Nice Pants
“Come on, man! Get in the car!” John screamed from inside the black Wrangler.  “Come on, let’s go!”

Tyler threw the wooden baseball bat into the woods.  He pushed his long blond hair out of his eyes and sprinted to the Jeep.  He wasn’t more than ten feet away from the pulverized mailbox when he heard a gunshot from behind him.

“Put your hands above your head or I’ll shoot,” a voice bellowed from the top of the driveway.  A forty-five year old man held a shotgun to his shoulder.  “You, in the Jeep, get out slowly.”

“Run Ty!”  

Tyler froze.

The screech of the tires echoed throughout the neighborhood.  The Jeep sprayed loose stones as it accelerated out of the driveway.  The man thundered down the driveway cursing and shooting wildly.  He towered above Tyler who had dropped to the ground covering his head.  The man took one final shot at the Jeep but it was now just a part of the afternoon sunset.  John had escaped.  

“Damn,” the man muttered looking down the road.  “Get up.  I said get up!”

Tyler cautiously got to his feet, as the gun stayed leveled at his head.  His good pants were torn and his knees were bloody.  

“You bastard kid.  You wrecked my mailbox last year.  I’m sick of it.  Walk into the woods.  If you run, I’ll shoot you.” 

The man stuck the still hot end of the gun in Tyler’s back.  “Move!”

Tyler slowly took a step towards the woods.  Tears were forming in his eyes and rolling down his face, splashing on the autumn leaves.  The path through the woods was very narrow.  The trees’ branches and the thorny bushes inflicted Tyler with many deep cuts.  But each time he hesitated after being cut, he felt the gun being jammed tighter into his back.  Tyler’s knees started convulsing, making his walk through the woods even more difficult. 

“Head for that clearing.”

It was like a hole in the woods.  Tall oak trees bordered the clearing on every side.  In the middle was an area of grass.  It was shaped like a circle, about ten feet in diameter.  Tyler envisioned the man killing other people in this same location before him.  

The man forced Tyler to the grass.  “Kneel!  This ought to teach your friends never to mess with my mailbox.”

He stuck the gun into the back of Tyler’s head.  Tyler’s eyes were shut so tightly he saw lights exploding in front of him.  His head sunk to his bony knees.  With a sudden gush, Tyler’s bladder let go, but Tyler was too upset to care.  With a loud snap, the man cocked the gun.

“Please let me go,” Tyler mumbled pleading.

Snap.  Tyler kept his eyes closed.  He was off to hell.  Everything was black.  He heard nothing but a low evil cackle that rose to a hideous roar.  The devil?  When Tyler opened his eyes moments later the man was standing, leaned up against a tree laughing.  

“Nice pants,” he joked looking at the wet spot on Tyler’s jeans.  “Now get the hell out of here.”         
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