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Period C

Second chapter of The Killer’s Apprentice


 “Sorry I’m late for work Jay,” Jim said as he hung his coat up on a chilly September afternoon.  “You know how it is getting out of Garrison Ave.—everyone seems to be late for something.  


“They probably are,” Jay chuckled.  “Maybe you should try leaving a bit earlier.”


“I already am,” Jim replied with a sigh.  “Every other senior in Mulberry High does the same thing.”


“Okay, then let’s just get to work.  I’ve got a real tough one for you—This car wouldn’t start if, well… it just won’t start.  I’m way behind and three other cars have got to go home by 6:00 p.m.  You think you could take a look?”


“Sure—What’s the problem with it?”


“Some woman dropped it off about an hour ago, in a real hurry, only stayed two minutes, not even long enough to tell me what the problem was—You’d think someone in that much of a rush would tell me a little more about the stupid car and…”


“I’ll take care of it,” Jim quickly responded.  He respected his boss, but too often Jay was impatient with his customers.  If there was one thing Jim knew about business it was that the customer comes first.  In any case, Jim now had a car that needed to be drivable in three hours, which was just before he had to get home.  He got to work.

(                                  (                                (

It had been two grueling hours and the only thing Jim had found out about the car was what he already knew—It had many problems.  The muffler needed tweaking, the exhaust pipe was bent, the gauge didn’t budge…the list went on and on.  He had never seen such a beat-up vehicle, at least in the shop, and he’d never even attempted to fix one.  He had to confer with his boss.


“You were right about this one, Jay.  There are only so many things I know how to fix, and this car covers them all and then some.  There’s no way I can finish before…”


“Tell you what, kid,” started Jay.  “Here’s a little incentive.  If you can get that car fixed up in an hour—forget about everything else, just get it to run properly—I’ll give you a $200 bonus and the rest of the week of.  If I can’t drive that car in an hour, you can find a new place to work.  It’s not a threat and you don’t have to agree to it, but I just…”


Jim was already gone.
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The Saturday Autumn afternoon glistened incandescently as jays warbled and trees swayed in perfect time.  Fallen leaves rustled and swirled around a few frantic squirrels gathering last-minute nuts.  Jim drove out of his Iowa home, ready to go to work.


Jay’s Auto Body was conveniently situated only five minutes away, all the better for Jim, who was still pumped about the $200 he now had in his pocket from the night before.  “I would drive half an hour each way if it meant doing what I loved,” muttered Jim at a red light.  “Come to think of it, if it snowed and rained and sleeted every day of the year I’d still…”


Jim’s thoughts were suddenly cut short by the bang of a nearby gunshot.  His quick reflexes allowed for him to scan his surroundings in an instant, but only his car and one other were there.  The woman in the car was not moving.  

Before he could blink, a man coming from nowhere thrust a gun into his hands.  He wore long black clothes with a black mask.  The apparent shooter darted into the woods.  

Not having much time to analyze the situation or think very sensibly, Jim hurled the gun back into the woods, jumped out of the car, and ran to the victim’s car.

He had seen that car before.  Yes, he’d worked on that car just last night, Jim thought to himself.  This must’ve been the woman who frustrated Jay as well.

