Chapter 1

How long had it been now?  Nine years?  Or maybe longer.  Pierre had lost almost all sense of time, since he hit the slammer in that fateful fall, nearly ten years ago.  As he looked back on the events that preceded to his arrest, he could still see the deceptive eyes of his fiancé, surrounded by the lush colors of the fall trees in the afternoon cool breeze.  He could even remember the sacred touch of her hand in his as they walked along the gravel pathway that led along the quiet river through Central Park in New York City.  He could see now how childish he had been with her on that day; that afternoon; those few hours; the last minutes of her life.

“How could I have been so stupid!” he thought to himself, slamming his fists into the cold, hard rock surrounding him.  Continuing to go through that horrific day, something he had done countless times before, he recalled the deathly stare of his once best friend, Rusty Winston, as he stood above his victim with a smile so evil and vicious, Pierre swore he saw the devil himself inside of him.  Pierre slowly replayed the afternoon in his head again.  How could he have known?  Once his best friend throughout all of high school, how could he have suspected that this man would murder the only woman he had ever loved?  Pierre replayed the murder in his head.  He saw Rusty, his white integument glistening in the faint sunlight, walking directly towards the two lovers as they went dreamily down the pathway, with no intention of actually going anywhere.  How could he have known?  He now looked up; saw his friend, now his enemy, as he slowly pulled out his weapon from inside his New York Jets leather coat, which he had seen too many times before.  He remembered that his face suddenly went numb and he had somehow ended up on the ground, looking up into the smoggy sky, and then the eyes of his attacker.  The pain from the sound that came to his ears next still rang in his ears today, even as he lay on the prison floor.  He then heard his fiancé scream and shriek, until finally she rested nearby him on the ground, with six bullet holes in her chest.  How could he have known?  Pierre still remembered the last look his fiancé gave him, with a torn smile and painful eyes.  Then, he knew no more.

Growing up in downtown New York City with gangs, violence, and drugs, one would have to always watch their backs.  The streets were certainly no place for someone with fear or anxiety.  Putrid trash was often piled up in allies and along the walk ways.  Drugs were most likely a way of life for many of the street kids.  It was not unlikely to spot homeless wanderers along the streets, wearing nothing but a gloomy array of tattered clothes and stinking like the street itself. The huge brick tenants that surrounded much of the inner city were often missing doors, had broken windows, and had lost all their sense of dignity that they once had for the many immigrants that fist landed on the soil.  But even with all the poverty and violence, the human race still survived and friendships were still formed.


Pierre first met his best friend during his high school years through a gang known for their intense rituals of violence.  The rough gang Pierre decided to join was known as the “Sharks,” and, as with most gangs, there was a price to join.  For Pierre, it was fighting for a position in the gang against one of the most feared gang members: a six foot five two-hundred-twenty pound hunk of twisted steel and sheer audacity.  Pierre, pushing all fear aside, stepped into the ring, surrounded by a circle of Sharks.  The chants and taunts from the onlookers enraged Pierre.  Each fighter walked slowly towards his opponent and looked him in the eyes.  Not wasting a second of time, the man of steel swung through the air bare fisted and landed a massive blow to the challenger’s cheek-bone.  Pierre swayed, and already wanted to give up.  He glanced around at the other fierce, cold gang members and saw the face of one who was different.  The young man met Pierre’s stare with a reassuring nod.  Pierre regained his composure, focused on his immense target, and jumped back at his opponent with a raging left hook that forcefully knocked his man off balance.  But the man of steel reassured himself with a few slaps to the forehead and came back with a powerful onslaught of punches that sent the challenger down to the coarse concrete.  Pierre lye on the ground, looking up into the dark, dreary sky, as he winced in pain from the bruises and cuts all over his face.  He suddenly cast his gaze upon the warm face of the man in the crowd, which was eagerly calling to him to strain on.  And Pierre got back up.  The crowd stuttered with disbelief.  What was this man, stupid?  Pierre hobbled over to his opponent and raised his aching fists from their resting positions along his side and assailed the man of steel with numerous shots that eventually sent the undefeated man to the ground.  Pierre was now one of the Sharks.


