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	Don't Forget to Smile
Gillian Knight
 
Jane found herself in a dark alley; running hard and panting for breath. She looked over her left shoulder to see if he was still following her; He was. She tried to gauge the distance between them, but it was hard to tell in the darkness. He was so close she could feel his breath on her neck. 

The behemothic man was dressed like the night wearing an overcoat, boots, and a double barrel shot gun slung over one shoulder. He was completely camouflaged by the shades of gray that surrounded her, blending in like a chameleon. Each of his long strides equaled two of hers. He closed in on her quickly. 

She was almost to the end of the alley, when she took another look over her shoulder, stumbled and fell forward catching herself with her hands. Seconds later she felt his grasp on her ankle as he yanked her back toward him and turned her around in one quick movement. Jane screamed and tried to scramble away but he was too strong. He let her go long enough to swing the gun around and take aim.

“Don't forget to smile” he said as he started to squeeze the trigger. 

Jane rolled to the right and out of his sites. She scrambled to her feet and ran to the end of the alley. Maniacal laughter boomed behind her. At the end of the alleyway Jane veered right and headed toward the shopping district on Main Street. The streets were barren this late at night.

Jane ran from shop to shop looking for a place to hide, but the shops had all closed, all except one, a small dress shop. She ducked inside and looked back. She didn't see him but she knew he was coming. She gave a pleading look to the woman behind the counter and then made her way to the back. Finding no way out she hid behind the furthest dressing curtain.

She crouched into the farthest corner. Tears and sweat streamed down her face and her heart beat as rapid as a rabbit's. She heard his footsteps approaching, clunk, clunk, clunk, the sound of heavy boots on hardwood. She heard the screech of metal curtain rings being drawn ferociously across the metal rod and the finality of the clang as the rings hit the wall. She clasped her hands over her ears and then over her mouth as he continued, one by one, ripping aside curtains. She held her breath, her eyes wide with terror as she heard him step in front of her curtain. Screech and clang went the curtain. 

“Don't forget to smile, Jane,” he said before discharging both barrels into Jane's face.

He awoke in the sparse cell that had been his hell for the last eighteen months since he had killed Jane. He was soaked in sweat from the nightmare that plagued him night after night since the murder. Night after night he experienced her murder through her eyes, every horrifying detail, from the raw fear to the unbearable agony of her final moments when the double aught broke through her cranium and spread like fire. 

It was an unbearable punishment, and he knew who was responsible.

Through the small bit of light streaming in from the hall, he could see her translucent form. He knew it was her; he knew it was Jane. She was smiling. 
 
Copyright © 2011 Gillian Knight
All rights reserved.
 

OEBPS/cover.jpg
Den't Forget
-to Smile

Gillian Knight





