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About The Washington Pastime 
In 2010 a study from Central Connecticut State University found that the Washington DC 
Metropolitan area was the most well read urban area in the United States. But Washington, DC 
did not have a professional literary magazine representing its stake in contemporary American 
literature. The Washington Pastime was founded as an electronic and print publication based in 
Washington, DC committed to publishing the best in literary and genre fiction. 
 
Legal 
All rights revert back to authors upon publication. That is, each written work remains the 
copyrighted property of its creator. 
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Letter from the Editor 
This marks the first issue of The Washington Pastime, and I could not be happier with the 
penmanship that has gone into making this possible. I want to be the first to thank the authors 
that have contributed their work for the August 2011 Issue. It is my pleasure to have their work 
featured here. Get ready to look into the mind of a psych patient, blast through Miami on a 
motorcycle, and race to save those you love after an under-the-table deal goes terribly wrong. 
And much, much more! 
 
Many of you will notice major changes in our website. We have added an Archive, a Contests 
page, a Promising Young Author page, and updated our Submissions page. We have enhanced 
our Support Us page, included links to our Facebook and Twitter sites and, most importantly, 
we have added the Author’s Resource. There is too much to talk about here. But I wanted to 
draw attention to two of these new functions. 
 
I understand the hard work that authors put into their writing. I know about the research, the 
editing, the scrutiny, and the joys of going from a blank piece of paper to a published work. 
However, many authors do not have a good resource to supplement their writing talent. Enter 
the Author’s Resource. In this area of The Washington Pastime website, you will find new 
article collections on fiction writing, the publishing industry, and how to get published. These 
article collections will be updated regularly with new material for aspiring authors.   
 
On the Contests page, we are now accepting submissions for The Washington Pastime Literary 
Prize. We encourage authors to take part in this contest, as you could be the winner of up to a 
$500 prize; and could be published in both our magazine and The Washington Pastime 
Collections anthology. For more information, please see page 34 or visit us online. 
 
The Washington Pastime thanks you for your support, and encourages you to donate on our 
Support Us page so we can continue to provide for the quality writing you desire, and the high-
level professionals you deserve.  
 
Please enjoy our August 2011 Issue, and please come back to see us.  

 
 

Paul Karaffa 
Editor-in-Chief 
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Remember Mars 
6*"$,*$()"*#"+,(&'!(A@+),?!G9*+79'!
!

"I don't remember what I ate for 
breakfast, but I remember every detail of our 
trip to Mars," Abraham said, grinning, "That 
was a golden age in America." 

Children sat in a semi-circle around the 
old man, their wide eyes studying him. 

"We hiked along the rim of Valles 
Marineris, the largest canyon in the solar 
system. I collected rock samples--" Abraham 
cupped his hand and shook it up and down. "I 
held a clump of rock in my hand, billions of 
years old. It looked like orange clay." 

The children listened in silence, as if any 
sound might break the magic of his storytelling.  

Abraham leaned forward and whispered, 
"Did you know that on Mars you weigh less 
than half of what you do here on Earth?" 

A girl with pigtails blurted out, 
"Really?" 

Abraham nodded. "And you don't really 
walk, you sort of bounce across the surface." He 
wiggled his fingers, moving his hand through 
the air as he spoke, "It's a magical place."  

The pig-tailed girl gazed up at him, her 
chin resting in her palm.  

"And you know what else?" Abraham 
threw his arms in the air. "It's cold! On Mars 
you need a suit to stay warm." 

The girl jumped up. "I want to go! Let's 
go!" 

Another child, smacking gum, scoffed. 
"Nobody goes there, stupid. He's lying." 

Abraham smiled at the boy; he shook his 
fist like he was rolling dice, then fanned out his 
fingers--an old coin with an eagle on the face 
appeared in his hand.  

Some of the children gasped. 
Abraham tapped his temple. 

"Imagination is like magic, with it we can go 
anywhere or do anything--" 

"That's just a dumb trick," the gum-
chewing boy said. "And you're lying about 
Mars."  

The girl with pigtails squealed, "He is 
not!" 

Luli Chang, distracted from her E-

reader, strolled over. "What's all the fuss 
about?" She put her hand on the back of 
Abraham's wheelchair. "Are you telling tall tales 
again, Abe?"  

"Of course not. It's all true!" 
Luli rubbed his shoulder. "Abe likes to 

tease," she said to the children. "Everybody 
knows the Americans never went to Mars. 
Those landings were a mockup during the space 
race." 

The girl with pigtails cocked her head. 
"What's a 'mockup'?" 

"It means they played a trick on 
everybody." 

The gum-chewing boy smirked. "See? I 
told you he was lying." 

"He is not!" 
A cacophony of small voices filled the 

room.  
Abraham reclined, his face beaming.  
Luli clapped her hands. "Hush!" She 

patted the air in a downward motion and 
whispered, "Abe appreciates your visits but 
others are sleeping in their rooms. We must 
remember to keep our voices low." She glanced 
at her watch. "And it's time to get back to 
school." 

The children groaned. They zipped into 
their cold-suits and a teacher's aide began 
leading them outside. A shuttle waited near the 
door. 

 The girl with pigtails smiled at 
Abraham as she shuffled by. He winked and 
flipped the coin into the air. Her eyes widened 
and she caught it, grinning.  

 
After the children left Luli wheeled 

Abraham back to his room. Two beds with 
metal rails on the sides sat horizontal to a single 
square window. Diego, Abraham's roommate, 
lay in the bed closest to the door, snoring. 

