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My nose tingles, and snot’s freezing around my nostrils. The
temperature’s plunging quickly. I feel like I dipped a paintbrush in

Tacky Glue and smeared it into the lining of my nasal cavity before skydiving
over Antarctica. Brain matter may spew from my nostrils if I blow my nose
hard enough—ultimate brain freeze.

I cup my hands over my mouth and huff as hard as I can. That did nothing.
Absolutely nothing. Winter is hell this year, and I wish I could intervene.

Dear Winter,

I’m sorry I forgot to write you last year. You weren’t around, so I
forgot. I’m writing you now because I remember how ruthless you were
when you’d pay a visit and linger around a while. The serene
snowflakes last month were a nice gesture, but I don’t recall the people
of Glasgow following that up with a welcome party. You remind me of
my college girlfriend, who’d show up topless at my door after every
breakup. “I’m sorry, Will,” she’d say, and I’d forgive her. I’m opting
out of this vicious cycle. So, dear Winter, kiss my ass.

I tuck my hands inside my sleeves and stare ahead. Balding trees perfectly
align the dirt road leading toward the woods. I’ve never been on-site this
close to dark. It takes twenty minutes round trip to walk to the construction
site and back to where I’m standing. The sun will be down in eight minutes. I
don’t like the dark. Hurry up, idiot.

I tug at the collar of my jacket, which is barely covering my neck. The
material won’t stretch upright unless I tear a hole at the seam. I didn’t want to
pay full price for a new jacket, so this is what 50 percent off feels like when
factoring in quality with lower than average temperatures.

Trees rattle in the distance, synchronizing with my clattering teeth. I cross
my eyes as I try to watch my breath swirl in front of my nose and into the air.
I’m still hammered off the whiskey and lager at the pub. I’d never be out here
doing this right now if I wasn’t experiencing the doubles—quadruples, I



guess—when I cross my eyes. Tonight I’m brave. Like Robin fucking Wood.
Wood? Wait. Aye, Robin Hood. Maybe a jalky Robin Hood.

“Go now, get in there,” I mutter into my jacket collar. I feel a hint of
warmth from my whiskey breath against my neck.

I pull out my flask and take a swig. The burn warms my core. I turn
around and look down the hill toward the employee parking lot. My cab’s
waiting. I said I’d be quick. Better be quick. Wind blows at the exhaust,
forcing gray whirls of pollution to zigzag into the air. Lights from the back of
the cab beam red on the gravel surface. The vehicle rolls backward. Wait.
No. Where the hell you going?

“Stop,” I choke. I jump up and wave my hands in the air. Can’t leave me.
I run down the hill, flailing my arms. You can’t leave. The icy ground boosts
my speed. You can’t leave me out here, lady. She didn’t seem like the bailing
type when she picked me up from the bar—or did she?

I hear a thud behind me and pat my pockets. My flask. No, not my flask. I
dig my heels into the ground to slow my speed. My shoes scrape against the
ice as I force a halt. I’m moving too fast. Need to stop. Need to stop now. My
right foot lodges into a pothole, causing my body to whip back. I flail my
arms around to catch my balance, but it’s not working. My stomach drops. I
toss an arm out and punch the ground. I grip at the dead grass beneath the
snow and stop my body from rolling a second time down the hill.

I turn toward the cab. The brake lights turn off, and the vehicle stops. A
bungee screech echoes through the trees from a forceful tug at the shifter.
Good for you, cab lady, showing your aggravation from a football field
away. The way you handle the shifter on that car is like watching a water-
balloon launcher after releasing a dud. The interior lights blink on. A black
boot wedges into the crease of the driver’s door. The driver kicks the door
open and steps out of the cab.

I straighten up and cup my hands around both eyes to gauge the activity.
She stretches her arms above her head and walks to the other side of her
vehicle. I scoot along the side of the hill and stare. She squats next to a bush
to pee and holds her middle fingers in the air.

“Sorry.” I cover my eyes, turn around, and look for my flask. The
gunmetal flask is easy to spot in the snow. I scurry up the hill and snatch up
my guilty pleasure. My hands shake as I twist off the top. The whiskey burns,
but it feels good. It’s warming the inside of my torso. I’ve got five minutes



until dark. I take another swig of bravery serum. The long-legged cabbie with
an attitude won’t get paid for the long ride if she bails.

At least one person knows I’m here: a woman who thinks I’m a creep
who just gave me the double middle finger midpee. I tuck my flask in my
back pocket and jog into the woods.



“O
Two Hours Earlier

ne more?” the bartender asks.
“Make it a double,” I say.

“No doubles. I’ll serve you one more Clan MacGregor, then yer
switching to lager,” he says.

