I’m going to die pathetically.

Most heroes die that way, the storybooks just don’t tell you. You don’t read about the fact that the knight in shinning armour shit himself as the dragon’s fire licked his skin. You don’t hear about prince charming dying in a hospital bed from complications brought on from syphilis. You have to watch out for those painted ladies from the kingdom over. Heroes die every night in children’s books; they go out in dramatic, glorious deaths saving the day at the cost of their lives. Large print words pay heed to valour, determination, courage, and honour, concepts to hold up and pronounce as good. Nothing is written about soggy pee stained soaks, flashes of regret, and horrid screams for mercy or mothers. Heroes die just like everyone else, wishing that they’d run for the hills when they had the chance. I’m going to die pathetically; I know it because I’m a hero. It’s what we do.


Oh sure I don’t look a hero at the moment. It’s hard to keep your armour shiny when your under a wharf shin deep in polluted surf, bare knuckle bashing a twig thin pill dealer’s face into a Jackson Pollack, but I can assure you I’ve got good reasons. A week ago two friends of mine were aching for a little fun, just starving for it. So a little public washroom hustling followed by a cheap Jin and Starbucks gargle they were off to the races. It’s a gut wrenching shame their horses pulled up lame. Another friend with the M.E.’s office said they never made it to the finish line. My friends remain in baggies in mustard jars at the back of my closet now. I started working the phones, flashing photos and cash, until word crawled back. A little bird twittering over crumbs and scotch at the local. It seemed my seaside punching bag had taken their money. Honour demands that the hero avenges the dead.

“That’s enough Auggy, you keep hit’en him that rough and he’ll not be able to speak.” Trustful Richard, my squire and confidant had the right of it, but my blood was up and I wanted to see red.

“Screw you Dick.” Two more, thick knuckle blows.

“That’s a sad pun even at the best of times. Ease off or you’ll kill him. We need to know where the pills came from. Damn it.” He was right, he usually was. No one ever said the hero had to be the smartest character in the story. I held my last punch and turned the dealer to the open water of the harbour.

“You’re going to tell me what I want to know or I fill your stomach full of rocks and swim you out to sea. You’ll scream blood bubbles to the bottom.” Typically the villain in the story played it stoic, I started to drag him further out.

“Auggy, Auggy. Let the man catch some of the breath you smashed out of him. He needs a moment to calm himself.” Richard splashed to the dealer’s side. Like a scared kid to his mommy, the dealer clutched my squire, clinging there cowering from me. Richard went so far as to pat his shoulder and coo a few there, theres. 

I turned to spit and wash blood from my knuckles; the sea salt stung one I’d split. “Don’t worry, um… you.” Richard looked at me puzzled. I shrugged and shock my head. Jesus we hadn’t even learned his real name yet, just a street nick, who in the world doesn’t call themselves Blade these nights? 

Richard soldiered on. “You just tell us who supplied you the stuff and we’ll let you go. We’ll even call the cops and have them send an ambulance. You can eat all the Jell-O you want on the taxpayer’s bill. That will be fun, won’t it?” 

Still clutching him the dealer burped up blood and bile. He was wide-eyed and shacking. “They’ll kill me.” It didn’t sound that precise through split lips and bent teeth, but we do need to move the story along so I’m paraphrasing busted face dealer garble.

“Naa they won’t.” Richard shook his head, smiling friendliness and assurance. I stood still while my feet froze in the water. “How can they kill you when they don’t know how we got the information. You’re clean, no word on the streets from us. I’ll keep you safe.” Hell Richard even patted his head. “You tell me, or he’ll have to hit you some more.” I wore my best scowl while clenching fists. The guy whimpered and clung to Richard tighter.

“It was the Louis brothers. They sold it cheap, looking for a market.” Richard let him collapse into the filth and water. We had new names and a step up the ladder. It’s been a good nights work. I nodded to Richard while wading back to the bank. A gasp of surprise, mighty thrashing, followed by rippling silence echoed behind me. Richard was a good Squire. He knew like I did that the storybooks didn’t have chapters written in them about the hero dealing with nameless minions. We killed the bosses and big bads, not the henchmen. I can’t be written doing that I’m a hero.

I’m going to die pathetically.
