
Until Death Do Us Part 

 

Charlie was the brave one. Charlie was the one who’d kissed me in the dugout after all 

the other boys had left our peewee baseball game. He was the boy that had protected me from 

beatings in high school and the one that proposed after our sophomore year of college. Charlie 

was the one to bloody his fists when words like “fag” were thrown at us. He was the one that 

would laugh when something went wrong and tell me that it would be okay. Charlie was the one 

who had showed up at my work when it all started and spirited me away, through a night riddled 

with gun-shots and screams, out of the city. Charlie took care of me after that first night and for 

the many nights to come, until all the nights had accumulated into years. He was there, the one 

who taught me how to fight and how to kill. 

***** 

Charlie hadn’t been paying attention when we’d gone into the daycare. The building 

looked like it had escaped the worst of the last two years and would be a good place to find some 

cans of baby food. He’d been so excited to find food on the shelves of a pantry in the back room 

that he hadn’t thought to look down.  

The little girl was no more than seven. I’d grabbed his pack and pulled him away as I’d 

placed the gun against the girl’s head and pulled the trigger as I turned my head away from the 

spray of cold gore. There hadn’t been any hesitation, I knew what it would mean if I’d hesitated. 

We both knew what it could have meant. And as I turned away and wiped my gun and face on 

the nearby curtains I felt no remorse, and only a distance sort of sadness, overcome with a grim 

sense of resignation. 



Charlie said my name and I turned, ready to have him tell me that we had to hurry, that 

the gun shot had been loud and sure to draw more to us. But he never did.  

Because I’d been too slow.  

His leg glistened darkly, a wetness spreading out from a single point midway down his 

thigh. In the dusky, dust filled room the blossoming stain from the bite seemed black against his 

denim jeans. 

I felt like I’d felt back in junior high when a group of boys would mange to get me 

pinned on the ground and would kick and jump on my stomach until I cried and threw up. I 

couldn’t breathe, couldn’t think. Charlie wrapped his arms around me silently as the first of the 

tears began to fall. He whispered a lie in my ears over and over again and told me it was time to 

leave. 

We left without the food and returned to the barn we’d hidden in for the night. We made 

love then and we did so passionately and desperately, in such a way that it bordered on savage. I 

cried and I tried to tell myself to remember this moment, to value it as the last I would ever have 

with him. It was a gift that few received. Charlie did not cry but instead said my name over and 

over again between gasps that sounded like cut off sobs. When we finished we said everything 

could. We apologized for stupid things we’d done in the past, made declarations and promises, 

and I screamed at him for being stupid and tall and never looking down. He only smiled and 

rocked me back and forth in his lap, telling me he loved me and warning me to be quiet lest they 

hear.  

***** 

He lasted through the night, his fever climbing until he lay in the straw mumbling to his 

hallucinations. Just before dawn, at the coldest part of the night, his eyes focused on me through 



the haze of his fever. His mouth worked but no words came out as he searched my face for a 

miracle. 

It was then that I broke my vow to never lie to him. I smiled and told him he was going to 

be okay. I hummed a made-up tune and combed his damp hair with my fingers and rubbed his 

chest in slow circles like I knew he liked. As the sun rose, his body jerked, his eyes opened so 

wide that the blood vessels broke and red tears streamed down his face. And then he died. 

I only remember parts of the next hour. My screaming and smashing must have drawn 

one of them to the barn. I remember killing it with a rusty hammer; hitting it with such savage 

hatred that the head of the hammer flew off into some distant corner of the barn as I continued 

beating the mess of the thing with the handle. 

Two hours after Charlie died he sat up again. But it wasn’t my Charlie anymore. 

I stood across the barn holding the dirty revolver that had once belonged to him in hands 

that wouldn’t stop shaking. 

When it turned and spotted me across the barn I could hear Charlie’s voice screaming in 

some far off place for me to kill it, as if he were still there with me. As it took its first steps 

toward me I found myself begging for it to stop, screaming at the top of my lungs for Charlie to 

stop and come back to me, even though I knew it wasn’t him. It was still half the length of the 

barn from me but was already swiping the air with a wet sounding growl; a living, never-ending 

death rattle. 

My teeth were points of pain as I grinded them together. Its smell of decay, the smell of 

the dead, hit me as its grasping fingers nearly knocked the gun from my hands. 

My finger tightened on the trigger as it lunged and I closed my eyes and thought of 

Charlie’s arms around me. 