“Don’t tell me what to do, old man,” I grumble.
“What’d you jist say?” The bartender rolls up his sleeves.
“Give me one more Clan MacGregor and a Carling—two of them,

please,” I say.
“One Carling.”
“Two. And one Clan MacGregor.”
“You want two lagers and whiskey, but yer only getting one.”
I stare at the bartender. “Fine, the whiskey.”
The bartender has excess hair growing out of his ears. I can’t look at

anything but the salt-and-pepper hair protruding from his saggy earlobes.
“Want a menu? Maybe it’s time to eat something—soak up the booze.”

The bartender reaches for a menu.
“Nah, I’m good.
“All right. Anything else?” he asks.
Actually, I’d like some tweezers. I feel my eyeballs straining in opposite

directions as he steps backward.
“Is that a no?”
I shake my head. “But keep the tab running.”
I look around the bar. The walls are filled with colorful Sharpie scribble.

Years of signatures from pissed visitors fill every crevasse of the little bar. It
looks like shit. Peanut shells cover the ground, and I’m picking up hints of
something stale. If I were to transform this odor into a cologne, the potion
would require three equal parts: skunk, plywood, and armpit sweat. If I
weren’t already tipsy, I’d probably puke. Wait a second—I still might.



I stare at the bartender. He’s probably used to the pungent concoction.
The bartender scratches at his receding hairline as he slops a wet rag over
the mess behind the bar. He tosses a second rag on the ground and marches
over the stained piece of fabric, causing the juices to bleed through the
fibers. Good for you. You must be the human responsible for single-
handedly turning this townie bar into the dump that it is. There’s at least a
decade of damage on the wood from the old man aggressively stomping
towels drenched in twenty-five-cent beers into the finish.

I sip my drink and glance below my stool. Yes, I’m certain now: The
chocolate-covered stains are layers of Guinness spillage from the local
drunks dropping their drinks and walking them into the crappy wooden floor
—an alcoholic epoxy. I wipe the rim of my glass with a napkin.

I prefer whiskey on the rocks. It provides an efficient buzz, and I can get
to bed at a reasonable hour. Beer takes too long. I take a sip and shake the
glass. The ice cubes clatter against my teeth as I use my tongue to sift for
traces of liquid. The ice feels like someone rubbed a wad of snow against my
gums. My drink’s empty. Come on now. What’s taking him so long?

I shake my glass—he’ll listen to my empty glass. Ice cubes spill over my
glass and glide across the bar.

The bartender steps off the rag and stares at me. “I tink it’s time to order
some food, Mister—”

“Norwick. William Norwick.” I grab some of the ice cubes and toss them
back into my glass.

“Hang on. I’ve heard yer name before. You go by Will?” The bartender
kicks the rag into a corner behind the bar.

I nod. “Aye, sometimes.”
“How old are you?”
“Thirty-two.”
“You live here, Will? Near the West End?” he asks.
“Aye, whole life.” I flick the rest of the spilled ice on the ground.
“Don’t throw yer ice on the ground. I have a towe—wait.” The bartender

straightens his stance and crosses his arms. “I heard about you.”
The bartender stares at me. He’s scratching his head and clenching his

teeth. I can’t make out the expression he’s wearing, because I’m back to
staring at his eardo.

“Yer West End Willie. Yer banned from every bar within a mile of here.”
“Don’t know the name.” I shake my empty glass once more.



“You sure about that? You fit the profile. Early thirties, sloppy, poor
manners, lonely stoater—”

“Pretty sure,” I say, spilling another cube over the rim of my glass.
“One more, Willie, then yer cut off.” The bartender grabs my drink and

dumps out the ice.
“Fine. One more, then—in a fresh glass.”
“So the drunkard answered to his name. Huh, Willie?” he asks.
I tip my head up at him. “I don’t like that name.”
“You started a fire in my cousin’s bar two blocks over—nearly burned

the place down. I should call ’em right now while you drink yourself stupid.
He can settle the mess up with you in person.” The bartender reaches for his
phone.

“I’m not causing any trouble. Was an accident.”
“He’s coming out of pocket fer a lot of the damages, prick. You wouldn’t

return any of his calls.”
“It was an accide—”
“Yeah, tell him that.”
“I gotta new number. Ex-wife cut me from the phone plan. An honest

mistake and shit timing.”
“You passed out in the corner of his bar and knocked over a row of

candles.” The bartender pats his pockets for his phone. “Yer banned from all
the bars on yer side of town. West End Willie: the local drunkard.”