“That was a sweet fight tonight, Pierre!” shouted someone from behind the victor as he shuffled down the grimy pavement on the chilly spring night.  Pierre turned around to see the young man that had nonverbally kept urging him on in the fight only a few hours before.

“Thanks, man,” acknowledged Pierre.


“The name’s Rusty Winston.”  And that was the short conversation that birthed the friendship between two young men in the early spring time.

After the narrow fight that named Pierre one of the Sharks, Pierre and Rusty were almost inseparable for the rest of the spring and summer.  Burglarizing department stores and local pedestrians was no problem, as long as the two partners worked together, which they did very well.  Rusty, who was not much bigger than five and a half feet, was a fantastic interrogator and was extremely quick with the trigger.  Pierre, on the other hand, was a burly six foot three, two-hundred-ten pound man of beef, who had earned quickness as his middle name.   Thus, when the two would vandalize and pillage, they made for quite an opposing threat.


Perhaps the most terrible hoist they ever attempted was the attack on an aged, wealthy business owner while he was sleeping at his luxurious home during mid summer.

Pierre and Rusty began to anticipate their attack in a dark, empty room in the Sharks’ boarded-up hideout.  The two burglars, who gotten the tip about the old man’s great wealth and where it was stored up at only a few weeks ago from a trusted street drug dealer, were excited about this new challenge. 

“So the plan is what?” inquired Pierre.


“Haven’t you been listening?  You are gonna go tonight and snoop out the old man’s place, then you come back here, let me know where the loot and alarms are.  Then tomorrow, we get that guy and his cash.”

“Wait, man, why do I have to go sneak around some place at night with the chance of getting caught in a neighborhood were I got restrained from just a few weeks ago?”

“Cause, you’re black and you won’t be seen in the dark.”  Pierre gave him a sneering glare, but Rusty met it with a childish smile.  Then the two friends laughed.
Chapter 2

Pierre was anxious.  With the humidity level soaring high and with his apprehension getting stronger, he was nearly sweating bullets before he even got to the old man’s house at one o’clock that morning.

When he finally arrived at the old man’s humongous abode, he first knelt behind a couple of thorny bushes that were near the front of the long, grassy lawn leading gently up to the brick house.  Then, Pierre removed from his pocket his only disguise.  He put it on, but under protest, because it was already hot enough.  He then remembered that if he was seen and his face was recognized, he would probably be hunted down and put away for trespassing.  With all that in mind, Pierre decided it was a good idea to wear the black cotton ski mask.

As he slowly crawled up to the house, he took into consideration every twig on the ground and, always having his head on a swivel, was constantly searching for triggers to an alarm system, probably costing the old man millions of dollars.  At the moment, he did not have to worry about being seen.  There were no lights on inside the house, excluding the one lamp in the corner of the dining room.  He was, at present, on the lawn a couple hundred feet away from the quiet street.

Pierre kept creeping forward, taking many mental pictures of what he needed to learn about the house.  He was looking for, as Rusty had pointed out, any triggers to an alarm system, any hindrances in the large yard, and even the possibility of the old man having any guard dogs or humans around.  Both allies were hoping that the old man would not have the latter to worry about.

Pierre moved slowly outside the sleeping man’s house, still searching for the alarms and cameras that were sure to be at every corner.  Finally, he spotted a camera on the corner of the porch.  Taking the mental picture in his head of where the “hidden” camera was located, he quickly searched the rest of the porch that circled around the whole front of the house, and then took off down the driveway, his feet gliding across the pavement, and made it safely back to Rusty with the information that they both needed.  Soon, very soon, they would begin their ruthless quest for wealth.

The following night, the night Pierre and Rusty had chosen, was again very humid and sticky.  The two young, burly men arrived at the mansion at about midnight, plenty of time to rob the old man and then be on their way.

The old man, whom the two colleagues were about to assail, was indeed very old.  Nearing his ninety-first birthday, he had lost his wife just a few years earlier.  And, with his three sons and two daughters having left him to pursue their own dreams, he had become somewhat of a hermit, clinging solitarily to his millions that he had earned only after years of holding Chief Executive Officer position at a computer software developing warehouse.  Now, knowing little of the plan that would ruin him for eternity, he slept peacefully in his soft bed, unaware of the terror that was soon to transpire, inside his alarm-secured house.

