This was all in vain.


I try to keep a leash on my despair. I’m standing in the Priority Lounge for TWA in Reagan National Airport. After my third straight Scotch, my nerves still rattle. Boarding for TWA 1248 will commence in forty minutes. I’m taking the hard way out of the States with a two-hour layover in Mexico City before my final flight to Rio. Miami International would have been faster and cheaper, but there’s too many feds engaged in active surveillance at the terminal. I was never a heavy hitter, but why risk the chance of someone recognizing my face? Besides, the bus ride down from NYC was good for the soul. After the last few weeks, I needed anonymous time and miles rolling under my feet, nothing but road noise and introspection to keep me company.


There’s a passbook waiting for me at Saint’s place. Saint worked the arithmetic for my current rewrite on personal history. We had established a professional friendship through other mutual friends, but he was more than happy to take his usual percentage to help me disappear. He’s my key to putting the last few years behind me. I have no idea what this guy even looks like, but he’s gotten me this far. 


Saint knew the Biggio brothers, Macao bankers coming to terms with their expatriated lives, forever exiled from their beloved California by volumes of in absentia wire fraud warrants awaiting their return that will never, ever happen. Saint had helped the Biggios build a massive offshore gambling empire, and knew just how clean they could get dirty money. The brothers charged 56% of the total sum that required their magic art of establishing business fronts, express printing deposit slips and other materials, transferring the funds from the fronts into a numbered Macao account that stayed far more anonymous than a Swiss account ever would. 


The Biggios never asked questions. I had called their secretary, obtained an account number for one of their numerous domestic fronts hiding within Chemical Bank. I deposited the money over the course of ten nights, sweating through paranoia and amphetamine detox as I separated and bagged $4 million in fifties and hundreds into bite size chunks that would flow smoothly through the U.S. financial auditing process. I had to wait another two weeks after the last remnants of the liquefied Bellisario bankroll had been deposited before Saint paged me with the green light to head on down to South America. He held the passbook that was my only link to the remnants of a second-generation Louisiana crime syndicate brought down in a night of gunfire and kerosene flame. 

I try not to think of my newfound fortune as dirty money.


Cocaine money, to be precise. Blood money, to be excruciatingly precise.


I’m suffering from a remarkable lack of guilt. Technically, I’m responsible for nine homicides, three counts of grand theft auto, 238 counts of credit fraud, twenty or so assault charges. Hell, at one point I had enough LSD in my possession to probably include one count of conspiracy to overthrow the government. Right now, I could thumb through the US Revised Code with a hi-liter, mark my violations and turn the whole stack of laws bright pink... or yellow. Depends on what color I’m in the mood for. 


Right now, I don’t even want to see a Bible. There’s a whole other stack of transgressions waiting for me there: murder, sodomy, usury, idolatry, heresy, blasphemy. I could include eating shellfish as well, but that’s like mentioning jaywalking on a serial killer’s rap sheet.


Right now, it all doesn’t really matter. I’m legally deceased. There’s a lead urn resting on my mother’s mantle filled with ashes that she’ll cherish as my mortal remains until she finally passes. Imagine her surprise when she slips this mortal coil to discover I have yet to leave this mean-assed party known as our collective human existence.


I almost forgot. Add abusing a corpse and not honoring my mother and father to the hits on my criminal record; I really used to be such a nice guy before all this. I sip my scotch and check my watch. The gigantic Submariner informs me I have thirty-eight minutes before I become a new person.


Right now, there’s a good chance Mykal never got my letter. There’s a good chance the FBI is haul-assing their way to Reagan National Airport with an assault team ready to vaporize my mortal coil in a hail of large caliber gunfire; let’s not mention any thugs for hire who still might have my name on their lips. Death certificate or not, some boys won’t quit ‘til they check your pulse with their own calloused fingers. Break as many laws as I have in the last six months, and prison is the furthest fear from your mind.


Right now if Mykal doesn’t show up, all this work, all this chaos has been pointless.


The bartender senses my anxiety. “You going to be O.K.?”


What should I say? I’m a walking dead man, victim of long-term spiritual possession, responsible for one of the biggest drug-related massacres ever known in the history of Louisiana. Everyone I could turn to is convinced that I’m dead.  Before the end of the month, I’ll take possession of a small fortune in an off-shore bank account, undergo dreadfully painful plastic surgery, and spend the next four months in recovery, knowing that I could never come back to anything I have ever known, a stranger in a strange land. I fell from grace quite some time ago, wallowed in the mud like a beast, and here I am, my previous life in smoldering ruins at the mouth of the Mississippi for the unknown love of a woman who may or may not show.


