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EVIL ENTITY

The skunky smell of bad marijuana flooded the air, only to be snatched away by the coolness of the late fall wind. Allister took a deep hit before passing the joint to Chad, his eyes glassy and unfocussed. 

“Don’t cat ass it this time,” Al grumbled as Chad snatched it out of his fingers to pull it to his own lips. 

“That wasn’t me,” Chad muttered defensively as he exhaled. He shot Greg a scathing look across the pavement. “It was him.”

“No it wasn’t!” Greg protested. 

“Well it wasn’t me!” Chad insisted. “Why does it—"

“Shh!” Al’s lanky body shot forward from where he was lounging against the dumpster, his blue eyes bugging. The other two fell silent and looked at him, puzzled. 

“What?” Greg demanded. 

“Do you hear that?” Al asked. They strained to listen but neither Greg nor Chad could hear anything. 

“Yeah,” Chad chided sarcastically. “It’s the sound of your mom calling you back to her basement so she can change your diaper.” 

Greg snorted and laughed as Al gave them both a furious glare. 

“That would be hilarious if you two didn’t live at home too,” he retorted. He shook his head, sandy blonde hair falling over his Radiohead t-shirt. “No, seriously, you didn’t hear that?” 

Greg and Chad exchanged a look. Chad rolled his eyes. Of the three, Allister had always been the weakest. Despite his height and weight, the man was anxiety personified. 

“You’re high, man,” Greg chortled. “We didn’t hear anything. There’s no one here.” 

He was right, of course. The skate park was closed for the night as per city by-laws but the three young men had never been one for following rules. They had been coming to the spot for years, well before there had been gates and cement for kids to perform Caballerials and carves. The only beings they might encounter at that time of night were the police who did their random sweeps of the area but the friends had learned to avoid their routines. 

“I can smell that though,” Chad mumbled, nodding toward the dumpster. “We need to find a better place to hang out.”

“I swear, I just heard a coyote,” Al insisted, his mind still fixated on the sound but Greg and Chad ambled to their feet, all but ignoring him. 

“I gotta get home,” Greg sighed, disgruntled. “I’m about to get thrown out if I don’t find a job. My old man has given me two weeks to find a job.” 

Chad made a commiserating noise but he was very much in the same boat. He wasn’t looking forward to another earful from his mother either. 

“Yeah, my mom keeps threatening to charge me rent, as if it’s easy to just run out and get a job, right? I mean, what does she want me to do? Work at McDonald’s?”

“I work at McDonald’s,” Al argued. The others laughed. 

“Exactly!” Chad guffawed. “I don’t want to turn out like you.”

“At least I keep my parents off my case,” Al barked back. Greg and Chad waved at him dismissively. 

“If you want to work for pennies, wearing a stupid hairnet, that’s on you,” Greg chuckled. “Chad and I have higher standards.” 

Chad turned toward the road, scanning the area to ensure that the cops hadn’t snuck into the park but his caution was unwarranted. His eyes rested on the hill. For the first time in longer than he could remember, there were lights on in the mansion. Greg followed Chad’s gaze. 

“Would you look at that,” Greg commented, smirking slightly. “Looks like Old Man Laurenzo is a night owl.”

“Is he still alive?” Chad asked, only half-joking. “I really thought he’d died already.”

Vince Laurenzo had been ancient since Chad was a kid. There had always been rumors circulating about the old hermit who lived at the top of the hill in the crumbling house but Chad had almost forgotten about them. Seeing the building illuminated against the night sky was both unnerving and intriguing somehow, as if it were calling out to Chad mockingly. 

“Last I heard, he’s still around,” Greg replied as Allister joined them to stare. 

“What are you looking at?”

Chad nodded toward the Victorian style mansion. 

“The Laurenzo place,” Chad said. “All the lights are on.”

“He’s probably counting his buried treasure,” Al snickered. Chad cast him a sidelong look. 

“What?” 

Al shrugged and turned away from his friends, shrugging off his comment with another laugh. 

“You know, his jewels from all his heists.”

Chad blinked and stared at his friend as Greg laughed. 

“No, I don’t know. What the hell are you going on about?” Chad insisted. 

“He’s talking out of his ass again,” Greg jeered. 

“I’m not!” Al insisted, his smile fading slightly. “Everyone knows that Laurenzo served time for armed robbery in the eighties. That was only one heist he was caught for. He’s sitting on millions of dollars in goods that were never recovered.” 

Chad felt the hairs on the back of his neck rise as he looked at Greg. 

“Have you heard this before?” 

“It’s BS, man,” Greg growled. “I really have to go. Are you coming?”

He started away, Al on his heels but Chad cast one final look back at the imposing house on the hillside, his mind whirling. 

What if it’s not BS? What if Old Man Laurenzo really is sitting on a pile of cash? Man, that would be something. 

~ ~ ~

“Chad!” Sunlight flooded his bedroom as his mother parted the blinds. “It’s almost one o’clock! Wake the hell up!”

Amanda Henderson was furious as she towered over her son, her eyes flashing with indignation. 

“Mom!” he groaned, his voice thick with sleep. “Go away! I was up all night.”

She guffawed mirthlessly. 

“Is that supposed to make me feel sorry for you? That you were out smoking dope with your buddies all night? Get up!” 

He pulled the pillow over his head but Amanda was not going anywhere. 

“I’m getting really sick of this shit, Chad! You’re twenty-two years old. It’s high time you stopped leeching off me and got yourself a job, don’t you think? That ‘gap year’ you took three years ago really isn’t working out for me, you know?” 

