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The Slasher of Seville
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Remember the line “...a nice place to visit, but I wouldn’t want to live there?” Seville was like that. The scenery was great, but after a couple of hours, you’d realize there’s not much else to do.

Skipper Henry, a high school senior, lived on the main drag on the outskirts of town and was helping his father clean the underside of their 22” Western Auto lawn mower when Jack, the father, decided that Skipper wasn’t holding the mower properly. “Dammit. I told you to watch what you’re doing. This thing is still new, you know.”

Skipper reattached the spark plug. “Look Dad, we’ve talked about this. I want to go to the university.”

After a jerk on the starter rope to make sure the engine worked, Jack killed the engine. “I can’t see why you don’t go to that barber school down the road.”

“I told you I don’t want to be a barber.”

Jack was unfazed. Don’t forget—you can stay here and drive back and forth. Maybe we can even get you a car.”

Skipper watched his father push the mower into the garage. No car, not even a Ferrari or Rolls Royce, could replace a degree in oceanography.

Much to his displeasure, Skipper ended up going to the barber school. Jack bought a 1973 Dodge Dart so his son could drive to class. Less than a month after certification, Skipper got his first barber job in a shop around 50 miles away, owned by a man named Emilio Garza.
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BY FRIDAY OF THE FIRST week, his career became interesting. Skipper was on his own because Emilio was taking a lunch break. A customer around sixty entered the shop asking for a haircut and a shave. The haircut was no big deal, but a shave? Who went to the barbershop for a shave in 1979? 

School always pressed the idea that “time is money” and a crew cut epitomized that mindset. Still, it was a good thing that no one was waiting.  

The man-made small talk with a hot towel covering his face. “You’re new here, aren’t you? My name’s Red Myers.”

“Nice to meet you. I’m Skipper Henry.”

“Jack’s boy?”

“That’s right.”

Red nodded but felt the razor near his Adam’s apple. Instead, he said, “I used to work with him. Nice fellow, good guy.”

Skipper’s hand tingled. How could this man be so stupid? He tightened his grip on the razor, transfixed by the relaxed rise and fall of Red’s chest. The blade hovered near the man’s neck.

“Yep, a good ol’ boy,” Red repeated. 

The socially acceptable thing to do may have been to say, “Thanks” but all Skipper could do was scrape the blade against Red’s cheek, the metallic rasping filling the shop. A few more swipes. Forget small talk. All Skipper wanted to do was get Red out of there.

After Red left, Skipper lowered the blind and sat in an empty chair, fumbling with the straight razor. Future? Days of cutting hair and making small talk with men like Red Myers? Thanks, Dad.  

The bell above the door jingled, snapping him out of his thoughts. Emilio was back from lunch. “You okay, kid?”

“Yeah,” Skipper said, slipping the razor back into its case. “Just a weird customer.”

“You get those now and then.”

Skipper nodded. “Thanks for the warning.”

Emilio grabbed a broom and cleaned up some hair. “Aside from this guy, have things gone okay the past couple of days when I’ve gone to lunch?”

“Sure. Why?”

“I was thinking. We’re closed on Monday and Tuesday is pretty slow.  Would you mind opening up on Tuesdays and I come in around noon?”

“Sure, but you have the keys.”

“I know. But it’s no big deal to have a set of keys made.”

“My keys? But I’ve only been here a week.”

Emilio smiled. “I’m an excellent judge of character.” 

Or so he thought.
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THAT NIGHT, SKIPPER’S watch said 11:49 when he found 1268 Willow Grove Road and Red Myers’s dilapidated house trailer.

Red answered the door wearing a flannel shirt and holding a beer while an Elvis Presley movie played in the background. He looked surprised to see Skipper, but smiled anyway.  “Hey there, Skipper, isn’t it? What brings you out this way?”

Skipper snarled, “Good ol’ boy my ass!” as he pulled a set of barber scissors from his back pocket.

Red collapsed onto the floor, blood darkening his flannel shirt. 

Skipper stood over Red’s body, the scissors reflecting the stars. What now? He hadn’t thought that far ahead. 

For a moment, he considered running. But where?
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IT DIDN’T TAKE LONG before Seville buzzed with news of Red Myers. Unlike others in town, Emilio was preoccupied with a new display case he wanted to install. Despite his distraction, Emilio’s thoughts turned to the killing while he was thinking about the new display. 