Luli touched Diego's arm and he turned 
his head toward her, his eyelids struggling to 
open.  

"Hello, sexy," he said, his voice raspy. 
"Want to give an old man a good time?" 

"You couldn't keep up with me, Honey." 
A boy in yellow scrubs pushed a food 

cart into the room.   
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"Lunchtime," Luli said, removing two 

bowls and placing them in front of the old men.  
Abraham grimaced. He pulled a deck of 

cards out of his shirt and shuffled them. 
"What's wrong now, Abe?" Luli said, 

"Diego likes it." 
"I'm tired of rice mush."  
"This is barbecued pork flavor. I thought 

you liked that?"  
"I ate enough baby food when I was an 

astronaut. Bring me a hotdog!" 
Luli rolled her eyes. "Don't be difficult, 

Honey. You can't swallow solid food anymore."  
"Hell, I'd like a hotdog too!" Diego said. 

He rubbed his bald head with a wrinkled hand. 
"Doesn't anybody remember real American 
food? I'm sick of noodles and rice!" 

"Now ya got Diego riled up!" Luli said, 
"You two calm down and eat your lunch. When 
I get back I expect to see it gone." She smoothed 
out a crease in her uniform and sashayed out.  

Diego fidgeted with his teeth and they 
fell onto his tray. He mumbled something. 

Abraham glanced up over his cards. 
"What? I can't understand you." 

Diego groped at the dentures and 
mashed them into his mouth. "I said I'd give up 
my eyesight for a pepperoni pizza!" 

"That's not a bargain, you're half blind 
already!" 

They chuckled.  
Abraham practiced a card trick while 

Diego ate.  
Luli strolled in later. 
"You didn't finish your food," she said to 

Abraham.  
"Not hungry." 
"You need the calories, Abe. You don't 

want to be tube fed. Remember last time."  
Abraham grinned. "Want to see my 

latest trick?" He fanned out his cards. "Pick 
one."  

"Not another trick, Honey. The only 
magic I want to see is you making your food 
disappear." 

"They say a man's appetite is the first to 
go," Abraham said, tossing his cards down. "I 
wanted to talk to you about final 

arrangements—" 
"Abe, I don't have time--" 
"I want to be buried. It doesn't have to be 

anything fancy, just shove my carcass in the 
ground." 

Luli sighed. "You know we can't do 
that." She massaged his neck. "This talk isn't 
good for you, you've got many years left." 

"I don't want my body stuck in an oven," 
Abraham continued, "My wife was buried the 
old fashioned way and so were all my relatives. 
We were Catholic." 

"There are too many people now. If we 
buried the dead there wouldn't be room for the 
living." 

"Because of my service I was supposed 
to be interred in Arlington--"  

"Fine, I'll see what I can do," Luli said. 
"Now don't worry yourself about this anymore. 
Nurses' orders."  

Abraham forced a smile and scooped up 
his cards. 

Luli turned her attention to Diego. He 
snored, his chin bobbing against his bib.  

Luli nudged him and he jerked awake. 
"What?" he said glancing around, 

"Who's there?"  
Luli folded her arms. "Where did you 

get that?"  
"Huh? Get what?" 
Luli snatched a flag out of a vase on his 

nightstand. "This! The inspector is coming this 
week, do you want to get us all in trouble?" 

"I earned my stripes in the war, I have 
the right to display Old Glory!" 

"You lost the war," she said, frowning. 
"Look, I'll let you have it back after the 
inspection--"  

"Tell them I need a new wheelchair," 
Abraham said. 

She cut her eyes at him. "Oh sure. 
They'll get right on that. Right after they 
upgrade me to level-one housing." 

"When I was an astronaut--" 
"'When I was an astronaut'," she 

mimicked.  
Abraham lowered his eyes. 
"You were never an astronaut, Abe," she 



!

© Copyright 2011, The Washington Pastime, LLC. All rights reserved.!

^!
said, sighing. "The only mission you had to 
Mars was in your mind. We get tired of hearing 
about it."  

"If Abe wants to believe he went to 
Mars," Diego whispered, "let him." 

Luli groaned. "You guys are going to get 
me in trouble." She paced out of the room with 
the crumpled flag in her fist. 

 
*** 

 
Abraham woke early the next day, put 

on his finest clothes, and scooted into his 
wheelchair. He then remembered it was 
Saturday. The children didn't come on the 
weekends.  

He rolled over to the insulated window 
and squinted into the morning sunshine. Spiked-
green turf covered the ground with patches of 
imitation flowers along the wall. A pseudo-tree 
loomed just outside. Abraham remembered real 
trees. They used to be everywhere.  

The sun bathed the plastic yard 
decorations in furnace-like heat, and the filter on 
the window gave everything a fuzzy orange 
glow. The color reminded him of Mars. 

"But it wasn't hot on Mars--" he stopped 
mid-sentence, realizing he spoke the thought out 
loud. He glanced back at Diego. His old friend 
continued to snore, his mouth agape.  

Abraham gazed back outside. He studied 
the fake tree with its umbrella of green plastic 
leaves. His wife was buried under a tall leafy 
Oak. He had picked the spot out for her. A 
comfortable spot to sleep forever, he thought, 
under the shade of a tree--  

 A metallic clank echoed into the room, 
like a large valve shutting off. 

Abraham swiveled his wheelchair and 
examined the ceiling; a string of yarn hung 
stagnant from the air duct. It usually fluttered 
like a banner in the simulated breeze.  