“I told him I’d make it right.”
“You said that months ago and won’t return his calls. He wants to ring yer

neck.”
“Go ahead. Call yer cousin. I got a new number. I’ll prove it.” I swat at

my pockets.
“You stay right here until I get ahold of him.” The bartender slides a glass

of whiskey across the bar.
“You used the same glass.”
“I’m not going waste my time cleaning an extra glass, not for West End

Willie.” He holds his phone against his ear and glares at me.
“I’m a paying customer and I’d like a fresh glass.”
“Ran out of clean ones—”
“I see clean ones. They’re right behind you, damn it. I’ll go back there

myself and get one if I have to.” I stand up and wobble to my feet.



“You step foot behind my bar, you won’t be getting that last drink. Sit
down and have that drink before I take it away.”

The bartender watches me sit down and brushes through the kitchen door.
I look at the dirty glass, pick it up, and throw it over the bar. Glass shatters
and whiskey sails in the air. I lick a drop of Clan MacGregor from my lip.

“What the hell’s going on out there?” the bartender yells from the kitchen.
I feel a chill against the back of my neck. I take a whiff of air. There’s a

foul breeze, like someone’s blowing their musty breath into the pores of my
neck. Goose bumps form.

A cowbell jingles as I hear the door creak shut behind me. That was fast.
I’m not sure I remember what his cousin even looked like. Maybe I was a
little tipsy. I guzzle my whiskey and twist around on the barstool. I feel my
stomach jolt as I catch my balance. There’s a man with a buzz cut, dressed in
all black, standing in the entranceway. I squint and drop a foot from the stool.

“Look, man, jist met yer cousin here at his bar—got a new phone number.
Was going through a divorce. I’m gonna make it right.” I slide off the stool
and hit the floor. My cheek sticks to the man-made epoxy. I peel my face off
the floor.

“Excuse me?” The man with the buzz cut walks toward the bar.
“That’s not my cousin, dummy. I can’t get ahold of ’em,” the bartender

scoffs.
“Stopped in for a drink. Everything okay?” buzz cut asks.
“This drunkard threw his full glass behind the bar.” The bartender balls

his hands into fists.
“Yer American,” I say to buzz cut.
“Yes.” Buzz cut crosses his arms. “Why? You don’t serve Americans?”
“We serve everyone. Come in and have a drink. He’s annihilated, and I’m

calling the police,” the bartender says.
“Nah, I’m not,” I say, using the barstool to pry myself from the ground. I

walk to my seat.
“Don’t sit back on that stool,” the bartender snaps. His phone rings.

“There’s my cousin ringing me back. I gotta take this call.”
“Go ahead. I’ll call the authorities,” buzz cut says.
“Aye, thanks. First drink’s on me, and feel free to kick the shit out of ’em.

I never saw it.” The bartender points a finger at me, then walks around the
bar. He answers the phone. “Yer never gonna believe who’s at my ba—” The
bartender storms through a door marked Employees.



I sneak to edge of the bar and grab the bottle of Clan MacGregor. I pull a
flask from my back pocket and give buzz cut the evil eye as I pour the
whiskey in my flask. “You put one hand on me, and I’ll beat you to death.”

“Watch your pour,” buzz cut says.
“Whatcha say to me, eh, Mister American?”
“Your pour—you know, your aim,” he says.
“You come in here and boss me around, eh? Mister Arnie

Swarztenegartor,” I snarl.
“You’re spilling all over your pants. You’re missing the flask

completely,” he says, taking out his phone.
I step back and stretch the flask so it’s away from me. “Oh, tanks.” I

squint my eyes and put the bottle back in its place.
“It’s Arnold Schwarzenegger,” he says.
“What?” I swig the last of the whiskey.
“You said the name wrong. It’s Arnold Schwarzenegger.” Buzz cut taps at

his phone.
“Is that right?” I twist the top back on the flask and tuck it back in my

pocket. “Don’t listen to the man behind the bar. He’s an asshole and got me
wrong.”

The bartender storms back out. “Yer talkin pish out here, aren’t ya?”
“Nonsense,” I shout.
“Cousin’s tucking in the children and says he’ll see you at the station.

He’s got some friends on duty tonight,” he says.
“You gonna beat a payment outta me? How’s that gonna bring yer

cousin’s bar back? I’ll make it right.”
“I may close early to come watch.” The bartender looks at his watch.
“Here, jist take my phone. Call anyone in my phone, and they’ll tell you

I’m good for the money.” I feel around for my phone. “Where the hell’s my
phone?”

The bartender looks at buzz cut. “Charlie, my cousin, he’s got a hell of a
right hook.” He turns to me and throws a hook shot into the air.

“I already told you told you: I changed numbers. Didn’t know. Yer makin’
a mistake.”

“I called the police while you’re back there. They’re on their way.” Buzz
cut nods at the bartender.

“Shit, man, my phone’s gone?” I look at the floor and up at buzz cut. “You
steal my phone?”



“I don’t have your damn phone,” buzz cut says.
“Suppose you lost yer wallet too?” The bartender takes the stool I was

sitting on and kicks it away from me as he walks behind his bar. He snaps
open a beer and guzzles it down.