As the burglars moved along the short shaven terrace, as Pierre had done the night before, they were impatient to get the money and leave.

Soon, Rusty had made it to the porch, where he quickly spray-painted the lens of the camera that Pierre had spotted the previous night.  Now, with the porch camera out of harms way, Rusty made his way towards a small glass window in the corner of the concrete platform. 

Pierre, however, now adjacent to the garage, was on the look out for anything unexpected or peculiar when he saw a tiny, dull red light that stopped him in his tracks.  He slowly, without making the slightest bit of noise, sank down and lay motionless on the hard ground.  Sweat poured from his forehead as he thought of what to do next: he had set off the alarm.

Rusty, who had managed to open the window using finely sharpened glass cutters, was now inside the old man’s house, sneakily moving about.  As he made his way upstairs, he heard Pierre’s shaky, coarse whisper behind him.

“Hurry up, Rusty!  One of the cameras just got me!”

“Idiot!”  thought Rusty to himself.  Now there was nothing he could do, but get the money as fast as he could manage and escape while he still dared.  Time was running out.

Rusty finally made it upstairs, and followed the long, dark hallway towards the old man’s room.  As he snuck through the hall, he suddenly looked up to see the old man in the hall, now standing between him and his goal.

Standing outside in the humid weather keeping watch, Pierre looked out across the vast yard, speckled with trees and shrubs of many different kinds.  “Man, it would be nice to live like this,” thought Pierre to himself.  “What’s taking him so long?”
Rusty stopped immediately.  Dark shadows from nearby trees danced along the floor and wall.  Pictures of the old man’s family and friends were carefully placed on the wall, now sometimes covered with the eerie shadows.  An owl hooted as the old man began to raise his right arm slowly, revealing a shotgun in the dim light.  Rusty, who was now nervous about this burglary, was frantically searching his spinning brain for ideas; things were not going as he had planned.

“Get out of here,” said the old man, surprisingly stern and without fear.

Rusty was the best gun fighter out of all the Sharks.  He had shot and killed three men in a gun fight once.  He had even defeated the leader of one of the Sharks rival gangs in a duel.  Rusty’s preferred choice of weapon was the semi-automatic pistol with which he had wounded and killed many men.  Rusty was by far the best gun man in the business, but now, he found himself in a tight bind.

Pierre, getting anxious about what was taking Rusty so long, began to pace across the porch.  Back and forth.  Back and forth.  Just thinking.  He thought about what it would be like to have a life without killings and drugs.  He thought about his once happy family, now destroyed by drugs and violence.  He even thought once about leaving the gang life and attempting to earn a job and begin a new life.  But all those thoughts immediately left him when he heard the well-known sound of a gun shot from the upper rooms of the house.

Rusty hit his knees hard on the polished, wood floor, now stained with dark, red blood.  The old man’s weight landed on top of him, toppling him to the floor.  Pushing the murdered old man off of him, Rusty slowly stood up, inserting his charcoal pistol near his silver belt buckle.  Now realizing that he had extremely little time, he ran to the old mans’ room and took out his switchblade, cutting deep into the soft bed that once held the old man’s body while he slept peacefully.

Unbeknown to either of the two friends, the old man had recently installed a silent alarm system that would send an immediate signal to New York Police headquarters whenever the button was pushed.  And the old man had pushed it, right before he met Rusty in the corridor.

Unexpectedly, Rusty felt a strong hand on his left shoulder.  He stopped cutting at the bed and started to stand up slowly, his hands held above his head.

“Relax, it’s just me,” said Pierre.  “You had me worried, man.”

“I bet,” said an annoyed Rusty.  “No time for talk right now though.  Let’s get this and go.”

The two viciously dug into the now opened mattress and began to grab stacks of thin paper.  They quickly shoved the money into the black garbage bags they had each brought with them.