The ding-ding-ding of an alarm sounded. 
Diego twitched awake, gripping the 

sides of his bed. "What the hell--"  
"The climate control went out again," 

Abraham said. 
"We're gonna die!"  
"We'll be fine. They always get it fixed." 

Diego's hands began to shake; his 
thumbs curled into his fists. "What if the power 
went out! What if--" 

"Relax. You'll hyperventilate."  
Diego tried to nod. His face contorted. 

"But it's hot already," he complained. "Every 
year it gets worse." 

"I know." 
The alarm went silent.  
They heard shouts and the shuffling of 

staff running down the hall, their shoes making 
clippity-clop horse trots over the tile.  

Luli stopped by their door, hesitated, and 
hustled off.  

They waited. 
Abraham pulled off his shirt. It was 

soaked with sweat. He wiped his face with the 
back of his arm and noticed Diego struggling to 
get his pants off. 

"Keep them on," Abraham said, flashing 
a watered-down smile. "I'm overheated, do you 
want to make me vomit too?"  

Diego ignored him and wiggled his pants 
down to his ankles. He leaned over and tried to 
lift his legs.  

Luli scurried in. She wore a cold-suit 
and held two bottles of electrolyte-H2O.   

"Drink this," she said as she handed 
them each one. 

Diego tore off the cap and gulped down 
the liquid. Abraham sipped his. 

"Bad luck today," she said. "The power 
grid for the city overloaded and our backup 
generator has been rerouted to the greenhouses." 
She clenched her jaw. "The idiots downtown 
didn't bother warning us."  

 "Cold-suits?" Abraham asked. 
 "Cutbacks. We don't have enough for 

everybody," she said. "We're triaging what we 
have, the neediest patients getting them first." 
She patted Diego's arm. "You're on the list." She 
gazed back to Abraham. "I'm sorry, Abe. I'd 
give you mine if they'd let me." 

Abraham raised his hands and smiled. "I 
can hack it. I went through worse in basic 
training. We once spent two weeks in Death 
Valley--" 

"Get in bed and don't move around. 
Drink your water." She hugged him. "I'll be 
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back to check on you. They said we'll have 
power back soon, so don't worry!"  

Abraham mock-saluted. 
Luli lifted Diego, sliding him into his 

wheelchair. "We need to get that suit on you."  
Diego brushed his hand over Abraham's 

knee as Luli wheeled him by. "Good luck, 
buddy," he said. 

Abraham nodded.  
And waited.    

  
Waves of heat marched into the room 

like an invisible army. Abraham's lungs burned 
with each inhale. He gazed out the window, 
trying to keep his mind focused. Would he ever 
see the kids again? He liked telling them about 
his trip. When he was gone nobody would be 
left alive who had been to Mars.  

He closed his eyes and remembered the 
landing, the first steps on alien soil, and of 
course the planting of the flag. His head lolled 
against his shoulder and he travelled even 
farther back.  

Flashes filled his mind like an old movie 
reel: of him playing football with his friends 
outside during summer vacation, when summer 
was still a good thing. And the beach. The cool 
breezes and cold ocean waves. He remembered 
picnics and ants and ice cream. He 
remembered— 

He woke up. How long had he been out? 
Hours? It was hotter now and breathing took 
more effort. He licked his lips and felt cracks in 
them. His tongue felt dry and numb. 

Where was Luli? He tried to call out but 
there was no sound. He felt his head nodding 
forward, his eyelids creeping shut, and he 
chomped on his lip. If he went to sleep again he 
wouldn't wake up. 

He fumbled for his water and drank. The 
precious liquid seemed to sweat out of him 
instantly. In this heat he knew he wouldn't last 
long. 

"But I won't leave without a fight," he 
whispered, his voice cracking, "Mars will 
protect me." 

 He clutched the wheels on his chair, the 
rubber around them mostly worn to the metal, 

and rolled up against the closet door. Sweat 
dribbled into his eyes, stinging, and he wiped it 
away. He slid the closet door open and squinted 
into the darkness.  

An old cow-leather bowling bag sat 
tucked into the corner, covered with an afghan 
his wife had knitted. The bag was a gift from 
her too, ages ago. Cows only existed in climate-
controlled zoos now. The nurses who admitted 
him hadn't realized the bag's value, and they 
were too busy to look inside. What was inside 
was priceless. 

He tried to push the chair into the closet 
but it wedged into the opening, the right wheel 
catching on the wall. He unfastened his safety 
belt and the latch caught on his colostomy bag; 
it ripped open, seeping foul-smelling liquid. 

"Sorry, Luli," he croaked. 
He pushed himself up, his hands 

trembling and clutching the handles on the 
chair. His left arm wavered and he fell forward 
into the closet; there was a snap as he hit the 
floor and he felt a stab in his side. He rubbed his 
stomach, feeling ribs poking against the skin. 
The medic on Mars could patch that up. 

The tile burned like ceramic fire. He 
held the wall, pulling his torso further in. His 
old muscles flexed and stretched with the effort. 
This would make a good geriatric obstacle 
course, he thought and smirked.  

He pushed further in and felt another 
crack in his belly. Luli was right. He should 
have taken his calcium pills. 

The bag sat in the corner, still out of 
reach.  

He wormed toward it.  
Closer now. 
He wiggled in further; the cracked ribs 

bobbed with the effort and the pain shot through 
his spine and he almost lost consciousness. He 
lowered his head, allowing the blood to return. 
Too close to give up now.  

He stretched his arm and wiggled his 
fingers. The bag was just a fingernail away. 

