused him of being a drug addict. In all 

the years he went to school, he had gotten straight A’s. Now, 

he was barely skating by, and if he had more than a month 

left, there is a good chance he wouldn’t have graduated. 

What affected him more than anything was when he lost the 

ability to create. He couldn’t really listen to much music 

anymore. He only listened to older Afghan Whigs music, the 

Twilight Singers, or Chopin’s Funeral March. As the time 

for his birthday was growing near, he was sinking into a 

deep depression. He was afraid to see her, because he didn’t 

know how he would act, or feel. All he could think about 

night and day was how bad he wanted her back, but when he 

looked in her eyes, he didn’t see the longing she used to have 

when she saw him.  

When his birthday did come, James felt like he was 

dying. The burning, sharp pain in his stomach that he had 

been getting used to grew tenfold, his left eye twitched, and 

he started feeling sicker and sicker with every passing 

second. He was sure he was getting an ulcer. By the time 

Lisa came over, he was a wreck. She was a little late, so they 

left right away for the movie, with little buildup or 

conversation. In the car, on the way over, the two talked, or 

rather, made an awkward attempt as talking. Lisa actually 

did most of the talking, telling him about school, and her 

friends. She was telling stories as though they were book 

reports, only with less interest. James’ replies were quick, 

and quiet; his throat was tight with muscle spasms, and it 

was hard for him to speak. They watched the movie in 

silence. James tried his best to not even look at her, lest the 

shaking start up again. There wasn’t much more luck in 

talking on the way home from the movie than there had been 

on the way there.  As the car pulled up outside the home of 
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James’ parents, Lisa suggested they go inside for him to 

open her present. Without saying a word, he led her into his 

room. She closed the door behind him, out of habit, and 

handed him a small wrapped package. His shaking hands 

fumbled with the tape, and tore through the paper. Inside was 

a movie; A Clockwork Orange. James was a huge fan of 

Stanley Kubrick’s work. He at one point borrowed a few of 

Kubrick’s movies from one of Tim’s friends, and kept them 

for a month before the friend got concerned and asked after 

them. During that month he made everyone he knew watch 

those movies at least twice. This one had been his favorite. 

He thanked her, and set it down on his desk. She stepped 

towards him, and opened her arms to hug him. He didn’t 

know what to do, and kept his distance as best he could 

while at the same time returning the hug. She wished him a 

happy birthday, and set her purse on the desk beside the 

movie. James took a step back, and another, looking as 

casual as possible in his efforts to try and get a safe distance 

away. Being near to her was almost unbearable; he could 

smell her hair, and he wanted desperately just to be able to 

touch it again. He had to escape it. He probably would have 

kept back-stepping until he couldn’t see her anymore, but he 

ran into his bed first. She looked stiff and uncomfortable, 

standing there with her hands clasped, not speaking. She 

swallowed hard. Slowly, her hands unclasped, and took hold 

of the bottom of her sweater. She lifted it over her head, and 

dropped it on the floor.  

A tidal wave of confusion and fear threatened to 

wash away what little grasp on reality James had left. Thirty 

seconds ago, he had been frightened, and hurt, and a little 

confused. But now he was absolutely clueless. He tried to 

find some connection between the events, or some logic to 

explain what was going on. But his mind was fogged over, 

seeing Lisa standing in front of him, wearing the burgundy 
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bra that had once been one of his favorites. She was 

watching him with a look in her eyes he couldn’t identify, 

and she started to fumble with the buttons of her jeans. His 

left arm started shaking so violently he had to ram it into his 

pocket just to stop it. Her own hands seemed to be shaking as 

well, and she was struggling to focus on the complicated 

task. When she was finally done, her eyes returned to look 

into James’, and she let her jeans drop to the floor around her 

ankles. She still hadn’t said a word; only kept looking right 

into James’ eyes with the same puzzling expression. The 

tremors that held her hands in terror spread to her body until 

she looked as though she might fall over from the sheer 

disorientation of them. James stepped forward, and put a 

hand on her arm, to try and calm whatever was making her 

shake so. She fell into his arms. He carried her to the bed, 

and sat her next to him. Lisa’s arms were tight around him, 

and she buried her face in his shoulder, shaking and crying.  

“Hey, shhhh. It’s okay. Calm down, and tell me 

what’s wrong. It’ll be okay.” He rubbed her back, and 

combed her hair down. “What’s wrong?” 

“I…don’t…know…” She was sobbing too hard to 

speak properly, and the words she did manage were muffled 

against his body. 

“Shhh. It’s alright. Here…” James slipped partially 

out of her arms, and leaned over to pull her pants back up. 

When he was trying to button them up again, he noticed his 

own arms were shaking as much as hers. When he was done, 

sitting back up, she lifted her head.  

“Why…?” Her voice barely made it out of her throat. 

Her eyes were red and wet from crying.  

“Why what?” James was confused, and struggling to 

control himself enough to comfort her. His own voice was as 

soothing and gentle as he could make it, but it was barely 

even a whisper.  
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“Don’t…you…think I’m attractive…anymore?” Her 

words kept getting caught in gasps for air. She fell back into 

convulsions of tears and sadness against his shoulder. 

“Of course I do. I just don’t think it’s right for us to 

do that, if we’re broken up. And especially not if it makes 

you cry. That can’t be right.” She gasped again, and tried to 

speak. 

“But…”  

“Shhh.” He cut her off. “No arguing. You know 

you’re beautiful to me, and you know I love you. If you’re 

having doubts about us breaking up, then that’s okay. We 

can get together again. But right now, just try and calm 

down.” He rubbed her back again, until it seemed like she 

was finally getting control of herself. She stopped sobbing, 

and lifted her head again from his shoulder. She sniffled, and 

forced a smile at him. He reached down, and picked up her 

sweater from the ground, to give back. Lisa took it and 

pulled it back on, forcing another smile as she pulled her hair 

from out of the neck.  

“Thanks…” Her words were whispers, and a hint of 

tears still lingered in her voice “You’re still the nicest guy I 

know.”  

“Well…I try…” Lisa brushed her hair back again, 

and turned her head to look at the clock on the desk. 

“Its kinda late. I should probably go.” She looked 

back again. 

“Alright.” He stood up, and walked Lisa out to her 

car. She opened the door, and then turned to face him. 

“Thanks for the present, and for taking me to the movie.” He 

was afraid to mention what he had said in his room. Afraid to 

ask if they were getting together again.  

“My pleasure. Happy birthday.” She smiled, and 

briefly put her hand on his arm. 
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“Thanks…bye.” He still stood there, hoping she 

would have more to say. Hoping she would lean forward for 

a kiss that would mean everything was going to be alright 

again.  

“Bye.” She got in the car, and started it up. He took a 

step back, and she drove off. He followed the car with his 

eyes until it turned the corner, and took her out of his sight. 

She hadn’t said anything. But that didn’t mean it wasn’t 

going to happen. From the strange events of the nights, he 

was back to thinking that she might come back. She had to 

want to, why else would she have taken her clothes off? She 

was just working back to it her own way. It would happen. 

He slowly walked back inside, and went to sleep. 

 

 
 

When he woke up the next day, he felt out of place 

and nauseous. He knew he had just had a dream, one that 

didn’t make any sense, but he couldn’t remember much 

about it. All he could remember was reliving the day he had 

gone over to Lisa’s to give her the first aid kit. Only when 

she came out, she was naked. She invited him in, and walked 

back to her room. Mike was laying in her bed naked, 

propped up on one elbow. She climbed back under the 

covers with him, and said that it wouldn’t take more than an 

hour, James could wait if he wanted. The second he had 

woken up, details became blurry, but the feeling lingered 

with him. As his dream faded farther and farther away, he 

became more aware of the sound of several lawnmowers 

running outside; the sign of a Saturday morning in his 

neighborhood. James got up, showered, and decided to take a 
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walk. Walks always helped him to think about anything, 

even the most confusing of situations. Something about 

being completely occupied let things sort themselves out. 

When he just sat, James’ entire body was cluttered and 

bound up. His body craved movement; something to do, and 

his mind was a maze of senses searching for anything to 

explore, and bring into the body. Walking, his body was 

busy with the motions of walking, and his mind was free 

from clutter: his senses had music from headphones, and a 

plethora of new scents and sights and sensations, which left 

problems free to sort themselves out.  

He had only gotten a mile when a familiar looking 

car pulled up beside him on the road and slowed down. The 

window rolled down, and Tim called out for James to get in. 

He pulled off his earphones, and got in the car with his 

friend.  

“Hey, man. What’re you doing wandering around out 

here? More daydreaming?” Tim laughed a light-hearted 

laugh, and pulled back into the road.  

“Just thought I’d go for a walk and think some stuff 

out.” 

“Yeah? It’s been a while man, you want to go get 

some breakfast?” 

“Sure.” 

Tim drove to the local Denny’s, and they went inside, 

and ordered their meals. James was quiet, still trying to 

contemplate all of the strangeness of the night before, and 

the unpleasant feelings left over from his dreams. Tim 

looked concerned. 

“What’s up, Hudson? You look really depressed.” 

“Yeah, well, I’ve been better.”  

“I guessed as much. What happened?” 

“Lisa left me.” Tim nodded.  
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“Yeah, I figured when I started seeing her with Mike 

at school. I’m sorry, man. How are you dealing with it?” 

“I don’t know. Not too good, I guess. Things keep 

happening, and I keep trying to convince myself she’s 

coming back…but who knows. It’s only been like a week, 

and these things are supposed to take some time, right?” Tim 

looked shocked.  

“Wait…did you say a week?” 

“Yeah, about that long. Why?” James was bitter, and 

sick of being confused. 

“But…that can’t be right…” From the look on Tim’s 

face, James had a feeling he might know what was coming.  

“Why not?”  

“Because she’s been with Mike for, like, two months 

or something.” 

“How do you know that?” He thought it was 

probably some kind of sick joke, and wasn’t happy about it.  

“’Cause I’ve seen them in the halls, holding hands 

and making out and shit. Sorry man, I don’t know what to 

say…I thought you knew…” 

“Nah, that’s alright. It makes sense. At least now I 

know why her fucking sweater was on backwards and her 

hair was messed up.” Layers of confusion started to peel 

away under the burning anger, as Tim’s words sunk in 

deeper and deeper. He couldn’t believe she was cheating on 

him. But it made sense. And Tim’s shock was too genuine to 

be made up. A waitress brought their plates over.  

“What do you mean ‘now you know…’? What 

happened?” Tim was so confused he didn’t even seem to 

notice that the food had come. So James told him the whole 

story, while they ate. Everything from the First aid kit, all the 

way up to her crying striptease the night before. Tim was 

staring at him with his eyes wide and jaw dropped. 
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“Oh my God! What a Bitch! I’ve heard some fucked 

up shit before, man, but that’s terrible. I can’t believe she did 

that. I mean, I always knew she was kindof a sleaze, but I 

can’t believe she would do that to you. What are you going 

to do?” 

“I don’t know. Depends on if she keeps calling. 

Probably confront her, and see what she has to say. I haven’t 

really had time to think about it. Shit…I just found out she 

was cheating on me from you.” 

“Well, if you ever need anything, like someone to 

talk to, you can call me.” Tim was sincere, but James knew 

how hard it was to actually get a hold of him. As well as he 

meant, it was rare that James would ever actually hear from 

Tim for a long time. “Hey, let me pay for breakfast, too.” 

Tim paid the bill, and then drove James home again. He went 

in his room and sat down. He had a lot to think about. How 

would he bring this up with Lisa? Should he just call her and 

ask her what was going on? He had no idea what to do. 

He didn’t have to wait too long for a chance to talk to 

her, though. Lisa called him the next day, and asked if she 

could come over, and watch A Clockwork Orange with him, 

and they could talk. When she got there, James was sitting 

on his bed with his knees pulled up to his chest, and his arms 

wrapped around. As easy as it was to confront her in his 

mind, it was a different story altogether when she was sitting 

right there, and he could see and smell and hear her presence. 

They watched the movie a while before he could build up the 

courage to just come out with it, and do it in a way that 

wouldn’t be asking for trouble. 

“So how are things going with Mike?” He asked in as 

polite a way as he could, but it still didn’t come out the way 

he had hoped.  

“What do you mean?” She looked surprised to hear 

the question. 
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“I ran into someone the other day, and he mentioned 

that you and Mike were together. I just thought I would see if 

everything was going well.” 

“What are you trying to say?” She sounded like she 

was starting to get a little worked up, and defensive.  

“Nothing. We’re friends, right? Friends talk about 

things like that. I just want to make sure you’re happy.” He 

even smiled, to make himself seem non-threatening. 

“Bullshit! I know what you’re doing, and you’re 

trying to accuse me of something. I don’t know who you 

were talking to, or what they told you, but I didn’t do 

anything!” 

“I didn’t say you did. I just asked a friendly question. 

You’re the one who took it as something else. No need to get 

so defensive.” 

“Of course I have a right to be defensive if you’re 

accusing me of fucking cheating on you!” 

“Did you?” 

“So you ARE accusing me!?” 

“I’m not accusing, I’m just asking. I heard from a 

friend that you were with mike before you left me, I just 

thought I’d ask if it was true at all.” 

“Listen, I don’t know what makes you think you have 

the fucking right to accuse me of that, but fuck you! 

Whoever told you that is full of fucking shit!! You know it 

doesn’t really feel too good when you have to break up with 

someone, but I’m trying to be nice here, and be your fucking 

friend, and I don’t need you saying shit about me! I never did 

anything wrong to you, I never cheated on you. If you’re 

saying I did, then fuck you.” She was red with anger, and 

storming around his room. She was usually a levelheaded 

girl. Kept her temper. Unless she was caught doing 

something wrong. James was making all the effort he could 

to stay calm, and not move.  
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“Calm down. I never accused you of anything, I just 

asked a question. If you didn’t do anything, then there’s no 

reason to get mad. It was just a question.”  

“Fuck you.” Lisa grabbed her purse, and stormed out 

of the room. James heard the front door slam as she left. A 

picture fell off his wall. James had gotten his answer, at 

least.  
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He had been staring at the same blank page for the 

past two hours. There wasn’t a single word on it. He had set 

down to write, but nothing was coming. It was almost a 

month since he had last spoken to Lisa. He hadn’t written a 

single word of prose or poetry since she dumped him. Hadn’t 

painted, either, or played so much as a whole song. All the 

creativity had left him. There was nothing now but dark 

thoughts. His happiness had all been taken away. First his 

love, and then his art. The girl left him, saying she didn’t 

want a relationship, but already in another one with a guy 

who she herself admitted a time or two wasn’t very 

attractive, and was pretty annoying. She had strung him 

along, and toyed with his mind, and when he tried to clear it 

up, yelled at him. His friends hadn’t called. His inspiration 

had dried up. All he had was the same nightmare, every 

night. In it, he would step into Lisa’s house, after finding it 

unlocked. She had called and asked him to come over. When 
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he went to her room, and pushed open the door, he saw Lisa 

and Mike screwing on her bed. In the past month he had seen 

them together in every position he had known existed. Last 

night, Mike had her on her knees, and was going in the back 

end. Then, every night, she would lock eyes with James, 

mid-coitus, and smile. When he was done, she would sink 

lower, and go down on her adulterous lover. As soon as he 

got his rocks off she sat back up, and smiled at James, semen 

coating her lips, dripping down her chin. She would stand, 

and walk towards him, talking in an eerily calm voice, telling 

him how much she loved him, and wanted to be with him. 

She insisted she never cheated on him, and begged for a kiss. 

She puckered up, her lips glimmering with pearl fluids, and 

got closer and closer, making kissing noises. The images 

filled him with more disgust and anger and heartache than he 

could handle, and they refused to leave his head. He picked 

up the notebook, and threw it. Now all he had were 

memories of what it was like to be alive, and daydreams of 

what it would be like to die. Meanwhile, he was stuck 

somewhere between the two; lacking both the will to live, 

and the courage to finish the job. What would he do now? 

What could he do? What did most people do when they lost 

everything? They drank. James wasn’t a drinker. He hated it. 

He always thought he had too much to live for to throw it 

away on drink. But, then, he had lost everything that he had 

to live for.  

He got up and went to his desk. He pulled the top 

drawer out of the frame, and set it on the bed. He reached in 

to the back, and felt around. As soon as he brushed off the 

cobwebs, he tore out a manila envelope that had been taped 

inside, and replaced the drawer. He tore open the envelope, 

and dumped it out on the bed. Temporary licenses, fake IDs, 

and other forged papers fell out across the bed. He never 

really intended to use any of these things again, but they had 
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come so in handy, he didn’t want to throw them away. He 

grabbed the ID with the best picture, and put it in his wallet. 

Since he didn’t have anything to live for anymore, why not 

join the rest of the failures at the bar?  

Nobody even questioned him, as he sat at the bar, and 

ordered a drink. His ID looked real enough to not need a 

good study, and James himself was so desolate and sullen 

than he looked like he belonged there, at that dirty bar, 

surrounded by mill workers and the unemployed. Whiney 

country music came out of unseen speakers, consoling the 

drunks in their silent worlds of sorrow. James hated country 

music. But tonight, he hated it so much that he loved it; he 

felt justified in how miserable it made him. That was his lot 

in life, now, and he would embrace it fully. He would 

become a regular fixture of this bar, always sitting, not quite 

sober, staring into the nothingness that reflected his soul. He 

ordered a beer, and sat, only drinking occasionally. He hated 

the taste of beer. It was beautiful. He couldn’t wait to order 

some whiskey; he hated that even more.  

A man stumbled in through the door, and everyone 

winced from the sharp light that snuck around him, cutting 

their eyes. He sat down the bar from James, and ordered a 

bottle of whiskey. He had some demons to kill, too, James 

thought. The bartended hesitated to give the man anything to 

drink, because he appeared to have already had some, and 

wasn’t in the best control of himself.  

“For seven years, I was married to her!” He yelled. 

The entire bar sat, unmoved, but listening. “Seven fucking 

years! And I was good to her, too…I worked my ass 

off…worked…worked every god damn day so she could 

have nice things. That house, all her shopping trips…oh, 

always shopping, spending all that I earned. But I never said 

nothin’, I just went back and worked harder, took some 

overtime. And then what happens? I come home one day and 
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find her fucking some other guy! Right there! In our bed! 

The bed I bought! And what does she do? She yells at me! 

That’s right, she says I’m not home enough, I work too 

often…I neglect her…shit. I HAVE to be gone all the time to 

get enough money to pay off all her fucking credit cards. 

And this guy! He’s just some punk kid, barely out of high 

school! He doesn’t have a real job. He can’t take care of her. 

No, he can just come in and eat MY FOOD. Sleep in MY 

BED. Fuck MY WIFE. MY FUCKING WIFE! And she just 

went along with it, the cunt…I’d like to teach them a lesson. 

I’d pay just for someone to take that some-bitches head and 

bash it around a little. I’d fucking pay ‘em.” The bartender 

had given in towards the beginning of the story, and gave the 

man the bottle he requested. James slid his own drink down 

the bar, and sat on the stool next to him.  

“Are you serious?” James was curious at the 

opportunity he saw before him. The man’s story only 

reminded him more of his own, and he grew angry at Lisa, 

and the man’s wife, as one person.  

“Wha…? Yeah, I’m serious. She was fucking him, 

right there in my bed, right there…I saw the whole thing. I 

saw everything... ” 

“No, no, about paying someone to beat up the guy 

who fucked your wife.” 

“Oh…yeah. I’d pay to have someone kick his 

ass…teach him and that whore a lesson.” 

“How much?” 

“Break his fucking nose…leg…bones…make him 

bleed. Make him pay…” 

“No, how much would you pay?” 

“Oh…I’d pay someone fifty bucks. I don’t have 

more. She fucking took everything else.” James leaned 

closer, and kept his voice down. 
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“That’s enough. I’ll do it for you, if you have the 

money on you.” 

“Yeah, I have the money. You wanna do it? You 

wanna go fuck him up?” 

“Sure, if you pay me up front.” 

“I’ll pay you. Just make sure you make him 

pay…pay for what he did…” 

“He’ll pay, all right. What’s his name? Where can I 

find him?” 

“He works at the grocery store…in the back. The 

back room. Name’s Derek…Derek, yeah…” 

“Okay. I’ll take care of it. You have my word.” The 

drunk dug out his wallet, and pulled fifty dollars out in a 

wad, and handing it to James.  

“You’re a good man…a good man.” 

“Yeah…” James paid for his beer, and left the bar. 

He drove home, and went straight to his closet. He pulled out 

some old clothes; a black sweater, and some dirty jeans, and 

an old pair of black leather gloves. Then he dug a little 

deeper, through piles and boxes of old things, until he found 

it. A Halloween mask from a few years ago. It was all black, 

even the face, like a hood for death, but you could still see 

out. He put it on, and drove down a few blocks away from 

the grocery store. With any luck, the guy would be there. 

One quick phone call should find out. He ran to a pay phone 

on the corner, and looked through the phonebook for the 

store number. He called, and asked for Derek. Luck was on 

his side: the guy was working. Old Derek must have just 

been stopping in for a quickie before work. He walked the 

few blocks to the store, mask in pocket, and walked around 

to the back. When he was sure nobody would see him, he put 

the mask on, and rang the buzzer by the delivery door. After 

a minute or so, the metal doors started grinding and clanging, 
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as they slowly rolled up. A man stood on the other side, a 

little irritated looking.  

“We don’t have any deliveries scheduled.” He was 

startled by James, and he seemed to be alone back there. 

James stepped inside.  

“You Derek?” He took a quick surveillance of the 

room.  

“Yeah, who the hell are you?” James grabbed him 

quick by the collar, and spun him outside. The man 

stumbled, and fell to the concrete ground. James hit the 

button on the wall that closed the door. They started grinding 

again as they came down. 

“You shouldn’t mess around with married women, 

Derek.” The man was already standing up. James walked up 

to him, and hit him, hard. The old drunk would have been 

pleased; the nose was broken in the first punch. Blood 

dripped down the man’s face, and he scrambled backwards 

with a look of terror on his face.  

“Who are you? Why are you doing this?” 

“I’m here to teach you a lesson, Derek. Pay close 

attention.” As he started hitting the frightened man, he saw 

images from his dreams of Lisa and Mike. He was white hot 

fury. But with every landed punch, and every fierce kick, he 

felt something else, too. A sense of nostalgia. He started to 

remember back a ways. Back when he was almost a different 

person.  

 

 
 

In the early years of James’ life, he was small, and 

weak. A little chubbier than the other kids, a little slower, 
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and a little smarter. In grade school, for as long as he could 

remember he was a step ahead of his peers. That made him a 

good target, for the kinds of kids who like to abuse those 

smaller than themselves to improve their own images. For 

years, James was a whipping boy for someone else’s bad 

moods. By the time he was twelve, he couldn’t feel it 

anymore. His threshold for pain was higher than anyone the 

school children had ever seen, and he had an ability to block 

out the world and focus, that would make a Buddhist monk 

proud. When the other children came to pick on him, they 

found a literal mannequin, who could take anything, and not 

react. Not even a flinch. He had thought that if they got no 

reaction, then everyone would leave him alone. Instead, it 

seemed that having a test dummy was even better than 

having a nerd to pick on. Nerds have limits; they eventually 

break, and cause trouble. Dummies sit through anything, and 

wait for more. But James was also tired of being weak, so 

after school, and at night, he would exercise, and run, and 

study. But not the same studying done by his classmates. He 

still did his homework, and more besides, because he was 

fascinated by the reasoning behind the world. The 

psychology to history, the physics that turned the sky blue, 

and caused apples to fall from trees. But he also studied 

anything he could find on fighting. Videos, books, martial 

arts. He read about the codes of the ancient knights, the 

strategies of the great wars. He learned all about guns, and 

close combat. And he practiced, late at night, when nobody 

was looking. He felt a fool, at first, out in the backyard, 

fighting invisible enemies. But before too long, he wasn’t 

half bad.  

It was like an inside joke, when he would return to 

school and take the same beatings. A joke only he 

understood. Why, he could probably beat every one of those 

kids, if he wanted to. But he chose not to. He let them 
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believe that he was weak, and they were superior. And every 

day, when his face reflected a mask of emotionless 

emptiness, inside he was grinning wide. One day, he decided 

to let everyone else in on his joke. He was sitting alone in the 

lunchroom, in a table close to the cafeteria wall. His meal 

was the same as it was every day, and he sat quiet and blank, 

existing more in his own imagination than in the real world. 

