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The skinny little one-eyed fella in the blue shirt lit another cigarette and walked closer to the highway, watching the cars and trucks zoom by, the wind parting his greasy hair.

He felt as though he had the highway to himself tonight. Which was fine with him; to him, it was his trinket, all that beautiful but lonely yellow stripes and asphalt, rolling out before him like a red carpet to freedom.

A red carpet to oblivion.

That's the way he'd felt over the last few years. A man totally forgotten, unknown to anyone now. Just another lonely face in a crowd of lost souls, his existence all but eradicated from memory.

His freedom had come with a price tag.

He was a nobody.

But he was getting ready to fix that.
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His favorite movie was Dirty Mary and Crazy Larry. It reminded him of himself; wild and free and cruising the highways and back roads of America with reckless abandon.

He hadn't found his Mary yet, but that could very well change, too.

He more often than not tried his best to remain at least somewhat optimistic, but at times, his  pessimism got the best of him, and he would end up making a fool of himself again.

He had never really believed in Murphy's law, but lately, he wasn't so sure anymore.

Nonetheless, here he was again, on that lonely old highway on his way to wherever that blacktop might take him.

Stay positive, he thought, as the lukewarm breeze blew through his receding hairline. Don't let the world get you down.

He walked on.
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His name was Romeo.

That wasn't his real name, but he liked it better than his real name.

Romeo was a country singer wannabe from the back woods of the bluegrass state, bound and determined to be the next Johnny Cash – or at least Hank Williams, but the state of Kentucky just wasn't quite ready for another wannabe with a voice like a sick cat.

But before he'd even got the chance to display just how talentless he really was, he'd bombed out of highschool, developed a drinking problem, and had left home at eighteen to “find himself.”

But all he'd found instead was the road to oblivion.
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He'd lost his right eye by accident.

He'd been target shooting with his grandpa's old twenty-two caliber rifle when the bullet ricocheted off of a stop sign and hit him in the face. He was fit with a glass eye, but it was uncomfortable and he rarely wore the eye unless it was a special occasion.

Since he rarely had any special occasions to speak of these days, the eye spent most of the time wrapped in cellophane in his front pocket.

He used to feel self-conscious about the missing eye – and the scar that came with it – but not anymore. If other folks didn't like his general appearance, they could kiss his ass.

#
[image: ]


After train-hopping around for a while, pulling petty thefts and burglaries to survive, he'd ended up on the road again.

He wasn't the sharpest quill on the porcupine, but he was smart enough to know that there most likely wasn't an over-abundance of one-eyed drifters with a Kentucky accent riding the rails, and didn't want to push his luck.
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Today was like any other day, just pounding the pavement in search of what may lie ahead.

He'd learned long ago that just when he thought he was going to have another boring day, something – or someone – would pop up right out of the blue and turn his whole day around.

Little did he know it at the time, but today was going to be one of those days.
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Today, as Derrick and Elnora sat in the parking lot of  a small, out of the way, roadside convenience store, smoking reefer and sipping from a half pint of Jim Beam, their brain fart of a plan to make a major haul from the store was slowly but surely was beginning to take shape, that is, if they could stay half way sober long enough to pull it off without any major snafus.

As Elnora hit the blunt again, she exhaled and said, “What do you think, baby?” Derrick was sipping the half pint and scoping out the front of the store. Soaking up some liquid courage first.

He said, “Dummy cameras, most likely no decent alarm system, either, if any. One little skinny guy running the whole place by himself – perfect.”

Puffing on the blunt one more time, she said, “Are we ready my love?”

“Ready as we'll ever be, sweet pea. Let's do this.”

They exited the stolen Chevy Malibu and joined hands, doing their best innocent young lovers just out for a sunny day picnic routine, one they had performed many times before – with at least a modicum of success – and entered the front door, all smiles and polite and friendly.

Upon hearing the cowbell above the front door ringing, the skinny little Pee Wee Herman look alike behind the register looked up, and upon seeing Elnora's long wavy blonde hair, big blue eyes, and skimpy outfit – which of course was planned that way as a pleasurable distraction – the geek behind the counter said, “Good morning, folks! How can I help you this fine day?”

Without missing a beat, Elnora was at the counter, leaned over just enough to expose just the right amount of cleavage – just a little, not too much – to keep him distracted, and not get Derrick all worked up and jealous. She said, “You got any cold beer, handsome?”

Blushing, he said, “Yes, ma'am, in the back cooler on the right.”

She winked at him, and strolled back to the cooler as Derrick was suddenly there now, behind the geek and to the right side of him, pointing a .357 magnum handgun at his head. He whistled to get the guy's attention, and he spun around, startled, and almost pissed himself when he saw the big hole in the end of the barrel.

Derrick said, “Okay, you little pervert. All the money, from the till – NOW. You got a safe in here too?”

As the guy nervously shoveled cash from the till into a paper bag, he said, “Got a floor safe, but the boss man has the combo. I can't open it until end of my shift.”

Derrick knew this could be true; he'd been doing this long enough to know employers didn't always provide employees with the combination to the safe. But today, as he stood watching this little weasel stuffing money into the bag – and still eyeballing his lady at the same time, like he thought staring at her back side while she grabbed road beers was worth possibly getting his head blown off – Derrick snapped.  

Cocking the hammer back on the .357, he said, “You got to be kidding me, right? You staring at my old lady's ass while I'm pointing a gun at your goofy little head?”

The guy turned his head away fast, handing Derrick the money bag. He said, “Sorry, man, I didn't mean no disrespect.”

Derrick couldn't even answer him. His blood was boiling so hot in his veins he couldn't even speak without totally losing his composure.

Elnora was back now, holding a big plastic bag full of beer, snacks, and cigarettes. Upon seeing the look in Derrick's eyes – the one she'd seen before, the one that even gave her the heebie jeebies – she tried to diffuse the situation as best she could.

She said, “Come on, babe. You know he ain't worth the bullet.”

Derrick glanced at her, smiled, and turned back to the guy who was currently soiling himself. He said, Yeah, but this is matter of principle, babe.”

Without saying another word, she turned and walked out of the front door fast, heading to the Chevy. As she tossed the bag into the back seat and climbed in behind it, Derrick said to the guy, “Well, was it worth it?”

Trembling, the guy said, “Was what worth it?”

“Exactly,” Derrick said, and pulled the trigger.
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Romeo had stopped for a cigarette break by the side of the road.

Counting how many cigarettes he had left and counting up his pocket change in his head, he knew he'd have to find a way to make a few bucks soon enough.

He could go all day without food or water, but without his cigarettes, he was a nervous wreck.

He took one more puff, and pinched off the flame to save the other half of the cigarette for later. After placing it in his shirt pocket, he began walking again. It was hotter than blue blazes outside, and he knew it might be a while before he could find shelter from the morning sun.

He hadn't walked mare than half a mile when he heard it; the sound of a loud engine, barreling down the highway at high speed, coming up behind him.

Slipping his right hand into
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