He scooted in more, wedging his knee 
against the wall and using it as leverage; the 
effort caused one of the broken ribs to stab into 
his lung.  
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 He groped for the bag, clutching the 

handle in his fist, and cradled it like a baby as he 
rolled into a sitting posture. 

Made it. 
He stared down at the treasure, almost 

afraid to look inside and find it empty. The 
leather was cracked in places and worn near the 
handle from years of bowling. Those were good 
times.  

He smiled and unzipped it. 
The black sheen of a visor reflected his 

haggard image. He studied it, remembering 
when the helmet had been issued to him, and 
then carefully maneuvered it out. 

He traced his fingers over the material, 
recognizing every scratch and dent. The blue 
picture of the solar system, stamped on the side, 
was faded. With his forefinger he outlined the 
letters on the tip of the visor; they were worn 
from age and one letter was completely 
scratched off. It read, "ASA".  

He elevated the helmet, like a King 
lifting his crown, and fitted it over his head. The 
foam inside muffled the sounds of the world and 
the visor gave everything an orange tint.  

He no longer felt the heat. The pain in 
his side vanished. He wasn't thirsty. He closed 
his eyes and remembered better times. He 
remembered Mars. 

 
*** 

 
The inspector, a short man with a 

pointed nose and calloused hands, folded his 
arms and frowned. He surveyed the room, the 
empty wheelchair, the brown liquid mess that 
seeped from the closet, and shook his head like 
a parent disapproving of a naughty child. He 
glanced up at the vent--a string fluttered in the 
cool air. 

Luli stood behind him, her head lowered 
and her hands clasped together. 

The man pushed his glasses up the ridge 
of his nose. "Where is he?"   

"Beg your pardon, I don't know, sir. I am 
responsible. I should have checked on him--" 

"He couldn't have left the room on his 
own!" The inspector kneeled, glanced under the 
beds, then stood and straightened his uniform. 

"Check the closet. I'm not going near that mess." 
Luli scurried over to the wheelchair and 

pushed it away. She squeezed into the closet, 
pushing through the clothes and ducking inside. 
An empty helmet sat in the corner. She picked it 
up and carried it out. 

"I found this," she said, the helmet 
balanced in her hands. "It's wet inside. I think he 
was wearing it. It looks like an astronaut's 
helmet." 

The inspector waved his hand in 
dismissal. "A child's costume." 

She tapped her fingers on the surface. "I 
don't think so, Sir. None of us believed him, but 
he did say he went to Mars--" 

"Nonsense! The senile babblings of an 
old man. The Americans never went to Mars." 
His eyes narrowed and he snatched the helmet 
out of her hands. "Now get this mess cleaned 
up." 

"But, sir--" 
The man smiled and his voice softened. 

"You've done a good job here, Luli. I am going 
to recommend you be assigned to level one 
housing." 

She lowered her eyes. "Thank you, sir." 
"We'll search the building for the body, 

but you won't mention this to anyone." 
"I understand, sir." 
"Good!" He strode out, the helmet 

tucked under his arm. 
Luli strolled over to Abraham's bed and 

sat down. His deck of cards lay strewn across 
the blanket. She picked up the Queen of Spades, 
rotated it in her hand, and noticed dirt had 
gotten under her fingernails. She thought she 
had cleaned it all off. Good thing the inspector 
hadn't noticed. 

The sun began to rise, radiating like a 
giant ember; the rays filtered through the 
window and cast strips of carrot light on the 
wall. The tint reminded her of pictures she had 
seen of Mars.  
 She leaned back and imagined what it 
had been like for Abraham on the red planet. 
She remembered all the stories he had told, 
stories she would now tell the children. She also 
wondered if anyone would notice the mound in 
the yard under the tree.!
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I first met Kevin in a bar. It’s where I meet most 
of my clients. He struck me as an ideal customer 
– quiet, reserved, head-hunched like a turtle. A 
sap, in other words. A man society would 
continue to shit on, but that was okay because 
people like Kevin expected it. Or so I thought. I 
was wrong about that. I thought it’d be easy to 
fleece him – that I would lend him the money 
and be able to bully back twice as much off him 
in the long run, maybe more. I was wrong about 
that, too. 
 My contact told me Kevin had lost his 
wife and kid in a house fire a few years back. 
Poor sap, I thought. No family to threaten, but 
he’d probably be more easy to intimidate. 
 He approached me and coughed, like a 
child before a teacher. I said I’d been expecting 
him, and we shook hands. He shook hands like a 
little girl. 
 “Take a seat,” I said. 
 He thanked me and sat opposite. 
 I’d already taken in everything I needed 
to know from his walk across the bar. He oozed 
helplessness. “I understand you’re having 
money problems.” 
 Kevin’s eyes flitted back and forth, in 
case of ear-wiggers. “I need two grand,” he said. 
“Quickly.” 
 His voice carried some gravel to it, 
which was a surprise I must admit. Not a 
problem, though. “Okay.” 
 “Do you want to know what it’s for?” 
 “No.” 
 He swallowed. “Can you help me?” 
 “Yes.” I’d already decided that before 
we’d sat down. “I’ll bring £2,000 cash to your 
address tomorrow evening. Okay?” 
 “Yes. Yes. Thank you.” He added, “I 
should be able to pay you back by the end of the 
month.” 
 I smiled. “I’ll be in touch.” And don’t 
forget it, boyo. I rose and left the bar, wondering 
how much I’d be able to get out of him, how far 
I could push him. 

