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The Beginning

“Tim, your place is going
to be robbed tonight,” said the voice on the phone.

“What,” said Tim. He stood
at the bar of his pub while Charlie, his head cook, walked through
the door connecting the area behind the bar to the kitchen. “What
do you mean my place is going to be robbed?”

“Just that,” said the
voice. “You owe me money, and I’ve been patient. If you’re not
going to pay me, then I’m going to take your booze.”

Tim recognized the voice now. After saying
“Hello” and the shock of the first words coming over the receiver,
he wasn’t sure who he was talking to, but now he did. It was an
associate of his, a silent partner in his establishment Maybe’s Bar
and Grill. Tim had worked for this man while he was in college, and
it was this man who helped him establish his own bar. The only
setback was Tim was now part of Mickey Russo’s web of “organized
business,” as Mickey liked to call it.

“Mickey,” Tim spoke into
the receiver as Charlie made himself look busy behind the bar.
“What are you talking about? I’m up to date with all my payments
except one, and they’re paying me this weekend.”

“This weekend isn’t the due
date,” said Mickey. His voice sounded like scraping gravel, a
lifetime of drinking, partying, and smoking cigars scarring his
vocal chords. “You know the deal, and this isn’t the first time
this has happened. You’ve been late for the past few months, and
I’m getting tired of letting things slide with you.”

“If it’s all about the
money I can give you that until my guy pay me,” said Tim. “I was
merely waiting on them so I can hand it over without causing any
problems for myself.”

“Hold on a sec,” said
Mickey. He cleared his throat and made a sound as though he hocked
up and spat out a ball of phlegm. “You mean to tell me that you
have the money to pay me, but you decided to not pay me
instead.”

“Not exactly,” said Tim. He
looked over at Charlie and noticed him sneaking shots of Rumple
Minze while he eavesdropped. Tim pointed at him and motioned for
Charlie to cut it out and get back to the kitchen. In dramatic
fashion Charlie raised his hands in apology and walked back through
the door.

“Not exactly,” repeated
Mickey.

“I try not to mix my
business with the others,” said Tim. “You know that.”

“I don’t care,” said
Mickey. “I’m not running your business, or the businesses you
manage for me under our little branch of the tree. I’m asking for
my money, which you have and aren’t handing over. And the thing is,
this isn’t the first time you’ve done this, but it’s the last time
I’m going to let you slide. It’s time to pay, Tim. So, your place
is going to be robbed tonight.”

Tim let the words sink in. It was true, he
could pay Mickey the share normally allotted to him, Tim had plenty
of money saved up over the years, but as simple as that seemed it
was more complicated. As a member of Mickey’s web Tim, like other
bar owners in the area associated with Mickey, had their own silent
partnerships with other businesses who needed help getting started,
or making payroll, or a multitude of financial needs. In exchange
for money, or security, or even services entrepreneurs repaid their
“loan” with a few percentage points of their profit each month with
no expiration date in sight. This is what Mickey encouraged, and
this is what Mickey’s “boys” did. What bothered Tim was Mickey’s
reaction to Tim’s predicament. Mickey, even though he was a hard
ass he was fair, and all about keeping the books to any, and all,
business ventures legal. He, and all of his associates, paid their
taxes and reported their earnings. Sometimes, however, a business
would suffer a strange mishap such as a fire, stolen merchandise,
missing shipments, and so on. As a result of such crimes, police
reports would be filed, insurance claims would be made, and
payments that were not available suddenly found their way to
Mickey. It was a pyramid of money coming in from the vast facets of
Monroe city businesses slowly making its journey to one man. The
web also worked as a cyclical flow of bureaucracy as one
entrepreneur relied on others until the only new money entering the
system came from the unknowing and unconcerned citizens of the
area. In Tim’s situation one of his silent partnerships was late,
but they were habitually late and Mickey knew this, but never
raised a fuss.

“Look, I’ll just come over
right now and settle this,” said Tim. “There’s no reason for all
this drama.”

“Drama?” said Mickey.
“There’s no drama. Even if you do come by and pay me in full, your
place is still getting robbed tonight.”

“Why?” said Tim.

“Because the order’s been
given,” said Mickey. “The play has been set and is already in
motion.”