Until one particular kid, named Josh, came over for some of 

his own brand of fun. Josh wasn’t the worst of the school 

bullies. In fact, there would be times when he was even 

somewhat pleasant. But he would be the match that lit the 

fuse that nobody expected. Like a slingshot, James had let 

his patience be pushed beyond normal limits. Tighter and 

tighter, every day, until the bands were pulled back as far as 

they could go; quivering and humming in the air, with 

energy waiting to be released. And just as Josh bent down, to 

yell in James’ ear, he let the slingshot go. He shot off his 

bench with the force of a cannonball of rage. His fists held 

the collar of Josh’s shirt, and slammed his back against the 

wall so hard the display cases several feet down almost 

broke. With teeth gritting, and eyes burning with more anger 

and hatred for the world than any normal thirteen year old 

should ever have to see, James pinned the boy to the wall. 

Against all struggling, and fighting, James stood fast, like a 

stone statue. The caught boy was becoming frantic from the 

surprise of the attack. He begged for help from his friends, or 

for someone to pull the animal off of him, but they weren’t 

going to risk getting any closer than they had to. James 

slammed him against the wall repeatedly, to shut him up. It 

worked. Slowly, James leaned his head in closer, until He 

was no more than two inches from Josh’s face. Then, slowly, 

in a voice so low and guttural it was more of a growl, James 

spoke. 
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“If you ever, ever, so much as look at me wrong 

again, I swear to Christ I will tear your throat out with my 

bare fucking teeth. Do you understand me?” All the blood 

rushed from the terrified boy’s face. He tried to speak, but no 

words came, leaving him with mouth gaping, nodding his 

head. The boy who nobody had given a second thought to, 

for years, had suddenly become a monster, right before their 

eyes. Nobody moved. A slow, sinister grin spread across 

James’ face,  revealing sharp white teeth, and canines that 

looked more wolf than human. “Good. Now get the fuck out 

of my sight. Run.”  

The second Josh was free from the tightly held fists, 

he and his friends ran to the nearest door. That marked a big 

day for James. He was no longer the same weakling he had 

been. He had just come out of his cocoon; told everyone the 

punch line of his big joke. He felt powerful. He felt 

invincible. For the first time in his life, he not only felt great, 

but he felt superior. And he loved it.  

It wasn’t very hard for him to get angry after that. 

There was so much rage and hatred inside, from all the years 

of beatings and insults, that he was really just looking for an 

excuse to vent, to let loose. He hated himself more than 

anything, but he couldn’t do anything about that. Every time 

he tried to talk himself into feeling better, it just added more 

fuel to the fire. So he took it out on the world, the way it had 

been taken out on him. His life became a cycle of contempt 

and anger and violence. He would sit in morose silence, until 

something came along to make him angry. And then he 

would lash out, at whatever was nearby. He shattered 

windows, smashed furniture. Years passed, and he grew 

more and more into a monster. By the time he was fifteen, he 

didn’t even consider himself human anymore. Humans were 

born with weakness, and he had none. He was a stones throw 

short of being a god. He had never lost a fight, never got 
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caught stealing, never got a bad grade. The entire small town 

he grew up in knew who he was, knew at least a little about 

him. Most of the townsfolk knew to be wary of him. Some 

were terrified of him. And yet, nobody knew enough fact to 

catch him in his ways. According to the records, he was a 

good kid. He never got below an A in school, never got in 

trouble with the law. People suspected him of things, sure. 

From things he did, like fighting and stealing, to things he 

didn’t come close to; drugs, murder, setting fire to things. He 

had enough of a reputation that he never had to worry about 

fighting anymore at school. It didn’t take much for the kids 

to start talking about him, and soon nobody would even look 

him in the eye. He could walk through a crowded hall, and 

not a soul would so much as bump shoulders with him. 

When it became obvious he wouldn’t have many more fights 

at school, he found other ways to vent his anger. Sometimes, 

late at night, he would stand outside of bars, and insult the 

drunks coming out, until they attacked him. When he had 

them beaten, he would take their wallets, and leave them. 

Eventually, he even got fake ID’s, so he could sneak in, and 

take place in the bar brawls he had always heard about, and 

seen on TV.  

He wasn’t all bad, though. He wasn’t truly evil, nor 

was he half as inhuman as he thought. Psychologists would 

say his actions were his way of exerting control over his 

world, to fight back the insecurities he felt inside. There are 

some who would say that by striving so hard to be seen as 

invincible, and mean, he was just hiding his own 

sensitivities, and his heart. And, even though he probably 

would have punched anyone to tell him that at the time, there 

were some people who saw through his barriers, at least a 

little. There were a few girls from his school who would 

approach him when he was alone, and talk to him about their 

problems. He tried to look as though he didn’t care, but they 
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kept coming back. They told him that they felt safe with him, 

and knew he wouldn’t judge them for anything they said, or 

tell their secrets to everyone. And, they said, it was nice to 

have someone who just listened, without trying to tell them 

the exact solution to their lives. He grew fond of them, in his 

own way, and from time to time would act on their behalves. 

One of them, Jessica, was having troubles from one of her 

big brother’s friends. Every time the guy saw her, he would 

grab her ass, and make obscene comments. Her brother 

wouldn’t do anything about it, which didn’t sound like the 

guy at all. But James sure would. He marched right up to the 

kid, and demanded to know if he knew a girl named Jessica. 

The guy laughed, and said he sure did. He even preceded to 

make some lewd comment about her. James replied with a 

fist to his stomach. Three more landed before the kid knew 

what was happening. It only took one more for Jessica’s 

brother to show up. James and Jessica’s brother had run into 

each other before. They had learned to respect each other, 

even if they didn’t get along. James held his ground, and 

explained what was going on. It didn’t take any more than 

that for the brother. He was protective of his family; 

especially his little sister. James left the punk to his care. He 

knew that Jessica wouldn’t have any more problems. 

His friends saw something more in him, too. He still 

had a few, at that time. They weren’t the best people in the 

world, but they were loyal friends. And they trusted James; 

saw something in him that he never could find in himself. 

Even when he would get mad at one of them, and smack 

them around, they stayed by him. And even after he tricked 

them for some sick joke, they still trusted him. He never 

understood why, but he tried. The longer it eluded him, the 

madder he got about it. Their refusal to see him as the 

monster he recognized in the mirror, and their stubbornness 

and defiance in insisting on not hating him was pure 
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rebellion. It was an act against him. He grew colder, and still 

they stayed. There was a place so hidden in the fog that even 

he didn’t know about it, but he was grateful for their 

friendship. He always wished, just a little bit, that he could 

do somehow let them know how much he cared about them. 

Circumstance would take them out of his life before he ever 

had that chance.  

When he wasn’t busy, he did his best to learn more, 

and stay in as good a shape as he could. There was always 

more to learn, always room for improvement. There was 

something in the fighting that he never realized, something 

that drew him in deeper. He was good. He could pick up a 

weapon, and learn how to use it in less time than it takes 

some people to read a book. So he learned as much as he 

could, about as many different things as he could. Firearms, 

fighting styles, blades, blunt weapons. He even started to 

teach himself about explosives and herbs for poisons and 

healing. It wasn’t as though he was ever planning on using 

that knowledge for anything, and there was no master plan. 

James never hoped to even have a future, so there was no 

sense in working for it. He just wanted to feel good at 

something, and didn’t want to get be weak anymore. Didn’t 

want to be hurt. If he had to be an asshole to be able to live 

that way, then so be it. He would continue to fight, and feel 

nothing. If you can’t feel anything, then you can’t ever feel 

pain. Or at least that’s what he thought. But that was before 

he discovered art.  
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James sat at a bar, waiting, and sneered at his own 

memories. He had been right back then, he thought. Fifteen 

when he first came to the conclusion that caring only got you 

hurt. Only three years more, and he realized that he was 

right. He always was a smart kid. He ordered another beer, 

and went on waiting. He spent a lot of his time waiting, now. 

He had graduated high school; and had even made it with 

honors, which not only surprised him, but a few of his 

teachers, too. He had a new job now, too, working in a 

warehouse. It was boring, and he hated it, but it helped keep 

him from getting soft, and it paid the rent on his apartment. 

There was always enough money left over after bills to put 

some in his savings account. Money didn’t mean much to 

him, really. He couldn’t even tell you how much he had in 

there. All he knew was that he didn’t starve, and when he 

wanted a new cd, or something, he never really had to worry 

about where the money came from. He didn’t steal anymore 

though. That was one thing he found pointless from his 

childhood. He didn’t see the need. He had everything he 

wanted, and didn’t have much need for money, anyway. 

Most of his time was just spent waiting in bars. 

Bars are places where people go when their hope has 

run out, and the world has rejected them one too many times. 

When fate has dealt them a bad hand, and stolen the last of 

their chips. And, when an unlucky soul, shit on once too 

many, has a face to go with his misfortune, someone to 

blame who he wants to pay back, the bar is usually the first 

place he comes. If such a person found the right bar, on the 

right night, James would see him. It was always easy to tell, 

in the first steps through the door, who was there to drown, 

who was there out of ignorance, and who was there for 

anger. The angry ones, the ones who wanted revenge, they 

always had this sharpness to them. A red ember in their eyes, 

and a focus for their glare. They often thought to wash away 
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the red burning pain. But simple physics tells us that alcohol 

only makes fire burn hotter. If they were lucky, and so many 

were, they would find James. He would make the hatred go 

away. He would solve the problems.  

He was never even really sure himself why he kept 

coming back, night after night. It wasn’t that he enjoyed the 

bars. They were filthy and disgusting, and full of the worst 

people his town could offer. He rarely ever had more than a 

drink or two while he was there, either, so he certainly 

wasn’t doing it to get drunk. He still hated the taste of beer, 

and the burn of whiskey. He still loved the hatred. It seemed 

every time he was in one of those seedy bars, that he wished 

he was somewhere else. That, too, only made the experience 

better. The loathing he had for himself was one of his few 

comforts. So he would stay, and sip his drinks, savoring the 

awful tastes, and listen to stories. Drunk stories are almost all 

the same, but he listened, every night, to every word as 

though it was his first. He got to be quite good at pool, and 

even better at darts. And his reputation started to grow. 

When you needed someone beat up, there was a guy who 

would help you out. Real quiet, and real mean, but he would 

get the job done right. Tonight, though, he was waiting for 

one man in particular. The man had caught his wife with 

another guy. James heard a lot of that in these bars. This one 

was tipped off when his pocket-watch disappeared from the 

dresser. His wife had given it to him, and he didn’t wear it 

often. One day he was looking for it, to wear to a meeting. 

He thought it brought him luck at meetings. When he 

couldn’t find it, and his wife didn’t know, he grew 

suspicious; who else had been in their bedroom, and why 

wouldn’t his wife notice them taking something? So, he told 

her he had to work an extra day that week, and he 

disappeared. When he came home to check on her, sure 

enough, there was the guy. He offered James a hundred to 
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beat the guy up, and another hundred if he could get back the 

watch. He patted his pocket again, just to make sure it was 

still there.  

James really couldn’t remember how many times he 

had heard stories of adultery in these bars. Most of the jobs 

he got were the lover’s of someone’s wife. Occasionally he 

had something else; one man had a neighbor who was 

constantly loud, and throwing huge parties, and another’s car 

was stolen. The police recovered it, and it was fine, but they 

had no evidence against the guy they thought took it. One 

man even hired him to beat up his teenage daughter’s 

boyfriend, when he found out that he had taken her virginity. 

Nice enough kid, really, and fairly devoted. But, for the most 

part, it was the cheating. Anymore, James thought, finding 

someone opposed to such things was impossible. How many 

times had he heard people he respected saying ‘everybody 

does it at some time in their life. It’s a natural impulse.’ All 

the honesty and trust had gone out of relationships. It was 

just as well that he didn’t date. Nobody out there worth 

finding.  

A bell rang as the door to the bar swing open. A man 

with wrinkled, sunken eyes came through, smelling of 

whiskey and sawdust. He had been working in a cabinet shop 

for all his life. He sat down next to James, and ordered a 

shot. James reached into his pocket, and took out the watch. 

He set it down in front of the man, beside the empty shot 

glass. Slowly, the man picked it up in his coarse, shaky 

hands.  

“You actually found it…” He examined it, front and 

back. 

“Wasn’t too hard. Had it on him at the time, I just 

stumbled across it.” He tipped back the bottle, and 

swallowed the last of his beer.  
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“Did you teach that sorry motherfucker a lesson?” 

The glowing red embers in his eyes flared again, but were 

already starting to fade. 

“Yeah. He’ll be a little more careful about who he 

fucks, from now on. Providing he heals enough to be in that 

position again.”  

“Good, good…” the man trailed off, reading the 

inscription on the back of his watch. ‘To my dearest Earl, 

you are my one and only love, for all time,’ it said. It was a 

nice thought, but apparently she hadn’t taken into account 

the thirty-something young man who James had just taken 

the watch from. The bellows of hatred and anger gave 

another puff, and the red in the old Earl’s eyes glowed bright 

again. He reached into his wallet, and handed James the 

money. “You’re a good man.” 

“Yeah. A fucking saint.” James tucked the money 

away. As he did, a man sat down on the other side of him, 

and ordered two shots. He slid one on front of James. James 

didn’t even lift his eyes from the bar to look at him. “What’s 

that for?” 

“I couldn’t help but overhearing, and I appreciate 

what you did for that poor man.” 

“And?” 

“And I think I might have a similar problem that 

needs taking care of. Maybe you could be inclined to help?” 

“I don’t work for whiskey.” The man leaned in 

closer. 

“How about four hundred dollars?” 

“That’s not a bad wad of cash. What’s the problem?” 

“We’ll, I have this girl, see? I’ve been with her for 

quite some time. Five years now, going on six. But it turns 

out that the lying bitch’s been seeing this other fool, for like 

two years. I just found out not too long ago, and now she’s 
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gone and left me for him. I want him taken care of.” More 

cheating. More lying. More adultery.  

“And you want to spend four hundred just to rough 

him up?” 

“Well, that’s the thing,” The man put his arm over 

James’ shoulder, and leaned in even closer, “I want 

something a little more…permanent. You understand?” 

James shrugged off the man’s arm. 

“What makes you think I want any part of this?” 

“Well, if you’re who I think you are…and I’m pretty 

sure you are…then they say you’re the best at making 

problems go away. I got a problem.” 

“Why only four hundred?” The man set a velvet box 

in front of him. 

“Open it.” Inside was an engagement ring. “I bought 

that for her. Figured after five years, maybe we should get 

hitched, you know? But then she springs this shit on me. I 

took that down to the pawnshop, and the man said he’d give 

me four hundred for it. It’s not half what I paid, but it’s the 

best I can find. Figure it’s a fair trade.” 

“I take it there’s no hope for reconciliation then.” 

James smirked inwardly at his own joke. 

“Fuck that, man! I gave that bitch years of my life, 

and she broke my fucking heart. After I break hers, I don’t 

want nothing to do with her.” 

James sat silently, staring into space, deep in thought. 

Then he took the shot glass, and downed the drink with a 

flick of his head.  

“Lets go for a walk.” 
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There was always a soft spot in his heart for the 

victims of adultery. Even when he was in school, back when 

he didn’t care about anybody, he still pitied those who did 

venture to love someone, and were hurt, or betrayed. Once, 

one of the girls who came to him to talk, found out about her 

boyfriend sleeping with another girl. Her boyfriend was a 

football player, and a first-class asshole. James had never 

liked the guy, but listening to her crying, overwhelmed by 

the sadness she felt, the lost love, James hated him. Later 

that day, he made sure that he and the football star had a 

little time to ‘talk.’ Outside, in between classes, the kid 

usually stood with a few of his friends outside the shop 

room. James stormed outside, kicking open the doors that 

lead into the school, and marched right up to him. In one 

fluid motion, he tossed off his coat, and pulled a knife, 

holding it against the young star’s neck. He made it clear that 
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he had better never hurt her again, and he better not say 

anything bad about her, either. She was a sweet girl and he 

was scum for what he did. The kid nearly pissed himself, and 

promised to behave. So, without another word, James put the 

knife away, picked up his coat, and left. He never had any 

more problems from that guy. The girl dumped him a week 

or so later. And even though the guy he was doing this job 

for, man who called himself Donny, was creepy, and a little 

seedy, even he deserved to have someone love him, and be 

honest, without someone else interfering.  

 The plan was simple. Donny’s previous girlfriend 

lived in the hills above town. There was only one winding 

road that went up there, and it curved alongside a cliff. There 

was a wooden guard rail set up with reflectors along the 

outside of the road, but they were old, and not too sturdy. 

Just before the street that led up to the girl’s house was a 

straight stretch of road, and a general store down on the 

corner. Donny had gotten the boyfriend’s pager number, 

from his phone bills. He had been staying up at her house for 

the past three nights, and not too many people used that road. 

On the fourth night, James drove up the long road to her 

house. He parked down the street, in a turnaround, and 

walked up the hill. There were no immediate neighbors 

around to see him, and the house was dark, so he snuck up, 

and crawled underneath the boyfriend’s car. With an old file, 

he ground away at the brake line. It took longer than he 

planned, but it looked like a gradual process more than a cut. 

He took a rock and bent part of the car up. It looked like he 

hit a rock, and it bent metal to grind on the line. It wouldn’t 

be completely believable, but enough to cast a doubt. And it 

would do the trick.  

He walked back to his car, and drove down to the 

general store. It was old, and small, but the most convenient 

shopping to anyone above, in the hills. Out front they had an 
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ice box, which was constantly being robbed at night by 

wandering kids, and a phone booth. James dialed the beeper 

number, and sent the message ‘911.’ Almost everyone has 

some special emergency code that is signified by 911. Then 

he got in the car, pulled around the corner, and waited. Ten 

minutes passed, and he saw lights coming down the road 

fast, from above. That would be the guy. James recognized 

the headlights. He pulled out, and drove up the hill, with his 

brights on, and slowly crossed over into the lane of 

oncoming traffic. Tires squealed as the car swerved onto the 

shoulder. As the car passed, James saw panic on the driver’s 

face. Apparently, he was having some kind of trouble 

braking. At the speed he was going, the wooden barrier 

didn’t even slow him down, and he flew off the cliff. The 

long hill down was sparsely covered with trees. James turned 

around, and pulled over. He got to the barrier just in time to 

see the car smash into one more tree, and then flame jumped 

out from under the hood. In seconds that passed like frozen 

time, the car rolled once more, spun as a rock hit the back 

end, and then the entire car was a ball of flame. From where 

he was, James could feel the heat, and the wind. He knew the 

explosion would draw a crowd. He walked back to his car, 

and drove off. It didn’t feel at all like he would have thought, 

killing a man. He didn’t feel remorse, or even pity. He didn’t 

feel much of anything. The man was a cheater, just like 

Mike. Just like Lisa. He had done his job well. Now all he 

had to do was collect the last two hundred of his fee from 

Donny.  

 

Back in a bar, Donny was waiting. It wasn’t the same 

bar, but it might as well have been. They were all the same, 

really. By the time James walked into the bar, the ashtray 

next to Donny was full overflowing with buts. He had been 

sitting there for hours, and already he had gone through 
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almost two packs. Few people are as nervous as a man 

waiting for a death contract to be filled. James took the stool 

right next to Donny, and slid a newspaper article, folded 

neatly, in front of him. He ordered three shots from the 

bartender. He wanted to be consumed by the burn, and the 

taste.  

“So…is it done?” Donny stamped out another butt in 

the tray. 

“Don’t you read the paper?” 

“No.” 

“Yeah. It’s Done.” 

“Will anything lead it back to me?” 

“Besides talking about it in a bar? No.” 

“Alright. Then I have the money for you.” 

“Good.” He downed the first shot. 

“I have someone here to meet you, too. Friend of 

mine, calls himself Guido. Says he could use your help with 

some problems of his own.” James scowled. 

“I think perhaps telling our friends might be a good 

way to incriminate ourselves, don’t you?” 

“This guy is cool. He’s not the type to rat out anyone. 

He’s got his own business deals, and doesn’t like police 

involvement, you understand?”  

“Yeah. Got it.” 

“So, do you want to meet him?” James slammed 

down another shot. 

“Sure.” 

They walked over to a booth, where a tall man in a 

suit was sitting. It wasn’t a great suit, it looked more like the 

type of thing you wear if you want to look professional, but 

can’t afford to shop at anything better than an outlet mall. He 

was wearing a beret, too, cocked sideways so some curly 

hair fell down the left side of his face. He was very sure of 

himself. He smiled when Donny sat down beside him, and 
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James took the bench across, setting down his shot glass 

carefully, as not to spill. The man spoke in a calm voice, that 

didn’t sound at all like what he thought a criminal, or drug 

dealer, or whatever this guy was, should talk like. 

“So, you decided to talk to me, eh Midnight?” 

“What did you call me?” James was slightly 

confused. 

“Isn’t that what you told Donny here to call you? 

Midnight Ice?” The dealer was genuinely confused.  

“Oh. Right. I was joking.” 

“So you don’t call yourself that because you’ve got a 

cold, black heart?” He scowled over at Donny, who looked a 

little sheepish. 

“No.” 

“Well, if we’re going to do business, I need to call 

you something, don’t I? Would you prefer to give me your 

real name?” 

“No.” 

“Then what do I call you?” James sighed.  

“Fine. Call me Midnight Ice, I don’t care. Call me 

Mommy if you want, just get to the point.” 

“Oh. Well, I just wanted to reach an arrangement 

with you. I have a few dealings in some…precious goods. 

And from time to time I have people who need a little 

reminder to pay their tabs. Maybe some troubles with 

my…wholesalers. I was hoping we could come to an 

agreement as to how you could help me with these things.” 

“So, what, you were hoping for my home phone 

number?” 

“No, no, of course not. I have here a beeper.” Guido 

took a black object from his jacket, and set it on the table. 

Looked new, and expensive. “Whenever I need you, I’ll beep 

you with a special message. You can call the number, set up 

a meeting, and we can take care of it. I’ll pay you for your 
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time and skills, of course, and get you whatever…equipment 

you might need?” 

“How much are we talking?” 

“After expenses? A thousand, for muscle jobs. Two 

point five for any…extermination jobs. Anything else we can 

negotiate.” 

“I don’t want to be tied down. No imposed loyalty. I 

leave when I want to.” 

“Absolutely. You’ll be an independent contractor. 

Free to come and go as you please.” 

“I record every contract, for safety.” 

“Sounds fair.” Guido waited for an answer. James 

said nothing. The booth was in a hush, with nothing in the air  

but the clinking of glasses and the music from the jukebox. 

“So…are we in business?” 

“…Sure.” A wicked grin spread through Guido’s lips, 

and he stood up straighter.  

“Excellent. Good man.” 

“Yeah.” James mumbled into his shot glass, and 

downed his last drink. “A fucking saint.” 

 

 
 

He couldn’t remember what number job it was. There 

were so many he had gone through. It was a common cycle; 

work for a while at one job, quit, and find another one. His 

friends told him he was a lazy bastard; that his inability to 

work kept him constantly searching for a better or easier job. 

Most of those guys had only had two jobs, tops, in their 

whole lives. They didn’t realize the effort James had to put 

in the job hunt, or the stress of being unemployed, if even for 
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a few days. Never knowing where the next paycheck was 

coming from, or what he was going to do to get around when 

he ran out of the last of his gas money. He didn’t keep 

quitting the jobs because the work was too hard. With every 

job, he would have to learn how to work the position. He 

would start out knowing nothing, or next to nothing, and 

climb his way up until he was the best worker they had. That 

was just he way he worked. And it wasn’t as though he was 

miserable. He just wanted something better. He wanted 

something where the hours didn’t cut too harshly into his 

private life, his art, or his time with Lisa. He had to have 

priorities, and they were really very clear to him. Work was a 

necessarily evil, and should never come before the beauty 

and love that made life wonderful.  

Sitting in the padded chair, he looked over at some of 

the other waiting applicants. They all looked so nervous. 

