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I Am Vengeance.

My alarm beeps, but I’m already awake. I slide out of bed, careful not to wake my wife

or my daughter, who found her way into our room a few minutes after bedtime. Last night the

three of us saw a true crime documentary about a burglar, and Rose was so frightened that Jean

and I had to tell her a million times that there were no bad guys in our house. Moments like these

are precious, but I’m afraid we might not have many left. The stocks that hold our inherited

wealth crashed, and the company where I worked was one of them. For the past week, I’ve been

wandering the streets from nine to five, looking for any sort of employment. Jean doesn’t know.

I get dressed: black pants, black long-sleeve shirt, black socks. I pull on some brand-new

shoes that I’ll throw away this evening. I stare out the window and wait. About thirty minutes

later, at 1:47 AM, a white van pulls into our driveway. Grabbing a pre-packed backpack on my

way out, I step outside. My breath is shaky as I open the van door and climb inside. I see three

familiar faces: Cal, Steiss, and Jimmy, friends from work. The driver is Mr. Robert Lester, the

man who hired us - if that’s his real name. We drive away in silence until we get on the highway.

Mr. Lester turns around in his seat. “You’ve got your things, gentlemen?” We nod, and he turns

back.

Something like ten minutes later, we arrive. The four of us reach into our bags and pull

out a pair of gloves, a ski mask, and a gun. I know that what we’re about to do is wrong, But I

don’t think any of us have a choice. I’m doing it for my daughter. Jimmy is doing it for his kids.



Steiss is late on rent, and Cal’s mother is completely dependent on him. Someone opens the door,

and we shuffle out onto a sidewalk outside the First National Bank. We put on our gloves, don

our ski masks, and tuck our guns into our belts. It takes longer for me to steady my breath than it

does for Cal to pick the door’s lock. I’m not nervous of being caught: Mr. Lester has ensured that

it’s an easy job. He’s bribed all the right people: the street is closed, the cameras are off, and the

police are distracted. Even the guns we’re carrying are just to remind us why we’re there. I’m

nervous because if I do something wrong, I won’t get the money, and my family could starve.

The building is dark inside, so Jimmy turns on a penlight, and we find our way down several

hallways and flights of stairs to the main vault. I pull a stethoscope from my bag and get to work.

It takes half an hour to deal with the combination lock because I’m shaking. The door is three

feet of solid steel, so it takes all four of us to pull it open. As we rush in to avail the vault of its

contents, I’m surprised to see piles upon piles of brown cloth bags clearly labeled with a dollar

sign, just like in the cartoons, but laughing doesn’t even cross my mind.

Carrying all the bags we can hold, we find our way back to the doors of the bank. In front

of me, Steiss suddenly stops.

“D-did you guys see that?”

Cal scoffs, “Yeah, I did. That was a shadow, you dope.” I let out a breath I didn’t know I

was holding. I prop open the doors for the other three, but as I’m picking up my bags again, I

hear Jimmy yelp. Confused, I stand up and look towards the van. I don’t see him, but I see Cal

and Steiss gripping their guns and looking up at the sky. Confused further still, I look inside the

van to Mr. Lester, but he’s just as calm as ever, so I shake my head and turn back the bags. But

then I hear another yelp, followed by several gunshots. I can feel my blood pressure spike as I



grab my gun and whip back around, just soon enough to see Steiss’ legs shooting out of my field

of vision.

Something’s very wrong here. I step towards the door, gun at the ready. I see Lester in the

van. He’s gritting his teeth, reaching for the shotgun underneath his seat. I’m about to run out to

him when a dark shape falls onto the van. A dark fist shoots out of the shape and punches a hole

in the windshield of the van, then grabs Lester and pulls him back through it. I scramble back

inside the building, taking in what little I can see in the faint glow of the streetlamp. He must be

bleeding profusely, but Lester manages to let off two shotgun blasts into the shadow. It responds

by throwing him to the ground from the hood of the car. He doesn’t move. The shadow throws

something at the streetlamp, and it shatters, leaving only the moon to light the street. Panicking, I

run at the shape, gun blazing, and it stands, bullets harmlessly ricocheting off of it. A beam of

moonlight reveals two points at the top of its head, like devil’s horns, and a gust of wind blows

away a cape, exhibiting the silhouette of a man. It charges at me, and the last thing I see before I

black out is the outline of a bat on its chest.