“Wait,” said Tim. He could
tell something was going on, but he wasn’t sure what it was,
especially for Mickey to call and let him know what he was planning
on doing. “Why are you telling me this?”

“I just thought I’d do the
right thing and give you a heads up.”

“But there’s a problem with
this,” said Tim.

“I don’t think so,” said
Mickey.

“Forgive me here Mickey,”
said Tim, as he began he realized how the quiet in his bar felt
like another presence making it more obvious that Charlie was
listening in on the conversation. “David, God rest his soul, isn’t
around anymore and he was your main guy to do something like
this.”

“That’s true,” said Mickey,
“but I’ve got somebody real special. I call him ‘The
Kid.’”

“The Kid?” said Tim. “What
make’s him so special?”

“He has skills I think
would be useful,” said Mickey. “He’s got raw talent, and we have
similar interest. I feel like this is someone I could really
mentor.”

“Similar interests?
Mentor?” said Tim. “Who is it? This town is only so
big.”

“You don’t know him,” said
Mickey.

“Try me,” said Tim. “You’ve
told me this much so far, you might as well paint me the whole
picture.”

“OK hotshot,” said Mickey.
“The Kid, as I like to call him, is Desmond.”

“Desmond?” repeated Tim.
“You don’t mean Jim Reid’s son?”

“The very same.”

“I thought you two split
the sheets after his wife died,” said Tim. “I was under the
impression he was out of the organization.”

“He is,” said Mickey, his
anger flaring up slightly. “And that’s my business, not
yours.”

“I understand that,” said
Tim. “I’m not prying but I don’t think Jim would be too happy about
his son working for you.”

“That’s not your problem,”
said Mickey. “Besides, he’s someone who needs a little guidance and
I’m the one to help the kid out.”

“So you’re going to have
Jim Reid’s son rob my place?” said Tim. “Because of one payment
that I can handle in 20 minutes?”

“You got it,” said
Mickey.

“What if I stop this so
called robbery?” said Tim.

“If you want to stop it,
that’s your prerogative,” said Mickey. “I’m just letting you know
what’s hitting you so I don’t have to hear your whining tomorrow.
You want to stop it? Go ahead. You want to call the cops and get
The Kid thrown in jail? That’s on you. Regardless of what you do,
I’m getting my money one way or the other.”

The phone clicked loud in Tim’s ear and he
stared at the receiver a moment before returning it to its cradle.
He was still a bit taken aback by the whole conversation, as
strange as it was, but he was sure he wasn’t letting anyone rob his
place. Siting on the stool closest to the phone he decided to not
make the payment as promised. If what Mickey said was true, there
was no point in paying since the robbery was set to happen. At the
very least he could stop Desmond, call his dad, and let Jim handle
the boy. Tim’s head began to swim at the complexity of the whole
vicious cycle he was envisioning with all the players involved. He
shook his head hard trying to rid the feeling from his mind as
Charlie re-entered the bar.


“What’s the plan boss?” he said. “I need to call a
couple of guys to keep an eye out, make sure nobody comes in guns a
blazing?”

“No,” said Tim. “No need
for that.”

“But…”

“No buts,” interrupted Tim.
“I know Mickey. He’s not going to send someone in here to do a
stickup. He’ll have this Kid do the deed after we’re
closed.”

“So, what do you want to
do?” said Charlie.

“There’s nothing to do,”
said Tim. “I’m going to let it happen.”

“You’re what?” said
Charlie.

“Yeah,” said Tim. “I’m
going to let the kid come in and do his job, but I’ll be waiting
for him. I’ll catch him and turn him loose on his dad. Then I’ll
pay Mickey what I owe him, and all will be right in the
world.”

“If you say so,” said
Charlie.

“I do,” said Tim. “That’s
how it’s going to go. Now get back to work. I’m docking you for
those shots I saw you take.”


 


The night went by as any other night at
Maybe’s Bar and Grill, except for Tim’s paranoia. He served his
clientele with a watchful eye on incoming and out going patrons not
sure what he was looking for. In one instance he thought he saw
Desmond and his brother Sean, but taking a second look proved
unfruitful. He knew he was being unreasonable with himself in
thinking Des would come while there was a crowd. He knew Mickey had
always sought out his retribution with an air of the boogeyman.