How many of them had never done this before? He couldn’t 

remember how many job interviews he had gone to. He 

didn’t get nervous anymore. There was no reason to be, 

really; it just wasn’t a life and death situation. You go in, try 

and convince the manager why you’re the best, and then go 

home. It was almost like a game. If you can manage to 

convince your interviewer that you’re better than all the rest, 

you win, and get the job. It was a game James was very good 

at. He had already been to two other interviews earlier that 

day, and he was fairly confident about how well he did at 

those. But they were backup jobs; just in case this one fell 

through. This was the one he was aiming for. He thought the 

hours would be more forgiving, and the environment would 

be friendlier to his personality. He looked again across the 

faces in the waiting room. This would be cake. What did 

these other guys have to offer? Most were still in school. 

One or two he recognized from his own school, and they 

were nothing special. One of the applicants appeared to be in 
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his forties. Why would they want a man who was belittled to 

the point of needing this job so late in his life? James had 

experience in several fields, and had left on good terms with 

most of his supervisors at his other jobs. Anyone he ever 

worked with would vouch for his work habits, and his 

superior ability. He was handy, creative, smart, had a 4.0 

grade point average all through school. He had even spent 

some time traveling around Europe. All he would have to do 

would be charming. And that wouldn’t be a problem today. 

The night before he had stayed up all hours of the night, 

painting. He only had about an hours rest before he started 

on his interviewing, and job hunting. He loved the 

exhaustion that came from working on a project all night. He 

was excited to get back home and see the piece he had just 

finished. He had enough energy to be the most charming 

man in North America. These other guys didn’t stand a 

chance. 

The manager started calling them in one at a time. 

James watched the nervous faces swallow, and walk into the 

office. They tried to look confident, but their habits betrayed 

them. They would hold their chins up, and their backs 

straight, but they would shift their weight from foot to foot 

every five seconds, or constantly fumble with the hems of 

their shirts, or clench and unclench their hands. Nervous 

faces went in, and pale white ghost faces came out. They put 

to much stock in the position, that was their problem. James 

didn’t care. He had back up jobs. And, even if he got no jobs 

at all today, he could still go home, call Lisa, and spend the 

evening curled up in her arms. This was of no consequence. 

Sure, he wanted the job, but he didn’t need it. That gave him 

the edge. He was relaxed. Probably the only person with any 

color in his cheeks that the manager would see all day, he 

thought. 
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His turn came, and James walked with confidence 

into the office. It was time to play the game. He sat down in 

the chair, dressed in khakis and a blue knit polo shirt. His 

slightly worn leather boots betrayed the nicer clothes, and 

made him look more industrious than a standard semi-casual 

businessman. He figured it was always good to hint to being 

more than he at first appeared. Especially in the world of 

gainful employment. Since he was applying for a position at 

a bookstore, he tried his best to speak in a well-read manner. 

He joked and laughed with the manager, and offered reasons 

why he would be the best candidate for the job. The manager 

was impressed by almost everything James told him about 

himself; the school and traveling and love of literature. He 

and the manager shared a lot of similar taste in reading 

material. The interview went by in no time, and was actually 

as enjoyable as any he had ever had. By the end, not only 

was the hiring manager eating out of his hand, but James was 

much more confident that this was the right kind of job for 

him at this point in his life. Most of the workers were his 

age, and seemed agreeable enough; intelligent, sarcastic. A 

few were the bitter, always-down-on-life type, but most were 

in good spirits.  

There were still three more applicants sitting outside, 

waiting pale-faced for their interviews, getting more worried 

with each extra minute James was in the office. He was told 

that, were it not for those three poor souls, the job would be 

his right then. But, there was an obligation by the company, 

and by the manager’s moral code, to at least hear what they 

had to say before making a final decision. James was 

informed that it would only take probably no more than a 

half hour to go through them, if he wanted to wait to hear the 

decision. James had very little money left, and usually was 

very frugal in the days of unemployment, but he had enough 

confidence in his impending position to kill thirty minutes in 
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a bookstore, and maybe even buy one or two. He was almost 

finished with the one he was reading, anyway. So he 

wandered about, reading and browsing, and keeping an eye 

on the office as all three contestants went in, one by one, and 

returned even more disappointed looking than the ones who 

had come before. Not that they had been told specifically 

they wouldn’t get the job, but they had a feeling, through 

their cowardice, that they had lost the job. Most wouldn’t 

ever make the connection between the nervousness, fear, and 

hesitation, and the failure to find the jobs they really wanted. 

Some would. He watched the last one leave as he was 

approaching the counter to pay for his books.  

“Another one bites the dust, huh?” The girl at the 

counter had seen him watching the unhappy young man 

leave. 

“Beg pardon?”  

“The job applicants. You seem to be in the lead.” 

“Yeah? How can you tell?” 

“Well, you were in the office a lot longer than any of 

the others, and I think you’re the only one who stuck around 

to go shopping. I think you’re the only one who left smiling, 

too.” 

“It’s a beautiful day, and I’ve got a lot to smile 

about.” 

“Such as?” She propped her head up with her hand 

on the tall counters. 

“Life. Art. I’ve got a new book, a wonderful 

girlfriend, and a bright sunny day ahead of me. If I get the 

job, or if I don’t, it’s still a nice day.” 

“You sound like a lucky guy. And I’m sure she’s a 

lucky girl…” More flirtation was sure to come, but the 

manager stepped out of the office, and looked around.  
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“Oh, there you are. Just come in the office, James, as 

soon as you finish there. We can go over some details of the 

job.” The girl at the counter smiled.  

“Yeah, IF you get the job…” James smiled and 

shrugged. 

“Modesty is the best policy. Take care. Hopefully the 

next time I see you I’ll be on the other side of the counter.” 

“Good luck.” He turned and walked back to the 

office, with his bag in hand. He knocked on the doorframe 

and stepped in. The manager lifted his eyes from some 

paperwork, and gestured to the chairs in front of him.  

“Ah, yes, James. Have a seat.” James sat. 

“So, how does it look? Did one of the other 

applicant’s pull the rug out from under me?” The manager 

laughed. 

“Not at all. Consider this your second interview. 

You’ve already pointed out why you’re good in a bookstore, 

and proved yourself better than the other applicants. Lets just 

try and sum it up, one last time. Briefly, what do you think 

you’ll be able to bring to the company?” The man leaned 

back, and made a made a steeple from his fingers, watching 

James around them. 

“Well, sir, I will be the hardest worker you have. I 

may start out knowing little about what I am doing, and I 

may ask a lot of questions in the beginning, but slowly you 

will notice I ask for less and less direction, and start getting 

more and more done. Eventually, you will discover that I am 

not only pleasant to have around, but a serious asset to your 

company. I will do twice as much work in half the time.” 

“Sounds impressive. And, I can tell you now, in a 

month or two, our other manager is going to be going on 

vacation, and we’ll be looking for a replacement. If you 

work here for a while, and think you might be up to it, let me 

know.” 



 66

“Will do.” 

“Alright. You’re a hard worker. But what problems 

could you foresee occurring in the workplace, and how 

would you go about dealing with them?” 

“Oh, problems? Uh, I don’t really see many problems 

coming up. I’m not disagreeable, and I don’t get in 

arguments with people easily. I suppose my only real 

problem is my value of time.” 

“Time? Explain that one.” 

“Well, my time is very valuable to me. I’m a pretty 

busy person, and have a fairly active life, and I usually feel 

like I don’t have enough time. It’s actually a lot of work to 

try and make all the aspects of my life fit together, and work 

without getting nasty. So I expect an understanding between 

work and my personal life. My time is on a first come, first 

served basis. If you give me a schedule at least a week in 

advance, then that will be fine, and I will plan around that. 

But if you try and change it at the last minute, or try and call 

me in on a day off, don’t be surprised or upset if I won’t 

work it.” 

“So you’re not willing to work extra hours?” 

“No, it’s not that I’m not willing. I wouldn’t mind, 

and, if I had nothing else to do, I’d really rather work the 

extra hours than end up watching TV. It’s just that I’m busy. 

Every day is full of things that I have planned, and most of 

those things are really important to me, so I won’t bump 

them out of their time slots. Like I say, whatever number of 

hours I’m scheduled for, I can and will make it work. And 

when I’m here, I’ll be the best you’ve got. But when I’m 

somewhere else, this is really the last thing on my mind, and 

the bottom of my list of priorities. Think of me like a retail 

mercenary. That’s really the way I look at work. When I 

have a job, it’s the biggest thing going, but when I don’t, 

then I don’t care. So, yeah. I guess you could say I’m a 
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mercenary.” The manager set his hands on the arms of his 

chair, and leaned forward, smiling.  

“That’s good, that’s good. Okay, then, you’ve got the 

job. If you have time, we can go over the paperwork…” He 

was only listening enough to be able to answer. Work was 

something he didn’t care about, and only did for money. 

They would have to buy his loyalty, and his time, like any 

other mercenary. He wasn’t being paid yet, so he let himself 

drift off, and daydream about the rest of his day. A fresh 

painting, still resting on the easel. He couldn’t wait to show 

it to Lisa. And maybe celebrate this new job by going out to 

dinner.   

 

 
 

James pulled the collar of his coat up, trying to 

protect his neck from the biting wind. He had no idea how 

cold it got in Germany in the wintertime. He didn’t think he 

would even make it here, it was snowing so hard. But 

somehow the plane managed, and here he was. Sitting on the 

roof of an apartment building in West Berlin. He was trying 

hard to control his breathing. Even through the flurry of 

snow, he was sure someone would notice the puffs of breath 

that were coming fast and deep. He must look like a chimney 

from down there. In the movies, the hitman always walks 

right up to the top of the building through a nice stairway. 

How many fire escapes had he climbed in the past few years, 

to get to the top of a building, because the locks were too 

many, or the people too watchful? Everything was locked up 

better here than in America. And the people he had met were 

so nice, he almost preferred the extra work to breaking their 
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locks. So he made it, climbing up to the top, huffing and 

puffing like the big bad wolf. At least he thought ahead to 

bring a white sheet. It wasn’t helping the cold at all, but it 

helped to hide the darkness of his clothes. He scanned 

quickly through binoculars to make sure nobody was 

looking, anyway.   

Down on the ground, on the other side of the street 

two blocks to the east, was a whorehouse. James turned his 

binoculars back to it’s face, searching the windows and 

doors for any sign of movement. Not for personal reasons, of 

course, as amusing as it still was to find legal whorehouses 

actually advertised for on television. He was looking for a 

man named Gregore Hansen. James had been following him 

all day, from whorehouse to whorehouse. Gregore wasn’t 

visiting them for personal reasons, either. He owned them 

all. He was in the sole owner of no less than six whorehouses 

in Germany, five of them here in Berlin. The other was in 

Munich, and probably there for convenience, since he had a 

large estate near there, too, where he seemed to spend most 

of his time. When he wasn’t at home in riches, or spending 

quality time with his girls, he was usually keeping up with 

one of his other many hobbies. Smuggling illegal weapons, 

immigrants, and drugs all throughout the free world. The 

drugs were probably his biggest baby, or at least his most 

profitable. And it’s the one that would be the downfall of his 

career; the reason he had a hit out on him.  

Some of his major contacts back in the states had 

been getting jealous of the empire Mr. Hansen had built for 

himself. Even most of the top names in New York and LA 

don’t live as big as that; aren’t involved in as much. Then 

they got word of some troubles Gregore was having in 

shipping the goods to America. One of the bigger smugglers 

got caught, and ended up paying the price. Not only did 

Gregore have to eat the loss, but a few officials started 
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paying more attention, and a few of his little delivery boys 

get scared. He found ways to make it work, as any good 

business man would, but they weren’t cheap, and someone 

was going to have to make up for the losses. It was all simple 

economics, and James had checked up on the facts himself, 

but the people who hired him didn’t care. They had already 

been planning together on how to split up his remains. His 

entire life’s work would be divided up and auctioned off. 

Two heavy hitters from New York were taking over the drug 

business, another from Chicago would head the gun running. 

A Texan had designs on the immigrant workers, and the 

child labor. The whores would end up in the capable hands 

of a Russian by the name of Dimitri, who was currently also 

living in Germany, and had a series of his own brothels 

countrywide. Apparently it’s one business that always has 

demand, and nobody was more willing to supply than 

Dimitri. But it’s widely known that as tough as he is, he’s 

fair to his opponents, and good to his girls.  

Not that Gregore was an ogre, himself. From all the 

research James conducted, he found no ghastly stories of 

evil, or greed in Gregore’s past. He was just a man who had 

chosen to market to the world all manner of things they 

couldn’t find through legal venues. He never touched the 

drugs himself, didn’t even have a wife to be cheating on. 

Only real vice seemed to be women. James figured he had 

been on the rooftop for about three hours. Maybe he did like 

his whores a bit much. That’s no crime. But in these 

situations, guilt never mattered. A job was a job, and 

Gregore was a marked man. While the millions extra the 

men who put out the contract would be getting from the deal 

would disappear in a flurry of drugs and overspending, the 

three million James was making would go a long way. Not 

that he was short on money these days. Even when he first 

started working for Guido, he had been making what he 
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considered to be a good deal of money. His savings account 

swelled, and he had to start holding some cash privately in 

safes, so people wouldn’t get suspicious. As he started 

getting a better name, and started getting bigger jobs, he had 

to learn about offshore accounts, and setting up fake 

identities. Fake names really help when you have to travel to 

other countries in order to kill people. It wasn’t a bad deal, 

though. What better then a whole new identity when you 

need to just fade away for a while, and lay low? When he 

started making a few hundred thousand per hit, James 

arranged for a few new personas, in case he had to run fast. 

Set up a few hidden accounts, too. It was solid thinking, and 

good planning. But he had never planned on making three 

million in one job. That was something he couldn’t turn 

down. Besides, it was nice to be back in Europe after all this 

time. He had arranged to stay for a while, and have a little 

vacation before he got back into the stress of work. He 

hadn’t been back in Europe for quite some time. 

 

 
 

It was summer break, and James was as excited as he 

had ever been before. He never dreamt he would get a 

chance to go to Europe by himself. It was just too expensive, 

and too rare. But he had been saving up all year, and finally 

had enough. It was actually going to happen. He could pack 

his things, board a plane, and for the next three months travel 

from place to place, without a care or concern, like his beat 

heroes in the books he read. He had a safety reserve for a 

plane ticket home, if he ran into some problems, or ran out of 

money before he had expected. Otherwise, he had a few 
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friends who were away as foreign exchange students he 

could stay with, one or two people he had met on the 

computer, if he wanted to, and a whole continent to discover.  

There was so much art and culture in those countries 

that he was blown away. He had no way to prepare himself 

for the absolute magnificent beauty of it all. The 

masterpieces, the history. It was all amazing. When he first 

landed, he wasn’t sure how he would keep himself busy for 

so long a time. Now he knew he would find it hard just to see 

everything he really wanted to see. Having some friends 

abroad helped, certainly, in the cities where he knew people. 

Guides, and translators, and personal assistant, not to 

mention good company. But there was something about 

striking it out on his own that was noble in itself. Wandering 

around, stammering to strangers in English, trying to find 

someone to help him, or trying to somehow make himself 

suddenly speak their tongue. But he didn’t really need to 

speak it to understand everything he saw. Gradually, he even 

started picking up the basics of new language, which helped 

to make him stand out less. Most of the time he avoided 

acting too much like a tourist. He took few pictures, and 

went on fewer tours. He was an explorer, and wanted to stay 

undercover, so he could see the real culture of the people 

who surrounded him. Everything he saw stayed in his mind, 

anyway, without pictures. The rolling hills and lonely castles 

of Scotland, the ancient architecture of England. The artistic 

grace of Paris. What he really loved the most, though, was 

Germany. 

There was a peacefulness, a respect in Germany that 

he didn’t find as much in the other countries. The people 

were somehow deeper. At first they seemed somewhat rude, 

walking around on the streets people almost never smiled at 

one another. But then he started to pay attention more, and 

saw that people also seldom failed to greet one another in 
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passing. And so many of them had dogs they walked around 

with everywhere they went. On every light post were 

garbage bins, so the streets were kept clean. Recycling was 

big, and the public transportation was so superior to 

anywhere else that a lot of people thought driving was more 

hassle than it was worth. James spent three weeks in Berlin 

alone. He had decided that he wanted to live there someday. 

It was, to him, the exact image of what he wanted in a home. 

He met up with a friend of a friend there, who helped guide 

him around the town, and even helped him start to learn the 

language. James actually scratched a few places off his list of 

things to visit in Europe just to stay longer, and made sure to 

return for a few days before he had to go back home. The 

people were beautiful, and they made him feel beautiful, too. 

He wished he never had to go home, and could stay and 

become one of them.  

 

 
 

Back on the roof, in the winter snow, James was 

checking over his rifle again. He wasn’t going to have a lot 

of time, when Gregore left the building, and got into his car. 

It was probably less than ten feet from the door to the curb 

where his limo was waiting, and he was usually surrounded 

by enough people to make the shot a little bit more like 

where’s Waldo than shooting ducks. His gun had to be in 

good shape. Just as he finished aligning the scope, the door 

opened, and one of his bodyguards stepped out, followed by 

another, who held open the doors. Then, out came Gregore, 

with five of his finest girls clinging to him. These weren’t 

just his whores, these girls where his private concubines. 
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They went everywhere he went, and were treated more like 

royalty than playthings. Each had her own private bungalow 

on his estate just outside Munich, as well as rooms inside the 

mansion bigger than most apartments James had ever had. 

Two of them had children, fathered by Gregore himself, who 

saw the best of care. The mothers had been given leave 

during their pregnancy, but came back to him the second 

they were on their feet.  

Being a true gentleman, Hansen made a motion for 

his girls to enter the limo as soon as the bodyguards had the 

door open. Two made it in, and were waiting for him. The 

third was covered in blood before she even heard the bang. 

The entire party froze, as Gregore slid down the arm of the 

poor, bloodstained girl, falling to the ground in a puddle of 

crimson, steaming in the white snow. It looked surreal, and 

beautiful, in a heartbreaking way, and James was 

mesmerized, watching the bright red spot grow, overtaking 

the pure white that covered everything. It was as if the entire 

world had stopped, except for the creeping lines of fallen 

man’s blood. But reality was brought back at the crack of a 

whip as the girl standing behind him started to scream. It 

pierced the sky, and blocks away, birds lit into flight, looking 

for safer ground. The guards leapt into action, pulling their 

guns and searching everywhere for some sign of an attacker. 

The girls all knelt around their fallen benefactor, weeping. 

He had been something special to all of them. He had made 

their lives grand, and given them security. What’s more, in 

his own way, he had loved them all. He had never married, 

true, but he was as devoted to those five young women as 

any man to his wife. Even to his bodyguards, the attack was 

more personal than business. Each one of them had been 

with the man for years, and had grown fond of him. They 

wanted to find his killer with a passion. But James was 

already gone, blocks away, catching a train on the U-bahn, 
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escaping to a safer locale, where he might have a warm 

shower, and go for a walk to see some art galleries.  

At that moment, his biggest concern was a vacation, 

and the tickets he had acquired for a symphony in two nights 

time. He wasn’t concerned about the sorry scene at his back. 

The men who hired him would fill the void in criminal 

activity with their own presence in a weeks time. The girls 

would be fine, too. The will left behind by the fallen 

druglord would make sure they never wanted for anything. 

Even the bodyguards would be kept on hand, by the same 

will, to protect the girls, and more importantly, his two sons. 

James had checked it out fully. It was just business, as usual. 

What James didn’t realize, however, is that with that one 

shot, with the single squeeze of the trigger, He was about to 

become a world-renown killer. A name that had turned the 

worst mob boss green with envy was dead, and his assassin 

would rise to the level of celebrity. And if he thought he had 

a lot of heavy jobs, or made a lot of big money, before this 

job, he had no idea what was to come in the future. Very 

soon indeed any problem, and any ‘sticky situation’ run 

across by the underworld elite, would have on every simple 

solution echoing on all their lips. The best there was. 

Midnight Ice. The name he had given Donny as a joke the 

first time he took a life, to keep his identity safe, and had let 

Guido use for want of a better solution. It had haunted him in 

this career for all the years he taken these kinds of jobs, but 

he had always managed to avoid it, or at least hearing it said 

aloud too often. But now, it would be his calling card, and he 

might as well have it tattooed on his forehead. He wasn’t just 

a killer anymore. He was now the world expert. The best. 

The coldest, most black-hearted professional money could 

buy. James was in for a big surprise. 
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In prison, being famous isn’t always a good thing. In 

fact, in most situations, anonymity is the best way to go. If 

you’re looking to avoid problems, anyway, and James was 

definitely looking to avoid anything that could be identified 

as a problem. It was bad enough that he had been caught, and 

exposed. That his poor mother, with already failing health, 

had to find out about her son’s dirty secrets, and terrible past, 

by watching tv, and by the legions of reporters hounding her 

for comments. She never would have guessed, and was hard 

in convincing, that her beloved child would ever do those 

kinds of things. It had thrown her in a state of shock that 

worried her family, as well as her doctors. She thought 

James was an artist somewhere. She knew he wasn’t in any 

need of money, and he never mentioned what he did to get it, 

specifically. She just knew he traveled a lot. And he was 

always such an artistic boy. It would take years of therapy 

for her to deal with the news, for her to accept the truth of 
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the situation. She hadn’t visited him, in his incarceration, and 

hadn’t come to his trial, either. She saw enough of both in 

the newspapers. It wasn’t that she didn’t want to see her son; 

she just couldn’t bear to see him there. A mother loves her 

children, no matter what they do, and it would have hurt her 

worse to see him in those conditions than anything that could 

have been revealed about James’ past. So she kept her 

distance.  

James’ brother and sister thought it was a good idea, 

too. They were already concerned about her health before 

any of the controversy started. And then this happened. His 

brother, Scott, was ready to disown him. He had lost a lot of 

face at work, and with friends, from his psychotic killer of a 

brother. He worked his hardest to keep their mother away 

from the prison, and away from the memories of James. It 

sickened him to think that they shared the same blood, and 

he told everyone he met how happy he was that their father 

had died so he wouldn’t see the terrible things James had 

done. His sister was much more forgiving, if more grief 

stricken. She felt as though she had lost the brother she had 

known for years. Never once did Lacey give up on the idea 

that James would have had some reasons for the things he 

did. He wasn’t the kind of guy to kill for no reason. The 

television people never really explained the full scope of 

what happened on James’ jobs, or who the people were. A 

lot of the criminals that had died had lives outside of their 

activities, and a public face. Nobody really saw need to give 

speculation as fact, so the criminal side of it was always left 

out. To his family, it was merely a large body count of 

moderately upstanding citizens who were killed. James 

didn’t want to hurt them further by causing trouble in jail, or 

by asking them to come see him. He wished they didn’t have 

to know about the things he did. He hoped they would never 

know the exact number of people he had killed. The one time 
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Lacey visited him, he let her know that his past was done, 

and he was out of the game. He didn’t know what else really 

to tell her. He had no defense, and no excuses. Just 

reasoning.  

“It’s like when the white people came to America,” 

he told her. “They didn’t know what they were doing, really, 

or the scope of their crimes. Few of them even really kept 

track. They were just doing what they thought they had to do 

to survive. And as sick as it is to think, that’s what I was 

doing, too. My actions weren’t out of malice, or hatred. And 

they weren’t out of a need, or urge. I didn’t kill them for 

mental reasons. I killed them for survival; because that’s 

what I thought I had to do to have a reason to live.” It was as 

much as he could explain, to try and make her understand. 

He didn’t want to go into the details of it under the watchful 

eye of a guard, through a phone and bulletproof glass. He did 

regret the things he did, because people deserve life. And 

especially because, in some ways, he robbed his own family 

of their lives the second he was arrested, and became public 

news. That was enough to give him cause not to make 

trouble. 

Being a famous criminal wasn’t easy for James inside 

the walls, either. The world inside a prison is like wet 

gunpowder: it can be somewhat harmless, but if it gets a 

little bit of heat, it’s all over. There are a lot of egos and a lot 

of illusion to the people held inside a jail cell. Most of the 

inmates rely on the superficial figureheads they create for 

themselves. They aren’t people as much as characters. Any 

given individual isn’t a son, or a father, or even really a man. 

