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Shite Town

Underneath his fake smile was a snake… the kind of snake who would deceive even the most helpless. This town's sheriff was straight out of some low budget, mid-nineteenth century western film. His clothes were old, faded, and stank of whiskey. He spent most of his time in the local bar, drinking with the only other scum who dared to enter the rat-infested establishment. 

I had only been in this crazy, mixed-up town for two days now. Where did I go wrong? I was heading for San Jose, California and ended up, nowhere. Outside of town the roads were gravel, inside, the tracks of a 1979 Al-Camino in the sand designated the current road. The sand was endless in every direction, except for the occasional patch of cacti. 

The sun was beating on my back as I stood at the edge of town, my back to the place where my wretched, run-down hotel half-heartedly stood.  I moved my eyes to the left under my dark sunglasses and watched Sally appear. Sally’s hair and eyes were a utopia; her body was the only holy thing in this town. Sally and I had met last night, under the moon, per se. I had just gotten into town and was not sure what to think about this deserted settlement, until I saw Sally. She was outside her house watching the stars. I gradually made my way toward her attempting not to disturb or frighten her. I paused momentarily, starting to feel insecure about sitting next to her. Reassuring me, Sally patted her hand down on the sand next to her warm body as I crouched down into an Indian style position. Sally had been the most interesting person I had ever met. We talked for hours about this town where she had grown up.  I stayed up all night listening to her stories about the corrupt Sheriff. After hearing what Sally had to say, I had strong convictions to take her away from this crazy town, away from the sheriff and all his goons. 

At the next house down, Mary was knitting on her porch. It looked like another blanket for the sheriff’s classy bed. Mary got tied up with the sheriff 25 years ago, or so Sally had told me. Mary had peculiar looking bruises on her arms, neck, and face, a definite sign of spousal abuse. It seemed like I was the only one to notice, or care that the sheriff had beaten his wife. The anger built up inside as I kept replaying the fabricated events of the previous night in my mind. I could vividly see the sheriff drinking his whiskey until he couldn’t stand, without help at least. The bartender walked him home as he usually does; during their walk the bartender would occasionally try to make small talk. That night the bartender mentioned that their wives had been talking about the sheriff’s drinking problem.

Reaching the door of the sheriff’s house, frustrated, he slammed on the door of his own home until the lock broke by his sheer force. Mary was in the corner weeping for she knew what actions would follow. The sheriff, annoyed, frustrated, and raging drunk took his anger out on his wife. He hit her over and over until she could no longer scream for help. 

There was the bartender now, on the right side of the road. He was obviously up to no good, for he was not walking in his usual fashion. He was walking too fast and turning his head left and right in quick repetitions. And then, he turned towards me. There was instant stickiness in my swallow. He was ten feet away when he pulled out his ice pick. Sally let out a large yelp while Mary sat quietly. It was decision time. 

The bartender confronted me and motioned me to leave his town. I could see the bartender starting to reach for his gun, and yet I was calm. Again I heard a scream, except this one had a lower pitch. The bar tender and I turned to see the hotelkeeper with his shotgun pointed straight at the heart of the bartender. 

I let out a deep breath and made my way to Sally. I picked her up classically, right arm under her knees and my left hand supporting her back. Sprinting, we made it back to my 1988 Honda Accord and took off into the desert. 

I inquired more about the town, for I hadn’t even caught its name in my stay there. Sally mumbled that it had no name, but the people who came through it called it Shite town. And then I heard her whisper a vow under her breath to never return to her birthplace, the nameless Shite town. 