As they ran down the hall, Pierre looked down on the floor to see the old man before he left.  His bald head was bruised and cut.  His eyes were folded back, showing no life or warmth.  His lips were apart and blood ran down the side of his cold face.  His chest was covered with a loose fitting shirt and a bullet hole delved deep into his heart where blood was still flowing.  Pierre felt sorry for the old man, and he ran even faster.

No sooner had Pierre and Rusty gotten down the dull lighted street safely to their get away vehicle than did SWAT vehicles and police men swarm the old man’s house.  The two successful burglars drove away, unscathed and unnoticed.
Chapter 3


Pierre rode quietly in the passenger seat of the black Lincoln as Rusty drove steadily down the alley streets.  He glanced backwards and noticed the bulging black garbage bags sprawled across the back seats.  They seemed menacing and frightening to Pierre now, after the terrible deed had been accomplished.  His mind flew immediately back to the old man lying on the rich, hard wood floor of his home, in a restless sleep of death.  Pierre shivered as he thought of him.


“We did it, man!” cheered Rusty, who had been quiet until now.  Pierre did not respond to his partner’s words.


“Dude,” said Rusty, now looking over at his friend sitting next to him, “don’t you get it?  We can buy whatever we want!”  Rusty let out a victorious yell.


Soon, the two friends were back one again at the Shark’s dull hideout, after returning the Lincoln to its rightful owners.  “Borrowing” a car this way, Rusty pointed out before the robbery and murder took place, would surely make trouble for anyone who was attempting to trace the break-in back to the true robbers, if anyone had happened to spot the vehicle with them in it.


Pierre and Rusty emerged from the shadows of the alleyway with extreme care and silence.  They cracked open the door to the hideout and slowly entered, each hoisting a heavy garbage bag on their shoulders.


As one could imagine, the Sharks were very elated to see that two of their best and most dedicated members had arrived back safely.  Rusty and Pierre promptly took the money up to their “rooms,” after giving a brief account of their night story to the rest of the gang.


“That was quite the thing we pulled off tonight, eh Pierre?” inquired a very content Rusty.


“Sure,” a bored Pierre replied.


The two young men stood alone on either side of the room as they bundled the stacks of money securely with rubber bands and placed them with their few other belongings.  Fifty-fifty they had agreed on, which is what they each had now.


“Well, I’ll be down with the guys.  You comin’?”


“Nah.  I got some stuff to do,” answered Pierre.


“Suit yourself, bro!”


As soon as Rusty reached downstairs, Pierre heard the sound of him and the rest of the Sharks gleefully reenacting the murder of the old man.  Pierre shivered again.  There are few things that can affect a tough, hard man as much as the murder of an innocent and elderly human being.  This was, of course, the case with Pierre.


The moon was full on the humid summer night in downtown New York City.  Pierre looked out his window, which was nothing more than a frame, the glass having been broken out years earlier, straining to gaze at the brightly lit moon, his eyes dodging the numerous mile high sky scrapers.  He glanced around at his belongings, still wandering about his tired brain, desperately searching for the part of himself that desired something more.  His bed, as he examined it, was nothing more than a used, thin mattress on a dirty, cigarette littered floor, with a few stolen blankets used to keep him warm at night, which he would not need during the hot summer.  He then shifted his eyes towards the corner of the small room, which he shared with Rusty for almost four months now.  He saw his small wooden dresser, the stain rubbed off in most places and the handles hanging on the warped doors by just a few nails.  Enclosed in the drawers were a few tattered T-shirts, a cotton sweatshirt, some used blue jeans, a loose fitting leather jacket, and now many stacks of stolen money.  His mind went back to the old man again and a sharp pain shot down his spine.  He jerked his head towards the other corner of the room abruptly, trying hard to forget the painful image that seemed burned into his brain.  But his eyes stopped short and he stared upon a wall covered with coarse bullet holes.  His brow began to leak cold droplets of salty water.  His mind was running in circles and he closed his eyes tightly.  It was as if he was lost in a horrible nightmare and he could not wake up.  He pulled his knees closer to his chest.  He could not handle this life any longer.


“I’m outta here.  I gotta go,” Pierre told Rusty as he pushed open the creaky door to the Shark’s hideout.