He’s a carjacker, plain and simple. He’s attitude and muscle 

and a few scripted lines. It takes a lot to get beneath that, 

inside. For many, it takes more than they have to give to 

even want to go beneath that exterior. For them, jail is like 

an enrichment course; it’s something to put on the resume. It 
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helps to make you a criminal, and shows that you’re a real 

hard-ass. You did solid time, and survived. Not to mention 

all the story-swapping that goes on inside, and the sharing of 

skills and trades. Since most of the people inside have no 

names, they all want to be heard about. Then, maybe 

someday, they wont have to do anything. They’ll be famous 

characters, like rap stars or actors, and wont even have to 

commit crimes to be a master criminal. It’ll all be word of 

mouth and reputation. For James, who went in with the 

biggest of all names, it made him wish all the more for 

secrecy. For a new name, or no name at all. To a lot of the 

inmates, it won him respect. Everybody heard about 

Midnight Ice. Everyone knew who he was, and at least some 

of the things he had done. A select few of the inmates, 

however, saw James and felt contempt. The man they saw 

wasn’t Midnight Ice; it was James Hudson. It was prisoner 

number 35477890. He was quiet, he was well-read, and he 

loved classical music. He wasn’t the tallest, biggest, baddest 

criminal they had ever seen, and anything short of perfect 

would have disappointed them. For them, when they say 

James, they saw opportunity. He was a name, and he was 

known for being cold-hearted, and mean. Killed hundreds of 

people, and felt no remorse. If they were to take him down, 

then they would be the name that killed the legend. In one 

move, they would propel themselves up the ladder of 

reputation, and respect. Hell, they might even be someone’s 

heroes. That was all the inspiration some people needed.  

He had only been in for two months when a few of 

the criminals got the final push to act on their impulses. 

Three of them; two in for burglary, and assault with a deadly 

weapon, and one in for murder one. All three had possession  

of narcotics and intent to sell. They were friends, and once 

tried to rob a house together. They were so high, it seemed 

like a great idea. They had a few knives, and a gun, so they 
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picked a nice house, at random, really, and smashed out a 

window. When the man who lived there showed up, 

everything went wrong. The man had a shotgun. The three 

panicked. Before they knew it, the man was down, and 

dying. They tried to run off, but the police moved fast that 

night, and they were caught. They figured that their lives as 

civilians would be over, when they got out, and the only 

thing to do was go pro. To do that, they’d need a reputation, 

and a good, serious name. They tried to get it in the cafeteria.  

“Hey, Ice.” The first one stood behind James, with 

his two friends flanking him. James didn’t even see a reason 

to respond. It would only cause trouble. “I said: Hey, Ice!” 

“What is it?” James didn’t take his attention from his 

food. 

“We wanna have a word with you!” 

“I’m eating.” 

“I don’t give a fuck if you’re eating. Turn around and 

talk to me.” 

“I’m busy. Come back later.” The three men were 

only getting madder at the disrespect they were being given. 

“Fuck later! Get up, you lazy, whiney bitch!” One of 

the men slapped the edge of James’ lunch tray. Food went 

flying everywhere, splattering both James, and everyone 

seated nearby. The lunchroom grew quiet. Slowly, James 

wiped the food from his face. 

“That wasn’t necessary.” He stood up, making 

careful movements, and turned around to face the three. 

Standing tall, he was still shorter than the least of the three 

men. He faced them, perfectly calm. “All I wanted was to eat 

in peace. What’s so important that you ruined my lunch?”  

“This!” The man in front lunged, with a weapon that 

looked like a sharpened butter-knife from the mess hall. 

James dodged and swung at the man, hitting him across the 

temple. The other two came forward instantly, and a fight 
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had begun. The entire hall started clustering around to see, 

yelling and pushing one another. No guard could make it 

through. James fought as he had learned how, and with the 

certainty gained from years of experience. Every time one of 

the three men got up, and came at him, he struck a powerful 

blow, and sent them back again. An elbow to the ribs, a foot 

to the stomach, a fist to the head. The fight stretched from 

seconds to minutes, and still James was unscathed. The three 

of them were bloody, and wheezing, holding their sides as 

they got up. Finally, one took a solid blow just behind the 

ear, and could take no more. He landed on the ground, and 

stayed down. The other two responded with shock and rage, 

attacking in unison. James took the first with a knee to the 

chin. The second got his hands around James throat. It only 

took a second. James had been fighting, and defending 

himself for as long as he could remember. It only took a 

second for things to look out of hand, and instinct took over. 

James took hold of the man’s chin and the back of his head, 

and gave a hard thrust. The neck twisted, and there was a 

bone-shattering crack. Through all the shouting, and yelling, 

the crack of the man’s neck was heard, and everything fell 

silent. The riot that began as a lit powder keg had become 

frozen as ice. James released his grip, and the man fell, with 

a thump, to the ground. He would never get up again.  

The guards broke through, and saw the grisly scene. 

The crowd was cleared, and medics came for the men. The 

one who led the attack had suffered severe trauma, and was 

rushed to the hospital. His friend, who had become 

unconscious, was taken also. The doctors told him that he 

almost died. The last man to fall did die. It was the last that 

James saw of that kind of trouble. His name was whispered 

now, and nobody would look at him in the eyes. When he 

ate, he ate alone. The guards kept an eye on things, and made 

sure everything stayed calm. It was clear to everyone that it 
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hadn’t been his fault at all, that the death’s were a result of 

the actions of the attackers. But that didn’t make it any easier 

to stand around the guy without getting nervous, and didn’t 

really concern the guards and the warden any less. For the 

good of everyone, James was given his own cell, and kept 

mostly in isolation. That was just the way he liked it. He 

really hated being kept around all the criminals of the prison, 

constantly in the presence of scum. He had, by the actions of 

those three men, earned a kind of peace after all. And all the 

privacy an isolated cell could bring. Away from the 

criminals he hated so much. 

 

 
 

A lot of people might misunderstand the work that 

James did, or think he was a terrible person for all the 

murders he committed. What people need to keep in mind, 

though, is that you don’t get a hit put out on you, and you 

especially don’t get a man like James hired, for being a great 

guy, or for good Samaritan acts. There are always stores of 

the hitmen who kill witnesses of murders, or children in big 

lawsuits. That wasn’t James. He researched almost all of the 

people he had ever hit. They were all legitimate. Some of 

them weren’t bad guys, and no one man should have the 

right to play God and decide on someone’s moral fiber if 

they deserve to live, but these guys were dead anyway, if he 

pulled the trigger or not. And there were a few who 

genuinely deserved to die. Some real hardcore criminals, 

who had given up their right to live long ago.  

Once, before the hit in Berlin that made him famous, 

but when he was still getting in the ten thousands for a job, 
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he was hired to find a rapist. The man was an ordinary 

citizen, and his wife had been raped and killed. The cops had 

no real evidence that it was the man they arrested, and the 

case was thrown out of court. James did the research, and the 

reason it was thrown out of court was because the evidence 

collected at the crime scene was tainted, due to shoddy 

police work. It was inadmissible, and the guy walked on the 

charges. That may be justice in the eyes of the United States 

Legal Department, but to a mourning husband, who had just 

lost his beloved wife to a murdering rapist, it was a mockery. 

So that’s when James came in. The man had literally scraped 

together everything he had to be able to afford it, and had 

gotten James’ number through a friend of a friend. He agreed 

to look into the case, and followed the suspect. After finding 

out about the actual case, and the facts of what happened in 

court, he agreed to take the job. The guy was found dead by 

the same cop who had messed up the evidence of the case. 

James made sure of that. When the story made the paper, he 

dropped off a copy of the article, as well as the original first 

payment, in the mail slot of the grieving husband. That man 

deserved to die regardless of money. 

Another hit, in later days of fame, brought in more 

opportunity. Got a job from a guy who was allegedly the 

kingpin in a large organized crime family. Said he wanted a 

hit out on this other guy, who happened to be another 

kingpin in his own right. James did some tracking, and ended 

up following the mark to a big meeting of some kind. There 

were drug dealers and bosses of all kinds, all sitting together 

to discuss their dirty business. Most of these were 

recognizable faces. A few were unknowns, but no doubt bad. 

A little careful planning on ammunition, and everyone at that 

table dropped. He took the money for the planned hit, but the 

others? Those were a bonus to the people of the city. It took 

weeks for the families to sort it all out, and months for crime 
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to return as normal to the streets. But James had a vengeance 

for low-life criminals even before working among them. 

Even back when he was sixteen years old, he was trying to 

free the world from their evil kung-fu grip. One of his girls, 

Kelly, had gotten mixed up in the wrong crowd. It started 

when she would smoke pot with new friends. It ended with 

her coming to James for help, trying to get away from them 

all. Her dealer didn’t like loosing customers, and he made 

sure he didn’t have to, when all it took was a friendly visit 

and some laced merchandise to get them back in again. 

James knew plainly that as long as he was visiting Kelly, she 

would never get clean, and he knew she wanted to, from the 

phone calls he would receive at two AM. So, one day, he 

paid a little visit to the dealer. Using a baseball bat for 

intimidation, and a knife for backup, he made a lasting 

impression with the dealer that he wanted to be done with 

her, and that he wouldn’t go bothering her anymore. And 

when James wanted to make an impression, it was usually 

made in spades.  

No, in his years of the business, and of all the people 

he had ever killed, he had confidence that they were all bad. 

The world was no worse for their lack of presence. In fact, 

the only way the world could have been made worse by the 

lack of his marks was if they had no life insurance, and 

nothing saved up, so that the family couldn’t live without 

him. But families always found ways, and most of the 

families that belonged to these poor bastards were beaten, or 

abused anyway. Constantly in danger from haywire clients, 

or shady deals, and surrounded non-stop by drugs and 

violence. Raising a child in that environment is a terrible 

idea. With no father, there is no element, and the child has a 

good reason to remember the downside of that living. 

Whenever he or she asks about their missing father, they can 

remember the way that drugs took over his life, until 
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someone came, and took him down. As far as James was 

concerned, in a lot of ways, he was like a bounty hunter. 

 

 
 

Ever since the career-making move, James had been 

getting a lot more jobs overseas. It was a lot of work, and 

hell on the body, but it also helped expand the horizons, and 

made life feel more like an adventure. It also helped him 

meet all kinds of new interesting people. He had just finished 

a job in London, and was lingering for some rest, when he 

met one person that would be an adventure in himself. He 

was imposing and mysterious, and he managed to find James 

while he was relaxing to an early lunch in a nice outdoor 

café, with a good book.  

“Are you James, by any chance?” The voice wasn’t 

British, and nobody should have been expecting him. 

“Who’s asking, if you don’t mind?” 

“Ah.” The stranger walked around the table, and 

pulled out a chair to sit in. He looked oddly familiar, but 

James had no idea who he was. “I take it I’ve found the right 

man. Am I interrupting anything?” James was curious, so he 

set down the book, and played along. 

“No, I was just enjoying a nice meal.” 

“A little relaxation after a morning’s hard work, 

huh?” There was a coy smile to the stranger that rang a little 

disturbing. 

“Something like that. And you, are you just out for a 

morning stroll?” 

“Oh, you could say that I was just searching for 

something.” 
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“Really? And did you find it?” 

“You could say that.” The stranger smiled again. 

“What was it that you were looking for?” James 

asked, getting himself ready for a possible confrontation. He 

hated having confrontations over such a nice meal. 

“You, of course. You are the one who shot Mr. 

Denby this morning in his home, aren’t you?” There was a 

mocking look of confusion, and sincerity that made James’ 

blood run cold. Who could the stranger be? A relative, or a 

servant? A personal guard, maybe. James tried to force a 

polite smile. 

“I’m sorry, I don’t know what you’re talking about.” 

James racked his skull, trying to remember why that face 

looked familiar. Who could have known where to find him? 

“Oh, perhaps I’m mistaken. Aren’t you that high-

priced professional hitman? The one who calls himself…” 

The stranger shined a very self-satisfied grin of sheer 

amusement. “…Midnight Ice?” And then it hit him. James 

remembered where he recognized the face from, and he 

knew the name to match it. 

“Hey. You know as well as I do that those names are 

something we can’t change. Or did you intend to spend your 

entire career as a bounty hunter going by the name, what was 

it, ShadowWolf?” James smirked back, proud at having 

solved the puzzle. 

“So you’ve heard of me?” 

“They say you’re the best.” 

“True, but they say the same about you.”  

“So I’ve heard. And I take it that you have been sent 

to get me?” 

“You guessed right.” 

“Am I really so big a problem as to deserve a 

bounty?” 
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“You’ve killed well over a hundred people, without 

leaving the police with so much as a clue.” 

“Yeah. But did anyone bother to check up on the 

activities of those people?” 

“Of course. Some of them were some very bad boys.” 

“Then why are my deeds so terrible?” 

“To the people I work for, murder is murder, 

regardless of who dies. But to me? I think you’re probably 

saving me some work. Or cheating me out of some good 

money.” 

“I got it. So it’s not personal. Strictly business.” 

“Strictly business.” 

“Well then, can I offer you a seat? We can at least 

have a pleasant meal, before we get down to business.” 

“Normally, I would be anxious to get through with 

things, so I could get home. But in this case? Absolutely.”  

With that the contract killer and the bounty hunter 

called the waitress over, and ordered a large lunch. They 

took their time eating, and talked all the while about life, 

work, the world. It turned out that the two had very much in 

common. Not just their views of their respective jobs, which 

were almost identical, but their taste in music, movies, and 

art. As time wore on, James thought how rare it was for him 

to meet such a stimulating lunch companion. The hunter 

thought the same things. In a kinder, gentler world, where 

everything is peaceful and such people have no jobs, the two 

would have been good friends. But the hours passed, and it 

became evident to both of them that they couldn’t avoid 

taking care of business any longer. James offered to pay the 

bill, and started to think of a plan.  

“So, tell me. What do I have waiting for me, when 

you take me back to the states?” James steered the 

conversation back towards the inevitable.  
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“A lengthy trial the likes of which you have never 

seen. I don’t doubt that the media would cover every inch of 

the thing, and it would drag out for years just by publicity 

alone.” 

“That sounds like a terrible fate.” James muttered, as 

he fumbled with his wristwatch, loosening a tiny gel-cap he 

had hidden away. “One which I’m afraid I cannot let happen. 

I hate the television so.” He dropped the capsule into the 

bounty hunter’s water glass. It was full of pure calcium, 

which reacts to water with fire, and blinding light; a little gift 

from basic chemestry. It was enough to startle the hunter, 

and catch him off guard, so that James could pull the pins on 

two quick-release smoke grenades. He had kept them as 

something of a precaution, but had never known he would 

actually need them. They worked even better than he 

expected, and the entire area was soon full of a thick smoke. 

James was off and running the second he could no longer see 

the hunter. Sprinting through the crowds of people, down 

narrow streets and alleys. He hopped a bus, and mingled 

among the crowd. He had no doubt that the hunter would be 

right on his tails. He ran, from bus to bus, until he found a 

vacant cab just outside. He made it safely to the car, and got 

in. The man sensed urgency and drove, until he received his 

direction. James told him not to stop until they were out of 

London.  

James decided to stay the night in a tiny village, little 

more than a farming community. He rented a bed in a small 

inn, for the night, and in the morning got a ride to the docks. 

He paid for a charter to take him to the mainland, and he 

went by train to a city in France. He figured it would be safer 

to fly out of there than England, since the bounty hunter was 

not too likely to give up, and would probably keep London, 

and as much of England as he could, under tight 

surveillance. James had narrowly evaded him once, which 
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was more than most people ever did. It wasn’t for good, 

though, and James would run into him again in his life. No 

two men as evenly matched and alike as they are destined for 

only one chance meeting.  

 

 
 

James thought of himself more like the bounty hunter 

than a mass murderer. Serial killers kill people for cheap 

reasons. They do it for fame, or psychological trouble, or 

revenge. They destroy innocent lives. James only went after 

criminals. There wasn’t an innocent face among all those he 

had sent away. He could live with himself, because he had a 

rationale to his work. He always did the research, and only 

ever took the big jobs, where people died who had it coming. 

Like one case, in a suburban area of a rural town. Everyone 

knew everyone else, and it was a friendly community. 

Except for one guy, who thought to play sheriff for his own 

little neighborhood. He terrorized everyone, making rules, 

and threatening anyone who broke them. He tore down 

people’s lawn structures, chopped down trees. He didn’t like 

the color a family painted their house, so he splattered the 

entire thing with paint, mud, and tar. Whatever he could find. 

It was ruined, and they had to repaint it. They drew the line 

when he started driving people off the road. He would watch 

the road, and whenever he happened to be in his car, and 

someone went speeding by, he would chase them down, or 

block off the road. He drove the paperboy into a fire hydrant 

one morning, causing a lot of property damage, and totaling 

the poor boy’s car. That was the last straw for the 

neighborhood. They secretly got together, gathered up some 
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money, and hired James to come in and make it look like an 

accident. And he did just that; he drugged the man, poured 

whiskey down his gullet, and rigged the place to set on fire. 

Police and the firemen thought the man got drunk, and 

knocked over a lamp. He was passed out too far to wake up, 

and probably choked on the smoke before he was burned 

alive, but they couldn’t say for sure. There wasn’t much left 

for an autopsy. In some ways, maybe he was the underbelly 

to justice. A servant of Karma. Bad people did bad things, 

and got away scott free. When James stepped into the 

picture, nobody got away with anything. It didn’t mean there 

was no sadness to his work, and it didn’t necessarily make 

him right. That was just the explanations he gave himself, 

and it worked. For the most part, it was easy to live with. 

James had no problems. Until he met someone to change 

that. 
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He was in an art gallery in San Francisco. He 

frequented the galleries of every town he visited, without 

fail. Maybe James had lost his ability to create art, but the 

love of it was still inside of him, buried deep. He appreciated 

the serenity he saw in some, and identified with the anger of 

others. Galleries helped him think, and work things out in his 

head. Some of his favorite pieces, he bought. They were on 

loan to some of his favorite galleries in the cities he went to 

the most, so he could still see them. He told himself he 

bought them just to keep track of them, and to show some 

movement in his offshore accounts. The truth was deeper 

than that, but he didn’t care to look for it. When you live life 

as he does, there was no real need to destroy the safety nets 

that the subconscious mind sets up. In this art gallery, James 

was enjoying a week’s vacation. He had just worked a string 

of jobs, back to back, hopping across the four corners of the 
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world. So he was ready to just escape, and melt away into a 

calm life, and get away from everything. He was doing a fine 

job of it, too. It was only his first day, and already, standing 

in that gallery, the tension he had been building up slipped 

away. He could finally let his guard down. Who in the 

gallery would be a threat? The room in which he stood was 

empty, aside from him and one other patron, admiring the 

beautiful works. 

The other patron stood about five foot four, and her 

long blond hair fell down midway through her back. In the 

still air of the gallery, James thought it looked almost as if it 

was glowing. She wore a simple but elegant black dress, 

which accented her petite form. Through the folds of soft 

fabric, she appeared to be a sculpture more than a human 

being; molded to perfection from marble, by the hands of a 

master. There was no flaw. Every time she stole a glance 

back in his direction, he noticed her big green eyes, shining 

over slightly blushing cheeks, and perfect lips pulled back 

into a smile. James found himself being distracted by her, 

losing his focus on the pieces in front of him. It seemed the 

harder he tried to pay attention to anything else, the more he 

wanted to look at her. In all the years since his early 

misfortune, he had steered clear of any entanglements in 

romance. He never dated, and seldom wanted to. Humans 

weren’t perfect, and he could just as easily find more beauty 

in music, or in art, as he could find in most of the women he 

encountered. When he longed for a stimulating personality, 

he would read a book. There was something about this girl, 

though, that drew his attention. 

She tried to pretend she didn’t notice him watching 

her, and whenever she turned, she would try and force her 

perfectly shaped lips into a straight face, but the glow in her 

eyes betrayed her thoughts. Slowly, she started working her 

way back across the room, staying facing the wall of art. 
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James was too lost in thought to take more than a step or two 

from where he stood. Finally, she was standing right beside 

him, staring up at the same painting he was. She turned, and 

looked at him. James met her eyes with his, and she smiled 

again. His mind was racing his heart, but both tripped and 

stumbled in a lack of what to do. He wanted to say 

something, or do something, but he had no idea what. Dating 

wasn’t his thing. It wasn’t his station in life. He was a 

contract killer. Romance was for people in other situations. 

For people with real jobs, and a world of creation in front of 

them. She leaned over slightly closer to him, and spoke 

quietly. Her voice was sweet, and bright, and rolled gently 

with a soft Russian accent. 

“You’ve been looking at this one a while. Do you 

like it?” James looked up at the painting, and saw it for the 

first time. As long as he had been standing there, he had paid 

no attention to the things right in front of him.  

“Uh…yes, yes I do. It’s very…relaxing. Calm. The 

green reminds me of the ocean, with tiny, lapping waves.” It 

was true. The painting really was beautiful. 

“I agree. It’s a nice piece.” She looked at the painting 

for a moment, and then back to James. “Um, I’m sorry if I 

am too forward, but would you like to go get a cup of coffee 

or something?” James knew better than that. He knew that he 

didn’t belong to those kinds of feelings, and that he was the 

last guy who should sit and have coffee with this beautiful 

girl. He knew exactly what he should say. But he couldn’t 

bring himself to do it. 

“Absolutely. That would be wonderful.” What harm 

could it cause? She smiled.  

“What’s your name?”  

“James.” He scolded himself for giving his real 

name. How could a professional like him be getting so 

sloppy? 
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“Nice to meet you, James. My name is Vera.”  

James walked with Vera out of the gallery, and down 

the street a few blocks until they found a nice little place to 

eat. They talked along the way about art, and some of their 

favorite pieces in the gallery they just left. Vera was a fan of 

expressionism, and abstract art. She told him it was the way 

that she balanced out the organization and order of her daily 

life. James listened to everything she said, often becoming so 

entranced in what she had to say, and the way her voice 

danced and sang, that he forgot to speak himself. As they sat 

down, and ordered their food, James found himself wanting 

to know more and more about her, and asked question apon 

question.  

“My job? Oh, that’s not a very interesting thing to 

talk about…” Vera dodged the question, with a slight scowl 

at the thought of it. 

“Well, I’m interested. You said you use abstract art 

as a way to escape the order of daily life, which I assume 

means your job. So, what is the order you have to escape 

from?” 

“Well, I used to want to design clothes. I’ve always 

loved drawing, and painting, and designing things, and I just 

thought that it’s something I would be really good at, you 

know? But then I moved out here, and I needed a job. I 

started working at this company, as a receptionist. It wasn’t 

anything near what I wanted to be doing, but I needed the 

money before I could go to school, and I needed to pay rent, 

right? So I stayed with them for a while, and entered into one 

of their training programs in accounting, and started doing 

that. So now, instead of Vera Kerovitch, fashion design, its 

Vera Kerovitch, book keeper.” James repeated the name in 

his head. It sounded so magnificent, like an angel or a 

Russian princess.  

“Do you still dream about designing clothes?” 
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“Of course. But it’s so much money, going to school, 

and I would have to give up my job, and find something else, 

and start all over again making nothing.” 

“They wouldn’t just cut your hours back or 

something?” 

“No. When it comes to working around the schedules 

of their workers, my company is really…terrible.”  

“But you could still do it, if you wanted to. It’s never 

too late to find your dreams, right?” 

“I guess, yeah.”  

Their lunch was gone, and they sat there still, for 

hours, talking. James was captivated by the sound of her 

voice, and the way she spoke. Her words were all so delicate 

and perfect, like molded silver. With each passing hour, she 

grew more and more beautiful, and James slipped further and 

further into a trance. Everything around them disappeared, 

and all his focus was on her eyes, glittering and dancing as 

she spoke, and the expressions of her face. She was so alive, 

and so vibrant, her stories took life through her entire body. 

When she smiled, she didn’t just move her lips, but 

somehow changed the way she held her whole body. James 

didn’t want lunch to ever come to an end, didn’t want her to 

ever stop talking. 

“You know, James, we’ve been sitting here for hours 

talking, and I still know hardly anything about you.” 

“I don’t think I’m as fascinating as you are.” She 

blushed a little. 

“I’m not ‘fascinating.’ And for all I know, you could 

be.” 

“You are too. I don’t think I’ve ever been this 

interested in anything else before.” 

“Be that as it may, but I don’t even know your last 

name, or what you do.” 