If I were to tell him this, he would call security. I decide to opt for a more sterile response when I finally muster the energy to smile. “I’m waiting for my wife.” 


“Really?”


“Yeah.”


“Did you lose your ring?”


I take a deep breath. Exhale. He busts me before I can even concoct a story.


The bartender arcs his hands across the bar top. “I mean, hey, your problems are none of my business, but if you can’t talk to your bartender about women, who can you talk to?”


I’ve lied enough over the course of my life.  I could argue with the bartender that, yes, she is my wife, or the intended bride-to-be, but I might as well let someone know the truth, just in case this whole situation comes crashing down around my ears. I could go so far as to tell him my real name, Kevin Edward Spivey, but that’s a step I’m not ready to take just yet.


“Can you keep a secret?” I glance up and down the bar, looking for any sign of Mykal or other possible visitors looking for me.


“Buddy, let me tell you something.” The bartender leans in close. “In a place like this, you’d be surprised what I’ve been told.”


Oh, I think, if you only knew what I was about to lay out on your doorstep. 


“Bartenders and priests have two things in common. They know how to listen, and they know how to soothe your soul.” He reaches into a pocket of his red vest and produces a tiny blue tablet. “2.5 milligrams of Valium. Just enough to take the edge off your nerves. I’d advise you lay off the scotch if you want it. It’ll drop you comatose when you mix it with enough booze.”


The story of my life, someone always offering temporary salvation in the face of crisis for the right price.  “Thanks, but no thanks. What’s the craziest thing you’ve ever done for love?”


He shrugs. “Why? What’s the craziest thing you’ve ever done?”


I check my watch. T-30 minutes and counting. There’s not enough time to go through it all. 


“Attention Priority Club members. Flight 1248, departing for Rio de Janeiro at 5:24 p.m., has been delayed two hours due to technical difficulties. Priority Club members waiting for this flight are invited to enjoy complimentary drinks while our flight crew attempts to fix the problem. We apologize for any inconvenience and thank you for flying Trans World Airlines.” The voice is smooth, warm, and female, like the introduction to a phone-sex service, piping in momentarily over the house music system.


“Dumb fucking luck,” I mumble.


The bartender laughs. “Maybe God wants you to get it all off your chest.”


“No. God has nothing to do with this. You’re close, but not quite. By any chance do you believe in angels?”


He nods and smirks. “You mean like that show ‘Touched By an Angel’?”


I laugh hard, the kind of gut chuckle that stretches the diaphragm and lifts stones from the heart.


“Let me tell you something, Mr. Bartender. The experience with my personal angel is as far removed from that show as a porno flick is in relation to true romance. Some of the basic mechanics are the same. People screaming things about love and God, the occasional ‘fuck me’ thrown in for flavor... beyond that, it’s a different story entirely.”


I almost tell him that Adam delayed the flight. He wouldn’t understand Adam, but then again, I really don’t understand Adam either.  At one time, I thought I did, but I was far from correct. As I re-discovered my sobriety, I also rediscovered my memories. I had held Adam in a state close to sainthood at one point in my life, and then Adam decided it would be fun to dump me on my head. I’m learning the truth about Adam and what he did to me over the last few years. He should have left me when I put a bullet through Joe Bellisario’s chest, but that fucker just refused to go away. Adam helped set me free, but now I want him gone. Nothing I’ve done up to this point in time will get rid of that phantom son of a bitch.


Adam cost me Mykal’s love, and now I was sitting on this barstool like a potential fish in a barrel waiting for her arrival. The smarter man in my doomed circumstance would have caught the first flight out and sent for his girl in Rio. It was a stupid thing for me to send her the letter. She may have it and is en route, she might have turned it over to the police, or she might have torn it to shreds and continued on with her life as if I never existed.


The bartender is carefully watching me. For a moment, I’m convinced I’ve been thinking out loud. I decide to break my silence.


“The things we do for love. Un-fucking-believable.” 


The bartender laughs. “Tell me about it, brother.”


What do I have left to lose? Worst-case scenario, he’ll think I’m nuttier that a Snickers Bar. Best-case scenario? I might finally come to terms with it all. I take a drink of my Scotch.

Inhale.

Exhale. “You wanna hear about it?” I’ve told this story to myself time and time again, but this time, I’m turning over all the stones, and examining every last detail. He’s been warned.