“No, I’ve got my wallet. See?” I grab my wallet and hold a wad of
money in the air. “Here.” I lean over the bar and force the money into the
bartender’s hand. “It’s more than the bill—for yer troubles. I’ll make it right
with yer cousin too.”

The bartender drops the money on the bar and counts it.
I pat down my pockets again. “Must’ve left my phone at work. Shit,” I

mutter.
“Think I believe yer lies, Willie?” The bartender grabs the wad of money

and stuffs it in his back pocket. He turns to buzz cut. “Thanks for yer help.
What’s yer name?”

“Julian. Name’s Julian,” buzz cut says.
“Thanks for yer help, Julian.” The bartender sets a glass down in front of

Julian and shakes his hand. “I like to keep my bar clean of people like hi—”
“He’s—he is Ernie Schnatztegator.” I point at Julian.
“Cut it out,” Julian mutters at me and stands up.
“Yer name’s not Julie,” I say.
Julian kicks me hard in the shin.
“Ow, why’d you do that for?” I shout.
“Be quiet,” Julian says.
“You kicked me,” I growl.
“Don’t you ever shut the hell up? I see why you want this idiot arrested,”

Julian says.
The bartender adds ice to the empty glass in front of Julian. “What’s yer

poison?” the bartender asks.
“Clan MacGregor on the rocks.” Julian says, grinning at me as the

bartender turns to grab the bottle.
“You in Glasgow for work?” the bartender asks, pouring the whiskey in

the glass.
“Visiting one of my vendors. My hotels close by.” Julian sips his drink.

“Good whiskey—goes down smooth.”
I salivate from hearing the ice cubes knock against the sides of the glass.

“Prick,” I mumble to myself as I shuffle away from the bar. I back into the
stool the bartender shoved and feel my foot hook into the leg of the stool. My



stomach drops as I plummet to the ground like a life-sized dummy being
tossed from a moving vehicle. Shit. I lay still and listen. They’re still talking.
Lay still, and they won’t notice. I wait a few seconds and use my arms to
toggle my body toward the door.

“Look at tis stoater.” The bartender points. “I’m pressin’ charges if I see
’em again.”

The cowbell jingles, and two men walk inside the bar. They look down
and stop in the entranceway.

“I’m open. Jist step over the drunken idiot. He’s on his way out.” The
bartender gestures for the men to come in as he wipes down the bar.

“I’ll get him out. They’ll be here any minute.” Julian finishes his drink
and hands the bartender a tip. “Thanks for the whiskey.”

“Stop in for a drink before you leave town,” the bartender says.
“Okay, will do,” I shout at the bartender.
“Not you, dummy.” Julian walks toward me. “You know what? Been a

stressful day. I’m taking a few swings while I still can.”
“What? No,” I plead. I roll on my back and hold my arms out in defense. I

lower them as the two new customers step over my body. They ignore me and
walk to the bar.

The bartender nods at Julian and steers his attention to the two men.
“Extended happy hour tonight, gentlemen.”

I lift my head and watch the men sit at the bar. A large figure blocks my
view. I hear a stomp and feel the vibration next to my head. I turn to one side
and spank my head against a black leather boot. I skim my eyes from the top
of the boot and up a dark pair of jeans until I see Julian’s face. He bends over
and grabs ahold of my jacket. He whips me upright. “Stand up.”

I close my eyes and crouch up to both feet.
“Let’s go. Move it.” He launches me against the wooden door and body

slams me until the door swings open.
I hear the cowbell as I tumble onto the sidewalk. “Please, Gilligan,” I

plead.
“Stand up, you sloppy mess,” Julian demands.
I pull myself on my forearms.
Engine growls echo from down the street as a vehicle peels around the

corner. The sounds get louder as it gains speed. I look up and see a vehicle
heading full speed in my direction. The driver flashes the brights from



halfway down the block and slams on the brakes in front of the bar. The
squealing from the brakes are loud enough to shatter a window.

Julian opens the door and points for me to get in. “Get up and get in.”
I look up at him.
“Now,” he demands.
I jump to my feet. “What’s tis?” I ask.
“Get in the car.” Julian leans over me.
“Wait, Ernald.”
“It’s Arnold. And again—not my name.” He crosses his arms.
“The Exterminator.”
“Wrong again. Get in the damn vehicle, you drunk idiot, before you give

me no choice.”
“Juliette, I’m not troublemanic.”
“Jesus. I don’t have time for this shit.” Julian leans over and looks at the

driver, then back at me. “You’re being problematic.” He pulls back an arm
and forms a fist.

“Wai—” I hear a pop and feel pain in the back of my head. Everything is
gone.
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