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“What are you doing here?” 

 The blond woman in the red bathrobe sounded genuinely surprised. Good. 

 “Can I come in, Trudy? Please,” I whispered, opening the makeshift bandage from my arm, showing 

her my wound and the blood. “I don’t feel too well.” 

 She looked confused, also a little wary. For a second or two she was battling what to do, then, “Sure, 

of course, Gary. Come on in, come on in. My God, what has happened to you?” 

 With that she ushered me in and closed the door quickly behind me. Probably worried neighbors 

might see me. Well, the fucked-up car on the sideway might give a hint. Or the mashed-up body on 

Cain Street 35, Apartment 22. Fingerprints and DNA are a bitch. Not that I would say anything to her 

about any of that. No sir. Stay silent as long as possible. And, above all, stay collected. 

 I thumped down on the sofa—still the same, my sore body told me, not without a certain sense of 

satisfaction. 

 I removed the cloth around the arm. It was almost soaked through now. I handed it to her. 

 “Trudy, dear—do you by any chance have…” I trailed off. Coughed. Blood. 

 You think you’re a man, huh? You think you can handle me, just because you are older now, larger, huh? 

 Fuck. I knew it had been a bad idea going to that apartment. Bad, bad idea. But I had to. 

 She hurried out to the bathroom. I saw light turn on out there. 

 My head swam. 

 I decided to lie down a little bit. A little while couldn’t hurt. 

 Aw, fuck, my back also hurt. 

 Yeah, of course. What part of my body didn’t hurt right now? 

 I flexed my jaws. 

 Yeah, the gums too. 

 “I only have white towels left that are clean.” 

 She was standing there, a worried look on her face. The confused look was still there too. 

Understandable. 

 I tore the towels out of her hands. 

“Like I give a fuck,” I whispered, almost croaked, tasting my blood. Clumsily I sat upright again, 

started to wrap a towel around my arm. 

“Have something I can tie it with?” 

Her hand reached her hair—she was thinking—and then she ran to the bedroom, the door to the 

right of the bathroom. Both rooms adjacent to the living room where I was sitting, well, half sitting, 

half lying down. 

My eyes caught the moonlight illuminating the floor in front of me. A trail all the way to the door. 

Half sitting or half lying—I was sure fully bleeding. 

Fuck, this was no good. No good at all. 



“Forgive me, Father, for I have sinned.” “Of course you have, my son—come here. Bend down here. Pray with me.” 

The eyes swimming in ancient glee, a predator luring in the raw meat. The shaking hand reaching out… 

She returned. Handed me some rope. Jute. 

A tiny smile crossed my lips. I gazed at her, took the rope. 

“Same old kinks, eh?” 

“Not your fucking business, Gary. Not anymore.” 

She was blushing and unconsciously she pulled her bathrobe tighter. But not before I’d gotten a fine 

glimpse of her sagging right breast. Six years might have been gone, and the years showed on her face 

and body, but it was still a fine body, fine breasts. Made to stir the life in any man if he was at least half 

alive. 

Like me. I might fast be heading toward the category of one-third alive but right now I could still 

appreciate the aesthetics of a woman. I admitted to myself, though, that I didn’t have the energy 

anymore to do more than appreciate. 

A shame. I always loved the feel of her skin. 

She crossed her arms. An angry look surfaced. I remembered that look. Oh boy, did I remember 

that look. 

“Gary Fry Hanson—AKA Son-of-a-bitch-leaving-with-my-hardfuckingearned-money—what in 

God’s name gave you the bright idea to turn up on my doorstep in the middle of the night,” she 

started, her voice rising, “bleeding all over and looking worse than a dog’s vomit?” 

That she said with disgust. 

Can’t say I blame her. 

I raised my good arm. (Well, best of the arms.) “I can explain, baby—” 

“Explain? Explain? Do you think you can explain this away? Haha, like you explained why you had 

sex with Ronda—and Mandy—and Scarlett Pussy—” (She always hated Scarlett, even before I 

accidentally humped Scarlett’s naked pussy on a couple of warm summer nights.) 

She went off in one of her famous rants. 

Even if I wanted to I couldn’t focus, couldn’t listen, let alone really explain anything. 

I didn’t even try. 

Spots of light danced before my eyes, a sound of angry wasps approached fast. 

“What are you doing here?” 

I groaned. 

 “Can I come in, Father?” 

She said something, tried to reach me. 

The reverent tone pleased him. Of course it did. It always had. 

Inside everything was danker, more like a faded photograph than ever, if that was possible. Six years is a long time. 

Even longer when every day since has been like wading through muddy waters; you needed to remind yourself to breathe, 

stand tall, and to pretend that everything was all right—even to the women who seemed to buzz around you like flies to 

shit. Especially to the women. Show them what a marvelous man you were. 

Until they didn’t move any more. 

Then it was time to move on. Different town, different county, different state. But really just a matter of same shit, 

different day. 

That’s why he decided to return. Not on the sixth day, but on the sixth year. 

Seemed appropriate, although he couldn’t tell exactly why, in case anyone would ever bother to ask him. 



