
 

Seated in his pickup truck on the side of an isolated country road with a pistol in his mouth, John 

Sayre considered getting out of the cab so that he wouldn’t make a mess of things. He didn’t 

want to blow out the rear window. He couldn’t bear the thought of troubling some stranger to 

clean the pulp and blood of his brain from the upholstery and floorboard.  

After long wrestling with what he’d come to that lonely place to do, sad to say but it was 

that mundane worry which had finally conquered all other distractions, jostling and strangling 

more crucial concerns to finally win out. Little room remained for what the act would mean for 

his wife and son left behind. He had already murdered any meaningful debate and fear, 

cramming those dead thoughts into some small, dark space and burying them far away, deep 

below. 

Teeth on metal, the taste of gun oil curled his tongue, and of all things it was only that 

slight repulsion that brought a pause to his plans.  

How considerate the completely selfish can be. Clear as catfish waters. King of the 

mountain.  

Easing the barrel from his mouth and licking his lips, he kept focus the wrong way down its 

sights. A tiny black hole for a man to crawl into. Never too late.  

On the seat beside him, he had begun a note. At first glance it appeared to be a list, but it 

was not. In hurried block letters that huddled together as though afraid to be seen, it read: 

I pushed Walter 

wished I could take it back 

don’t expect forgiveness 

The words were centered in the middle of a plain sheet of ruled paper and suffered the 

appearance of needing to be more, something like a schoolboy’s unfinished homework. A little 

deserted island of half-assed explanation. Yes, the man knew as much, knew that it didn’t begin 

to make enough sense of things. Beneath the last line were two little dots of ink where the pen 

had been pressed and another thought or two were considered but not put down. They would 

have been nothing less than insults to his abandoned wife and son; a pitiful inheritance.  

 