   I slept very well that night. 
 

*** 
 
 “Bill, it’s Janine.” 
 My insides dropped. I sighed. “What do 
you want?” 
 “I want you to stop hanging around 
Charlie’s school. I’ve told you before. It 
confuses him.” 
 “He’s my son, Janine.” 
 “Only when it suits you…” 
 I hung up. Janine was such a bitch. Even 
before the divorce. Using our six-year-old as a 
pawn in her little games. ‘Oh, why didn’t you 
come and see him today, Bill, like you said you 
would?’ and ‘Oh, he was waiting by the 
window.’ and ‘Oh, stop trying to turn him 
against me.’ 
 I redid my tie to keep my hands busy.  
 Stupid bitch deserved every smack I gave 
her. And more! 
 It’d been a month since I’d loaned Kevin 
the two grand. A little less than a month, 
actually, but it was good to keep a client on his 
toes. Remind them who’s boss. I’d kept tabs on 
him. Seems our friend Kevin had to buy himself 
out of trouble, by buying into more. 
 I visited him that night. 
 No emotion registered on his face when 
he opened the door to me. He actually welcome 
me into his home, and said, “Can I make you a 
cup of tea?” 
 Perhaps a tactic to try and get me on his 
side. Befriend me. Clients had tried it in the 
past. I charged them extra. “No thanks,” I said. 
“Just my money. The month’s up.” 
 “I still have two days,” Kevin said, 
busying himself with the draining board in the 
kitchen. Outside, a small dog was bouncing 
round the garden. He stopped when he saw me 
and started yapping his ugly head off. 
 I looked away from the dog. “I don’t 
work weekends.” 
 “Oh.” No panic in his voice. That 
annoyed me. “I have most of it,” Kevin said. 
“£1,500.” He got out a tin from a cupboard and 
set it on the table. “I can give you the remaining 
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£500 on Monday.” He withdrew the roll of 
notes and handed them to me. 
 I flicked through them and then stashed 
the cash in my inside pocket. “£500? You owe 
me another two grand, sonny.” 
 “No I don’t. I borrowed £2,000. No 
more.” 
 “The rest is interest, Kev. You know 
what interest is, yes?” He looked confused, and 
I laughed at him. I patted his arm and made for 
the door. “Two grand, Kevin. By the end of next 
week. I guess I don’t need to tell you what 
happens if you don’t have it?” He still looked 
confused. “I get angry,” I said. “You don’t want 
to see me angry, do you? I’ll be in touch.” I 
opened the front door and stepped into the 
darkened street. 
 His voice halted me midway up the 
drive. 
 “I never agreed to that,” he said from the 
doorway. 
 “You didn’t check the small print,” I 
laughed. 
 “We didn’t sign a contract, Mr 
Broadbent, so technically I don’t have to pay 
you back a thing.” 
 My mouth dropped open. 
 “You say you leant me money, I say 
what money. See?” Kevin smiled back. “But I 
am not a thief, Mr Broadbent.” 
 I found my voice enough for a, “Who 
the hell do you think you…” 
 “I will pay you back the £500 I owe you 
on Monday. Have a good weekend.” And he 
shut the door. 
 

*** 
 
 I didn’t have a clue what to do, and that 
made it all the more infuriating. His nerve! A 
part of me wanted to go back and kick Kevin’s 
ass, and I calmed that part of me, quenched the 
fire at my heart. The police didn’t like people 
like me. I had to be careful, and I was always 
careful. 
 I went home and simmered. Cooked 
some pasta. Ate it. Had a think. Kevin needed to 
know I was not to be messed with. He probably 

thought he could handle me. But I could be 
nasty. I had been often enough. 
 I’d make him see. 
 At midnight I returned to his house. The 
security light turned on as I walked up the drive 
to his car, but I didn’t care – I’d be quick. 
 I stuck a note under one wiper: ‘Two 
grand, or next time it’ll be your face.’ Scrawled 
in permanent marker. Perhaps it’d rain, but I 
didn’t care. 
 I flicked up the knife in my hand and 
buried the blade in each of the tires. They hissed 
and flattened. For good measure I trawled a 
scratch down the side of the car as I left. 
 Good, I thought. 
 I smiled and drove away. 
 

