The Eli m nat or

by Thomas Hunt

The old man hung up the phone. "That was security.
They're on their way up. You got past ny secretary, but
you'll never get past them"

"Now, Benny-Boy, you aren't glad to see ne?" The tal
man said with a coy smle on his face. "I would' ve thought
you'd have a whole spread for nme, like | was the President
of the United States on a god-dammed official visit."

Vi si bly shaken, the old man wi ped his sweaty bald head
with his handkerchief. "Why, vyou're right. You're the
ummm M. the Elimnator is it? Please have a seat." The
old man sat down and pressed the intercom button, "G ace
could we get sone coffee in here. Crean"

“No. | take it black.” The man in the black |eather
j acket said, putting his staff down on the desk and taking
a seat.

"Ch yes, of course. Now what can | do for you?"

“I'm hear to talk about what you did and to |lay
j udgnent . "

"Unhhh, what | did? 1| didn't do anything."

"Wong answer Benny, now try again before | get



i mpatient."

"I do? I|I'mthe CEO of this conpany."”

"You're getting closer there Ben, but you're not quite
there yet. Open up. It's not everyday a man gets a chance

to confess their sins."”

"Sins? I, uhhhh, 1 didn't do anything. I just
tried... | tried to turn a profit. Wiat's wong with that?"
"Everything." The Elimnator said, rising from his

chair and bearing down on Benny-Boy |ike an avengi ng angel.
"You sold no product of benefit. You lied. You cheated.
And you stole. Hundreds of thousands of people wll have
no retirenment thanks to your greed, Benny. Thanks to your
greed. Now tell me, what do you have to say for yoursel f?"

"I"'msorry, I'msorry, I'msorry." The old man said as
he dropped his handkerchief on the desk and tears began to
well up in his eyes. "Please don't kill me, gimre another
chance, please. 1'Il do you anything.

The Elimnator pulled a gun from inside his jacket,
and enptied the clip into Benny-Boy's bald head. "Sorry
Benny, I'"mnot into forgiveness."

"Elimnator,"” an anplified voice said, "conme out wth
your hands up and you will not be hurt."”

The Elimnator grabbed his staff and left Benny's

office. The security guards were waiting. They had forned



a half circle, and it was now focused on the Elim nator.

"Drop the staff.” The man with the bull horn said.

"You boys like living on this earth?"

"Drop the fucking staff, or we will open fire."

"CObviously, you don't." The Elimnator threw the
staff to the ground, but it bounced back into his hand and
becanmre a sword. The Elimnator sliced through the inpudent
man and before another word could be uttered, the security
guards were already dead.

" Cakewal k. Bl oody typical.” The Elimnator said, as
he tapped his sword upon the ground and it turned back into
a staff. As he wal ked toward the door, pools of blood
formed behind him as though he had been gravely wounded
and was now | eaki ng.

He exited the building and shielded his eyes fromthe
bri ght sunshi ne. Maggi e stood waiting for him by the car
a hot rod with the engine still running and both doors open.

"Hey Elimnator,"” she said, "you' re bleeding."

“I"'m what?" The Elimnator said, |ooking down at his
hands where blood was flowing from quarter-sized wounds on
his pal ns. "Jesus-fucking-Christ, | hate it when that
happens. " He said, wiping his hands on his coat, and
getting into the car.

"How many nore we got today?" Maggie said.



"Just two. Papa Bear and Baby Bear."
"Allright." Maggi e said, her dark eyes sparkling
under her sungl asses.

"Hit it Maggie. And as the man said, Let's Roll."