It was a necessity, if he were ever to be a free man, ever to be able to live among the living again. His gut feeling told 

him that; so that’s what he acted on. Like an animal. 

“Hello—Gary? You’re scaring me. Shall I call anyone?” 

A floating voice somewhere in the corner of the shadowy walls. The boy batted it away like another fly. 

The walls were littered with crucifixes. Same arrangement as always. They were like nailed to the walls, part of a 

bizarre tapestry. There was no pretense, no small talk. They just sat in silence. The large man with the cold eyes on the 

creaking sofa and the boy on the uncomfortable chair, distanced by the antique table strewn with stained plastic plates and 

cups, dirty notebooks and stacks of esoteric religious books. 

“Gary. Fry.” The contempt was ill hidden, the eyes small slits, hard. The man didn’t acknowledge shared last name. 

It stung. For the best, in the end, sure, but the boy still bowed his head. “Ass fried out there,” the patriarch sneered 

derisively, and pointed in the general of the draped window, “out there in the filthy world?” 

“Forgive me, Father,” the boy whispered, tears starting to run, “for I have sinned.” 

“Of course you have, my son—come here. Bend down here. Pray with me.” 

Someone was shaking me, something wet landed on my face. 

The eyes were swimming in ancient glee, a predator again luring in the raw meat. The shaking hand reached out, 

touching the boy’s shoulder. “Bend over, boy, touch the ground with your head. Yes, just like that, just like old times. 

When things were right. Pray and together we will—” 

He almost forgot, in the strangeness of being home again. The grownup had given him something. The shadow behind 

him was growing, blocking out any light except for the odd reflections in the crucifixes with a forgiving son staring down on 

the sinners—the boy’s pants were pulled down, the sound of a zipper—the boy reached in his jacket, felt the metal, felt 

hope— 

“Get the fuck off me. Get. The fuck. Off me!” 

He wanted to scream at the top of his lungs but it all came out a hoarse, desperate whisper. 

His movement came as a surprise and they rolled on the floor, a jumble of flesh, bone and dirt. 

Snarling, spitting, blood pumping, bitter biting, and wounds tearing their skin the father and son battled, rattling 

furniture and walls, and at some point the momentum of a push pulled them apart, landing several feet away from each 

other. 

Between them, right between them, was the gun. 

“You think you’re a man, huh? You think you can handle me, just because you are older now, larger, huh?” 

“Gary? Gary? What are you doing?” The scream sounded almost female. For a second the boy was confused, and 

tilted his head, trying to comprehend. Then he saw the Father’s flesh transmute. It bulged and a stink of fart escaped its 

earthly confinement. Out came the grinning Devil he knew so well, oh so very well. He had to react fast—and both 

creatures jumped to get the weapon. 

They crashed into each other. 

“Gary, noooooooo!” 

A punch on the jaw sent the creature flying back, hitting the wall hard. 

The boy was no longer a boy, he was a man—no, it was more than that. He was an avenging Angel, confronting the 

Devil, finally fighting the monster that had broken so many dreams, killed so much life. 

“Like I said, I have sinned—father.” It was still a whisper but it reached the beast’s ears just fine. The lack of 

reverence was not lost to the beast, and its face fast drained of blood. It was shrinking in size. 

“Watch—watch how you’re talking to—” 

Desperate sobbing. “What—what—?” 



“Oh shut the fuck up.” The Angel took a step forward, stopped and took off its pants completely. It took its time 

folding them neatly and placing them on top of a book pile. “You watch it. Father.” The whisper was a beastly sneer. 

The Angel started to move toward the pity creature. It saw him as he was now, an old, tired man, deflated and worthless. 

“I have sinned, oh yes, I have sinned. Every night and every day I have killed you. Over and over again.” It loomed over 

the creature. “Because of you every relationship I have had was destined to wither and die. Because of you I had to leave 

six years ago; I had to leave the one woman I could truly connect to. The love of my life. Yes, you know who—Trudy.” 

Someone tried to say something through sobs and coughing blood. Irritated, the Angel batted it away. 

Tears were streaming down, blending with the blood on the floor. 

“Or I would kill that too. Kill her. All because of you!” Power surged through the Angel. “Now it is time for you to 

pray.” 

The Angel reached down. 

The gleam returned to the Devil’s eyes. 

There was a gleam in the weapon in his shaking, old hand. The gun. 

“I’ll see you in Hell first—Son!” 

In excruciating pain I cried and landed on the floor. Next to me was the woman I’d never thought I 

would see again. The one who meant the most. The one who survived. Her hair was no longer blond, 

the bathrobe more red than when she opened the door. And her breasts and thighs were wide open, 

inviting in spite of the blood spattered over them. And the bite marks. 

My hand feebly massaged my jaw, an electric shock coursed through the gums. Ah. 

Trudy’s hands were pointing a smoking gun my way. Ah, that explained the fresh pain, the fresh 

blood leaving me. 

As my life started to fade for good our eyes met. And I saw the question. Why? 

This was not how it was supposed to end. But at least it would all end with me. 

“I love you,” I whispered. 

 


