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      Adam couldn't imagine life in a place like the Oregon State Correctional Institution. Just sitting in the visitor's room waiting for the guards to bring out Terry, surrounded by cinderblock walls and poor florescent lighting that made everyone look pale, Adam thought fifteen minutes was enough. A life sentence would be torture.

      The only scent the room had was sweat, probably of despair, with a tinge of antiseptic as if this were a hospital. After all, a correctional institute, sounded medicinal. Adam thought the name was a hypocritical joke. There was no correction going on here and now that he was here, that feeling disturbed him as if everything was hopeless.

      The floor was cement and he could see scuff marks by his chair, in the middle of the room. It was a private room, smaller than his dorm room freshman year at Arizona State University. He sat before a plexiglass window with a sort of a desk he could lean his elbows on if he wanted. The desk was made of sturdy metal, probably stainless steal, and worn from years of sweaty hands and forearms streaking across it. There was a grid in the glass so that he and Terry could talk to each other. This was known as a non-contact visit, which was fine. He didn't need to give Terry a hug.

      Adam only had one question.

      But the scuff marks on the floor bothered him. There were two of them, one a few inches long, the other twice that. First it seemed foreboding like there was a struggle in this room between the free and the incarcerated. Did somebody try to kill whoever they were visiting and they were hauled—screaming and fighting—out of the room?

      Then Adam recognized his rapid heartbeat and it wasn't nervousness about visiting Terry. It was because he was remembering.

      He didn't put much stock in post traumatic syndrome disorder. He liked to deny he felt any shock or disorder after what Adam did in the school cafeteria of Mckinnon High School five years ago.

      The room was cool like a damp basement, yet he began to sweat, the heat swelling in him because he was still wearing his jacket. It was spring in Oregon and it was warm outside with showers. He had been comfortable when he entered this place but now getting hot the feeling made him queasy.

      He stood, the four legged chair squealing across the floor, and shrugged out of the jacket and draped it over the back of the chair.

      Before he sat down, the door in the room on other side of the plexiglass opened and Terry Corrola came in.

      Adam froze.

      Terry had aged significantly in five years. He looked taller, but Adam chalked that up to misremembering. Terry had more bulk to him as if the prison food did him good. Either that or he had been working out with the prison weights, which Adam hated assuming what life was like in prison by the movies and television he'd seen. He had no idea how prison life was. He didn't want to know.

      Terry had his head shaved, his black mop of hair long gone, and stubble on his face. He looked healthy and Adam hated him for it. He'd rather have had him beaten down, shuffling his feet from the weight of what he had done.

      Instead, Terry gave Adam a nod and a smile when he saw him. As if they were old high school chums. Which they never were.

      Adam was surprised to see Terry wasn't handcuffed or shackled. Probably no need with the room separation. This place had medium-security which must have something to do with it.

      A guard with a large belly escorted Terry to the chair and then stood posted on the inside, next to the door. Terry pulled out the chair, draped his forearms on the table in front of him. It came natural to Terry and it came off as friendly as if the two them had gotten together to hang out.

      "What's up, Adam? Good to see you," he said.

      One question.

      Five years ago, the two of them were seniors at McKinnon High. Adam and Terry didn't hang around with same people. Adam preferred drama and chess club. Terry hung out with the lunk-heads and the trench coat wearing misfits.

      How could the two of them, far apart as they were in their respective social circles, have this weird bond over a tragedy where three McKinnon Pirates were killed and eleven injured?

      That morning, one hour before Terry took a Glock and a twenty-two semi-automatic pistol to the cafeteria, Adam past him in the quiet first floor hallway while classes were in session.

      Adam had a hall pass from Mrs. Steinman's Spanish class. His stomach was queasy as it always had been. He needed to fart or take shit and he wasn't going to do it in Spanish class.

      He still didn't know why Terry was in the hallway at that time, but that wasn't question he wanted to ask, now or then.

      The hallway had been so quiet, he could hear math teacher, Mr. Stiner, drone on about algebra. From far away he could here band practice in the music room—they were trying to perform Smash Mouth's All Star.

      Terry was coming towards him in the hallway, at first just a dark figure against the bright daylight coming through the school entrance at the other end of the hall. He was shuffling his feet and his shoes would occasionally squeak on the floor. Then he leaned to the side, shoulder striking the row of lockers and he walked like that down the hallway, his left hand knocking at the padlocks hanging from the locker doors.

      It sounded like a speed bag being hit by tired boxer.

      Adam gave Terry a wide berth, moving all the way over to the other side of the hall. Adam avoided making eye contact. His lower
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