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It was his tenth wedding anniversary and
Daniel Gordon was returning home to his wife after a hard day at
work. A very hard day. In fact, he’d just been laid off. Management
said that it was a competitive restructuring, but Daniel knew the
boss was afraid that someday he’d be in line for the top job. It
was a preemptive amputation.

 

The winding, coastal road led to the suburb
in which they had just moved. What would he tell her? Rebecca had
been very patient, even when a job opening caused them to move
halfway across the country. She left her friends and family without
complaint. After living in an apartment for two years, they had
just bought the perfect house. How long could they afford to make
the mortgage payments on it: three months, four? She loved the
placed. It was the one real thing he’d ever been able to get her.
Now they might lose it.

The car sped along the narrow highway curves,
a small gift-wrapped package and box of roses sliding across the
seat. The sun went down over the ocean, taking its illumination
with it. Daniel turned on his headlights.

Sure, they gave him a severance package, but
jobs hadn’t been exactly plentiful since the economy turned.
Several friends had taken jobs at a greatly reduced pay rate. There
was always unemployment, but it didn’t pay much either. What did
that leave, his life insurance policy? It was strange to be worth
more dead than alive. If he died before he missed a payment,
Rebecca would at least get enough to pay off the house. Maybe
enough and survive for a few years, or go back to college.

The tires squealed around a tight corner.

She was a good-looking woman; she could find
someone else, someone who could keep a job. Even with a master’s
degree in business, he couldn’t guarantee her the life style she
deserved. Perhaps dying would be the kindest thing to do for her.
It sure beat showing up at home on their tenth wedding anniversary
with a pink slip. How would it go? Hi hun, happy anniversary. By
the way we’re destitute. No, he couldn’t face that.

The car sped blindly around the next corner,
the wheels screeched as the car slid into the opposite lane. He
was going the wrong way around blind curves. It spun toward the
railing that separated the highway from the cliff edge, and the
deadly plummet into the pacific below. Daniel stomped hard on the
brakes. Turn into the spin, his driver’s education teacher’s
voice haunted. The car stopped on a patch of dirt shoulder, inches
from the railing. What was he trying to do, make her a
widow? Did he really want to die?

Daniel fought to calm his racing heart,
forcing himself to breathe though his dry mouth. He opened the car
door and stepped out into the night air
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