*** 
 
 I was out most of Monday, visiting other 
clients, reminding them of their duties, what 
they owed me. I had no patience for their 
excuses or their pleas. Almost exclusively 
middle-aged men, like Kevin. Pussies, the lot of 
them. 
 I returned home in a good mood, and 
found a letter lying on my doormat. I picked it 
up and frowned. 
 Mr Broadbent. 
 No address. No stamp. Whoever had 
sent it had pushed it through my letterbox. I 
stripped it open and felt my heart shudder like a 
struck gong. 
 There was £300 – cash - and also a note. 
The note. The note I’d left under Kevin’s car 
wiper before slashing his tyres. ‘Two grand, or 
next time it’ll be your face’, in permanent 
marker. My writing. Underneath, Kevin had 
written in extremely neat biro: 
 ‘Mr Broadbent, please find enclosed 
your remaining money. £500 - £200 for the 
repairs to my car. We are now quits.’ 
 And then he had signed off with a smiley 
face. 
 I crunched the note, sun-red with rage. 
We are now quits. There was only one 
explanation: Kevin was a lunatic. Losing his 
wife and kid in the fire must have pushed him 
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over the edge, maybe given him a taste for 
masochism. 
 I would go over there and kick his ass. 
 “How does he know where I live?” I 
stopped suddenly. None of my clients knew 
where I lived for obvious reasons. Still, no time 
to worry about that now. Maybe when I’d got 
Kevin pissing blood he’d realised I’m not 
someone to mess with, and then he’d try his 
very best to forget all about me. 
 I hadn’t even taken my shoes off and I 
went out again, adrenaline fermenting, 
expectation rising. 
 I drove to his house. His car sat on the 
drive and had inflated tyres again. I rang the 
bell. This time when he answered I put my foot 
against the doorjamb in case he tried to close me 
out. 
 He just stared at me. “Can I help you, 
Mr. Broadbent?” 
 I pushed him backwards, following him 
into the hall and knocking the door closed 
behind me. 
 “Think you’re funny, do you?” I snarled 
at him. 
 “No. I’ve been told often that I don’t 
have a sense of humour. Why are you holding 
me?” 
  I shoved him and he fell over like a 
Goddamn fairy. Outside I could hear his little 
rat of a dog barking. 
 “I want my money,” I said to him. 
 “I gave you your money,” he whimpered, 
holding up his hands to protect his face. “I saw 
you attack my car so I deducted the bill from 
that last payment…” 
 I kicked him in the gut, and he 
squawked. “I decide what you owe me, not 
you.” Growled it. Skin hot and prickly. Pulse 
throbbing behind my eyes. 
 “Please, Mr Broadbent…” 
 Rushing in my ears. I kicked him again, 
harder. Lips pulled back in a sneer. He started to 
cry, clutching his stomach and rolling on the 
kitchen floor, spit bubbling out of his mouth. 
 Rat-dog scratched at the back door, 
yelping for his fallen master. 
 One last kick. Thwump. His scream. 

 I grinned, panting now. I rolled my 
shoulders, cricked my neck, looked out into the 
lounge. I saw his TV, a flatscreen. Expensive. I 
went in and picked it up under one arm. I 
crossed to the front door and opened it. Kevin 
lay moaning at the end of the hall. 
 I took his TV. “Now we’re quits,” I said. 
 

*** 
 
 Turned out I was right. Kevin was a 
lunatic. But I guess even then it was too late. 
 The next morning I showered as usual, 
went into the bedroom in just a towel, chased by 
tendrils of mist. And that’s when I saw the knife 
impaled in the dresser. Not only that – it was the 
penknife I’d used to scratch his car. I certainly 
hadn’t left it like that. 
 My blood ran cold. I knew who the 
culprit was. Kevin, the babbling pansy I’d left 
curled up and crying on the floor, had broken 
into my house. And not only that – he’d left me 
a message whilst I’d been showering in the next 
room. I hadn’t heard a thing. 
 There was a note impaled by the knife. I 
plucked it out with shaking hands and read: 
‘Don’t start what you can’t finish. I’ve replaced 
my TV.’ Signed smiley face. 
 I was furious, and maybe a little scared, I 
don’t care to admit. The smiley face kept 
smiling at me. I scrunched up the note and 
looked about the room, as if Kevin was still 
here, hiding, waiting to pounce. 
 The room was empty. The lunatic had 
left the building. My heart wouldn’t calm down. 
 Kevin had cleared a space on the dresser 
to impale the note, and I noticed now that a 
photo frame lay face down. I righted it 
immediately and set it in its rightful position – 
my son, Charlie, wearing an Arsenal shirt and 
grinning in the sunshine. This photo had been 
taken some months back now, before the 
divorce. I felt sick to think of Kevin holding it, 
his fingerprints on the glass. Had he held it? 
Looked at it? Studied my son? 
 A shiver danced down my spine. 
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 I unscrunched the note and read it again, 
with the cool air stinging my skin and my head 
clear of the warm shower mist. 
 ‘Don’t start what you can’t finish.’ 
 A threat, definitely. Who the hell does 
this nutjob think he is? I make the threats! 
 And: ‘I’ve replaced my TV.’ Smiley 
face. 
 His TV was in the boot of my car. I 
planned to sell it. 
 “Oh, you bastard.” I ran downstairs, 
holding the towel at my waist, and threw open 
the lounge door. The stand stood empty. My TV 
was gone. 
 

*** 
 
 Steal my TV, will you, eh, you dumb 
bastard? 
 I seethed behind the wheel. My temples 
throbbed. A car pulled out from a side road 
making me brake, and I swore and honked the 
horn. 
 I’d taken ten minutes to dress. Another 
minute to bring in Kevin’s TV from my boot 
and set it on the stand in the lounge. Just a little 
swap? You bugger. You stupid stupid bugger. 
 I pulled up on Kevin’s drive. His car was 
gone, and for a few moments this outraged me 
immensely. Until I realised that was probably 
for the best. Had Kevin been home I would 
probably have killed him. I’d got out my car 
with a baseball bat in my hand, after all. Killing 
him would have put me in a world of shit. 
 I had decided on just smashing a few 
windows and perhaps the porch glazing (and to 
hell with the neighbours) when I heard the dog 
barking. 
 Rat-dog, tethered in the back garden. 
Probably heard me pull up. Heard my breathing. 
Perhaps smelled my rage like vinegar. 
 I went round the back, reaching over and 
sliding the bolt back across the gate. 
 Rat-dog was bouncing on the grass, 
yipping and lapping, all grey-matted fur and 
eyes too big for its head. I knocked the bat 
against my thigh, studying the revolting 
creature. Then I beat it to death, and the yapping 
stopped. 