“What are you talkin’ about man!?!” said a surprised Rusty to his best friend.


“I can’t take this anymore!  It’s not worth it!  I need something different!”


“What!?!  You can’t just leave me and the guys behind, man!”


“I have too.  And you should too.  This life ain’t worth livin’.  All the killin’ has to stop!”


“What!?!  You are Pierre Charles!  Get a grip, dude!”


“I can’t stop seeing that old man’s face….”


The tension had risen, and Pierre and Rusty met each other’s locked stares in the alley way.  Both young adults knew that if Pierre left the gang he would probably be hunted down and “tortured” until the Sharks were satisfied; such was the brutal way of the street gangs.


“I’ve got to go, man,” said Pierre calmly.


“If you go, I can only do so much to keep you safe,” said a broken-hearted Rusty.  “But if you gotta go, then you gotta go.”


“Sorry, man.  You comin’… you comin’ with me?”


“Nuh.  This is… my… life….”


By now the conversation had been choked out by many brief bits of sobs, each friend trying to remain as “tough” as they could.  The two friends looked at each other once more, each with misty eyes.  Their hands embraced and they shook each other firmly, pulling close to get a strong pat on the back.  Then, the two friends parted ways, never to see each other again.  That is, not until one fateful day when, in the country, the leaves were turning bright, magnificent colors and, in the city, residents began to wrap their cold bodies with warm, fur coats.


Pierre did not regret his decision for leaving the gang.  He knew, somewhere from deep within his inner soul, that there was more to life than what he had been offered on the dirty streets of his home city.


As Pierre walked down the busy, crowded streets, even though the night was very late, he saw in the distance a sign for a “Local Sociable.”  He walked towards the building where the huge sign was located, as if being drawn there by some invisible force.  His mind wandered back to Rusty and his eyes began to water.


When he got to the door, he saw many people through the clean windows, both men and women, simply snacking on cheap crackers and cheeses and socializing in small groups.  Some were well-dressed, but most were just like Pierre; dirty, ragged, and smelly.  “What have I got to lose?” he reassured himself, and he sluggishly opened the door and walked in.


Immediately he was greeted by a beautiful and well-dressed young lady.


“Hello,” she said.  “My name is Ellen.”
Chapter 4


Pierre spent much of his time now with his newfound friend, Ellen.  A part time job at a local gas station was also an occupier of his time.  Pierre, having left the thousands of dollars in the Shark’s hideout after he painfully left, was trying to earn a pleasant life for himself.  Spending more and more time with Ellen was a huge part of the process that was slowly beginning to change him.


Ellen, whom Pierre had now known for a few weeks, significantly aided in the filling up of the gap that was torn in his heart, after leaving the gang that he had come to love during the past summer.  But now, his focus redirected, he was becoming a man of character, which did not go easily unnoticed by the tall, slender young lady at his side.


Over the past few weeks, Pierre had come to love everything about Ellen: her wide, toothy smile; her long, flowing black hair; and her upbeat, kind-hearted personality.  You might say that this love was meant to be; as if the twinkling stars in the night sky had perfectly aligned many ages ago to arrange this love to happen.


Love is a strange thing.  It is what causes great military leaders, and heroes of their time in a just empire, to become seduced, soon bleeding out all of the most important military secrets.  It is what causes a mother to hold her screaming new-born securely, smiling tenderly down upon it, not noticing the many tubes and cords injected into his small body.  It is what causes a school teacher to have patience for her mentally disabled students, patiently preserving with encouragement and grace.  It is what causes a small child to sob bitterly after the furry animal he has so long cared for is buried in the soft, muddy ground forever.  It is what causes a man and a woman to say the words “I do,” and actually mean them on the most important day of their lives.  It is what causes a tough, hard shell to be slowly cracked, and then broken, deep inside a bitter heart.  This love is what Pierre and Ellen had for one another, not yet knowing each other for more than a few weeks.


One of the most wondrous and peculiar things in life is the changing of the seasons.  A most recent change from summer to fall was no exception.  As the climate changes harshly from scorching heat to biting cold, the abundant, bright green colors of summer also give way to even more beautiful and numerous colors of the fall.