That was what David was. David had been with
Mickey as far back as Tim could remember. Though they had no
visible dealings with each other, their relationship was covert in
the sense that David handled situations Mickey need not be involved
as to maintain an alibi, appearance, whatever. It was David who was
the enforcer, or angel of death, to Mickey’s kingdom. But, David
was now gone. Some time after the accident with Desmond’s mother,
where David plowed over her with his van while half drunk, David
committed suicide. It was Mickey who found him with his throat slit
in David’s house that night a few weeks ago. Of all the ways to
die, David went out bloody and violent, much like his entire life
had been. And now, Desmond is filling in David’s shoes? The irony
continued to make Tim’s head swim anytime he thought of it, the
tragedy of it all. Tim even felt anger at this new bit of knowledge
regarding Mickey’s interest in Desmond. It bothered him not only
because Desmond was still in high school, but that Desmond’s father
had worked so hard to separate himself from the organization only
to have his oldest son fall in to Mickey’s grasp. All the other bar
owners in town under Mickey’s control knew what Jim was trying to
do, but Jim had not been disrespectful about his move for
independence. He was honest with Mickey, and the others, about his
purpose. He saved money to buy out Mickey’s share. If what Tim knew
was to be true, Jim had finally accomplished his goal, but it was
the price of his wife’s life that sealed the transaction. Any other
business man or woman seeking out of Mickey’s control would be
granted with smiles as money changed hands only to have some
terrible fate befall the business after their transaction was
completed. Their business would catch fire, or vandalized, or any
number of terrible fates would befall the owners making their
beloved business die. Jim’s fate, it was rumored, was to be the
death of his business by fire, but the accident happened instead,
and Jim became the only former associate of Mickey Russo to keep
his business.

The last customer had finally exited, the
grill and all the materials utilized by the cooking staff cleaned,
and the place swept. Charlie waited by the bar to find out what his
boss’s plan was to be for the remainder of the evening. Tim shook
his head when he saw Charlie waiting for him.

“What are you still doing
here?” Tim said.

“I’m here for you,” said
Charlie. “I don’t know what you’re planning, but I’m here to
help.”

“That’s nice,” said Tim,
“but I think I can handle a 16 year old kid.”

“I don’t know about that,”
said Charlie. “You seen some of them high school kids recently?
Especially the football players, they’re built like brick shit
houses.”

“It’s all right,” said Tim.
“I know this kid. He’s not a bad guy, just going through a lot here
lately with his mother dying and all.”

“So what are you going to
do?”

“I’m not entirely sure,
just yet,” said Tim. “I figure I’d make some coffee and hang around
until he showed up. Then, I’d call his dad and let him handle it
from there.”

“Huh,” replied Charlie.
“I’m not so sure. What if he brings a crew with him?”

“Then I’ll get out of the
way, and let them take everything,” said Tim. “And I’ll go see
Mickey tomorrow, give him his money, get back my stuff, and all
will be good.”

“So you’re just going to
sit here and wait for them to walk through the front door?” said
Charlie.

“I don’t think they’ll be
so polite,” said Tim.

“You know what I mean,”
replied Charlie.

“No,” said Tim, “I know
what you mean. I parked my car across the street over there in the
shadows and I’ll wait for them there. I figure they’re going to
need a pickup to haul all this stuff out of here and there are only
three doors in the entire place. The front is too out in the open,
the side door is right against a six foot high wooden fence, and
the back door. The back door, as you know doesn’t have much room
either, but it’s accessible to the side of the house where the
parking lot is. It’s not unusual for a cop to see a random car in
the parking lot of a bar.”

“But there’s no cars out
there right now,” said Charlie.

“I know that,” said Tim.
“I’m going to wait for them to show up, go in, and take it from
there.”

“Are you sure you don’t
want me to hang around?” said Charlie.

“I’m sure,” said Tim. “Go
home.”