“My last name is Hudson.” 
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“And what do you do?” 

“You don’t want to know that. It’s…dull.” James 

suddenly felt disgust at his own secret. 

“Please? I have to go soon to a shower, for a girl I 

work with. Just tell me this one thing? I need something to 

tell everyone.” 

“Why would you want to tell everyone something 

about me?” 

“Well, when I meet a great, cute guy in an art gallery, 

and spend most of the day in a diner talking to him, that’s the 

kind of thing I want to brag about to my friends.” 

“Ah. I see. Make it up, as you go along. Tell them I 

work for NASA. You think I’m cute?” 

“Yes. Don’t change the subject. Tell me for me 

then?” 

“For you?” 

“Yeah. Please?” She made a puppy-dog face, 

accompanied by a sad whine. 

“Alright. For you. I…solve problems. When people, 

business type people, get in some trouble that they can’t fix 

by their selves, I come in and…fix things.” 

“So you travel around and think of creative solutions 

for businesses?” 

“Um, well…something like that. Only I don’t think 

they’re really creative solutions.” 

“Is that all I’m going to get?” 

“About my job? Probably.”  

 “Alright. I really do have to go now, or I’ll miss the 

shower. Can I see you again?” 

“God, I hope so…Er, Yes. Absolutely.” James had 

confused his thoughts and his speech together. He was a little 

embarrassed, and tried to correct himself, but Vera was 

already laughing. He wrote down the number of his cell 

phone, and gave it to her, and she promised to call. They left 
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the diner, and stood outside, uncomfortable, and not wanting 

to part ways. She started to fidget with her purse, and James 

fumbled in his mind, trying to find the right words. He 

apparently took too long, because she beat him to it.  

“You know, I really had a nice time. I’m glad I met 

you today.” She was standing close, and looking up at him 

with so much sincerity in her beautiful eyes it made his heart 

want to split in two.  

“Me too. You’re an incredible girl.” James knew 

there was something he was supposed to do, and he could 

tell from the look in her eyes that she was waiting for him to 

do it. He let go of his thoughts, and let instinct guide them 

both. He put his hand on her waist, and she placed hers on 

his face. Slowly, she leaned up, and they came together in a 

kiss that froze James’ heart. For a second he was afraid that 

he had died; that his heart had actually stopped, and the 

warmth he felt was heaven calling to him. When they parted, 

and he looked into her eyes, he knew he was more alive than 

ever. She tried to exhale, but it came out as a noise that 

sounded like a sigh crossed with a squeak. She opened her 

mouth to speak, but closed it again. He smiled at her.  

“Call me?” He asked, praying to himself and any god 

who would listen that she wouldn’t forget.  

“Mm-hmm…” She was still staring into his eyes, and 

hardly made a noise. 

“Okay. Take care.” Vera finally pulled her gaze away 

from him, and looked down, then back at him, with more 

clarity.  

“Bye.” Slowly she turned, and walked away, back to 

where her car was parked at the gallery. James’ hotel was in 

the other direction, but he stood, waiting, and watched her 

leave. Every few steps, she would turn back to look at him, 

and then walk on. He stayed there, until after he could no 
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longer see her down the street. Then he turned, and went 

back to his room. 

 

 
 

Something changed inside James, after he met Vera. 

Somewhere, deep inside of him was a place that he had 

closed off when he gave up hope in the future, and in love. 

He had closed doors to a part of himself that made life living. 

But now, he realized that he hadn’t been growing, in all these 

years. He had avoided anything that resembled life. He 

watched the world a lot, he observed people, and 

experienced their creations, but he never let himself be a part 

of it. He hadn’t actually done much of anything in his life, 

since he gave up. He was spending most of his time just 

going day to day, and job to job. But now, something was 

opening up, like a spring flower. He was experiencing parts 

of himself that he didn’t even remember existed. He started 

thinking about the future for the first time in years. In the 

week that followed that chance meeting in the gallery, Vera 

and James saw each other every day. They explored the 

town, and talked of everything in existence. James learned 

almost as much about himself as he learned about her, 

listening to himself giving opinions, and sharing ideas he 

never realized he had. He told her about growing up in the 

small town where his mother lived, about his friends, and 

about his early hopes and dreams, and of course, his past 

involvement in art. She was confused about his reasons for 

leaving his creativity. 
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“If that was what made you happy, then why did you 

ever stop writing, or painting?” Her face was a mask of 

genuine concern. 

“One day, the creativity stopped coming. I just 

couldn’t make anything anymore, no matter how hard I tried. 

Nothing I did could unblock me, so I just…stopped.” 

“What happened to make the your creativity stop 

coming?” 

“Well…there was this girl, named Lisa.” James told 

her the entire story. How he had lost his faith, and gave up 

all his hope.  

“That’s terrible. So for all these years, you’ve never 

tried again? Never written or played anything?” 

“Not a thing. I still get to hear it though, and see it. It 

still comforts me.” 

“Maybe you’re just waiting for the right inspiration, 

and then it’ll all come back again. You just need to find 

something that moves you. The right art, or maybe, the right 

girl?” She stared into his soul, with a look of adoration, and 

hope. He knew that, to some extent, she had already given 

him hope. Given him back the ability to live, and be himself. 

James was free, and growing again. He also listened to her, 

and learned about her own past. Her parents moved to 

America from Russia when her mother was pregnant with 

her, because her father got a job out here. She was raised in a 

big house, with her brothers and sisters, and all of them 

spoke Russian. When she turned eighteen, she had to choose 

citizenship, since she was technically a Russian citizen when 

her parents moved. But she had lived here her entire life, and 

was every bit as American as James. She was a huge fan of 

rock music, as well as classical, and taught James about so 

many bands he had never even heard of. With every date, 

every time he saw her gorgeous green eyes, he cared about 

her more and more. He started to get worried that he was 
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falling in love. That only helped to confuse the situation in 

his mind, though, and brought up more questions than he had 

answers for. He had still not told her what he did, for a 

living, or how many people he had killed. He was more 

terrified every day that she would hate him for the things he 

had done, and he couldn’t even imagine what it would be 

like to return to his old life, with her hating him. He wanted 

to be honest, and tell her everything, but what would be the 

cost, and could he afford to pay it? How could he, with all 

the death and destruction of his past, even think to be with 

the beautiful angel he was falling for? And how could he, 

after realizing truths about himself, and finally regaining his 

hope and faith in the world, go back to the cold-hearted 

world of killing people? Did he even want to go back? All he 

could think about was Vera, and being with her. He even 

toyed with the notion of living a normal life, trying to settle 

down with the girl. He had no idea if that was even possible. 

It’s a little hard to be a civilian when James Hudson was 

known and wanted throughout the world for all those 

murders gone unpunished.  

For the entire week, he bounced back and forth 

between chastising himself for even thinking of giving up the 

entire life he knew for a girl he just met, and daring himself 

to turn it all away, and run towards her with open arms. All 

he knew for sure was that, suddenly, killing anyone, even the 

bad guys, wasn’t alright anymore. It was no longer 

something he could justify with logic. He saw the faces of 

the children of his victims. They might not have had good 

futures with the men who died, but they were still children, 

and a parent loves a child, whatever he may do wrong. At 

night, when he was back in his hotel room alone he would 

cry himself to sleep, remembering all the things he had done. 

It was driving him insane, torn as he was between what to 

do. Then, a few days after the week was up, he got a call for 
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a job. It sickened him, the second his phone rang, and he 

knew the reason why, but as lost as he was in a sea of new 

emotions and confusion, it gave him an odd comfort, too. 

The work was the world he knew by heart, and a place where 

he could be in his element, whatever the case was. He didn’t 

necessarily have to take the case right away, he could always 

look into it first, and see if it felt right. After all, you don’t 

get a hit put on you for being a nice guy, right? James told 

himself everything he could to try and get comfortable with 

the idea. It was nothing personal, it was just a job, and he 

had done it more than a hundred times in the past. There was 

part of him that wanted to take it just so he would be back in 

familiar territory again, where it was safe. And, of course, it 

didn’t help that it was an incredibly big job from the east 

coast. A man who had a lot of business workings in New 

York, and New Jersey, was wanted dead, and there was a 

huge price on his head if James could get the job done. His 

name was Peter Kerovitch.  

 

 
 

That night, while he was asleep, James dreamt. There 

was a house, in a suburban area, like one of the ones in the 

town he grew up in. The houses were all older, and looked 

like the type of thing you would find a perfect American 

family in. Mom, Dad, and their two little children, playing in 

the living room with Spot, the family dog. But James knew 

there was a big deal about to go down. He was hired with 

more money than he could conceive, and was wearing the 

same type of battle gear swat teams wear when they go into 

danger. Outside, surrounding the house, were dozens of 
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heavily armed guards. He forgot exactly why they were 

there, but he knew they were on his side. They were to watch 

the perimeter. With so many guys, he was a little confused as 

to why they were paying so much for the job, or why they 

even needed him, but it didn’t matter. A job is a job, and 

dreams have the benefit of not needing logic. The truth 

simply is, and it is known, with no reason why. James went 

into the house. It was dark, and gloomy, but he had been in 

those conditions before. Upstairs, he heard movement. That 

was who he was looking for. He took out his handgun, and 

snuck up the stairs after them. At the top of the stairwell, he 

looked around. Four doors, that he could see, all open. He 

moved towards one to search, but stopped, when he noticed 

the opening in the ceiling. Of course. The attic. They had to 

be in the attic. As if to answer, three people dropped down, 

wearing body armor and facemasks. From their dress, and 

the way they moved, James could tell that they were pro’s. 

One of them yelled in a deep voice, and ran towards him. 

The other two, and man and a woman, tried to run around 

him to the stairs. James raised his gun, and shot the one 

rushing him several times. His protective gear stopped most 

of the bullets, but a few got in, and he fell back. As soon as 

the first man fell, the second turned from his sprint to the 

stairs, and pulled a large, curious looking knife from his belt. 

He lunged, and knocked the gun out of James’ hand. They 

grappled on the ground, and the woman ran down the stairs. 

James wrestled with his attacker, and finally got the upper 

hand. The masked man took an elbow to the face, which 

stunned him enough to slow the struggling. James hit him a 

few more times, and grabbed the large, strange blade form 

his hand. He drove it deep into the man’s chest, and left it 

there, running down stairs after the girl. 

He followed the sounds of her movement to the 

kitchen. She was standing in what appeared to be an 
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abandoned room, of a house much older than this one 

actually was. The paint was all chipped, and the tiles were 

worn and stained. It had been abandoned for some time. She 

had been in there searching through the drawers for 

something to defend herself with. She had found a rusty 

kitchen knife, dull but dangerous enough. James was 

unarmed, having forgotten to pick up his pistol upstairs. He 

raised his hands, and slowly approached her; she stood her 

ground, keeping him at bay with the blade in his direction. 

The silence exploded into action, but the dream slowed and 

blurred, letting every step be recognized and identified as its 

own. James had walked too closely, and the woman, in her 

frightened defense, decided to stop the advance. She moved 

forward, and stabbed. James barely moved in time to avoid 

being stuck; his Kevlar body armor was torn at the side. He 

grabbed both the hand that held the knife, and the back of the 

girls head. The action that had taken several blurry, 

stretched-out seconds to take place was over, and time 

resumed it’s normal pace. James tore the mask from the head 

of his attacker. The face was Vera. She stood there, breathing 

fast in terror and exertion, looking straight at him with those 

powerful green eyes.  

All the world does not make sense in dreams, and 

logic does not follow the same rules that it does in the 

waking world. In reality, knowledge comes hard, and slow, 

and even after it is gained, is not always fact. In dreams, 

thinks are simply known. The sleeping mind doesn’t have 

the luxury of years to prepare the dreamer for a single dream, 

and cannot provide extensive history. So the dreamer has 

realizations of truth, and fact. James knew that the house was 

abandoned for years, but he had not been watching it. He 

knew who the men were outside, but hadn’t spoken a word 

to them. And as he looked down into the gorgeous green 

eyes of the panic-stricken Vera, trapped in a strange kitchen 
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by a dangerous man, James knew he was in love. Not just 

puppy love, or attraction, but the true, one of a kind, soul-

mate kind of love that so few people find. In the minutes that 

the two stood in silence, staring at one another, James also 

knew she realized the same thing.  The girl who he had been 

waiting for his entire life was now in his arms, only not how 

he would have ever wanted it. He didn’t get to hold her 

tenderly, and tell her he loved her. He still had a hold of her 

knife, and hand. But she wasn’t running away. Not now, no 

matter what. She had found what she was looking for, too, 

and she suddenly loved her captor with all the passion that 

the gods could muster. For a sliver of time, James smiled, 

because everything was going to be okay now. They could 

walk off hand in hand, and live happily ever after. But then 

reality hit him with a cold slap.  

Outside the kitchen walls were several dozen armed 

men. If Vera left those walls alive, she wouldn’t make it 

more than two steps before she was brought down in a hail 

of gunfire powerful enough to take out a small army. Unless, 

of course, someone noticed her face before they killed her, in 

which case she would be in for a lot worse things than the 

sudden death of gunfire. James had nothing inside the house 

but one handgun, and a strange knife. He knew there was no 

way he would ever take out more than three of the men 

outside before he and Vera were both killed. She shook her 

head, as though she shared his thoughts. It also became clear 

to James that, any minute now, the men outside would start 

coming in, to search the house that should, by now, be 

vacant. He couldn’t stand to think of their peace together 

being broken. He started shaking, and tears formed in his 

eyes. He didn’t even want to think about it. Vera understood, 

too. She knew what had to be done. A job was a job. She 

lifted her chin, and stretched out her neck, but her eyes never 

left James’. She looked so sad, had so much sorrow. But not 
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because she was afraid to die, or even sad to leave. But she 

was heartbroken to leave the man who she knew was her one 

true love. After finally seeing him for the first time, it was 

beyond her ability to cope with the fact that she would have 

to leave. But they weren’t in control of the situation.  

Vera released her grip of the knife, and slid her hand 

out of his. He stood, shaking, holding the knife, frozen. She 

held onto him, and pulled his face down closer to hers, for a 

kiss. It was a deep kiss, and a meaningful kiss, but it was as 

hard and dry as a massive glacier. It was a kiss of truest love. 

And it was also goodbye. James knew what he had to do, and 

more importantly, what she expected him to do. He wouldn’t 

let her down. He wouldn’t betray her bravery with his own 

cowardice. He took a firm grip of the rusted steak knife. Her 

neck was still outstretched. Her eyes told him she loved him. 

he could barely see, from the tears stinging his eyes, and his 

body shook, except for the hand with the knife. He focused 

all his energy on that, as he pressed the dull blade to her soft, 

porcelain neck. She swallowed hard, and he could feel the 

movements of her neck against the blade. He took a deep 

breath, and pressed hard against the blade. He could feel it 

sink deep into her skin, feel the resistance of flesh and 

muscle. He drew it across her throat, slicing deep, feeling 

every inch of resistance of her body, feeling the teeth of the 

blade snagging on her delicate vessels. The job was done. He 

dropped the bloody knife to the floor. The white tiles were 

splattered with it. He held onto Vera as tightly as he could, 

and fell to the floor with her in his arms. He could feel her 

body becoming slack, and he watched the light, and all the 

life, fade from her eyes. Her perfect, warm, soft lips paled, 

and her skin took on the appearance of a wax figure. He 

cried, and held onto her, rocking her body back and forth. He 

had found his love, and he had destroyed it. He had robbed 

the person he would love the most in his entire life of the 
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right to live. Men rushed past him, searching the house, but 

he didn’t even notice. Everything was over for him. There 

was nothing but him, and her body. 

James woke up in tears. He couldn’t believe the 

things he had just seen. Ever second of that dream had been 

more real than life itself. The images had burned themselves 

into his mind. He screamed, and punched the pillow, trying 

to erase from his mind the things he had just seen. But it was 

no use. Vera’s eyes, draining of life from James’ own hand, 

haunted him. He curled up into a ball, and sobbed so loud 

and uncontrollably that his neighbors had to have heard him. 

There would be no more sleep for him now.  
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It was a dark cold night, and James had just crossed a 

new line. He always felt bad when he got in fights, and he 

always felt worse when he beat someone up for someone 

else’s money. It wasn’t that he felt they didn’t have it 

coming. He wasn’t a judge of such things. The people who 

hired him thought that the victims had done something 

wrong enough to deserve being hurt. It was just a part of him 

that thought he could be doing better, and that was sad to see 

anything in pain. Sure they had it coming, but that didn’t 

make it feel much better to be putting another living thing 

through pain and agony. And he always felt bad for himself, 

knowing he could do better. But on this night, he crossed 

over. He stood next to a gaping hole in the wooden reflective 

fence, set up to keep people from driving off the road. For 

good reason. On the other side of the fence was a fairly steep 

hillside, dotted with trees. At the bottom of the cliff was a 



 108

car, bursting into flames. It had rolled all the way down. 

James had put it there. Normally, he felt bad when he hurt 

someone. Tonight, he had just killed someone. He didn’t feel 

bad. There was no remorse, or sorrow, sadness, loss, or even 

disappointment in his own actions. There was nothing. An 

overwhelming hollowness filled him, as he started up his car, 

and drove down the hill, away from the trouble. 

Everything he did after that, every job he did for 

Guido, every person he killed for all the years that followed, 

just made the emptiness grow. It consumed everything that 

mattered to him, and threatened to finish off everything that 

made him human. He lost all his faith, and every inch of his 

hope in humanity. It was his own actions that had sent him 

down the path he went. For all the time he had lived the life, 

he told himself that it was because of fate, and he was just 

dealing with the life he was given. But that wasn’t true. 

Cowardice had gotten him where he was. He was afraid to be 

hurt, so he shut himself down from the inside out. He put 

himself in situations where he knew he would never have to 

get out of the life be built for himself. Surrounded by 

criminals, and murder, there wasn’t really a lot of 

opportunity to become love-struck and want out. So he 

turned into a machine. He didn’t create, because that would 

have been thinking, and feeling. Machines don’t think, and 

they certainly don’t feel. Machines do as they’re told, and as 

they’re programmed. James had programmed himself to 

know how to kill, and so he killed. He had told himself it 

was for the money, so he could live. He had more money 

than he even knew about. He needed the work to keep 

himself safe, because he was afraid of living, truly living. 

And though he had lived an entire life on the edge, full of 

dangerous men and dangerous jobs, he had been doing it all 

to avoid the real danger, of living a life among the civilians, 

and getting his heart broken again.  
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Now that he had been shown warmth, in his cold-

hearted world, he wondered if it could ever be the same 

again. He didn’t feel as empty as he did before, and seeds of 

faith and hope had started to grow inside him again. But did 

that matter? Could he turn his back on his own life, as he had 

so many other’s and return down a path of living death? 

Could he handle trying to be reborn in the real world? James 

didn’t know where to begin to look for answers. 

 

 
 

Peter Kerovitch wasn’t related to Vera. James had 

checked. Peter was born into a family of immigrants who 

came to America long ago, with nothing but what they 

carried. Through hard work, they managed to work their way 

to the top, and earned themselves fortunes. Peter had more 

than doubled the family’s wealth since he had taken over the 

investments. Everything that James could find on the man 

was legit. The businesses he ran weren’t covers for anything 

else, and most of them surprisingly even had decent 

management, with very little moral corruption. To top it off, 

the man actually ran a program to raise money for the city’s 

youth. The biggest character flaw James could dig up on the 

man was that, despite his support of public schools, and the 

money he raised for them, he paid to have his two daughters 

educated in the finest of private schools. Aside from that, the 

man was golden. On paper, anyway. He could always have a 

major personality imbalance. Maybe he was a complete 

sociopath, or a womanizer. It would be best, in the case of 

this prospective job, to downshift from simple research to a 

full-scale investigation. This was actually the first job where 
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something didn’t turn up in research to validate the claims of 

the hiring party. But then James had a feeling that this case 

had more meaning to it than just a simple job.  

The best way for him to get a better idea about the 

character of the man he was following, in this case, would be 

to get a chance to have a conversation with him. Perhaps if 

the two were to bump into one another somewhere. The 

London Philharmonic was playing a show in the city in a few 

days. Maybe a friendly business gift of some tickets would 

inspire the man to go out, and give James an opportunity to 

discover the kind of person he truly was. The tricky part 

would be to get him to go alone, without his wife, or family.  

Luck came to rescue James, as he found out that Mrs. 

Kerovitch was hosting a benefit for the blind children of 

New York that night, elsewhere. She worked with a lot of 

charities, and helped do a lot of good. On paper, the 

Kerovitch family raised a little over half as much money for 

charity as their family returned every year. That’s not bad. 

But it did leave Peter alone for the night of the concert, so, 

posing as a fellow businessman, sending out gifts to help oil 

the squeaky wheels of commerce, he sent a pair of tickets to 

Peter. He had arranged for them to be right next to his own 

seats, so that they could conveniently “bump” into one 

another. His plan worked well, come the night of the event. 

Peter showed up alone, and was waiting for the show to 

begin when James walked in. 

“Excuse me.” James walked past him, and sat down 

in the seat next to his. He glanced around, and tried to 

engage the man in polite conversation. “Looks like you’re 

here alone.” 

“Yes. My wife had plans this evening, and couldn’t 

make it.”  
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“Yeah, my extra ticket went to waste, too. The girl 

who should be here is back in San Francisco now. It’s a 

shame she had to miss this, too.” 

“I’m sorry to hear that. It’s certainly an experience.” 

“Oh, you’ve seen them perform before?” 

“Yeah, well, I caught a show or two. Is this your first 

time?” 

“Yeah. I’ve been busy with work, that I haven’t 

really had time to go out much for…longer than I’d like to 

remember.” 

“Really? A young man like you? Seems a shame to 

waste so much youth to what should be an old man’s game.” 

“What game is that?” 

“Work, and business. Waste of a young man’s time. 

What kind of work is it that you do?” 

“Creative problem solving, and consulting.” 

“That’s great. My name is Peter Kerovitch.” 

“Wow, I’ve read about you. It’s an honor to meet 

you. I’m David Price.” James extended his hand to the 

business man. 

“Good to meet you, David.” The two shared a hearty 

handshake. 

“Maybe someday you could use my services in some 

of your own business.” Peter laughed.  

“Could be, son. But tonight is not about business. 

Tell me, how does a young man such as yourself become 

interested in the fine art of classical music?” 

The men talked until the lights went out to signify the 

starting of the show, and the conductor tapped his music 

stand. They got along quite well, and Peter even asked James 

to join him for a nightcap after the show. Meanwhile, James 

truly enjoyed the concert, and was overcome by the sheer 

beauty of it. But as swept away as he was, his mind drifted 

back, time and time again, to the beautiful visage of Vera, 



 112

and how he wished she could hear this music, too. Towards 

the end of the show, they performed Tchaikovsky’s Marche 

Slav. It awakened passions James hadn’t felt since he 

stopped playing piano all those years before. It was a 

magnificent night for James indeed. Afterwards, Peter had 

his driver take them to a ritzy bar uptown. It was the polar 

opposite of every bar James had been in growing up, and the 

places he got his first jobs. This place was glass and chrome, 

and oozed charm. The bartender wore a suit, and on a stage, 

instead of topless girls or pole dancers, there was a string 

quartet, playing soft tunes. It was more than a bar, it was a 

place where those who could afford it could go to have a 

nice conversation. And it was clearly a place where Peter felt 

comfortable. 

“So, tell me David, what did you think of your first 

time seeing the London Philharmonic Orchestra?” 

“Oh, I tell you, I’m a changed man. It moved me, it 

really did.” he laughed. 

“I believe it. I remember my first time. I went to see 

them with my parents, and I thought it was pretty hokey. I 

was a fan of rock music, and always have been; I thought 

that kind of stuff was for dead people. But then they started 

playing. It was amazing. I was almost in tears by the end of 

it.” 

“It really was inspirational. The kind of thing that 

makes you want to run out and make some major changes to 

your life, you know?” Peter ordered the drinks. 

“Oh? Does your life need changing?” The man 

seemed truly concerned. 

“I don’t know. I guess I feel like I’m at a turning 

point. I have all these forks in the road right in front of me, 

and I can’t decide where to go.” 

“Life is full of forks in the road. What sort are 

these?” 
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“You don’t want to hear about my problems.” 