On this particular fall day, Ellen had in her mind a disposition to embark with Pierre on a leisurely stroll through the glamorous Central Park.  As she dreamily walked to Pierre’s apartment room, her mind was full of fantasies about what the day might have in store for the two lovers.


“Hey there,” said Ellen to Pierre, as his fidgety fingers attempted to lock the front door to his newly rented apartment room.  He hoped someday of having Ellen join him in his humble abode after they were married, which was not too long away.


“Hey, girl,” returned Pierre playfully.


“I was just wondering; do you gotta work today?  Or would you be willing to take a little walk with your future wife?”  Her eyes desperately pleaded with him as he slowly descended down the concrete steps that led up to his room.


“Well, aren’t you lucky?  It just so happens that I asked for the day off today.”


The two of them embraced and strode gleefully down the sidewalk, hand in hand.


Little did Ellen now, however, was that just the day before, Pierre had received a curious letter, telling him that the Sharks were angry with him for something that he did not even do.  The letter accused Pierre of steeling the thousands of dollars that Pierre and Rusty had stolen the night he left the violent gang.  The letter also threatened that if Pierre did not return the stolen money, which he did not have, by noon on this day that he would painfully regret it.  Pierre’s only glimpse of hope was Rusty, and that his friend would be able to protect him as he had said he would.


“I should have known from that letter that something horrible going to happen,” thought Pierre to himself.  After spending nearly half of his life in a cold, dark prison cell, Pierre thought often about the events that led up to his arrest.  Soon, however, today to be precise, he would leave his home of rough bricks and steel bars and be released from his ten years of imprisonment; time he did not deserve.


Pierre had never once forgotten the saying that Rusty used to tell him when he still ran with the Sharks: “Revenge has a sweeter taste than victory.”  Now that he was free, Pierre thought only about this quote and what he was planning to do with his many painful memories once they were unleashed.


Pierre’s handcuffs were removed from his wrists, and he slowly walked out of the courthouse with one purpose on his mind.  He briskly walked in the direction of NYC Mercy Hospital.


While in prison, Pierre had used his wasted years to investigate important information about Rusty; where he lived, what he was doing, and so on.  Pierre had discovered that Rusty had been involved in a critical gasoline explosion that sent him to the hospital only a few months before Pierre’s release.  He learned also that Rusty had lost both of his legs from the explosion and was now confided to a wheelchair for life.  He had also lost the use of both his burned hands, and his face was charred severely.  He was still residing at the hospital not being able to take sufficient care of himself and having no relatives that would take him in.


Pierre pushed open the doors to the hospital and walked straight to the lady at the front desk.  His huge and intimidating appearance drew many stares and nervous glances from around the lobby, but Pierre pretended not to notice.


“Where is Rusty Winston?” asked the deep throated Pierre.


“Well, let me check.  Are you family?  Friend?” inquired the secretary.


“Friend,” Pierre answered slowly.  The secretary looked at him carefully, and then told him the room number.


Pierre rode the elevator patiently.  He calmly folded his hands behind his back and stood facing the elevator door with unblinking eyes.


When he arrived at the correct floor and room number, Pierre removed his dark colored beret and held it in front of him.  There lye Rusty sleeping, with both legs removed.  Pierre slowly and quietly sat down in one of the chairs and watched the murderer of his fiancé intently.


When Rusty finally awoke to see Pierre sitting directly in front of him, he nearly fell off his hospital bed.  Pierre immediately got up and strode quickly over to the side of the bed.  Rusty bit his lip and winced in pain.


