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A Great Short Story

"…quirky and well written…" — MyCanoe








Third Time's The Charm



"My issue with THE STUPID TRAIN was always the ending. I always felt Lou deserved better. Not necessarily a happy ending exactly, just something better…" —AstraDaemon's Lair










A Double Dose Of Rot Gut

"…like starting your old, reliable car on a very cold winter's morning and not waiting for the car to warm up, but instead, pulling out of the driveway when there is still ice on the windows, and getting flattened by a speeding garbage truck the instant your tires touch the street…" —Patrick S. D'Orazio



5.0 out of 5 stars Fun Read!

"I wasn't in the mood for a long read and this hit the spot :-) very different to what I'm used to reading. Thanks Stephen!!" —Mark



Fatalism At Its Finest

"Mr. North writes gritty, compelling, hard-luck cases who are so richly wrought, you can practically smell the misery on them." —Ophelia Kee
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  For all the young

And not so young hearts

Who think they know 

What love is

And found out in a cruel way

How stupid we all can be

And how hard it is

To leap from the stupid train
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Lou's hurt, angry, and probably not the sharpest tool in the shed when it comes to love. One night, he decides to even the score with those who betrayed him.
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  Beyond Apocalypse Newsletter


If you enjoy apocalyptic horror, thrillers, and science fiction tales, you will love Stephen Alexander North’s prose fiction. Join his  Beyond Apocalypse Newsletter to get the latest news, updates on book releases, free stuff, and more. 
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  Falling


At work, or wherever I was, it was stand or fall asleep, with the caveat,  but never really rest. Sitting for any length of time led to unconsciousness. Not normal. I was always tired. An accident looking for a place to happen, as they say. 
But I did not know what was wrong. It was gradual and insidious, like high blood pressure or type two diabetes. But what it was isn't the center of this story. Not the gist. But the thing was, I was never going to get better without a survivable accident or a doctor's appointment. I might have died, many times, asphyxiated, in my sleep. 
And then where would I be? 
Somehow, I'm convinced, it would have been a hotter, but less hateful, place.
And one early morning, I fell asleep on my feet, and fell.






  
  The Stupid Train


There’s a hint of autumn in the air as I exit my car and stand just out of reach of the streetlight. There's a chill to the air rustling through the pine trees nearby. My eyes burn, and I'm not sure why. Is it just sweat and oil from my unwashed scalp? Surely it isn’t tears. Guess it could be from pain. My feet are screaming at me.   
Doesn’t matter.  
Nothing really does when you reach rock bottom. When you realize the best years of your life are gone. I’ve lost everything and nothing.
Something I don't understand, or something I understand too well?   
As I stand there, beneath the moon, on an immaculate lawn, I think about what happened, and where my life took this strange turn. The answer doesn't lie across that lawn, and up in the three-story mansion. I'm not convinced that I'll ever pinpoint the why, but I know where I've been, and how I came to be standing in front of my best friend's house with a gun in my hand.
The how is easy to sum up. My wife is up there. Well, my ex-wife: His wife now.  
Jesus. I’m here with a gun. Am I going to kill them? Is that me? Am I to be the instrument of karma? Am I so consumed by hate and hurt that this is what I must do? Wouldn’t a punch in the nose be good enough? Call it even. Walk away and try to enjoy whatever is left in life. Never should have come here to begin with. Most of my life was spent making other people happy. I should thank him. I might still be in an unhappy marriage, or dead, if not for their affair.  
I stayed as long as I did because we had a child. And until now, it’s been enough to keep my bitterness in check. Maybe it should stay that way, but part of me refuses to let it go. 
There’s an oval of light coming through the glass pane of their front door. To the right of that is a big bay window offering a view of flickering candles in a dining room. I walk closer. The barrel of the gun brushes against my pant leg. I catch a pungent whiff of excrement and realize I’ve stepped in dog shit.  
Heh. Not the first time I stepped into some shit and couldn’t wipe it off. 
Six fat greasy bullets are loaded in the gun, each one with the weight and heft of a stone. You could hurt someone just by throwing one of these bullets at them. The question of whether I can pull the trigger goes round in my brain. How much do I hate? How much value does continued life hold for me?
I hate the lies I’ve been told. I hate remembering the night I needed an ambulance, and I was told to crawl to the car, and she’d drive me. I hate knowing how much they must hate me. People can’t be so selfish, can they? Maybe so when it comes to love. Nobody and nothing else matters to people consumed by love. For many people, there is room for nothing else. Or maybe it’s just the pathetic scrabble to grab any happiness you can find. 
Is there any happiness for me, you might ask? Sure. I love a good book, and to eat. Momentary things, I suppose. I’d like to have the joy that two people can share. Too late for me.
The two of them are sitting at the dining table. I can see them now. They’re sitting next to one another, drinking martinis. I see lobster and steaks. Feel a pang of hunger just looking at the food. That’s my downfall---food. What do I love more than myself? You guessed it. I’m a big, lumbering behemoth of a guy: over six feet tall; three hundred and fifty pounds; double chin; and wear stretch waist slacks in size 46. I’m a troll with an acute case of plantar fasciitis and no pity in my heart. I imagine my heart as a piece of charcoal, small, compressed and crumbling at a touch. 
Like a kid’s green-skinned Christmas villain, maybe? No laughs to be had out here on this lawn. 
I lift the gun and point it at my friend. My hand is steady. I was an expert with a pistol thirty years ago in the army. My breathing is labored. Mouth’s dry. Nose is congested. Eyes are still stinging a bit. There’s a big slob holding a gun on you, my friend, out on your lawn. Why can’t you see me? He’s laughing. Looks happy. That smile that used to make me smile. He was the best man at my wedding. That tells you something right there. If this piece of shit is the best friend I can muster…
And what about her? I shift aim. See her in profile, and don’t feel anything. Not now. Maybe I never did. What is she to me now? A bad memory; the recipient of my paycheck; and a pair of eyes that blazed hate more often than not. 
I wonder, what would my thoughts would be if they were living in squalor now? What if they were arguing and yelling at one another? Would that feel like justice?     
Too easy to squeeze a trigger and pretend that will put an end to pain. I lower my gun hand. See headlights coming down their street and stay where I am. The light sweeps over the two cars parked in my friend’s driveway. One of them was once my mother’s car: an ancient Honda Civic. I’d heard that he drives it now, not her.
He’s actually driving my mother’s car and letting her have the good car. Something
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