“Sure I do, I asked, didn’t I? You said yourself you 

wanted to do business with me, and I only do business with 

people I trust. Tell me.” 

“Well, I’ve been thinking a lot about work lately, and 

I guess I’m wondering if it’s really the right place for me. I 

mean, I know I’m good at it, and I’ve been doing it since 

before I was even out of high school. But now…I don’t 

know. It just seems that there’s so much more out there.” He 

took a drink from what Peter had ordered for him. It was 

different than any drink he had ever had before. It wasn’t 

bitter, or disgusting. It was sweet, and had the flavor of fruit 

to it. James liked it. “I have a big deal coming up soon. And I 

don’t even know if I want anything to do with it. It’s a lot of 

money, sure, but there’s more important things in life than 

money. Maybe it’s time I just moved on, you know?” Peter 

had been listening the entire time James was talking, and was 

watching him with sympathetic eyes. 

“Sounds like quite a load to deal with, and it’s the 

kind of thing nobody can really help you out with too much. 

All I can really say is that you’ve got a long life ahead of 

you. There’s always time to go back and fix your mistakes, 

later. For right now, if you follow your heart, you’re bound 

to end up in a wonderful place.” James was touched. He had 

never had such an honest and open conversation with anyone 

before.  

“Thank you, Peter. That’s really good advice.” They 

exchanged friendly smiles. 

“Besides, take it from an old man; the business world 

isn’t all it’s cracked up to be. If you had the time, I could tell 

you some stories…” 

“Well, I’d love to hear some. I’ve got all night.” 
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James hadn’t slept since the dream, which still 

haunted him whenever he was alone. Images like that aren’t 

the kinds of things you can just forget. It was the most 

horrible thing he had ever seen, and, through the eyes of a 

dream world, the most horrible thing he had ever done. But 

right now, he was as far from tired as he had ever been in his 

entire life. It was a week and a half since he had met Vera, 

by chance occurrence. Already, he was convinced that he 

was in love. They went out to eat earlier in the evening, to a 

great restaurant. She was wearing the most beautiful, sexy 

velvet gown he had ever seen. She was almost unbelievable. 

He thought his lungs were going to collapse just from the 

mere sight of her, walking in the dim light in that dress; the 

velvet catching the cool hues of the restaurant lights and 

turned every movement into a light show of curves and 

heavenly grace. It was more than a mortal man should ever 

expect from life.  

After dinner, she wanted to go back to James’ hotel 

room. She had been threatening him for days, so he had 

already made sure the entire thing was clean. He was frantic, 

the first time she said it, running around, making sure any 

and all evidence of his other life was hidden. His guns were 

all stashed under the bed, and false identification was all 

hidden deeply away in luggage. From years of living the way 

he did, he had grown accustomed to hotel living. For obvious 

reasons, he never used maid service, so he had to be clean. 

But his tastes had grown to the more luxurious hotels. There 

is only so much a man can take of stained comforters and the 

stench of stale cigarette smoke. So when the two of them 

arrived, his room was spotless, and organized. He had even 
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bought some candles, just in case she made good on her 

threats, and he had to make it look nice. As he ran around, 

lighting candles, she had to admit to being impressed. From 

all his cryptic avoidance of the topic, she told him she was 

sure he was living in the sleaziest motel in the city, or at the 

bus station. James took her coat, and then called room 

service to bring up some wine. Together they sat on the bed 

in the candlelight, drinking wine and talking. James caught 

himself several times gazing at her face, and drifting into a 

warmth he was loathe to leave, as scared as he was. He 

wanted to tell her so much. Who he was, what he had done. 

More than anything, he wanted to tell her how he felt. He 

knew he couldn’t wait any longer. 

“Vera, there’s something I want to tell you, but I’m a 

little scared. I…uh…I have no idea how to say this, but it’s 

really important that you know.” He fumbled with his hands 

as much as his words, and nearly dropped his wine glass. He 

deiced to set it down, just to be safe.  

“It’s alright. You don’t have to tell me, if you’re that 

nervous.” 

“But it’s really important. It’s something you need to 

know.” 

“I understand. But there’s no need to rush. There will 

be plenty of time to tell me later, when you’re ready. When 

you’re more comfortable.” 

“But this is something I really think you should 

know.” 

“And I will know, in time. I’m not going anywhere, 

James. When you’re ready to tell me, I’ll be right here. 

When it’s the right time, then you’ll know what’s the right 

thing to do.” She slid closer to him on the bed, and kissed 

him.  
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“But…” He didn’t even know where to begin, and 

being so close to her, feeling her soft, cool lips against his 

wasn’t helping his concentration. 

“Shhh…” She kissed him again, and started to 

unbutton his shirt.  

“What’re you doing?” James hadn’t been prepared 

for anything like this to happen. It hadn’t even entered his 

mind. 

“What’s right for right now.” She whispered into his 

ear, and pulled James’ shirt off of him, throwing it to the 

floor. 

“Are you sure?” his heart raced at the uncertainty 

about what was happening. She paused to look into his eyes, 

passion glowing in her stare. 

“Whatever you have to tell me, I’ll know in time. I 

trust that, and I trust you. But right now, all I know, all I 

need to know, is that I love you. I’m as sure of that, and of 

this, as I’ve ever been of anything in all my life.” Her hands 

pulled his undershirt over his head.  

“And I love you, Vera. More than words can say.” He 

touched her face with his hands, and kissed her. She reached 

behind her back, and pulled gingerly on the zipper of her 

dress. The rich fabric slid slowly off her shoulders, to reveal 

soft skin. She shifted her weight, and pushed the dress in a 

bunch on the floor. The flickering light from the candles 

glowed off of her soft, perfect figure, the lines of her body 

glowing in the darkness. She was more breathtaking and 

more beautiful than anything he could have witnessed. As 

his own pants joined her dress on the floor, they embraced, 

and lay down on the bed. They moved with passion and 

romance, and love every bit as powerful as James had seen 

in her eyes in his fated dream. No word of prayer or image of 

heaven could have prepared him for the joy and utter ecstasy 

the two of them felt together. All the pain of his life, and all 
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his sins were washed away from him in the waves of 

pleasure and happiness. He was redeemed of all his years of 

anger, in those precious moments of love. When it was over, 

and she lay beside him, his only concern in the world was the 

one thing he still kept hidden.  

“Vera?” He couldn’t tell if she was even awake 

anymore, she was so quiet, an breathing with such a perfect 

rhythm. He loved feeling her next to him. 

“Hmm?” 

“Do you think there is such a thing as someone who 

is evil?” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Someone who is so bad that they can’t be 

redeemed.” 

“Oh. I don’t know, why do you ask?” 

“I was just thinking…” 

“About evil?” 

“I guess. About killers and such. And if they can still 

be real people inside, or if they’re evil, and can’t change 

that.” 

“Do you think you’re evil?” Her voice rang with 

concern. 

“I don’t know.” James suddenly wished he hadn’t 

brought it up. He didn’t want to upset her, he just wanted her 

to stay where she was, calm and beautiful and perfect. 

“Well, I guess there are probably some people who 

kill for reasons. I don’t think there’s anyone who doesn’t 

deserve a second chance. Everyone makes mistakes, right? 

But I don’t think it’s something you have to worry about. 

You aren’t evil.” 

“Maybe…I don’t know. Sometimes I think about the 

past, and I wish I could just run away to my oasis, back 

home. ” 

“Your oasis?” 
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“There was this place, back where I grew up. It was 

hidden in the corner of a park in a thicket of trees. There was 

a little cliff, and if you went down, there was a perfect little 

hiding place. Water fell down from what used to be a 

spillway, before they rebuilt it, and collected in this pool. In 

the center of it, there’s a rock island. All you can hear is the 

waterfall, and the stream leading off, and the birds. Nobody 

goes there but the animals. I don’t think most people even 

know it exists. But I used to go there, when I needed to get 

away from everything. I stopped, when I lost my creativity. I 

didn’t feel I deserved it. But it was the best thing about that 

town, and always comforted me when I needed it.  

“Well, I’m here to comfort you now. And there are 

no maybes about it. I know you, and I know that the James I 

fell in love with, the James I am lying with right now, is no 

killer. You’re beautiful, and kind, and gentle. Whatever 

you’re worried about, and whatever happened to make you 

think otherwise is in the past. You’re a wonderful person. 

And I still love you.” She lifted her head off his chest to kiss 

him, and lock into his attention with her amazing green gaze. 

“So no more of this nonsense about being evil. Alright?” 

James kissed her back. 

 “Alright. You know…you’re the most wonderful 

thing that’s ever happened to me. I love you.” They kissed 

again, and made soft, passionate love, and then held each 

other, until the candles burned down to darkness. James had 

never been happier.  

 

He hated to do it, but he didn’t see another choice. 

Laying in bed; being intimate with Vera had shown him the 

truth. He didn’t deserve to be with her. Not with the past he 

had. Nothing was more beautiful than her. Nobody deserved 

a better life than she did. He had to be honest with her, and 

he knew he would never be able to say the things he had to 
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share with her to her face. So James packed up his things, as 

quietly as he could, and wrote a letter. He had to go see for 

himself, what kind of person he truly was. What he was 

made of, and if he had truly changed. He had to go to New 

York, to research this job. If he was still the person he had 

been in his past, then Vera was better off without him. And if 

not, if he had truly changed, then maybe she would forgive 

him his past. Give him a second chance. Either way, she 

deserved to know the truth. He set the letter next to her, on 

the pillow, and kissed her gently on the forehead. Then he 

gathered his things together, and went out the door. His heart 

broke as the door clicked shut behind him, but he had to go 

to New York. It was the only way. 

 

 
 

Peter walked into an office building, to take care of 

some business. Legitimate business. James did the research 

last night, after he and Peter went home. Peter hinted to the 

problems in one of his stories. Funny stories, too, most of 

them. He really liked Peter. The hit was put out through an 

intermediary, so James wouldn’t know who the client was. 

That’s fairly normal, for the larger bosses. They don’t trust 

anyone, even professionals, not to give away their names if 

they get caught, to lower their sentence. Dishonest people 

seldom have any trust in anyone. With a little backtracking, 

and a few threatening anonymous phone calls, James 

unearthed the identity of the real client. It was a man named 

Ivan. Ivan the Terrible, to anyone who got on his bad side. 

Ivan was a mob boss the likes of which you usually only see 

in movies. True evil, this guy. A few months back, he got the 
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idea to merge with, which in reality means take over 

completely, a few of the Kerovitch holdings. From the way it 

looked to him, James was sure he would turn them into 

covers for some expansions of his own personal business. 

Money laundering and drugs, mostly. A lot of vermin can 

cower under the shadow of one big office building. It didn’t 

matter, though, because good old Peter turned him down 

cold. Said they were family owned since they started, most 

of them, and he wouldn’t partition off what he’s worked so 

hard to build. Those holdings would remain firm in his hand, 

until they were eventually passed down to his daughters. 

James remembered the pictures he was shown of them last 

night. Cute little girls, too. The youngest one was missing 

two of her front teeth. But Ivan didn’t like the rejection. He 

wanted Peter out of the way, so he could snake in and snatch 

the companies from the clutches of a grieving widow, and a 

two sad little girls. And if he couldn’t snake them, well, then 

he could always have them killed, too, and have the lawyers 

do a doctor job on the will.  

In his researching, he managed to pull together 

enough hard evidence of all of this to incriminate Ivan. And 

once a pig like Ivan has been stuck, it doesn’t take too much 

digging or poking to find out the whole story. The contents 

of the manila envelope on the table in front of him could 

help a lot of people, probably, in the putting away of Ivan the 

Terrible. But, mostly, it would save Peter and his family a lot 

of pain and trouble. He knew that for certain. The people 

around Ivan weren’t brave, and they weren’t bold. If he 

ended up in jail, as the result of pursuing Peter, but not by his 

own actions, it would have essentially the same effect as a 

wolf hunting a porcupine. It’s trouble, and to be avoided. 

James, on the other hand, would be marked with a brand of 

death he would never be able to live down. A professional 

who betrays a contract, and rats out his client will only end 



 121

up dead. It’s a matter of honor among peers. If he handed 

this envelope to the police, providing the police didn’t get 

suspicious of him and detain him, then there would be a pack 

of mean, ugly fuckers on his tail the second they sensed 

something was up. If he left it at with the night sergeant, he 

had a better chance of getting away, but James had had 

enough of leaving envelopes with people in the middle of the 

night. He hated himself every time he thought of Vera, and 

how hurt she must have been by what he did. He wished he 

could forget the whole business, and go back to her. Tell her 

it was all a joke, and ask her to stay with him… 

 No. He scolded himself for losing focus. This was 

work, now. He did what he had to do. He did the right thing. 

Or at least the right thing considering the alternatives. He 

had an important decision to make now. The question 

wasn’t, in itself, too terribly difficult to understand. Would 

he take the contract, and kill Peter Kerovitch, as he had been 

asked; would he turn in Ivan, and save Peter and his family 

by damning himself, or could he just simply walk away? If 

he walked away then someone else would kill Peter, 

probably his family, and someone might even be sent after 

James for being a coward. Even if he survived, he would 

have to live with the knowledge that he let a good man die. If 

he turned in Ivan, he would have to run for the rest of his 

life, and could never go back to Vera, for fear of her getting 

hurt or killed in part of some revenge plot. And, if he killed 

Peter, he would have tested the depth of his soul, and know 

he truly was something he couldn’t control, and he wouldn’t 

let himself go back to Vera because of the kind of person he 

was. His focus wavered, as he realized the disparity of the 

situation. All that really mattered t him was getting back to 

her. Letting her know he was ready to be with her, to 

apologize and make up for that stupid fucking letter. Why 
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did he have to tell her those things in a letter…She deserved 

better than that. 

 

 
 

Vera woke up, and stretched. She playfully kicked at 

James, to wake him up, too, as she yawned. Her foot hit only 

air and blankets. ‘He must have already got up,’ she thought 

to herself, and rolled onto her back, sitting up to look around.  

“James?” She thought maybe he was in the bathroom, 

but there was no reply. It suddenly hit her that the air was too 

still for him to be there. Something else was missing, also. 

His jacket had been on that chair, next to hers, last night. It 

was gone, now. He wouldn’t wear a formal jacket to go 

down and get breakfast, would he? Not if he had other 

clothes, and she had seen them last night. But not now…no, 

there was nothing left in the room anymore. Her first thought 

was to panic. Something must have happened to him in the 

middle of the night. She knew he would never just leave her. 

He loved her. It was more than just his words, she saw in his 

eyes that he loved her. Someone must have taken him. She 

wasn’t important, so they just left her sleeping there. On cue, 

the lock to the door clicked. Was it James? Excitement was 

drowned in fear at her second guess. Had the kidnappers 

come back? She dig her hand into the mattress, to prop 

herself up straighter. There was nowhere to go, and in her 

frenzied thoughts, she couldn’t even remember where her 

clothes had been tossed. As a hotel maid opened the door, 

and pushed in her cart through, something paper slid off one 

of the pillows, from all the movement, and his her hand. 

Vera’s name was written on it in elegant letters.  
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She walked slowly down the stairs, in a shock of 

sadness. The maid was so terrified at finding a naked woman 

in a room she had been told was empty, that it was hard for 

her to speak, but from what Vera understood, James had 

checked out of the hotel late at night. He left, and took 

everything with him. Including her heart. All he left was this 

letter. She couldn’t bear to wait until she got home to read it. 

She sat down on a padded bench in the lobby, and opened it 

up.  

 

To my dear, sweet Vera, 

I know you must be confused, and saddened to find 

that I had left in the middle of the night last night. By all 

rights, you should be furious, calling me terrible names, and 

damning me to a dark and unforgiving Hell. And you would 

be right to do so. Right now, I feel that I am every terrible 

thing you could think to call me, and more besides. And I 

probably should be in Hell. But this is something I have to 

do. Hopefully, by the end of my letter, you’ll at least 

understand why this is the way it had to be. But before I tell 

you the things I have to, the things I tried to tell you last 

night, I want you to understand something first. Last night 

was the most magnificent, most perfect thing I have ever 

experienced, and I love you, I truly love you more than I ever 

thought imaginable. You are so beautiful, and wonderful, 

and so kind that I can’t even look at you without feeling my 

heart swell so much I think it will burst. Everything about 

you inspires me to want to live, to take your hands and sing 

and dance into a perfect sunset, into a future most people 

can’t even picture. I could try to sit here, and write to you 

exactly how much I love you, and how beautiful you are, but 

I would never have enough paper, and then you would never 

know the reasons why I wrote this letter. Suffice it to say that 
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as far as angels go, you put them all to shame, and I 

consider myself the luckiest man alive that I even got that 

one night with you, and I was blessed enough to hear you tell 

me you love me. Thank you for that. 

But now there are less pleasant things to tell you 

about. The reason my hand is shaking so bad right now, and 

the reason you will find nothing but this note when you wake 

up. It’s a secret I’ve carried around for so long, and a secret 

I’ve never had to tell anyone before, so I don’t know exactly 

how to put it, or if there is even an easy way to say it at all. 

For the past several years, I have been a contract killer. As 

Midnight Ice, I’ve killed more people than I care to count. If 

I had to guess, I would say it’s in the neighborhood of two 

hundred. Maybe a little more, maybe a little less. As bad as it 

sounds, it’s been so long, that I start to forget. 

I told you about Lisa, and how I lost my ability to 

work on art, back then. But when I lost that, I lost 

everything. I gave up on my life, and everything that makes it 

worth living. Out of boredom, and emptiness, and because 

the opportunity simply arose, I started beating people up, for 

money. I would sit in bars, and wait for a drunk who was 

mad enough at someone to pay a punk kid fifty dollars or so 

to get in a fight. One day, an offer for a fight led me in the 

direction of another offer, to kill. It was only four hundred 

dollars, but I was so involved in my own pain, my own loss, 

and darkness, that I accepted. I never even knew the man’s 

name, until the paper ran a story on it the next day. That job 

got me others, working for a self-styled small-town gangster 

named Guido. Through him, I got more jobs, and cut my 

teeth on the business. I even started to build a name for 

myself. When I got good enough, I left Guido, and went to 

work on my own, getting decent money for hits, which led me 

to bigger hits, and bigger money. For a while, I was called 

the best professional killer in America. I thought that was 
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pretty impressive. Then I took a huge job, in Germany. I 

didn’t realize how huge it really was until I came home. 

Then I was the best killer in the world. I made more money 

in a single day’s work than I can fathom, even now. I 

traveled, and lived mostly out of hotel rooms, except for the 

three apartments I had set up to be covers, and a base of 

operations to come home to. In all those years, I never had a 

friend, and I never had anyone I cared about. All I had, and 

all I was, was the job. All I was was a killer.  

I’m not telling you any of this for pity, and I’m not 

making any excuses. For the things I’ve seen, the things I’ve 

done, there is no excuse. And now that it’s all down on paper 

here, I wish to God I hadn’t mentioned it at all. But I guess I 

just want you to know who I am. Who I was. You’re the only 

person I’ve ever felt this way about, and it killed me every 

day I saw you. To know that you were falling for me, and had 

no idea of the terrible past I lived. I tried to tell you, time 

and time again, but I couldn’t. I was too terrified of losing 

you; of losing the only thing in years to make me feel alive 

again. To make me want to be alive again. but that’s also 

why I had to go. You see, I do love you, and I couldn’t bear 

to think that you might end up being brought into my world. 

As much as I wanted to be done with it all, to leave 

everything I had been to come and be with you, and move to 

San Francisco for good, I didn’t know that I would be able to 

just turn by back on the only world I had known for all this 

time.  

I got a call for a job, a few days ago. A business man 

in New York named Peter Kerovitch. Don’t worry, he’s not a 

relative of yours. I checked. He will be my test. If you turn on 

the news and see something about him dying from a 

mysterious gunshot, then I’m sorry. I guess I really am a 

coward, and too weak to give up a past I hate, even for a girl 

I truly love. But if a week passes, and he is still alive, then 
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know that I beat it, beat my own shadows, and left the 

business. If that is the case, and I do make it out, then I 

really, truly hope that you meant what you said about 

everyone deserving second chances. Even monsters like me. 

If not, then I understand. I’ll leave you be, and go 

somewhere far, far away, and you’ll never have to see or 

hear from me again. But I hope you can find it in your heart 

to forgive me, not only for the things I’ve done in the past, to 

all those souls who are lost to us now, but for what I did to 

you, this morning. I wish there was another way, but I know 

that if I tried to tell you in person, I would never make it 

through. I hope you believe me when I tell you that I am full 

of sorrow, and that even now, as I write, watching you sleep 

so beautifully and so peacefully beside me, I already miss 

you, and have tears in my eyes.  

With luck, a lot of faith, and a little prayer or two, I 

will see you again. If not, then know that I will never, ever 

escape the shame I feel at hurting you, and the pain I feel at 

losing the one person who meant so much to me that I was 

brought back to life, if only for a short while. Take care of 

yourself, and try to remember me as the man you fell in love 

with, and not the black-hearted killer I used to be. 

 

With all my heart, 

         And every inch of my soul, 

                                         I love you, 

                                                                 James 

Hudson 

 

In the hotel, people stopped to stare at the grief 

stricken girl on the bench, and speculated as to what could be 

causing her so much pain. She didn’t notice a single paused 

bystander, and not one curious stare. She was too focused on 

the last lines of the letter, ink wet and smudged from her 
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sobbing tears. She read and re-read his closing. ‘With all my 

heart, and every inch of my soul, I love you.’ She didn’t 

know what to think of the rest of the letter, or the things he 

had said. But she knew one thing in the bottom of her heart.  

“I love you, too, James…” 

 

 
 

He had been sitting there for too long, thinking about 

something he knew he shouldn’t even have to think about at 

all anymore. He truly was changed. He probably wouldn’t be 

able to kill a man in cold blood again if he wanted to. And 

there wasn’t really any way he would want to. He had seen 

how beautiful life could be. He couldn’t destroy that now, 

for anyone. Especially not Peter, who was the only man he 

was comfortable calling a friend since he left his hometown. 

Even if he could kill him, to go back to Vera, it wouldn’t be 

the same. He knew what she would want. It if meant that he 

would never get to see her again, and would be running for 

the rest of his life, then so be it. At least he could know that, 

if she could see him, she would be proud. And that was all 

that really mattered. He would always have his memories. 

And, who knows. Maybe Ivan’s replacements would get 

bored with sending killers after him. Maybe someone would 

sneak into the ranks who had half a brain, and would be 

thankful. There was at least a chance that way. He laughed. 

It felt good, to be doing the right thing. All the weight had 

been lifted from him. He passed his test. Maybe he was a 

nice guy, deep down, after all. It would just take some time 

to bury those old habits. But maybe that would be quick, too. 

James pulled his cell phone from his jacket, and called his 
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contact. He told them he wouldn’t take the job, or any others 

in the future, and hung up. It wouldn’t make Ivan happy to 

hear, but the power of reputation would keep James safe for 

a while. And the knowledge that Midnight Ice, legend among 

killers refused a job might be enough to make it work to find 

a man to replace him, too. 

Peter walked back out of the building. James had 

been daydreaming for a long time. It had been hours since 

the waiters of the café he was sitting at had given up on him 

ordering anything more, and they angrily gave him the 

check. He was too gone to notice it then. He barely noticed it 

now, and tossed more than twice the money of the bill on the 

table. Better be safe than sorry, and he didn’t want to waste 

the time to look at it. He grabbed his envelope, and called 

out to Peter. James thought maybe his new friend would go 

with him to the police station. He might want to know about 

the evidence, and the danger on his life. That might mean 

telling the truth to him, later. But, the truth sounded nice 

about now. More honesty. More truth. More life. Amazing, 

sometimes, how doing the right thing can grow on someone 

so fast.  

“David?” Peter was surprised to see him there. He 

told his driver to wait for a second, and walked around the 

car. He had to stop, and wait, as cars flew past. Finally it was 

clear to walk. The cars were all stopped.  

