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Dedication

To all my friends from Flux City

Nobody’s Hero

The convenience store cashier smiles and says, “Hi.”  

She’s tall, thin, pretty, but care-worn. Doesn’t look like someone used to the good life. Her smile is kind, though.  

“Hi, can I get one pack of Marlboro Red Label Shorts?” I ask.

She nods, turns and peruses all the white and red cellophane-wrapped packages and pulls one out. They all look the same, except some boxes are taller. I check the pack as she scans it and puts it on the counter. Lot of cashiers will give you the Special Blend by mistake. Maybe they do it on purpose. Anyway, it’s always good to check.  

I put my debit card into the card reader and remark, “Last pack of cigarettes I’ll ever buy.”

This gives her pause. I know she’s thinking about the reasons I’d say that.

I don’t wait for the question. “My fiancée smokes. We broke up, but he asked me to buy him one last pack.”

“Oh,” she replies. I think she’s at a loss as to what to say. “Sorry to hear that.”

She hands me the receipt. “Hope you have a good night.”

“Thank you. You too.” I walk to the exit and push the door open. Feel stupid. Why did I say anything to her? Why can’t I do something as simple as buy a pack of cigs and just leave? Something’s wrong with me. Is it really any different than vomiting on someone? Why the need for a stranger’s pity? That’s what losers like me do, though. Get validation where I can get it. She’s paid to be kind to me, but I’m so hurt that I have to have more.  

And she might remember me now. Can’t worry about that when what’s done is done.

Sorry to hear that: Four words that can be interpreted in more than one way. Sure, maybe she feels bad for me in that flicker of a second, but maybe she just wishes I’d kept it to myself. At least I’m aware now that the latter is more likely the true message.

She might as well have said, “Take it somewhere else, lady.”

That’s exactly what I’ll be doing soon, in a couple days. Hell, maybe tonight. I can just deliver the cigarettes, finish my business, and get on the road. Make tracks. Vanish. That was long past due. I knew it in my heart before my fiancée actually said the words: “We’re through.” Why did I make him say them? It would have been so easy for me to just keep pretending.

I’m a liar, that’s why. I live this whole imaginary life in my head in which I’m this great, good-looking gal. I put the words he says repeatedly out of my mind, even though they’ve pierced through like arrows transfixing me. Two never to be forgotten classics like: “No Good Piece of Shit”; and “You Fucking Worthless Piece of Garbage.” Spoken like the titles of exhibits. “And here we have... nothing, a nobody.”  

Need to remember those and this: covet nothing and you won’t be disappointed. Those are my words. A little boiled down Buddhism. I think. Accept whatever momentary happiness, pain or sorrow that I’ve experienced, and be glad for it. Don’t crave for more happiness, or an end to pain or sorrow. Well, in truth, I may have given up hope, on being happy, but I still hope for an end. At least I know there will be one. Everything has an end. Nothing lasts forever.

Not even heartbreak.

I get into my car, an old beat-up Buick Regal minus the hood ornament. Like me, it is a no-good piece of shit, and breaks down at the worst possible moment. 

In fairness, I was once his best girl—-that’s what he called me in a tender moment. Brings tears to my eyes when I remember that. I was someone’s best girl once, even if it didn’t last. Strange, but my tears feel cold on my cheek. Aren’t they supposed to be warm? Fuck, now my nose is running. Don’t want to go home. Not my home for much longer. Sold it. Finally, fixed up where it is actually homey inside. There is nice faux wood flooring instead of broken tile, curtains in the windows, and a ceiling fan in the living room. Home.

I don’t know where I’m going, but I know it wouldn’t matter if I did. Don’t think I’ll be around much longer. Don’t want to be. What do I want? Can’t roll the clock back, and shouldn’t even be regretting any of this. Better to own what you’ve done and move forward. Let go of bitterness and bittersweet memories.  

When I’m in the parking lot, clicking my key fob, I glance at my watch: twelve thirteen p.m. Better hurry. Charles doesn’t like to wait, especially for smokes. Makes him irritable, but what doesn’t? Narcissistic fuck. Who works two jobs while he stays home and plays games? Well, there’s no dick hanging between my legs. I’m not sure what to call that useless piece of flesh hanging between his. All he does is piss out of it, and the motherfucker doesn’t know how to aim it either. Don’t get me started about the dried piss puddle outside the toilet!  

A car door slams nearby. The sound of drunken laughter brings me back up into reality. I realize that I’ve been standing beside my car with the door open in some sort of fugue state. I’d checked out of the real world completely. This has been happening a lot lately. Forget what I’m doing or where I am. I live with a monster, but not for much longer. He doesn’t know these will be the last cigarettes, about my plans to leave, or about me and his friend Dean. Nor does he know about the snub-nosed .38 in my purse. He just knows the house is sold and we have two weeks to get out.

I don’t want to use the gun, but I will. I paid the last mortgage payment, and the house closes on Monday. I’ll have cash in hand tomorrow and I’ll disappear. I’m not taking Dean with me, but he probably won’t care as long as he gets what he wants. All men are fucking pigs. I actually rate Dean further down the scale than Charles, but he’s all I got. Ha, all I need, anyway, until tomorrow. Men are always thinking with their dicks. I’d be stupid to ignore any advantage I have. This romance business is for the birds... and dumb ass men. Sell it somewhere else. I’ll never be that dumb again.

I’m finding out a lot about myself when I’m backed into a corner. Wait till Charles finds out. Won’t he be surprised? Feel almost giddy. Better reign me in. Need to be subdued and downbeat or he might suspect something.  Can’t let a hint of excitement show or he’ll realize something is up.

I start the engine and back out of the parking space. Drive around the pumps and over to the exit out onto Eighty-Third Avenue North. Thunder rumbles and rattles the windows of my ancient car. No rain yet. No one’s coming. Pull out and over to the left-hand turn lane for Martin Luther King Boulevard. Traffic’s light for a Friday night. Now that I’m sitting down, I feel some of the tension bleed away. Won’t last. I’m only a few blocks from home. We have a wood-frame house over near Fossil Park and the library. Has a great view of a rundown trailer park.

They didn’t include that last line in the Zillow listing.

I come to Seventy-Sixth Avenue North, take a right turn, then a left onto the service road that runs parallel to MLK and moments later stop in front of my little house. The For Sale Sign is still up on the post, but now includes a Sold sign. The house is full of junky furniture, a piece of crap generic brand TV, and thirty-year-old appliances. Shame how it drags down and minimizes all the improvements. I’m going to pack a suitcase and blow out of here, but first things first. I park the car up close to the door and climb out.  Legs are a little shaky now and it doesn’t help that I’m wearing pumps. Not the best getaway shoes. They’ll fly off if I have to run. I debate taking them off, but decide to
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