 


Maybe

He locked the back door once he convinced
Charlie to leave, counted, and recounted, the money from the
registers, and took inventory of his stock of booze behind the bar.
From there he went to one of the back rooms he converted into a
cooler for the majority of his supply of beer. Inside the room sat
cases of beer organized by brand, an ice machine, and a safe. He
turned the combination, opened the safe, and placed his money and
inventory sheet inside. After he closed the door of the metal box
he wondered if he should take the night’s haul with him in and not
leave it for Desmond to take. Tim decided to leave the money. The
safe was large, and heavy, enough that it took more than just a few
people to move the gargantuan relic. Plus, Tim was sure Desmond,
and whomever he brought with him (most likely his younger brother
Sean) wouldn’t get that far in cleaning him out. He turned out all
the lights of his business, walked to the front door and stepped
outside. He gazed up and down the street, looking for out of place
shadows, suspicious cars parked down the street, anything that
looked out of place. Nothing. With nothing more to look or listen
for he made his way across the street.

Tim gave himself a mental pat on the back
for having the idea to park his car in the shadows of the lot
across the way from Maybe’s. He sat between the Peeking Restaurant
and an old white house now housing a hair salon on the first floor.
The spot provided plenty of cover to keep him concealed, as well as
a full on view of the business. In his car, Tim sat and waited. The
view of the business was almost straight on. It provided enough of
a vantage point to spot if anyone came in or out of the back door,
and thus far nothing appeared to have changed. The bar and grill
was an old garden district home of Monroe. The original purpose of
the building long since abandoned was transformed into a business
years ago when Tim bought the building with the help of Mickey. Tim
was a year out of college with not much to show for his efforts
when he decided he wanted to open a bar. It seemed natural to him
since he worked for Mickey as a bartender, bouncer, door collector,
and bar back during his university days. He saw what type of money
came through this form of business, as well as the money that
politely never got reported on tax forms. After leaving Mickey’s
Saloon upon graduating Tim tried his luck at banking only to find
his heart not in the monotonous day job. Upon visiting his old
employer for beers with friends Mickey pulled him aside to
talk.

“How’s My Guy,” Mickey
said. It was common knowledge most, if not all, of Mickey’s
employees were unofficially assigned nicknames. Normally when
someone earned the moniker “Numb Nuts,” or “Shit for Brains,”
employees knew that worker’s days were numbered. “My Guy,” was
Tim’s sobriquet.

“I’m hanging in there,”
replied Tim.

“Good,” said Mickey. “The
bank treating you OK?”

“Not bad,” said Tim. “It’s
not like running a bar.”

“Oh?” said Mickey. “How do
you mean?”

This started the conversation of Tim’s
unhappiness with the “real world,” and his desire to get back to
what he did while in college. Mickey’s smile seemed almost knowing
of Tim’s dilemma as though it were all a part of Mickey’s plan. It
was Mickey who knew of a small house on the market in the garden
district. That he wouldn’t be any real competition to Mickey since
the place was across town and closer to the river.

“I don’t have the kind of
money it takes to start up a place like that,” said Tim.

“I thought you were a
banker?” said Mickey. “Borrow the damn money.”

“I don’t know,” said Tim.
“I’d have to convert the house to make it work.”

“I’ve seen the house, it
wouldn’t take much,” Mickey said. “The actual kitchen is in the
back. You’d have to get new stuff in there, but it’s got everything
you need as far as connections. As far as the rest of the house,
you’d probably have to knock down one, maybe two walls. The rooms
are big and open into each other. You’d have to put in a bar,
tables, chairs, and stools, and I think you could be up in no
time.”

“Maybe,” said
Tim.

“Say yes to the maybes,”
Mickey said. “If you say no then they’ll become the might have
beens.”

Over the next several months the property
was purchased, house remodeled to fit the needs of the business,
and ready for opening with the help of Mickey Russo. In completing
this feat Tim found himself a decent businessman when it came to
running his own place, and the newest member of Mickey’s flock.


 


The Middle

The pain was searing through him as the
pressure seemed to grow with each passing second. Tim squirmed in
his 1985 Ford Taurus as he searched for any type of container he
could find in the back seat floorboards. The only item he found was
an old Styrofoam coffee cup with the bottom crushed out of it. He
wasn’t sure just how long he sat in his car having forgotten to
check the clock when he locked up. The first time he remembered
looking at his watch it was 1:30 a.m.

“It’s been at least three
hours,” Tim said to the empty car.