 
*** 

 
 I’d never felt better. I drove home 
whistling, washed the blood from the bat (and 
my hands) and then ate lunch out. I even tipped 
the waitress. 
 In the afternoon I had a massive 
argument with Janine. I phoned her up and 
explained very calmly what a bitch she was, and 
how I’d never loved her anyway. She started 
crying at some point, and told me she’d never 
let me see Charlie again. I said that was fine by 
me. “Kid’s ugly. He looks like you,” I said. She 
put the phone down. 
 Yes, all in all a very good day. 
 It was about 9 o’clock that night when 
the phone rang. A dark and cloudy night. I 
thought it’d be Janine. 
 “Hello?” I said. 
 “You killed my dog.” Not Janine. The 
bloody nutjob again. Had probably spent the day 
crying, holding his dog’s corpse and rocking it. 
 “I told you I’m not to be messed with, 
Kevin. Now, about my money…” 
 “No, I’m not to be messed with.” His 
voice like that of the Demon in The Exorcist. I 
actually found it more shocking coming out of 
Kevin – poor, weak, blubbering Kevin – than 
out of little Linda Blair. “Turn on your security 
light,” he said. 
 “What?” 
 “Your security light. Turn it on.” 
 “Why?” 
 “Just do it.” 
 Now I was scared. I was shitting-my-
pants scared. I carried the phone to the hall and 
switched on the light. Sitting on the bonnet of 
my car, propped up against the windscreen, was 
a shop mannequin in an Arsenal shirt and a 
butcher’s knife through its heart. 
 “You took away my baby,” Kevin said. 
“Now I’m going to take away yours.” 
 

*** 
 
 Janine didn’t answer. I phoned her 
mobile and then the house phone, driving one 
handed, pedal to the floor. I rang again and 
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again as I burned through the night streets, and I 
began to think Kevin had already killed them – 
that my son and ex-wife were already dead. 
 On the fourth phone call, Janine picked 
up. 
 “Stop phoning me, you bastard,” she 
said, and her voice had never sounded so good. 
She hung up before I could speak, and the next 
time I rang the phone was off the hook. 
 They’re still alive, I told myself. There’s 
still time. 
 I looked at my watch. I don’t know why. 
I had no idea how much of a head start Kevin 
had on me. He could have phoned me from 
outside their house. I didn’t doubt he had their 
address. 
 I ran a red light and got a horn blare for 
my trouble. Perhaps I’d pick up a police tail. 
They’d have to help me then. I’d thought of 
dialling 911, of course, but dismissed it. The 
police wouldn’t take a threat like that seriously 
– they got such reports all the time. They might 
send a patrol car round in an hour or so, but by 
then it’d be too late. And I wasn’t going to 
mention me killing his dog and beating him up 
and stealing his TV and wrecking his car and 
fleecing him. Jeez, no wonder he’s pissed! I 
thought. I didn’t find it funny in the least. 
 It took me twenty minutes to cross town 
and reach the cottage Janine shared with 
Charlie. 
 Kevin’s car was parked outside, scratch 
down the bodywork a white contrail by the 
moonlight. I got out, holding the bat, still tinted 
pink with rat-dog’s blood. I didn’t feel the wind, 
nor the cold. I felt sick. I felt like a wobbly jelly 
man. 
 The front of the house slept in darkness, 
but the side gate was open. I went round the 
back, gripping the bat and ready to swing. 
 The back garden was dark with night, 
though the kitchen light was on. I crept up to the 
window and peered inside, and nearly uncoiled 
harmlessly to the ground. 
 Mr son and ex-wife were tied to two 
kitchen chairs, both gagged. I gripped the bat 
tighter, jaw clenched, eyes narrow. I looked for 
Kevin. He was not in the kitchen. 