The car made so much noise, it was a wonder nobody 

heard it. Like a bullet that you never see coming, it screeched 

around the corner without even slowing down. Even if the 

driver had seen him in time, there wouldn’t have been any 

room for him to stop. James went from joy to horror as his 

only friend was struck by the car. It swerved, and screeched 

to a halt. The driver looked out the window, and saw only 

blood and a still body. There was no sound, except from one 

voice that rose to the top of the high-rises. “Peter! Shit, no, 
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Peter!!” Tires screamed murder as he drove off, running 

from a fear he couldn’t control. James’ fears were right in 

front of him, and this time, he wouldn’t run away. He raced 

to Peter’s side, where a group of people were already 

clustering.  

“Is he still alive?” The man taking his pulse jumped 

at the surprise of being yelled at by James as he ran across 

the street.  

“Yeah…yeah, I think so.” 

“Thank god…” He took the phone from his jacket, 

and called 911. “There’s been a car accident, and a man is 

hurt, bad…in front of the Grace Thursday building…that’s 

right…no, it was a hit and run…I don’t know, I don’t know, 

look, he’s still alive. Just send someone now, please! Thank 

you.” More people gathered around. James demanded to 

know if someone had seen the plate. As some of the 

gathering crowd started to separate, James asked that anyone 

who had seen the accident stay, to give their report. The two 

people who had written down the license plate, when the 

driver stopped, he kept a close eye on. This man wouldn’t 

get away with it. And Peter wouldn’t die. Not now. James 

took his hand, and waited by his side. 

“…D-David?” Peter seemed confused. 

“Yeah, Peter. I’m here.” 

“Wha…wha’re you doin’ ‘ere.”  

“I came to see you. I had something to show you.” 

“…wha’t ‘s it…?” 

“Don’t worry about it. When you get better, I’ll tell 

you all about it. right now, just rest.” 

“...I’m gla-glad you’re he’re…D-David. You…re a 

goo’ guy…” He was sounding more and more slurred. 

Fading faster. ‘Please, God, take care of this one. Make that 

ambulance move faster. Get it here before he dies. Save this 

poor man’s life. He’s got kids, and that wife…help him.’ It 
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was the first time James had actually prayed in his entire life. 

He had to swallow down his tears before he could speak. 

“You’re a good guy, too, Peter. A good friend.” 

James heard the distant sound of sirens getting louder. He 

stayed fast by his wounded friend’s side, clinching down on 

the instinct that told him to run. Naturally, he hated cops. 

And was afraid of the threat they posed. The best way for a 

criminal to stay out of jail is to avoid cops. But some things 

are more important than self-preservation. What good was 

life, without any good friends to share it with? He had never 

had a good friend before. He planned on keeping this one. 

The ambulance stopped, and medics sprinted out with gear in 

hand. James stepped back, to let them work. He watched, as 

they lifted him, with a board at his back, into that stretcher. 

‘You’ll be alright now, buddy,’ he thought to himself, as 

they started to work on him in the back of the rig, getting 

him stable enough to drive him to a hospital. The cops were 

right on their tales, and trying to organize the crowd, and get 

statements from witnesses. The two with the license plate 

numbers spoke first, and one of the cops radioed it in. 

They’d catch the guy. When the officer came back, 

misfortune grew worse. He was a rookie cop, and 

inexperienced, but he had a good eve for detail. And every 

day, he looked through the book of the most wanted felons. 

He wanted to be the one to recognize one on the streets. He 

wanted to get a big collar, and a promotion. He wanted to be 

a real cop, and not just a rookie anymore. Sometimes, wishes 

come true. And sometimes, answered prayers come with a 

price. The officer approached James for a statement, since 

the crowd seemed to recognize the friendship between the 

two men. It didn’t take the man long to recognize who he 

had just walked up to.  

“Holy Shit! Holy…You’re…Shit! Freeze! Don’t you 

fucking move!” The man grabbed a hold of James’ jacket. 
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He wasn’t fighting back; but one of the bystanders did it for 

him. 

“Whoa, man, what are you doing? That’s the guy that 

called 911 to come help out.” 

“Are you kidding? Do you know who this man is? He 

probably tried to kill that poor man himself. Didn’t you 

Hudson?” His glare revealed that he had more ambition than 

wisdom to contain it. The old James would have had him 

begging for mercy by now. But that was the old James. He 

was gone. This James was too worried about his friend to 

fight back. 

“No, I saw it with my own eyes. He stayed right 

beside this man, when he was laying there. He called him 

David, too, not Hudson.” 

“So you were lying, too? And what’s that in the 

envelope? Your orders?” The impatient cop snatched it, and 

looked inside. He didn’t know what to make of all the 

pictures. “What, are you spying on him too?” Another officer 

approached, to investigate the ruckus.  

“What’s going on here?”  

“Don’t you recognize him? From the most wanted 

files. That’s James ‘Midnight Ice’ Hudson.” 

“…I think you might be right, rookie. Hey! Can we 

get some backup in here? Arrest him.” James didn’t resist. It 

was pointless. There were already six officers on the scene, 

and probably more to come. He was handcuffed, and 

slammed down against the hood of a car to be searched. 

Even the best cop has a hard time being gentle with someone 

like James. Especially once they find matching ID in the 

wallet, along with a lot of money, and two semi-automatic 

handguns, one with a matching silencer. James might as well 

have had ‘murderer’ tattooed on his face.  

“So, what were you doing here? Was he a target, or a 

client, maybe?” The calmer officer was trying to get 
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something out of him before they tossed him into the car. 

The first one still had the envelope, and he brought it over. 

“He had this in his hands. I think he might have been 

spying on this man. Or for him.” The calmer one took it, and 

looked through the documents and pictures inside.  

“That looks like Ivan the Terrible. Is it, James?” 

“Yeah.” 

“What are you doing with all this stuff?” 

“Trying to help a friend.” 

“You were hired to do this?”  

“No. Just read it. Check up on it. But you’d better act 

fast. He’ll catch wind of it soon.” His straightforward 

answers confused the seasoned cop a little. He had never 

been around such an agreeable, or willing criminal. And 

nobody with the record this one had didn’t know his rights. 

He actually wanted to talk. 

“Are you telling me this so we go easy on you?” 

“I’m telling you this to help a good guy, and protect 

his two little daughters.” The officer looked in bewilderment, 

and then motioned for him to be put in the back of a car. The 

ambulance had already driven off, and there were new 

officers arriving on the scene. As soon as they finished 

getting everyone’s name and number, and a statement, all 

four cars would be escorting James back to the station. And 

there, things would only get worse. He thought about Vera. 

He guessed it would be even harder for him to ever see her 

again, now.  
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When you’ve killed as many people as James had, 

you don’t have much chance of a sympathetic jury. And 

unless you blame it all on tiny Martians, or angry voices, you 

don’t have much of a defense, either. James wasn’t interested 

in excuses. He knew that the chair was going to be his only 

way out of prison. But when you happen to turn in evidence 

that leads to the arrest of a man who is quite possibly the 

worst of New York’s organized crime bosses, responsible for 

ten times the dead count as James, you tend to get a little 

leniency from the judge. Not much, but just enough so that 

if, for some reason, a high-priced lawyer mysteriously 

replaces your public defender, he can wedge in a crowbar of 

justice, and slide you by with six consecutive life sentences, 

and no chance for parole, instead of death. It’s not a big 

change. You’ll still never see the forest again, or see a bird, 

other than the one’s who fly above the exercise yard. And if 



 134

there’s a beautiful little blond girl, with a sweet voice, and a 

soft Russian accent, waiting for you in San Francisco, well, 

there’s a good chance you’ll never see her again, either. In 

some times of despair, James would have almost preferred 

death.  

 

 
 

In more than one way, the screaming protesters, 

carrying signs demanding the execution of James Hudson 

got what they wanted. As a killer, James Hudson’s days were 

numbered the second he ran into Vera Kerovitch. With her 

kindness and her love, she destroyed the part of him that was 

able to kill. He had to start over, as a new person. So the man 

who had killed all those people had already received the 

death penalty. The James who was in prison now, he was 

dying in a way, too. He had risked everything to have a 

chance at getting back to Vera. As long as he was inside 

these bars, there was no way he was getting out. He hated 

where he was, and he hated that he was being kept away 

from the life he had changed to live. It was torture, and 

wouldn’t make the world a better place. He longed to try to 

make life better, to try and, at least in some way, atone for 

his sins. He couldn’t do that in here. He had hoped that they 

would at least take the money from his bank account and 

give it to the victim’s families, but they didn’t. The state and 

federal government took it all. Such a waste of money. And 

such a waste of newfound faith, and understanding, keeping 

him behind bars, instead of letting him start over a new life.  

He had been in solitary confinement for nearly half a 

year now, after the incident in the mess hall. Some people 
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wanted to use that as an excuse for why he should be 

executed. They said it proved that he couldn’t even be 

trusted to not kill people, even in jail. But they were shortly 

put down. Even the guards inside the jail recognized that 

what had happened was entirely the fault of the three men 

who attacked him. By all rights, James has the strength, and 

the training, that he could have killed them all in seconds. 

Instead, he kept pushing them back, and knocking them 

down. All he was trying to do was avoid trouble. In actuality, 

the guards in the prison didn’t mind James. There were still a 

few that spat at him, and flashed him dirty looks whenever 

he passed, but the ones who sat and talked to him had all 

changed their minds. He never caused anybody any trouble, 

and didn’t even have an attitude. No bravado for what he had 

done. In an entire prison, he was one of the few men who 

showed real regret. On occasion, one of the guards would 

come to his cell to talk, and ask to hear a story or two. They 

brought James things to do, pens and pencils, art supplies. 

One of them bought him a typewriter for Christmas. The 

guards were his only frequent visitors though, besides the 

one visit from Lacey, his sister. Except for one man.  

As the guards led him to the visitors area, he was 

confused. He had never expected any visitors after the time 

his sister came. She had mentioned she probably wouldn’t 

come back for a long time, and she outright told him that the 

rest of his family would never come. He teased himself that 

it might be Vera, but he never expected her to visit, either. It 

was difficult for most citizens to find him, unless they got 

lucky, or really, really wanted to search. She probably gave 

up on him, after he never came back from New York. 

Decided he had probably killed the man, and moved on in 

disgust, if she had even been waiting at all. He wanted to see 

her so bad. Every night, to fall asleep, he pictured her inside 

his head, the ways he looked the night he got to spend with 
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her. That one image got him through a lot of bad times in 

here, and gave him the strength to move on. He wished she 

knew that.  

When the door was opened for him, and he sat down 

in his booth, he was surprised by who he saw waiting on the 

other side of the glass. 

“Peter? What’re you doing here?” 

“I came to see you.” 

“But…why?” 

“Because I know what you did for me. You saved my 

life. Probably saved my families lives. You made sure my 

businesses would be save from Ivan.” 

“Yeah, but…I was also the guy they hired to kill you. 

I even lied to you about my name.” 

“You also decided NOT to kill me, which, I hear, is 

probably the first time you ever turned down a job.” 

“Yeah, well…the money was bad…” 

“Really? How much was the price on my head?” 

“Three million.” 

“Wow…I might have killed me for three million.” 

“Are you kidding? You’re worth six, at least.” The 

two men laughed. “So, how are you, after the car accident?” 

“Oh, I’m okay. My leg, and my hip were broken, but 

not too bad. They’ll heal. I would have been in to see you 

sooner, but I was in the hospital. They told me that if I left, 

my hip would never heal right, and I would end up with a 

fake one. But they say I’ll probably use the cane for the rest 

of my life.” 

“I’m sorry.” 

“Don’t be. I’ve always thought canes made a man 

look dignified. Check it out.” Peter held up an elegant cane 

made of dark wood, and topped with ornate metal, and 

marble. He leaned in closer, and whispered into the phone. 
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“It even has a hidden blade inside, for security.” He gave an 

exaggerated wink. 

“Well, them I’m glad you’re happy. Did they catch 

the guy who hit you?” 

“Yeah, they caught him.” 

“Was he…a professional?” 

“No, no, just some punk kid. He was out joyriding in 

his uncle’s car. Panicked when he saw me, and drove off. I 

decided not to press charges.” 

“You’ve got a heart of gold, man.” 

“No, I’ve just got bigger things to worry about. And a 

lot more appreciation of life, my friend.” 

“So you’re actually comfortable calling a known 

felon and killer your friend, huh?” 

“For the man who saved my life twice in one hour? If 

you weren’t locked up, I’d hug you. It’s a shame you are, 

too, because I could use a good drinking buddy.” 

“I don’t know how much drinking I’d be able to put 

down if I got out. That’s a part of my past. Getting too old 

for that now.” 

“Hey! I’m almost twice your age there, so you’d 

better watch it. You’ve got a few years on you before you 

can call yourself ‘old” 

“Sorry. I guess I just can’t help but feeling a little old, 

sitting around, alone with my memories all day. Takes a lot 

out of you.” 

“Yeah, I imagine you’ve got some memories that 

almost anyone would like nothing more than to forget.” 

“Of course. But there’s some nice ones, too.” 

“Oh yeah? Like what?” 

“Vera.” 

“She the girl in San Francisco?” 

“Yeah…she was incredible. Her memory is the 

happiest thing I know.” 
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“Has she come to visit you?” 

“No. No, I’m sure she gave up on me. I don’t think 

I’d want her to see me in here, anyway. I had hoped to go 

back to her, to leave everything. Provided I could dodge 

whoever Ivan’s people sent after me, anyway. But, I ended 

up here, instead.” 

“Speaking of old Ivan, he got sent away for good, 

you know. And most of his big guys. Death row, too.” 

“Really? You’d think he’d be able to afford the kind 

of justice that puts him in with me.” 

“Not for the kinds of things he’s done. Besides, those 

lawyers, they don’t come cheap.” There was a twinkle in 

Peter’s eye then, and a sly little smile. 

“It was you, wasn’t it! You’re the reason I got the 

other lawyer!” 

“Well, you saved my life, I had to do something to 

return the favor.” 

“I don’t know how to thank you…” 

“Then don’t.” 

“But, I have to do something…” 

“You already did. Now stop. Even if you hadn’t 

helped me, you’re still a good guy, whatever you did in your 

past.” 

“Thanks. It does mean a lot to me. I never had real 

friends, doing what I did.” 

“Speaking of, that girl, Vera? I can look for her, if 

you want. See if I can find her, let her know you’re 

alright…?” 

“No, I…I think, as much as I wish I could see her, it 

would only make it harder, to be stuck in here forever. And it 

could only make it harder for her, too, if she still had any 

feelings for me.” 

“I understand. Is there anything I can do?” 

“Actually, maybe, yeah.” 
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“Name it, my friend.” 

“Well, I’ve been writing a book, and I’m almost 

done. Think you could find me someone to publish it?” 

“Consider it done. I’ll start searching, and as soon as 

you give me something, I’ll get it out there.” 

“Thanks.” 

“What’s it about?” 

“It’s about a guy, who takes the wrong path in life. 

He does some terrible things, and feels truly bad. But one 

day, he meets this girl, who changes everything. He suddenly 

wants more than anything to erase his past, so he can start 

over, on a clean slate, with her. It’s hard work, but the whole 

time, he just keeps telling himself she’s worth it.” 

“Does it have a happy ending?” James smiled to 

himself, imagining the pictures in his head. 

“The happiest ending possible.”  

“I can’t wait to read it.” 

“I can’t wait to show it to you.” 

The two friends spoke a while longer, until the guard 

informed James that he had to return to his cell. He never 

would have guessed how good it felt to talk to someone, just 

for a while, after being isolated. Someone who had forgiven 

him, and saw past the things he had done. Peter promised he 

would return again soon, and help him out as much as he 

could with the book. He said that if nobody else would 

publish it, he would take over a publishing firm, and do it 

himself. James told him not to worry. It would be good 

enough to sell. He wouldn’t get the money for it, but he 

mentioned setting up a fund, for any profits to go to. Being 

in jail for life means you aren’t allowed to really earn 

money. It wouldn’t do you any good, anyway. Where will 

you spend it? He sat back down at his typewriter, and started 

working again. He knew it would be good. He had back his 
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spark. He was finally able to write again. He spoke out loud, 

even though she couldn’t hear him.  

“Thank you for that, too, Vera. Thank you so much 

for that.” 

 
 

He never wanted to have a real Job. It was a bore, 

and a waste of life. It struck him as terribly ironic, that after 

all his dreams of embracing life so much more than a job 

would allow, he spent so long destroying it. He never would 

have guessed how much destruction he could cause, and he 

didn’t want that. But then, he never wanted to be in jail, 

either. Some things just happen, and you can’t control them. 

Or that’s what you tell yourself, anyway. James knew he 

could have avoided this. He could have pulled the trigger, 

taken down Peter, and walked away. He could have refused 

to leave San Francisco. He could have run when the police 

came. With the choices he made, this was really the only 

possible solution. Looking back, he can’t see how he could 

have made any other choices. If nothing else, he had at least 

made choices he was proud of. He enjoyed that.  

He had finished his book a lot faster than he thought 

he would. It took Peter less than a month to find a publishing 

house that wanted the book, too. He said that it would be out 

in stores in less than three months now. It was exciting, even 

though James knew he probably wouldn’t ever actually see a 

store. Peter had already read the manuscript, and he loved it. 

James smiled for a week after that visit. Something he had 

created made someone else happy. It was an incredible 

feeling. And it really made him question his surroundings. 
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He hated the prison more and more every day. He hated all 

that it kept him from. He should be allowed to be free. He 

wanted to join the birds above the exercise yard. He wanted 

to see the world again, and feel it, and sit in the middle of a 

grove of trees. He knew it was probably wrong, but he didn’t 

think he deserved to be denied that. Keeping him in there 

wouldn’t bring anyone back from the dead, and it wouldn’t 

teach him anything new. Love had taught him all he needed 

to know about redemption, and the respect of life. If he was 

out…life could be so easy. He still had a fortune stashed 

away, in fake names and hidden places. He could see to it 

that the families were happy and healthy all their lives, and 

still have enough to live. To write, and be happy. He didn’t 

belong here. He knew that Peter agreed with him on that one. 

Even when he didn’t say anything, the look in his eyes told 

James all he needed to know. Even most of the guards 

agreed. It wouldn’t be hard to break out. James already had 

the plan. It was so simple that it was complex in its 

simplicity. Nobody needed to get hurt, and absolutely 

nobody needed to die. It would be so easy. Just this one more 

thing, and he could be free, and never commit another crime. 

All he would need was the right opening. It was all a matter 

of time, and he could be free… 



 142



 143

 

 
 

The headlights behind him as he drove made his heart 

race. Driving at night always did that to him. He couldn’t see 

the tops of the cars, so he never knew which one’s were 

police officers. He wondered if breaking out of jail was such 

a good idea. It seemed fair, and right, at the time. But would 

he spend the rest of his life looking over his shoulder? This 

was almost as bad as when he thought Ivan’s men would 

come to kill him. The thought of going back to prison was 

terrifying. And what kind of amenities would they give him 

now? Nothing. It would probably be a straightjacket, after 

this, if he was caught. No typewriters, no paints. And it had 

been a bitch trying to get out with the paintings and 

typewriter this time, too. But he had grown so fond of them. 

He wanted the memories. He wanted the artwork. It was his, 

after all. 
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He was driving back to his hometown. Back to where 

it all began. It struck him as odd that he would so desire to 

go back there, considering how much he hated it growing up. 

But it was familiar. He had spent so long hopping from place 

to place, that even though he felt comfortable in every city, 

he never ever quite felt at home. He wanted to be surrounded 

by familiar things, if only for a while. He had already 

retrieved one of his false identities from where it was hidden, 

in a safe deposit box, under another name. It wasn’t the best, 

but it was the closest, and it would do for now. Enough 

money, and enough history that he could rent a house, and 

live in peace. Eventually, of course, he would have to get 

one of the better ones. He knew exactly which one he 

wanted, too, but that was in Europe, and he wasn’t 

comfortable enough with that big a move, yet. He just 

needed a place to relax, and get his strength back up. He 

would have to wear disguises when he went out, but he 

didn’t have to do that too often. In today’s age of technology, 

most things can be shipped right to the door, anyway.  

The headlights behind him turned off onto another 

street. Already James felt better. It had been nice to be free. 

To smell the grass, and the trees again. To be able to eat 

when you want, and sleep when you want. He had gotten a 

chance to see his book in a store, too. Right there, on the 

shelf. James Hudson- The Light at the End. The lady behind 

the counter had said it was a popular seller. He knew Peter 

would be making good use of the fund. Already, he was able 

to give something back to the world. It brought a smile to his 

face. He passed a sign. He was getting closer. He could 

already see the main strip of town, all the old shops and 

stores. He started to get excited, as he pictured himself 

sitting in his old favorite spot, righting. He had been saving 

up new ideas on stories he wanted to write. So many ideas he 

was tempted just to pull over, and find a motel so he could 
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get started. But, all good things can wait. So could this. Just 

a little while longer, and he could start making up for lost 

time. Not just the time in jail, but the years before that. It 

was all going to be okay. But he couldn’t help feel that 

something was missing. Something else should be in the 

picture. Something more. But he couldn’t put his finger on it. 

He turned on the radio, and focused on the road. Almost 

there.  

 

 
 

He had been coming to this place every day for the 

past month. Only once had he seen someone else down there. 

A couple of teenagers, who came to make out. They didn’t 

even see him, as he turned around and went back up the 

narrow cliff side. He waited, at a park bench, for them to 

leave, and went down. It truly was the most peaceful place to 

be. To write, to think, to meditate. He even bought a smaller 

typewriter, so he could bring it there, and write in that 

wonderful surrounding. Today, he was just resting, and 

meditating. On the ground on front of him was a piece of 

paper. A most wanted listing, from the post office wall. It 

was James’ mug shots, staring out. The pictures hardly even 

looked like him anymore. He had gotten a little out of shape 

in prison, and his cheeks were chubbier. His hair was cut 

short, and his eyes were dead. Since getting out, he had been 

working out again. And his hair had grown, too. Longer than 

it had ever been, which isn’t necessarily saying much, since 

he never had more than an inch of hair. He was 

contemplating growing a beard. He wondered how long it 

would be until they gave up on finding him. He wondered if 
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they ever would. But right now, all he wanted was peace, so 

he closed his eyes again, and practiced breathing exercises.  

Twigs cracked behind him, disturbing the serene 

silence, and the murmuring of the waterfall. He froze in a 

panic. It had come. There was only one way out of this 

island, and that was behind him, where the noises were 

coming from. He was about to be caught, with barely any 

disguise, and his own mug shots from the wanted poster. He 

was going back.  

“James?” His heart stopped completely. That voice. 

Could it be? Was he dreaming? Was he dead? He stood up, 

slowly, his back still turned on the voice behind him. He was 

afraid to turn around. He was afraid he was losing his mind. 

He knew he would turn and see nothing, or see a golden 

stairway. But he had to check. And when he did…he saw. 

There she was.  

“James? Are you alright?” 

“Vera?” 

“Yes?” It really was her. She had come.  

“How…did you find me?” 

“You told me about this place, remember? The 

waterfall, you always came to. I figured if there was 

anywhere you would be, it would be here.” 

“I…I cant believe you’re actually here…” His knees 

felt weak. He had resigned that he would probably never see 

her again. He knew he would never find anyone else to 

replace her, but he had done his best to accept that she 

wouldn’t ever find him. But there she was. Looking every bit 

as beautiful as she was the last time he saw her. Her hair was 

a little bit longer, but nothing else had changed. She was still 

gorgeous. And she was really here. He stumbled to take a 

few steps toward her, but had to stop. His legs threatened to 

drop him, if he took another. She closed the rest of the 

distance, walking towards him. She didn’t look much more 
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stable than he. But slowly, baby step at a time, she was 

standing right in front of him again. James wanted to say 

something. He wanted to tell her he loved her, and he never 

wanted to be apart from her again. He wanted to say so many 

things. But all he could manage to do was open and close his 

mouth, as he felt the tears gathering together, covering his 

eyes. Vera was only slightly more composed. Her eyes were 

wet, and on the verge of crying. But somewhere from inside 

herself, she managed to find a voice.  

“I thought I would never see you again. It was a long 

shot, coming here, but I had to…I had to try.” James finally 

managed to speak, but still wasn’t too in control of his 

words. 

“What made you come and find me?” 