Even though Maybe’s was technically a bar,
Tim decided to always close the doors at midnight. He thought this
would offer him the chance to go out and party with friends after
closing up his own business. This practice was soon abandoned, but
closing the bar at midnight stayed in effect. He liked the idea of
getting home earlier than 3 a.m. It also afforded him the
opportunity of managing business, personal or professional, while
the rest of the waking world was conducting itself in its usual 8
to 5 workday.

The thermos of coffee he prepared before
closing down the bar was empty, but even with Tim’s condition he
was not willing to return the processed remains of the liquid to
the container.

“I could piss in this
thing,” he said to the thermos, “go outside the car and risk being
seen, or go into the bar.”

A minute went by as he contemplated his
choices. He unbuttoned his jeans in hope of relief that did not
come. His brow was glistened with sweat. The lower part of his
abdomen swelled as he leaned his seat back as far as he would
allow. He cursed as he felt a few drops dampend his underwear and
jeans as he grabbed his groin. Unable to hold it any longer he
opened the car door and sprinted toward his business with his keys
held firm in one hand, his crotch in the other. As he crossed the
street he felt a few more drops dampen the already wet area and
knew he would not make it inside. Instead of fumbling with keys,
fumbling for lights, making his way through an obstacles of chairs
and tables to get to the restroom he headed for the back of the
building. His pants already unzipped and behind his place of
business in the darkness he let loose the fickle stream of urine.
He forced himself to be quiet as tears formed in his eyes as he
relished in the relief while the rest of his body began to relax.
Moments before he zipped up, he listened for any sound coming from
inside only to be fooled by his own breathing. He returned to his
car to retrieve a small Louisville Slugger he kept in his trunk.
Making his way back across the street with the bat in his hand he
began to psyche himself up for whatever could be inside.

Was it possible they came in through the
side door, he thought. Maybe they saw him earlier and were waiting
for him to leave. Maybe, they saw him across the street and called
the whole thing off. Maybe they were waiting for this very moment
to sneak up behind him and knock him out cold so they could do
their job. At this thought Tim stopped a few feet from the door and
turned quickly. Nothing.

“A whole lot of maybes,” he
said to no one.

 

He opened the front door, stepped inside,
and closed the door as quietly he could. Crouching down in the
corner Tim waited for his eyes to adjust while listening for the
slightest noise. He only heard his own breathing, which he was
trying to control. Ten minutes past, before his legs cramped to the
point where he needed to stand. As he stood both knees popped. He
cringed at the sound and reprieve this brought remaining motionless
a few moments more. He stepped slowly into the main room gazing
through the shadows. He could make out certain objects, and areas,
but nothing much more. He could see the bar, but not past it. He
could see most of the tables and chairs, but not in the dark
corners where most of them sat. Reaching over with his left hand he
felt around for the light switch, found it, and clicked it on. The
first places he looked were the dark corners in hopes of flushing
out any would be hiders to his seeking. Again, he found nothing. He
sighed in relief having felt that if someone were there, then he
would have a fight on his hands. He walked to the bar, placed the
bat on the surface, and took in what was before him. Without
thinking he turned and walked to the cooler in the back. He opened
the door, stood in the doorway as he flipped on the light and
appraised the situation. He headed for the safe with a sinking
feeling in his gut. Tim’s hands shook as he dialed in the
combination. When he reached the final number and turned the handle
with it’s familiar click he swung open the door. He reached in and
pulled out a piece of folded paper and read the note scribbled on
it.

“Son of a bitch,” he said.
Tim returned to the bar and opened all the coolers inspecting the
contents. He opened the cash register and found a similar note like
he found in the safe. He grabbed the receiver of the phone. For a
slight moment Tim wasn’t sure if he was going to make a phone call
or beat the telephone into the bar until it splintered into a
thousand pieces. His emotions raged with stuttering inconsistency
as one moment brought on rage while the next he wanted to burst out
laughing. He absently dialed in the number with the hand still
holding the notes. On the fourth ring there was a sleepy hello said
from the other end of the line.

“Well,” said Tim, “You did
it. You got it all.”

“What?” said the man. “Who
is this?”

“It’s ‘Your Guy,’” said
Tim. “You know him?”