“You don’t know how long I’ve waited for this opportunity,” said Pierre through grinding teeth.  “Do you know that you wasted ten years of my life?  I could have bought a house, become manager of the gas station I worked for, gotten married…”  At this Pierre stopped abruptly.  He slowly continued, “All that time in the hole was horrible, man.  I figured a lot of stuff out though, like why I was even in jail.  I know what really happened.”  A long, dramatic pause followed as Pierre paced back to the chair and then back again to the side of the bed.  “The police accused me of murdering Ellen, but why would I do that?  They didn’t even listen to what I had to say.  They told me that I had been drinking and was high.  Said they found weed in my coat pocket and my blood test read that I was legally drunk.  Said I got mad at her and shot her six times in the chest.  That I passed out after I shot her.”  Rusty was almost in tears now.  To see what he had done to this man was heart wrenching.  Pierre sped up his pacing now, making quick, jerky movements.  He then rushed over to Rusty, grabbed his shirt, his muscles rippling, and shoved his face in his.  “You wrecked my life!  You ruined me!  Why did you do it!?!”  Pierre slammed Rusty’s head back down on the soft pillow and began to sob.


For a long time, neither two said anything.  Both just sat and cried bitterly.  A nurse walked by and, upon hearing the sobs, entered the room, but Rusty saw her and motioned for her to leave.


After a while, Pierre got up from his kneeling position alongside the bed and carefully removed a piece of paper from his coat pocket.  His lips slowly began to move and Rusty began to cry again.  Pierre began to cry as well, but kept reading the wrinkled piece of paper through his sobs of anguish and grief.  The letter he read aloud read the following: “I am in prison right now, Rusty, soon to be released on good behavior.  I don’t know why I’m here, but I am.  I’ve learned much from some of the inmates here.  One of whom has taught me a very important lesson: forgiveness.  At first, when he mentioned this to me, I was angry.  I told him what you had always said; “Revenge has a sweeter taste than victory.”  I told him what I was planning to do to you when I got out of prison.  He listened closely as I rampaged around the prison cell screaming out the anger I had and the revenge I wanted.  The man then told me his story: ‘He was the father of a beautiful girl who had grown up without any female touch in her life.  She reminded him so much of his deceased wife and he loved her greatly.  If anything happened to her, he vowed to get his revenge.  One day, his daughter came home and told him that she had met a wonderful man who loved her deeply.  The father let his daughter make her own decisions about him, because he loved her, and never met the “wonderful man.”  Not too many weeks later, the father received terrible news: his precious child, his only child, had been murdered.  The father was furious and, seeing one of the accused had already been put in jail, hunted down the other, the one the police let go.  It took him several years, but he finally found his chance to get his revenge.  While the murderer was walking down a dark alleyway, the man ignited a gas bomb and it blew up the murderer in a huge explosion.  The man saw the murderer right before he was arrested.  His heart was broken, even in his glorious revenge, to see a human being suffer in such a way.’  After I heard that story, I broke down in tears and we cried together for a long time.  The last word he told me before he was moved to another prison was “forgive.”


After Pierre had finished reading the letter, he saw that he and Rusty were not alone.  Many teary-eyed nurses and doctors had gathered outside the doorway, quietly listening to the low voice that spoke of forgiveness.  Pierre slowly stood up, bent down, and put his huge, dark hand on Rusty’s scorched forehead.  He opened his mouth and, with tears in his eyes, said three simple words, “I forgive you.”


Pierre had done it.  He had overcome his animosity and hunger for revenge, revenge that would only have led to more destruction and even more pain.  Pierre had done what few can do; he forgave.  Pierre now felt a new feeling rise up swiftly inside of him.  It was not one of fear or sadness.  It was not one of bitterness or grief.  It was not one of malice or revenge.  What he felt was triumph; triumph over his painful memories.  Pierre was, indeed, triumphant.
Epilogue


Pierre, after he bought a small house in Maine, asked Rusty to come and live with him.  Rusty gratefully accepted.  They enjoy hunting, fishing, and playing cards together.  They did not like to reminisce about the days when they used to run with the Sharks, but instead remembered the good times that they had with each other.  As they grew older together, they founded a charity organization to help needy kids in New York City.


Ellen’s father, who was moved to a high security prison, remained in prison for his entire life.  After finding forgiveness, and passing it onto to Pierre, he spent the rest of his life actively involved in the prison’s Bible study groups, showing many others the pathway towards forgiveness.  He died in prison at the age of eighty-seven.

“The weak can never forgive. Forgiveness is the attribute of the strong.”
-Gandhi