“A man came into my work one day. He said he was 

a friend of yours, and that you had told him all about me. He 

said you were in prison, thinking about me. And then he 

handed me a book, and told me I should read it. It was your 

book. Then he said you told him not to see me, but he had to, 

and he went away. I read it…and…” Vera could no longer 

control herself. She threw her arms around his neck, and 

burst into tears. “Oh, James, I never gave up on you. Even 

when I didn’t know if you were coming back, or where you 

were, I still loved you. I knew you weren’t a killer. And now 

I found you, I finally found you, and we can be together 

again.” 

“But…I am a killer. I broke out of jail. Are you sure 

you want to get involved with a criminal? Always running?” 

“But you aren’t a criminal anymore.” 

“What about this?” He stooped to pick up the wanted 

poster from the ground. She took it from him, and looked at 

it.  

“This isn’t you anymore.” She tore it up, and let the 

tiny pieces of paper flutter to the ground, and float away in 
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the wind. “That person is gone; a part of the past. I don’t care 

about that. You’re a good person, a beautiful person, and 

there’s nowhere else I’d rather be. I don’t care if we have to 

run. Then we run. As long as I’m with you.” James felt a 

rush. She truly was back. And she did love him. Nothing 

could bring him down now.  

“I love you, Vera. Now and always.” He held her 

tightly, and kissed her. It was even more magical than he had 

remembered, than all the moments of all his best dreams 

about her.  

“And I love you.” 

 

 
 

They planned to leave as soon as possible. Vera had 

never been to Europe before, and James couldn’t wait to get 

back, as a civilian, and show her his favorite spots. He had  

everything he would need over there, already. An apartment 

in Berlin, under a fake name, and an entirely new identity, 

history, documents, and all. His rent and bills all came 

directly out of a bank account, and he had set timers up to 

some of his appliances, so he would have the electricity 

consumption and water bills of someone actually living 

there. There were just a few things he had to do before he 

could go. He transferred most of the money from his bank 

account to another one, somewhere else, so that this one 

would run out. That way, people would still think he was 

living there for a few months, until the money ran out, and 

he would already be long gone. Then he packed up most of 

this things, and shipped them, through another fake name, to 

his apartment in Berlin. The one in Chicago was already shut 
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down, when he went to jail, but he was pretty sure the New 

York apartment was still functioning. He kept a folded list of 

all his paintings, and which museums they were at in that 

apartment, which he would be wanting. He hadn’t seen any 

of them since before he went away, and he missed them.  

Then he sat down for the more important task. He 

took some paper, and a pencil, and wrote a long letter to his 

family. It let them know that he was alright, and that he 

would be moving up north to Canada, since he didn’t know 

for certain if they would report it to the police. He 

apologized for all the pain he caused all of his family, not 

just his mother. He thanked his sister for coming to see him, 

and for all her concern. He told them all he loved them. He 

put the letter in a large envelope, with signed copies of his 

book. One evening, he stopped by his mother’s house. He 

left the envelope on her doorstep, and rang the bell. Vera was 

in the car, waiting for him. He jumped in, and they drove off. 

In the rearview mirror, he could see his mother, looking a 

little confused, bending over to pick up the mysterious 

envelope. That was the last of James’ business in this old 

town, and it would probably be the last time he ever came 

back. They decided to drive out to New York, instead of fly, 

so they could enjoy the trip. Alone they way they could pick 

up any safe deposit boxes James had hidden, and when they 

got to New York, they would only have one more thing to do 

before they left the country.  

 

 
 

It was a pleasant trip. Now that Vera was with him, 

James had faith that things would turn out alright. Only once 
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on the entire journey was James ever nervous about the 

police finding him. Nothing would be able to stop him now, 

not after all they had been through to be together. But that 

didn’t mean they wouldn’t have to be careful. They arrived 

in New York uneventfully, and were now waiting in the 

same classy bar that Peter and James had gone to after the 

concert, on the night they met. James slipped a note into his 

car, telling him to come by when he got done at work, and 

they expected him any minute. The two had already closed 

out James’ apartment, and called all the galleries and art 

exhibitions, to have his paintings and the remainder of his 

things sent to Berlin. James ran through a mental checklist of 

everything he had to do, while he waited, and talked to Vera. 

Right on time, Peter walked in through the door.  

“Peter!” James called him over to the table where he 

and Vera were sitting.  

“James!” Peter walked over, and joined them. “Good 

to see you again.”  

“You as well. Sorry it’s been so long since the last 

time. It’s a little hard to make social calls when the police are 

after you.” 

“I can imagine. No hard feelings. And I see you and 

Vera finally found each other. You look good together.”  

“All thanks to you. I will never be able to repay you 

enough. Is there anything I can do?” 

“All I ask is that you invite me to the wedding.” The 

three laughed. “So where are you two off to now?” 

“Well, we were thinking we would head to Europe 

now. Stop first in Berlin, where I can change names, and 

then, who knows. Explore. Write. Set up a nice future.” 

“Still going to keep with the writing?” 

“Under a different name, of course. I’m already 

almost finished with another story.”  

“Want me to help you with publishers again?” 
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“No, I think that might be a little suspicious. Besides, 

I think I might want to try things like a normal writer. And if 

that doesn’t work, I was thinking I could just buy my own 

publishing house. There are plenty of writers out there who 

need a chance to be heard.” 

“Sounds like a plan. And how will I know where you 

are?” 

“We’ll send you a letter, as soon as we get set up.” 

Peter looked to Vera. 

“And what are your plans for Europe?” 

“We’ve been talking about maybe trying to turn my 

fashion designs into a clothing line. I might even get to open 

up a store.” Vera was naturally excited about moving, and 

the prospect of her dreams actually coming true. 

“That sounds great. And you’re sure your ready to 

run off with this rogue? He’s a dangerous one, you know.” 

She looked over at James, with a look of unbelievable 

adoration. 

“There’s nobody else I’d want to run away with.” 

“So that’s everything then?” 

“Almost. I have something else for you.” 

“What’s that?” James tossed him a set of car keys. 

What are these for?” 

“My car. I won’t be needing it anymore, but, if I 

remember correctly, your oldest daughter will be learning to 

drive soon. Might as well have a new set of wheels to do it 

in.” 

“That’s great. She’ll be thrilled.” 

“The paperwork should be coming in the mail soon. 

It’s all legit, and they can’t trace it.” 

“And who should I tell her gave her this nice 

present?” 

“Tell her it was your good friend, James Whitmore.” 

“Whitmore?” 
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“Yep. Whitmore.” 

“Nice. I like it.” 

“Thanks. But now, we should be getting to the 

airport. Our flight leaves pretty soon.” 

“Well, let me give you a lift. I’ll have the driver take 

my car back home.” 

Peter drove his two friends to the airport, and stayed 

to talk with them until they boarded their plane. Carrying 

only a little bit of luggage, and big plans, James Whitmore, 

and Vera Kerovitch got onto their plane, and flew away from 

America, leaving behind the police, prison, the legacy of 

Midnight Ice, and all the troubles surrounding the life of 

James Hudson.  
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James was sitting in a park, reading. He was waiting 

for Vera to come back from the textile distributors. She was 

trying to rein in some new designs, for the fall fashions. It 

was a little difficult, getting some of them to commit to 

making them exclusively for her company. But it was getting 

easier and easier. Her label, Galleria Outfitters, was getting 

bigger. They had just opened a few more stores in Germany, 

and deals were going through to start distributing to the rest 

of Europe. Because of some of the special designs she did 

for a few big stars, there was a lot of talk about her work in 

the States, too. Her designs really were terrific, and she had a 

great head for all this business. James was even starting to 

get sucked into the designing process. Vera kept teasing him 

that she would have to start a special line of clothes from his 

designs. The idea seemed less and less funny to James. After 

all, it might give him something to do on the writing breaks. 
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As far as the writing went, James thought he could 

use a break. He had finished his first book, or the second, if 

you count the one under his old name, not too long after 

moving, and his second would be out in only a month. He 

had been serious about wanting to publish them like a real 

writer, but it turned out to be a lot of hassle. He hated dealing 

with agents, and stuffy publishing house editors. He joked, 

saying if anything would bring him back to his old lifestyle, 

it would be the scum of the editing circles. So he started his 

own publishers. He thought it would be a small thing, and an 

excuse to not deal with agents. His first book was so popular, 

it instantly brought the name into the public eye. Since then, 

he had hundreds of offers for manuscripts to publish. He 

took a lot of them.  

James also opened up a small club, that doubled as a 

bar, for Peter’s sake. He named it ‘Someplace Better,’ from 

all the times he and Peter would sit in the prison visitors 

area, and wish they could chat in a nicer scene. It was really 

just a cover, so he could play music in front of people 

without paying for shows, and dealing with promoters. He 

hung a lot of his artwork in there, and had a blast painting 

the walls of the dance floor. For a guy who never liked 

working, he thought, he sure was busy running businesses. 

But he loved it. After all, he never was a lazy guy. And this 

was so much better than destruction. He was bringing things 

to people’s lives. And the fact that he made so much money 

doing it blew him away. Between he and Vera, they were 

making more now than he had before. He gave a lot of the 

old money away to charities, and foundations, but he had 

already replaced it all. As a general rule, he gave away 

fifteen percent of all profits to charity. It was something he 

learned from Peter’s wife.  

Vera remained the most important part of his life. 

Not even the stress or worry of running a company could 
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keep them from one another. Not a day went by that they 

didn’t plan time to be alone. James proposed to her soon 

after they moved into the Berlin apartment. They wanted to 

set the date far enough in the future that they could plan to 

fly out Peter and his family. They had even used some of 

their money to set up a safe, untraceable name, so Vera could 

keep in contact with her family. James got along well with 

her dad, and wished they could come out for the wedding.  

James was smiling, sitting there, trying to envision 

his gorgeous Vera in a spectacular, white wedding gown. 

She was designing it herself, and wouldn’t let him have even 

the slightest peek at what she was planning. But he knew it 

would be perfect. Everything she did was perfect. He was 

interrupted in mid-thought by a familiar voice.  

“There you are, James. I’ve been looking everywhere 

for you.” He had only heard it once, but he would never for 

get that voice. Up until the accident, when he was arrested, 

that was the closest call he ever had. Nobody forgets a man 

like the infamous ShadowWolf.  

“Shit. Why do I have a feeling that I don’t want to be 

seeing you right now?” 

“Probably because you know why I would be looking 

for you.” The hunter sat down beside him on the park bench. 

“I don’t suppose it’s just to catch up on old times, 

huh?” 

“Unfortunately, no.” 

“You know I won’t go back with you. I won’t go 

back to jail.” 

“My orders aren’t to take you back.” 

“Then…” 

“Yeah. There are certain officials who think that 

they’ve been patient enough with you. They don’t want 

another trial, and any more leniency. I’m sure the story will 
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be that I apprehended you, and you struggled, or fought, or 

endangered someone. You know how it goes.” 

“How did you even know where I was?” 

“It wasn’t easy, let me tell you. You did a fine job of 

hiding this time.” 

“Not good enough, it would seem.”  

“Don’t be too hard on yourself. You escaped me 

once. That’s more than anyone else has ever managed.” 

“Forgive me if I don’t take too much comfort in that 

right now.”  

“I can forgive you that. I can forgive you a lot of 

things. It’s not my forgiveness that matters. If you 

remember, I really do like you. You seem like a really nice 

guy.” 

“Right. But a job is a job.” 

“Exactly. Though, speaking of nice guys, when I was 

trying to run you down, I found at least three of your old 

offshore accounts that had been drained completely. At first I 

thought you were living lavishly up here. Drugs, or women 

or what have you. I traced the money, hoping to find a lead. 

You know what I found? Of course you do. All the funds 

were given to charity.” 

“That’s right.” 

“Was that some attempt to redeem yourself? Were 

you hoping if you did enough good, you’d get more leniency 

when I eventually caught you again?” 

“No. I did that so I could give something back to a 

world I caused so much destruction in.” 

“So you gave up everything to do what you thought 

was the right thing?” 

“I never said I gave up everything.” Just then, Vera 

walked up from behind James.  
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“Hey. How’s it going?” She leaned down to give him 

a quick kiss. “I didn’t know you were meeting anyone else 

here.” 

“Neither did I…” 

“Are you going to introduce me?” 

“Why not? Vera, this gentleman is…” He wondered 

if he should actually introduce him as ‘ShadowWolf.’  

“Scott.” The man extended his hand. 

“…Scott. And Scott, this is my wonderful fiancé 

Vera.” 

“Pleased to meet you, Vera. James, you didn’t tell me 

anything about this.” 

“Pardon me. It’s not exactly the kind of thing you 

share with people such as yourself.” Vera was confused, and 

intuition was telling her that this wasn’t at all the friendly 

scene it seemed to be when she walked up.  

“What’s going on here? Who is he, really?” 

“Well…really?” He looked over at the bounty hunter. 

James didn’t know if he was the kind of man who would try 

and hurt Vera, if she knew who he was. He didn’t think so. 

He always revered the man as being someone with integrity, 

which is hard to come by in those circles. “Really, this man 

is a bounty hunter. THE bounty hunter, actually. I told you 

about him once. He goes by the name ShadowWolf.” 

“Oh…” 

“And he’s here…to kill me, actually.” 

“What? No…Why?” The words came as a shock to 

her, and for a second, she wasn’t sure if it was a joke or not. 

The look in James’ eyes told her it was serious.  

“Apparently, there are some people back in the good 

old US of A who think I aught to be dealt with.” 

“But that’s all in the past. You’ve changed. Tell him 

you’ve changed.” James turned his head to ShadowWolf, 

and looked him in the eyes.  
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“I’ve changed.” The hunter snorted.  

“Changing your name hardly means you’re a 

different person. And, unfortunately, donating money to 

charities doesn’t free you of your crimes. I’ve already told 

you, I wish I didn’t have to do it. Aside from liking you, I 

think yours is the only book I’ve read in a long time that I 

actually liked.” 

“How dare you!” Vera was enraged. It confused the 

bounty hunter a little. 

“Pardon me?” 

“How dare you just sit there, talking to him and 

complimenting him as though you don’t plan on killing him. 

How can you be so cold? How can you be so stupid? If you 

actually read his book, if you paid attention, then you know 

how he feels about the things he’s done. He’s been trying for 

as long as I’ve known him to get away from the things he’s 

done, and try and do something right in the world to make up 

for it. If you looked into him so much, then tell me 

something about what he’s doing now. Tell me about the 

businesses he runs.” 

“I’m sorry, I really didn’t look too deeply into any of 

that.” 

“Exactly! So how can you pretend to know the kind 

of man he is? You don’t know about his publishing house. 

Or his club. Do you know that every book he publishes is 

about finding a better world? Every one. He only chooses the 

books that involve tolerance, and making more out of life 

than money, and every one has some kind of positive 

message. And in his club? He gives kids who have never 

played before a chance to find a public. If they’re good 

enough, he actually fronts the money, and helps them find a 

label. And he gives fifteen percent of every cent he makes to 

charity, and that doesn’t include and of those donations he 
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made with any of that old money, or any of the funds he 

starts now.” 

“Look, Vera, it’s not…” 

“Shut the hell up, because I’m not finished yet! 

That’s just what he’s done here, and for people he doesn’t 

know. Have you ever once looked into any of the families of 

the people he killed before? He keeps track of all of them. 

He had a huge scrapbook he keeps, of every single one of 

them, and he makes sure that they’re okay. Most of them got 

enough money out of the life insurance policies to be fine. 

But the ones that didn’t? They get surprise donations from 

anonymous help funds. But you didn’t know that, did you? 

No. Because you didn’t bother to check. You thought you’d 

just swing in here, and do what you’re told, and be a hero. 

We’ll, he’s not just some name on a contract, and he’s not 

some faceless symbol of those deaths. He’s a real person. He 

has friends, and he means something. I love him, and he’s 

done nothing but try his best to make me happy, to make my 

dreams come true, since we met. I never actually thought I 

would get my own clothes line before, but now I just got 

back from making a deal with a new distributor. I thought I 

would be too poor to see Europe, and now I live in one of the 

nicest places in Berlin. If you don’t care about anything he’s 

done for all those people out there he doesn’t even know, 

then think about what he means to me. Because he is my 

entire world, and I’ll tell you something else…” She took a 

step towards the bounty hunter, and gritted her teeth to fight 

the urge to hit him. “…if you kill him now, you better kill 

me too, because if you don’t I swear to God and Christ and 

anyone who will listen, that I will spend the rest of my life 

making sure you pay for what you did. I will hunt you down, 

and I wont kill you. No, I’ll take you, and I’ll torture you. 

Every single day. I’ll even hire a doctor to have on hand, too, 

to keep you alive, so you can stay and endure years and years 
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of pain and anguish, until there’s nothing left of you to hurt, 

and you finally die. Because if you think he was bad back 

when he was a professional, you twisted bastard, then you 

wait and see what I become when you take him from me.” 

She stared at him, with an anger, a pure hatred, hot enough to 

melt steel. In all the years James dealt with people who were 

full of anger, he had never seen anyone’s eyes burn so 

brightly. And he had never in his entire life seen anyone 

stand to strongly. He loved her more than ever in that instant. 

She was going to get herself killed, but he couldn’t help but 

love her, for the passion, and the spirit, that she had.  

“Whew. That’s…quite a lot to think about, isn’t it?” 

Shadow sat silently for a long time, thinking. Not once did 

Vera take her eyes off of him, or unclench her fists, and not 

once did the fire in her eyes even flicker. James looked back 

and forth between the two of them. He felt almost as though 

he had disappeared from the entire equation. He was just an 

observer, and he had no idea what would happen. His sweet 

Vera looked ready to tear the bounty hunter limb from limb, 

but he knew the reputation of the hunter. He had never felt 

suspense like that in his entire life. Then, as if he reached a 

decision, the hunter suddenly reached into his jacket, and 

pulled out a handgun. Vera exploded. 

“You fucking coward…!” She lunged at the hunter. 

James threw both arms around her, to hold her back. It was 

like fighting a rabid wolverine, but he managed to get her 

back beside him. He held her with one arm, and reached the 

other to grab the hunter, to try and reason with him.  

“Look, you don’t really want to do this. You know it 

isn’t right.” The hunter reached back into his jacket, and 

pulled out a silencer. He started to screw it on, still 

determined.  

“You don’t know what I want to do.” Vera struggled 

in James’ grasp, and tried to take another lunge.  
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“No!” Her cry came out more like a vicious growl 

than a word. It took all of James’ strength to keep her back. 

When he had her more under control again, he turned back to 

the bounty hunter.  

“Can you at least just promise me you wont hurt 

her?” He couldn’t stand the thought of Vera getting hurt for 

something he had done in his past.  

“James, you know I don’t make promises.” He raised 

the gun, and looked down the sights. Vera yelled again, and 

pulled one of James’ arms off her. He pulled the trigger. 

There was the muffled, silencer sound of a gunshot, and a 

crack.  

 
 

Nobody moved. The entire park froze. Everyone was 

suddenly too terrified to even look down. Slowly, in the 

edges of the park, mothers picked up their children, and crept 

away. Like a chain reaction, all the people in the park ran 

off. James, Vera, and the bounty hunter were still frozen. 

The bounty hunter was the first to move. He put his gun back 

in its holster. James looked over at Vera. She seemed fine, 

there were no bullet wounds. She was examining him the 

same way. They both seemed to be unharmed. But then, who 

was shot? The hunter kneeled down, and picked something 

up, from in a small pile of dust and concrete shards. It looked 

like a small pebble. He took James’ hand, and opened it, 

setting the tiny object in his palm.  

“Keep that, as a reminder.” He stood up.  

“A reminder of what?” James was confused.  

“A reminder of the day James Hudson was killed.” 
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“I don’t get it.” Vera had recovered enough to talk. 

“I was sent to find James Hudson, and make sure that 

he was dead. I tracked down every apartment, pseudonym, 

and bank account James Hudson had, and all are gone. It’s 

clear to me, from meeting the both of you, that James 

Hudson is truly gone as well. So, I will bring the shell casing 

back, and I will tell my clients that James Hudson is dead. 

As far as this world is concerned, he is no more.” 

“What does that mean for us?” Vera was still addled, 

and a little confused.  

“What it means for you is that you are free. No more 

looking over your shoulders, no more running. You are free 

to go wherever you please, and do whatever you want. There 

isn’t a soul left who will be looking for you now.” He 

brushed off his jacket. “And now, I will say goodbye to the 

both of you. I wish you both luck.” He turned and started to 

walk away. James called after him. 

“Hey! Is your name really Scott?” The bounty hunter 

turned. 

“Why?” 

“Just a question.” 

“Yeah. It is.” 

“Well, then, Scott, it’s nice to have met you. And 

thank you.”  

“You’re more than welcome, James Whitmore. It’s 

nice to have met you, as well.” And he walked over a small 

hill. That was the last time James would ever see him again, 

and the last time someone from his previous life would come 

back to haunt him. He looked down at the tiny thing in his 

hand. It was the bullet from the gun. The bullet that killed 

James Hudson. 
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The next two months passed quickly. James had the 

bullet dipped in silver, and to this day wears it around his 

neck. It makes a good reminder that he left behind all the 

things of his past for a bright new future. Vera and James 

had a beautiful wedding. Her dress was better than anything 

he had ever imagined. It was simple, and graceful, and 

embroidered with glittering stars. The fabric flowed over her 

like a liquid. James designed his own suit, just to give her a 

surprise of her own. It had a fairly gothic design, with tails, 

and long flaps of fabric, hanging down. They looked 

unbelievably happy, standing there together. It was a fairly 

small ceremony, mostly just new friends they met since their 

move. Some of Vera’s family were there, as were Peter’s. 

Peter was James’ best man. Vera’s best friend, growing up, 

had just gone through some hard times with an ex-boyfriend, 

and was looking for a change. Vera and James flew her out, 
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to be Vera’s maid of honor, and after some talking, they 

decided she should stay in the city.  

After the wedding, most of the guests had to return 

home. Vera’s family went back to their hotel, so they could 

catch an early flight back. They were very happy for their 

daughter, but a little uneasy leaving their jobs for too long 

without planning ahead first, and they couldn’t afford to miss 

more unplanned work. He made them promise to come back 

for a visit, as soon as they could accept some hospitality. Her 

father told him to expect them in a few months, as soon as 

they could get some time off work, and plan a little better. 

Peter’s daughters had to go back to school, too, so they went 

back with their mother. Peter agreed to stay a while longer. 

Vera’s friend, Maria, had to go back and pack up her things. 

She would be back in a few days, to stay. Left on their own, 

Vera, James, and Peter decided to go out to dinner together. 

A little celebration of all the fortune they had found. For the 

first time they were back together, able to be worry free. It 

was a wonderful night, full of laughter, and jokes.  

“So, what was your name again? Midnight Ice? Were 

you watching the weather channel a lot?” Vera was laughing, 

hearing some of the details of James’ undercover work.  

“Hey, now! Be fair, I was in a bar when I came up 

with it, I wasn’t expecting to need to give him a name. It was 

the best I could come up with, and I was probably at least a 

little drunk at the time. Try it sometime. After a few beers, a 

few shots, Midnight Ice starts to sound pretty cool.” 

“I…No, I still can’t see it.” She and Peter burst into 

laughter again. 

“Alright, fine. What do you expect, I was like 

eighteen at the time. Should have asked Scott, I’m sure he’d 

appreciate what it’s like…” 

“Scott?” Peter didn’t catch the name from hearing the 

story about the bullet. 
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“Yeah…ShadowWolf! Bounty hunter by day, 

Dungeon Master by night.” Vera hadn’t laughed so hard in a 

while. James loved seeing her so happy, he found himself 

again captivated by her voice. Peter was watching him, 

smiling himself. He couldn’t think of anyone who deserved 

happiness more.  

“You were right, Pete.” James spoke to his friend, but 

never took his eyes off his new bride.  

“That’s odd. What about?”  

“I followed my heart. And it wasn’t easy, there were 

times I thought I wasn’t going to make it. But I followed my 

heart, every day, and it let me to a wonderful place. I 

couldn’t be any happier. And this time, nothing can take it 

away from me.”  

Vera smiled, and looked at James. She leaned across 

the table, to kiss him, and nearly set part of her dress on fire 

on a candle. It was time for them to say goodnight to their 

good friend, and head back to their condo. It had been a long 

day, with much to talk about alone, and even more to 

celebrate. James smiled at the thought. He had never wanted 

anything more.  
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