“Oh yeah,” said Mickey “How
is My Guy? I take it not too good since I’m getting a phone call
from you at this hour.”

“You’re God damn right,”
said Tim. “I’ve spent the entire night at my bar waiting for
Desmond to show up.”

“And how did that go for
you?” said Mickey. “He ever show?”

“I don’t know how the hell
he did it, but no. I haven’t seen him.”

“That’s too bad,” said
Mickey. “Because you owe me money.”

“Fuck you,” said Tim. “I’m
coming to your place to get my booze, and my money.”

“What?” said Mickey. “Hold
on a second, I thought you said he didn’t show. You said you’ve
been there all night. Why the hell are you even calling
me?”

“Because you have all my
shit you heartless bastard.”

“I do?”

“God damn it Mickey,” said
Tim. “Don’t play dumb with me.”

“I’m not you dumb shit,” he
said. “Just tell me what the hell is going on. You say you’ve been
there all night, then you say all your shit is gone. How the hell
am I supposed to keep up? Just calm your ass down and talk to
me.”

Tim took in a deep breath before he
continued. “When you called me earlier I decided to stick around
and wait for Desmond.”

“Uh huh,” said
Mickey.

“So I parked my car across
the street and camped out in there while I watched the place. I
figured they would need a truck of some type to move my stock so I
figured I’d wait for them to pull up and I’d pop in and scare the
shit out of them.”

“And?” said
Mickey.

“And, no one ever showed,”
said Tim. “So I decided I’d have a look around since it was four
fucking thirty in the morning, and I come inside and look
around.”

“And?”

“And, everything is fucking
gone.”

“Everything?” said
Mickey.

“My cooler is empty,” said
Tim. “All my liquor is gone, money in the registers and safe. Hell,
the fuckers even took all my napkins, straws, and plastic shot
glasses. The only thing I have is a note that says ‘Paid in Full.’
What the fuck are you laughing at?”

“I’m sorry,” said Mickey.
“It’s just funny.”

“Well it’s not,” said Tim.
“I told you I’d pay you, but you’re the one who brought this on.
Now you have it all and I’m fucked.”

“You’re not fucked,” said
Mickey. “Go home and get some rest.”

“How the hell am I supposed
to do that?”

“Just quit your bitching,”
said Mickey. “There’s no reason for you to stick around, all your
shit is gone, so go home and get some rest. I’ll track down Desmond
and get him to put everything back. But Tim…”

“Yeah?”

“You come to me sometime
today so we can settle up and put this thing behind us.”

“Fine,” said Tim and hung
up the phone. He walked around the bar again taking in its bare
shelves, let out a bellowing grunt of disgust and searched the rest
of the building looking for any clues Desmond would have left
behind. Other than the note and vacancy of booze, the place looked
normal. Unsatisfied with his detective work he walked out the door
he entered minutes before. He locked the door, walked over to his
car, got in, started it, and drove off.

Inside Maybes Bar and Grill the sound of a
door opening came from somewhere in the back followed by footsteps
heading toward the front of the building toward the bar. The
swinging door behind the bar opened and Desmond stepped out like he
belonged there, sipping a beer in the darkness. He picked up the
phone and dialed a phone number.

“I figured you were looking
for me,” Desmond said to the man on the other end of the line. “I’m
not sure how I feel about being set up like this
Mickey.”

“Ah, kid,” Mickey said,
“you can call this a test. That’s all.”

“Uh huh,” said Desmond.
“Well as you know, I have everything of your boys. What do you want
me to do with it?”

“Where are you?” said
Mickey.

“Does it matter?” replied
Desmond.

“I suppose not,” said
Mickey. “How did you get everything out of Tim’s place without him
noticing?”

“I guess that’s for me to
know and you not to know,” said Desmond.

Mickey chuckled before responding. “You know
kid, I think we’re going to do well together.”

“Maybe,” said Desmond, “as
long as you’re not giving everyone a heads up before I do my
job.”

“Like I said kid this was a
little test. I wanted to see how you did under
pressure.”

“Well, I have everything,
and then some,” said Desmond. “The question is what do you want me
to do with it?”

“Put it all back the way
you found it,” said Mickey. “Then come see me today around noon at
the office.”

“At your bar?” said
Desmond.

“Yes, at the
saloon.”

