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Death On An Island

 


 


Evelyn Kozlow couldn’t wait to leap from her
lawyer’s decadent 2017 Mercedes convertible as he pulled in front
of her house. Pulling off her politeness bit with that pompous jerk
was exhausting. Thank God her trial was over. As soon as the car
stopped, he swung his arm across her headrest, and she leaned away
from it. Was this asshole really trying to make a move on her? Oh
no, that’s not going to happen. He leaned in toward her, and she
opened her door, slid out, and shut it. The look on his face was
precious, like a little boy that had his tasty popsicle snatched
from his grubby hands. With the last scrap of politeness she could
muster, she reached over and shook his hand once again while a
breeze whipped his brunette locks to one side. The sincerity of her
smile hurt, yet she thanked him for all the work he’d done on her
case. His eyes gleamed with mischief. She knew he waited to be
invited inside, but that would NEVER happen.

 


“It’s been a long few weeks. I’m going inside
to relax now. You should get home to your lovely wife. She must
think I’m trying to steal you away.”

 


He started talking, but she wasn’t interested
in anything he had to say, she was through with him, and he needed
to go. He pulled her hand toward his body, and she pulled it back,
that son of a bitch.

 


“Alright, Bob. I’m going inside. Thank you
again.”

 


There it was again, that pathetic look of
disappointment on his face. His stupidity must run quite deep if
that creep thought her two knockers were included with his high-ass
fee. Not today or any other day. He’d better go home to his wife
and play with hers. She backed away as he pulled off and continued
waving until he turned the corner and was out of sight. Her middle
finger rose to celebrate the occasion.

 


She had to admit that loathsome son of a
bitch did a damn good job of springing her from a manslaughter
charge, but the price tag he dropped on her made her seethe. Paying
for his services would cut into the money she’d get from her
cowardly husband once he filed divorce papers. Community property
is a girl’s best friend. She turned and looked at the house were
some supposed crime took place. As she’d said all along, there was
no crime here, only discipline, and if a jury didn’t understand the
difference between murder and discipline, then they all were
ignorant. She inhaled deeply and blew those thoughts from her mind.
She was a free woman.

 


Something pleasant was waiting for her in the
house and the urge to whistle crossed her mind. As she confidently
strolled toward the front door, she recalled the deeply hurt and
frustrated look on her husband’s face after the jury found her not
guilty. The urge to whistle turned into an urge to laugh. Would he
ever step foot in this house again? Could he ever do it? If she was
lucky, he might just give it to her, but it didn’t matter now. She
didn’t care if she ever saw that wimp of the man again because this
whole ordeal surrounding his daughter was all his fault. If he'd
disciplined Dara, she wouldn’t be dead now.

 


She reached into her purse, shifting the
clutter around until she found her keys. As she stepped up on the
small porch, the jingling sound bothered her. She jabbed the key
into the lock and twisted. The key didn’t budge. She kept trying,
causing the keys to jingle louder. Why did this damn door lock
decide to rebel whenever she used it? Her eyes narrowed, and lips
peeled back revealing gritted teeth.

 


From the corner of her eye, she detected
movement.

 


Her eyes shifted over to the white lace
curtains that hung in the window next to the front door, and she
ceased twisting the key. Why were the curtains rocking back and
forth? No one should be in the house now. No one better be in the
house. After the curtains became still, it was back to the lock.
Her ire grew until the key turned. She flung the door open, ready
to pounce on the first person she saw. The foyer and living room
lay empty. She redirected her anger toward the door, wishing it had
some sense of feeling. If it did, she'd put her foot right through
it. The door lock was next. First thing in the morning she was
getting a new lock. This wasn't the way she envisioned coming home
after her trial. She had to get hold of herself and calm down. The
sound of the running air conditioner met her ears. She dipped her
head below the wall vent allowing the cool air to calm her and
realized the air conditioner caused the curtain to swing. She shut
the front door and propped herself against it, gazing at the place
where everything started seven months ago.

 


The courts and a jury of her peers vindicated
her. As she said all along, she didn’t do anything wrong. She said
it all along, but everyone was hell-bent on sending her to prison.
She didn’t give a damn about what mattered to them. She was
innocent.

 


She locked the front door.

 


The sound of the bolt filled the empty house,
and she recalled the sound of the cell door locking behind her
after her arrest. That damn clumsy girl started everything. How
hard was it to carry a bowl of soup and a small plate holding a
sandwich over to the kitchen table? How many times had she told the
girl to “be careful”? Then the girl had the nerve to say it was an
accident. Yeah, right. A bowl of soup and a sandwich that lay
mayonnaise side down spilled across the floor Evelyn just
mopped.