 Charlie and Janine both struggled in 
their binds. They were both alive. I would save 
them. 
 I tried the back door. It was unlocked, 
and I crept my way into the kitchen. 
 Janine and Charlie spotted me, and their 
eyes, their red and streaming and burning eyes, 
widened. I put a finger to my lips. Ssssh. I 
checked the door to the dining room, which was 
ajar. The room beyond appeared empty. 
 Where’s Kevin? 
 I approached Janine, and was reaching 
for her gag when I saw her eyes settle on 
something over my shoulder and balloon – 
something or someone. 
 Instead of turning round and getting a 
fist in the face – isn’t that what always 
happened? – I threw myself over the breakfast 
bar and crashed down on the other side, 
bringing the bat to bear. 
 Kevin had skulked up behind me and 
sprayed something into the air – mace, probably 
– hoping to get my face if I turned. So that’s 
why my ex-wife and son’s eyes were so red. 
 I’d thrown myself over the breakfast bar 
and avoided the irritant, and Kevin lunged after 
me, through the cloud of mace he’d just 
sprayed. He roared, his face turning red, and 
dived over the bar at me. 
 I didn’t have room to wield the bat or 
swing it. We wrestled, and more mace got 
sprayed until my own eyes were burning, my 
face itching. 
 I pushed him into the fridge and he 
dropped the spray, howling like a wounded 
animal. I jabbed him with the bat, my eyes 
streaming, adrenaline turning my insides into a 
furnace. 
 I think I caught him in the balls. Kevin 
stumbled backwards and fell over into the 
dining room. Finally, I had room to raise the bat, 
and I stood there wielding it above my head, 
Charlie and Janine tied in their chairs behind 
me. 
 “What the hell’s wrong with you?” I 
screamed, wiping my face. He was just a blur on 
the carpet. I could barely see. “Goddamn 
psycho!” 
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 He took something out of his pocket, and 
I heard Janine moan frantically behind me 
through her gag. Too small to be a gun. A knife? 
Possibly – it shone like metal. Anyway, his 
vision couldn’t be that much better than mine at 
the moment – he’d given himself a face full of 
mace too. I fancied my chances with the bat. 
 It wasn’t a knife. It was a lighter. There 
was a flash, and suddenly the dining room was 
bright with flames and a trail was burning along 
the kitchen floor towards Janine’s feet. 
 He lost his wife and kid in a house fire a 
few years back. Poor sap. I remembered my 
contact’s words, and I knew there and then and 
with certainty that Kevin hadn’t lost his wife 
and kid. He’d murdered them. Burned them 
down in his own house. And why? Because he 
was crazy, that’s why. 
 I saw the flames lick Janine’s feet, heard 
her screams. And then Kevin charged at me. I 
saw and heard and felt him coming, and I got a 
good firm swing behind the bat and caught him 
clean against the side of the head. 
 He made no sound, merely crashed 
down behind the breakfast bar and lay still 
whilst the flames grew around him. I dropped 
the bat and rushed to Janine’s side. She’d lifted 
her feet onto the chair as smoke billowed a 
cloak around her, and the fire nibbled on the 
chair legs. 
 I dragged the chair out of the flames and 
pulled out her gag. 
 “Take Charlie!” She screamed at me. 
 Yes dear, whatever you say, dear. I 
almost laughed.  
 The knife block on the worktop held 
seven knives, and the first one I pulled had a 
serrated edge. I hacked through the binds tying 
Janine to the chair and shouted, “Go! Open the 
back door!” 
 I continued to Charlie, sawing through 
his rope and scooping him in my arms without 
removing his gag. The ceiling swam with smoke 
and the flames nested in the cupboards and 
curled the linoleum. 
 I hopped across the kitchen and followed 
my ex-wife out the back door and into the fresh 
air. 

 I stripped out Charlie’s gag, and he 
spluttered and coughed and spat and then 
hugged me without saying a word. And then 
Janine was there too, and she had her arm 
around me, and for a moment the three of us 
crouched there on the grass, holding each other. 
 I broke away from them and said, “I 
have to get him.” 
 And Janine fixed me with eyes like a 
fortune-teller’s orb. “What?” 
 “I can’t leave him in there.” 
 “He tried to kill us!” 
 Which was true, but I approached the 
back door anyway, and peered into the smoke 
and flames because a part of this was my fault – 
maybe a large part – and perhaps men like me 
can feel guilt after all. I don’t know. All I do 
know is that I went back into the kitchen and 
fully intended to drag him out. 
 And when I saw the breakfast bar 
burning like the sun and realised Kevin was 
already dead and cremated, I felt both relieved 
and inconsolably sad. 
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Michael Anthony lives and works in 
Santa Rosa, CA with his wife 
Karen. He is owned by two cats 
who—as long as their food dish is 
full—graciously allow him to 
engage in various leisurely activities 
such as writing. 
 
  
  
 
Matt Walker is a 24-year-old writer, 
currently making a living as a 
professional pianist. He has written 
three novels and over a dozen short 
stories, and has been previously 
featured in Strange, Weird, & 
Wonderful Magazine.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
Keith Laufenberg has been writing 
for over 30 years and has had over a 
hundred poems and short stories 
published. He has also had 2 novel 
published: “Miami Rock” and 
“Semper-Fi-Do-or-Die.” Visit him 
at www.kglaufenberg.com. 
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Jeanette Samuels is a recent 
graduate of the University of 
Nebraska-Lincoln. She currently 
resides in Chicago where she is 
pursuing her juris doctor. She 
enjoys writing in her free time, 
especially mystery/thrillers.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
Matthew Ward lives on Long 
Island. He has written sports articles 
for the Extra Points blog. His play 
"The Train Station Was Empty" was 
a winner of the Stony Brook 
University Ten Minute Play 
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The Washington Pastime Literary Prize 
 
 
The Washington Pastime awards outstanding writing in literary and genre fiction. First 
prize is up to $500 (or up to $250 for the Promising Young Author program), publication 
in The Washington Pastime, and in The Washington Pastime Collections Anthology. 
Second prize is publication in The Washington Pastime, and possible publication in The 
Washington Pastime Collections Anthology. 

 

Deadline for submissions is December 31, 2011. Winners will be announced by March 1, 
2012. 

Prose are limited to 15,000 words. Submissions that exceed these limits will be 
disqualified. 

Students/friends/colleagues/relations of a judge are not permitted to enter submissions. 

To be considered for the Promising Young Author category you must fulfill one (1) of 
the following criteria: 

1) You are under the age of 18; 

2) or, you are a high school student; 

3) or, you are currently enrolled in a college/university; AND you have either not been 
published or have been published no more than two (2) times with no payment. 

 

Entry fee is $10 per submission. For the Promising Young Author Prize, the entry fee is 
$5 per submission. We regret that there can be no refunds or substitutions for withdrawn 
work. Due to administrative costs, if no entry fee is received, manuscript will be placed 
with general submissions.  The entry fee must be paid online through PAYPAL. 

The Washington Pastime claims first world electronic rights (text), first world print 
rights, and non-exclusive print and electronic rights. All entries will also be considered 
for regular publication. 

Please read through the guidelines on The Washington Pastime website and submit. 

We look forward to reading your work! 

 
The Washington Pastime Staff 

 
 