“Did you hear about Red?” he asked while measuring a space on the wall.

Skipper felt his ears warm. “Yeah. Crazy.”

“Crazy doesn’t cover it. Who’d want to hurt him?”

Emilio paused, then said, “Do you think he had any enemies around town?” 

“Are you kidding? He was everybody’s ‘good ol’ boy.’”

“Funny you say that. I heard Red mention you the other day.”

“He did?”

“Yeah. My wife and I were having dinner at River Edge and saw him. He said you gave him a great shave.”

“Good to hear.”

“I also saw the sheriff.  He had a few questions too.”

Skipper’s breath caught. “He did?”

“Relax. They’re asking everybody questions. Just routine.”

“Right.” Skipper forced a smile.

But when Emilio stepped out to take a call, Skipper knew it was only a matter of time before routine became suspicion.

On a Thursday night, just before closing, Emilio said, “I have to meet the family for dinner tonight. Think you can lock up?”

Skipper nodded.

As Emilio rushed out, Skipper sat in a barber chair, staring at his reflection in the mirror. The face looking back wasn’t his anymore. 

Emilio was in the alley behind the shop, starting his car. Much to his surprise, Skipper rushed out the back door.

Emilio rolled down the car window. “What are you doing?  Did you lock the door before you came out here?”

Skipper motioned for Emilio to step out of the car. Then he took the barber scissors from his back pocket. Emilio collapsed, the scissors buried deep in his chest. Blood pooled around him, glistening in the starlit parking lot.

Skipper stood over the body, his shaky breathing becoming normal. It was all too much. There was nothing to do but visit his father.

Skipper clutched a pair of barber scissors as he stepped out of the car. In the adjoining garage, Jack toiled over an ailing mower. Some things never change. 

Skipper slipped the scissors into his back pocket and approached the open garage door while Jack worked, oblivious to his guest.

“I came to see you,” Skipper said, his hand sliding into his back pocket.

Jack scowled, wiping his greasy hands on a rag. “What about?”

Skipper moved into the garage, frowning. “Barber school? Cutting hair? That wasn’t my dream—that was yours.”

Jack straightened. “What? You’re blaming me? If you didn’t want to be a barber, all you had to do was say so.”

Skipper’s eyes clenched shut as he raised the scissors. Jack’s eyes widened as Skipper came closer.

The father gasped. “What the hell—”

The scissors plunged into his chest. Jack staggered, his eyes wide with disbelief as his hands clawed at the scissors protruding from his chest as he sank to his knees.

Skipper stood over his father. Jack looked up, his face pale. Then, with a shuddering breath, blood spurted from his mouth as he collapsed to the ground. In the silent room, Skipper stared at his father’s lifeless body, the weight of what he’d done pressing down on him like a boulder.

For the first time, he felt something he hadn’t before—emptiness. There was no sense of accomplishment. Just a hollow void where something human used to be.
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String of Death
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A guitar string would be just the thing.

The checkout girl, a redhead high-school senior, placed the single envelope in a bag, saying, “Be sure to stop in again.” 

Simon Oscar smiled. The idea of the string was that he would not be back.

Next stop was the hardware store. It was an old-timey place—not like those home improvement conglomerates.

After some looking, Simon found the dowel rods. A three-quarter inch stick was just the thing. He could cut a couple of handles and have wood left over. Some pliers, and he was all set. It was going to be some night.
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THE CROWDED DANCE FLOOR was throbbing when Simon visited The Cell. They even had a live band. Simon scanned the room, eyes narrowing as they landed on Skeeter, the guitarist—lean and oblivious, his fingers skittering over the strings.

Maria Ramon, the guitarist’s girlfriend, worked behind the bar. She tossed her dark curls, and her eyes danced as she laughed at something a guy in a leather jacket had said. 

Rumors about Skeeter’s temper abounded. It wasn’t just the guitarist’s bandmates who knew his wrath, but anyone who had watched his jaw tighten when Maria laughed too long or tilted her head at anyone but him. Lost in a mindless chord progression, Skeeter stood on the stage and watched Maria laugh at something he doubted was that funny.
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IT WAS LATER THAT NIGHT, around 1:30, when the leather jacket guy’s body was found
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