Abruptly, Chad threw his pillow aside and sat up, his dark eyes narrowing. 

“Would you cut me some slack?”

“Slack?” Amanda echoed. “That’s all you do! Slack! You don’t do anything else!” 

“As it turns out,” he growled. “I’ve got something in the works.”

His mother scoffed loudly and contemptuously. 

“Hm. Where have I heard that before?” she snapped sarcastically, looking into the air with her fingers on her chin. She snapped her fingers as if she had an epiphany. “Oh that’s right—every time I ask you to get off your butt and get a job!”

Chad swung his legs over the side of the bed and cracked his neck before folding his arms over his chest defensively. 

“I’m not kidding, Chad Andrew. I expect a payment of rent in my hand by the first of the month. I’m done babying you. You’re a grown ass man. Act like it.” 

Chad snorted. 

“Fine,” he said. “Do you take checks?”

“From you? Hell no. Your credit is awful.” 

Amanda huffed and spun to storm out of the room but she paused at the doorway. 

“And clean up this pigsty. It smells like someone died in here!”

She slammed the door in her wake with so much force, the windows rattled slightly but Chad was grateful to be left alone.  

A slow smile formed on his lips as the remnants of sleep dissipated. Instantly, he remembered what had kept him awake until the wee hours of the morning. He reached across his bed and found the laptop buried in the blankets, his search history reappearing as he opened it. 

The discussion he’d had with his friends had weighed heavily on his mind after he’d returned home the previous night and Google had sent him down a rabbit hole from which he could not escape. 

Chad had located four articles about Vince Laurenzo’s arrest back in 1985 where he had done twelve years for armed robbery but as much as Chad had looked, he had been unable to find anything that spoke to whether or not the goods had been recovered. 

It might be a rumor but if it’s true, they could very well be at the house, a half a mile away. 

He thought about how much the goods might be worth if they still existed. 

Enough to get Mom off my ass for a long time, he thought gleefully. I could get my own place and everyone would hang out there. We’ll have the best parties and I wouldn’t be so rudely awoken in the morning. Then I could take my time finding a proper job without all these threats hanging over my head. 

Chad wandered and for a long moment, he lost himself in the possibilities. His imagination conjured up a trunk full of rubies and diamonds, of cold coins and cold cash without irony. He rose from his bed and peered out the window to the front yard where his mother had gone to tend the roses. As if she felt him staring, Amanda raised her head and scowled angrily at him. 

“Are you still up there?” she yelled. “GO GET A JOB!” 

Chad sighed and ducked back to find a t-shirt before the neighbors could poke their heads out out and give him the same look as his mother. Amanda’s shrill tone was all the motivation Chad needed. The sooner he got out of that hell, the better. 

~ ~ ~

Greg and Al gawped at Chad dubiously before looking at one another. Allister was the first to speak and his response was not uplifting as Chad had hoped. 

“Have you completely lost your mind?” Al demanded. “You want to rob Old Man Laurenzo’s house?”

Chad pressed his finger to his lips and glared at his friend as he looked around Greg’s basement. 

“Keep your voice down, you idiot.”

“Why? No one’s around,” Greg tittered, flopping back on the scarred sofa. “My dad won’t be home for hours.”

The information didn’t comfort Chad but he pretended he wasn’t fazed. Speaking his plan aloud suddenly didn’t sound as great as it had in his head but he reasoned it was because his friends didn’t share his enthusiasm. 

But he had said the words and now he had to gauge his friends’ reactions to see how much further they would go with it. If he could get them to agree, he was sure that they could make a good plan together. 

As Chad had predicted, Allister paled in dismay at the idea but Greg looked like he might be swayed with the right motivation. Chad decided to focus all his efforts on Greg. 

“So?” Chad pressed. “What do you think?”

“I think you’ve had too much of that bong,” Allister retorted, snatching the apparatus away from him before reloading it with marijuana. “You need to go easy before you hurt yourself.”

“Why?” Chad demanded, giving Allister a snide look. “Because you’re afraid of a hundred-year-old man?”

“Is he a hundred?” Greg asked with interest. “I didn’t think he was that old.”

“He was old when he went to prison, like forty,” Chad replied, trying to do the math in his head. “So he must be about a hundred now.” 

“Dude...” Al sighed, rolling his eyes. “Your math is atrocious.” 

Chad ignored him and looked at Greg. 

If I can get Greg on board, I can probably convince Al. If not, Greg and I can handle it by ourselves but it would be nice to have an extra pair of hands to hold the extra loot. And Al is big and intimidating, even if he is a big softie underneath it all. On the other hand, that would be one less guy to cut in if Al bails. 

“No one’s seen Laurenzo in years,” Greg offered, his eyes lighting up as he fixed his gaze on Chad. “He might not even be alive anymore.”

Chad hadn’t thought to check the obituaries for that. It had never occurred to him that Laurenzo might have died. 

I’ll check that out tonight, he vowed but even as he thought it, Chad realized it didn’t matter. If the old man was gone, that might mean the house was vacant.

“He’s obviously alive,” Allister muttered again shooting his eyes toward the ceiling as though the conversation was causing him physical pain. “You just saw the lights on in his house last night.”

“It might have been a caretaker or something,” Chad insisted. “There might not even be anyone at the house full time. This could be the easiest heist ever. And you’re chickening out.” 

Greg sat forward, interest coloring his face as he nodded slowly but Allister was not so easily swayed. 

“If the old man is dead, then someone has probably already gotten to the goods,” Allister insisted logically. “It’s
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