Laurence Kale looked out the thirteenth floor street-side window of his room in
the Regent. He sat at the window with the curtain draped behind him and over
the back of the hardwood chair he had pulled up to the window.

The bed behind him was queen-sized, with a red floral theme on the covers
and pillowcases. Kale liked it, the colors and shapes reminding him of blood. The
wallpaper was a maroon color, with tiny spearhead designs in vertical lines every
eight inches. There was no TV, and the phone was off the hook. The room smelled
of air freshener and copper.

Kale looked down at what he guessed was the older policeman for a few
more seconds. He thought maybe that one would see that he hadn’t killed the
man in front of the hotel. That he drove with the body and parked nearby
afterward. That he dragged it through alleys and quiet streets on a tarp to place it
across the street where he could keep an eye on his handiwork. He thought the
fat cop wouldn’t figure it out for a while, though, and pushed back from the
window and let the curtain flap down. The game he was playing with the note in
the dead man’s hand would keep them busy.

He went into the bathroom and turned on the faucet in the bath. For an old
hotel that looked so rundown from the outside, the bathrooms were in a pretty
good condition. Nice attention to detail. He especially enjoyed the full-length
mirror beside the bath. He removed his long, clean overcoat and revealed his
blood-soaked clothes.

He stripped them off and dumped them on the floor. He stood close to the
mirror and looked himself over, starting with his feet and coming all the way up
to his face. He pulled on his eyelids and looked at each of his eyes, the pupils
dilating and shrinking in quick succession. He pinched his nose, and pulled his
ears out to the side. He pulled his bottom lip down and looked at his gums and
bared his teeth. He smiled, frowned, and pulled faces, and then giggled, a high-
pitched sound on the edge of glee. Water splashed out of the tub, and he turned
off the tap.

It was the perfect temperature, just shy of scalding. He sank slowly into the
water and began to massage his shoulders and arms. He thought he had maybe
pulled a muscle in his shoulder when he’d been dealing with the body

downstairs. The warm bath was doing wonders.



Doesn’t matter. It’s not like the damage is permanent.

He laughed again, cackling, and let himself go completely under the water
for a few seconds.

He came up, blowing water out of his nose. He sighed, and decided that it
was time. He leaned out of the bath and rummaged around in the pockets of his
jeans until he found the razor blade in the back pocket.

He ran the blunt edge of the blade over his chest, then suddenly flipped the
metal between his fingers and started to carve lines into it. The blood ran down
into the bath water and red clouds started to appear. He then held out his left
wrist and dug into it, severing the arteries, before doing the right. It was harder to
use his left hand, especially now that he had cut deep, and sliced the tendons. He
managed to burrow the point of the blade into the skin and hit a vital point just
underneath.

Just then, he sat forward in the bath, splashing red-tinted water onto the
floor of the bathroom. He looked around the bathroom with the look of confusion
that appears on the faces of the freshly awoken and the dying. He cried out, his
voice weak and low. His last sight was that of his open wrists, leaking his

lifeblood into the water.