“OK,” said Desmond. “See
you then,” and hung up the phone.

Desmond took another pull off the beer in
his hand and sighed. He was tired. He was irritated, and now he had
to put everything back.

“Yo Des,” said a voice from
the back of the house.

“What is it Sean?” said
Desmond.

“What’s the
deal?”

“The deal is we put
everything back.”

“What the fuck?” said
Sean.

“I know,” said Desmond to
his younger brother.

“This has to be the
stupidest thing I’ve ever done,” said Sean.

“Just shut the hell up,”
Desmond said through the opened door by the bar. “You’ll get paid
just like me, now get to work. I’ve got to break back into the
safe. Once I’ve done that I’ll help you with the rest.”

“We’re putting back the
money too?” said Sean.

“Did I fucking stutter? I
said we’re putting everything back. Now get to work.”


 


Tim’s Conclusion

He toweled off the water from the shower.
When he got home he decided to get the night’s funk off of him
before trying to rest. Even now, he contemplated the mystery of how
Desmond was able to get everything out of the bar without being
noticed.

“I know I didn’t fall
asleep,” he said.

He pulled on some pajama pants and a Maybe’s
T-Shirt, then lie in the bed with his arm draped over his head and
eyes blocking out any light.

“How the hell did he do
it?” he said to the empty air of his two-bedroom house.

Twenty minutes went by, then another thirty,
and sleep escaped him. He rolled over in bed until he decided to
try sleeping in his recliner. More time went by with the same
result. Maybe it was the coffee, maybe it was the shock from what
he found. Either way, he couldn’t sleep. As the morning light began
to seep into the world, Tim decided to go back to his bar and take
another look around. Maybe he missed something.

He sat up in his chair, looked at the clock
and saw it said 6:30 a.m. He put on his house slippers, retrieved
his wallet and keys, left his house and drove back to his bar a few
blocks away. He pulled in and noticed the bare parking lot, the
empty look of the house, and noticed the faded appearance of the
paint.

“I’m going to need to vinyl
side this place,” he said to no one.

At the front entrance he slid his key into
the lock and sighed. His exhaustion was starting to sink in from
the lack of sleep. He decided to come back to see if he could find
more clues as well as to see if there was anything else he missed
that may have been taken. He unlocked the door and shuffled inside.
When it closed behind him the sound of the door gave him a jump. He
rubbed his eyes and refocused his gaze behind the bar. He saw the
outline of bottles against the back wall as though they had never
been missing. As he stepped closer to the bar, he could see that
everything that had once been gone along the shelves was back.

“What the fuck?” he
said.

He made his way around the bar and checked
the coolers. It was completely stocked as though he were ready for
the next day’s business. Tim made his way to the cooler and found
the same result. Everything that had been gone was now magically
back. The contents of the safe had also returned with another note.
“Full Refund,” it said. He walked around in a daze taking note the
items previously missing now resting in their usual homes as though
they never left. He went back behind the bar to close the coolers
when he noticed two empty Bud Light bottles sitting on the bar, ten
dollars sitting under them with another note. He picked up the note
and read aloud.

“Thanks for the beers,” Tim
read. “Have a nice day.”


 


The After

“So how did you two do it,”
Mickey said between puffs of his cigar. The office inside Mickey’s
Saloon was cramped, littered with papers, and reeked of cigar smoke
with the hint of soured whiskey. Mickey sat in his chair sporting
his usual uniform of button up Hawaiian shirt and khaki shorts. The
brothers sat across the desk from Mickey stifling coughs while
trying to control their eyes from watering.

“I told you,” said Desmond.
He looked over at his brother who sat wide-eyed as though he had
been called into the principle’s office. Desmond nudged him in
attempts to change his brother’s obvious shock. “That’s for me to
know, and you not to know.”

Mickey let out a gravelly laugh. The small
room continued to fill with smoke as he took another puff. “I’ll
tell you what, I’ll tell you something you want to know if you tell
me how you did it.”

Desmond contemplated the offer and looked at
his brother who stared blankly back.

“So what’s it going to be?”
said Mickey.

“Sean, step outside. I’ll
meet you in the truck,” Desmond said.

