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It was six years since I’d seen Mark. Mark had been off of probation for six days, and had not made an attempt of revenge against me, yet. I was walking to Mike Chambers’ Bar and Grill for a couple of beers and a good game of pool. I made my money  hustling pool since I had lost my job at the supermarket. As I entered the bar and greeted Mike I looked for a sucker to hustle. I normally picked on the tough guys who thought they were good, then I took their money. When I got my beer, I took a sip then walked up to a guy in a leather jacket with a good build. The man was wearing sunglasses even though we were indoors and it was nine o’clock at night. I challenged the man to a couple of games of pool. I lost the first few then challenged him to a double-or-nothing game. I made it look like I got luck when I won, but my act didn’t look as sincere as I thought because the look on his face told me he knew he had been hustled. I took his money and didn’t take my time in leaving the bar. I got into my car and drove home, it was the same old house I’d lived in my whole life. Not more than five minutes later a red corvette   pulled up in front of the house and a man got out. I recognized him as the man from the bar, and I also noticed what he was carrying: a shotgun. I reached for the switch blade that I kept with me ever since Mark was released. The man kicked down the door and walked towards me. I knew that my switch blade was no match for a shotgun, but it was better than nothing. The light from the street lamps shone in through the window and reflected off of the man’s tinted sunglasses. 


“Bryon, Bryon, Bryon,” the still unidentified man sauntered towards me, “you never learned your lesson. Didn’t what happened with the Texans teach you anything? Well it doesn’t matter now because I am going to kill you. I hate you for what you did to me. You got me thrown in jail for five whole years! Now its your turn to suffer. Its time for you to die.” What was he talking about? The only person I’d ever thrown in jail was-Mark! Then I noticed the man’s golden hair, and he took off his sunglasses to reveal his golden eyes. That confirmed it, the man I was staring at was Mark. The man I had hustled was Mark. The man that was about to kill me was Mark. I tightened my grip on the switch blade, and as he aimed his gun at me, I threw the knife and it lodged in his right arm, causing him to drop his gun. I ran, pushed Mark to the ground, and picked up his gun. I ran towards the hospital because it was closer than the police station. I heard him start his car and begin to chase me, constantly accelerating. Once we were in arms-length away, I hit him with the shot gun. I couldn’t kill him, not Mark. He swung a clenched fist at me and broke my nose. The hospital was a mile away, but there was shortcut through the Ribbon. I ran down the crowded streets which still attracted many teens. I ran past the drive in, and I could just barely see the lights of the hospital which was four blocks away. Mark was constantly screaming, “ I’m gonna kill you, you backstabbing traitor!”


As I increased my pace my legs moved faster and faster. Then the unthinkable happened, I tripped. My foot hit a hubcap and I plummeted  to the cold, cemented street. My elbow hit the ground first, and I could tell it was shattered. The impact of the fall caused my finger to pull the trigger. The bullet shattered the Corvette’s windshield and hit Mark in between the eyes. I had killed Mark. I had killed my own brother. All I can remember after that is waking up with a shattered elbow. Mike was the only person there, and that was all I needed. I just needed to know that here was someone left in the world that cared about me, and Mike was just that. Mike made me feel that everything was o.k. We buried Mark next to Mom and Charlie. After that life went on as if nothing had ever happened. I met my wife Katie a few years after Mark had died and she and I had two kids, Cathy and Charlie. I didn’t forget Mark, though, I visited his grave every week, and every time I went I would say aloud, “I’m sorry.”