 


She moved into the kitchen. Her eyes drifted
to the spot on the island were Dara hit her head that sunny
afternoon. Both it and the floor were clean now, and she’d bet
anything Dara’s father cleaned up his daughter’s blood. Of course,
he would have. He always coddled her, treating her like a baby, and
always cleaned up behind her. He always paid more attention to
Dara, the little brat. It was one of the worst decisions she’d ever
made, marrying a man with a kid from a previous marriage. Giving
birth and taking care of kids was never in her life plan. With all
their noise, and issues, unable to care for themselves, and always
asking and needing something. She’d never let one of those snot
rags grow within her firm body and wreck it. Why should she suffer
through hours of agonizing pain while that human parasite burrows
and slithers, stretching and contorting her insides, trying to make
its way out and destroying one of the only decent sources of
pleasure left to her?

 


Well, she didn’t have to worry about Dara or
her husband anymore. It was time to celebrate. She set her purse
and keys on the travertine counter, took a jaunt over to the
refrigerator, and pulled out the bottle of 2014 Caymus Napa Valley
Cabernet Sauvignon. Simply grasping the chilled bottle sent waves
of satisfaction throughout her body, and she gave herself a silent
pat on the back for making the purchase right after her bail
bondsman secured her released. She knew she’d be found
innocent.

 


What would make this occasion even more
special? Of course, drinking her wine from the cherished flute her
father presented her when she graduated high school. It was one of
the few times her father gave her a warmhearted gift before he
died. It had been a year since she drank from it last when she
received the news her mother passed away. She opened the cabinet
and saw it sitting on the top shelf, the kitchen light sparkling
off its rim. Even on her tiptoes, she barely grasped the smooth
stem. Her eyes never left her treasured flute as she pulled it
down, allowing a pleasant smile to grow across her usually stern
face. She turned to set it on the island.

 


A dark shadow made its way across the floor
by the kitchen entrance.

 


The unexpected sight caused her to stumble
backward and slam into the counter behind her. The thimble of air
she gasped was just enough to cause her muscles to seize, all
except her eyes. They remained trained on the kitchen entrance.
Nobody else could be in the house. She would have seen or heard
something long before now. A mental reel replayed the passing
shadow in an endless loop until and ungodly crashed shook her
core.

 


At that instance, the reel snapped, and her
mind returned to the present. Nothing was at the kitchen entrance,
but when she trained her eyes to the floor, the shattered remnants
of her flute lay scattered at her feet between the island and
counter. All of her memories associated with her glass shattered
with that split second lapse in concentration. She’d unwittingly
handed her flute over to gravity’s ever-awaiting fingers. The
corner of her eyes stung as tears welled up. She slowly returned
her attention to the kitchen entrance, jaw clenched, eyebrows
angled, and nostrils flared. Whatever startled her was going to
suffer the same fate as her flute.

 


The sound of crushed glass beneath her feet
made her cringe as she stepped toward the entrance. Feelings of
hopelessness and remorse overtook her thoughts as she recalled how
just a few seconds ago, she stared at the one object she owned
which had some real meaning to her. But those feelings didn’t last
long. She was determined to find out if someone was in her house,
and wished she would have checked once she saw the swaying curtains
when she first arrived home.

 


She moved around the island as more pieces of
her flute crunched beneath her feet. Standing at the edge of the
kitchen entrance, she leaned forward, peeking around the corner and
down the hallway to the left. The hallway closet sat next to the
entrance, and at the end of the hall sat the doors to Dara’s old
room and the extra bedroom. The linen closet at the very end of the
hallway stared back at her. She gazed to the right in the direction
of the bathroom and her bedroom. Still nothing. She leaned back.
How in the world did she let her damn imagination get the best of
her and cause her to break her precious keepsake? She refused to
blame it on guilt because she wasn’t guilty of anything. Her mood
shattered just like her beloved keepsake. Look at that mess.

 


She entered the hallway closet and retrieved
the broom and dustpan. It was time to clean up her own mess. She
recalled how her parents taught her to clean up after herself at a
very early age, unlike that clumsy little girl. Leaving a mess
behind meant being punished, and the same went for making a mess.
She was taught to be careful with everything she handled, not to
drop or spill anything. Her childhood home was spotless, and she
had to do her part to keep it that way.

 


Back in the kitchen, she swept the glass into
a single loose pile. The sound of glass shards scraping the tile
floor produced a sharp symphony of grief. Its remnants fit
comfortably into the bed of the blue plastic dustpan. She lifted up
from the floor and watched her shattered memories disappear into
the plastic-lined trash can. Her neck felt a sudden chill. It must
be the air conditioner, but this chill

























































The Choctaw Elder
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