Sean rose, shook Mickey’s hand, and did as
he was told. Desmond waited to speak until he was sure Sean was far
enough away.

“Why did you murder David
Hahn?” said Desmond.

“I don’t know what you’re
talking about,” said Mickey.

“You can cut the shit
Mickey,” said Desmond. “You forget that I was sitting right across
the table from him when you slit his throat.”

Mickey shifted in his seat. Desmond could
tell the old man didn’t want to relive, or talk about, that
night.

“You forget how you put a
revolver on the table before he got there?” said Desmond. “It’s
kind of a funny thing what you did. If I would have grabbed that
gun, and pulled the trigger he probably would have still pissed
himself. But, I could tell something was off. So as much as I
wanted to, I didn’t pick up that gun. Instead, David comes in to
see me. Then you make him pick up the gun and put it to his head.
You made it sound like that was what he owed me, like that was what
he owed everyone. So he pulled the trigger, and the gun went click
and, he pissed and cried all over himself. What was all that for?
Was that to show me something? Then you cut his throat, and I have
to watch this guy bleed to death while you tell me to sit down. So
why did you kill him? Why wouldn’t you let me kill him? He killed
my mother. Why wouldn’t you let me do that?”

Mickey sat silent for a moment before he
cleared his throat and extinguished his cigar. “I did what I did
because I know getting revenge doesn’t solve anything. I’ve had
that experience. It only makes that hole inside you bigger. No
matter what you do, it only grows. I hadn’t seen the shit you have
at your age. You actually watching your mother die like that…
Seeing her get run over and… Nobody should have to go through that.
I did what I did because I wanted you to know that justice was
done. David was my guy. I’d known him for longer than you and your
brother have been alive. What he did… Even though it was an
accident… He had to pay for his sins, just like I will when it’s my
time. But I did what I did, so you could move on. You may be a
little wet behind the ears to know why I did what I did, but you’ll
figure it out one day.”

“Uh huh,” said
Desmond.

“I’m telling you this
because you asked. You deserve an answer. But, from this day
forward I don’t want to ever discuss this again.”

“Understood,” said Desmond.
The answer wasn’t satisfactory, but Desmond realized any answer
would not suffice. He wanted David Hahn dead, and Desmond wanted to
be the one controlling the situation in David’s suffering. Mickey
took that away from him, but, at the same time, Mickey freed him
from the obsession David had become for Desmond.

Mickey let out a sigh, and said, “So, how
did you manage to get the booze out of Tim’s joint?”

“I didn’t,” said
Desmond.

“Do tell,” said
Mickey.

“I knew he was on edge. I
could tell from the looks of him that something was bothering him
when Sean and I first got there earlier in the night. Then he stuck
around. I heard him talking with his guy about how you tipped him
off, and I have to say I was pissed. But, I figured if I couldn’t
do the job last night, I’d raid the place when he thought the coast
was clear. I was afraid he was going to sit in the bar all night,
but he ended up parking across the street staking out the place. So
we took the stuff and waited for him to leave.”

“But, where did you put the
stuff?” said Mickey.

“That was the genius part,”
said Desmond. “The great thing about having a business in a home,
or what used to be a home, is there are areas seldom used and less
often thought about. Sean and I hid out in the attic. When he set
up in his car we climbed down. Originally we were going to do this,
then one of us would have fetched the truck so we could load up
everything, but that was out of the plans for the moment. So, we
did the next best thing. We gathered up all his stuff and put it in
the attic. This way, our job was done in Tim’s eyes. Sean and I
would come back later and gather up the loot when it was safe, but
when he called you… Well, what was the point after that? Job’s
done, message sent, and my so-called test was passed. Putting
everything back was simple since we didn’t have to worry about
being seen.”

“Ha,” laughed Mickey as he
slapped the table. “Now that’s fucking genius.”

“So, I have one last
question,” said Desmond. Mickey’s laughter waned off. “When do I
get paid?”

Mickey opened a drawer in his desk and
retrieved a wad of bills and slid it across the desk, which Desmond
picked up. “Just like we agreed,” said Mickey.

“So, what’s the next job
you need done?” said Desmond.

Mickey grinned like the devil as though
something were falling into plan. “Nothing now,” he said, “but soon
enough I’ll give you a call.”
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