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THE CAMPER'S LOTTERY

As dawn breaks across a crimson sky, a blue and white Chevy Mini-van speeds along a lonely stretch of Interstate Highway, heading deep into the Adirondack Mountains, in upstate New York.  As the van careens past a dense group of trees, it fails to see a State Troopers’ vehicle hidden in an alcove, and clocking cars on his radar gun.  The lights and siren go on as the Trooper pulls out in pursuit of the van.

All four occupants of the van are young men in their early thirties.  Virgil, who has a clean-shaven affable-looking appearance, nervously steers the van over to the shoulder of the road.

"Shit!  I didn't even see him," Virgil says.

Ovid, a nerdy-looking type who is in the front passenger seat adjusts his thick-framed glasses and shakes his head.

"I told you to slow down.  There's no reason to exceed the posted speed limit," he states.

Lucan, the muscular athlete of the group, leans forward from the backseat.  

"Shut up, Ovid," Lucan says, as he turns and glances out the back window.  "Cops ain't got nothing better to do…real criminals go free while they pass out traffic tickets."

"Oh man, I don't want a ticket," moans Virgil.

Horace, the laid-back burnout member of the group, quickly stubs out a joint.  He sits up, lighting up a cigarette and yells from the back couch of the van.

"How fast were you going, Virg?"

Virgil shrugs.  "I don't know...maybe about seventy-five?"

Horace lays back down and laughs.  "You're screwed, dude."

Virgil rolls down his window as Sgt. Brutal, a burly and gruff-looking State Trooper in his late forties approaches the van.

"Good morning, Officer."

Sgt. Brutal leans inside the window of the van and looks around with a sneer.  "Let me see your license and your registration."

Virgil fumbles around for the items and hands them to Sgt. Brutal.

"Where are you boys headed in such a big hurry?" the Sergeant asks.

"We're going camping…at Stillwater Lake," Virgil replies.

"So, you'll be looking for Big Moose Road?"

Virgil smiles and nods in agreement.  "Yes, as a matter of fact we are."

"Well, you'll never see it going that fast," the Sergeant retorts.

Virgil's smile fades as he answers sheepishly,  "Um, sorry."

Ovid leans over from his seat.  "I told him to slow down, Officer."

Lucan smacks Ovid in the back of the head.

"The turn off is about another quarter of a mile up the road," the Sergeant informs them, handing the license and registration back to Virgil.  "I'll let you go with just a warning this time."

Virgil smiles gratefully.  "Thank you, Officer...uh, by the way, is there a place to get gas anywhere around here?"
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"Once you get on Big Moose Road, about two miles, there's a general store off to the right.  Pop Plutus Wright and his wife, Beatrice owns it.  Nice folk.  They'll take good care of you."

"Thanks again."

Sgt. Brutal laughs as he walks away and gets back into his car.  Virgil quickly rolls up his window.  They all wave as the Trooper car pulls away.

"You were lucky, Virg," Horace states.

"Don't I know it.  Well, anyway, it's good to know that there's a gas station close by.  We really need to fill up."

"And I'm kinda hungry," Lucan adds.  "We can get some food too."

"Sounds good to me,” pipes in Horace.  “I could do with some munchies."

Virgil looks around as he signals and pulls back onto the highway.

"On the road again," Virgil singsongs happily.

"But there's no hurry, so just drive slow.  Remember, it's against the law to speed," Ovid lectures.

Virgil, Lucan and Horace all yell in unison, "SHUT UP, OVID!"

***

The van pulls off the dirt road and turns into a paved driveway in front of a Gas Station/General Store.  The van parks next to one of the gas pumps at the station.  The pumps look like they are from the early fifties, but well preserved.  All four guys exit the van and stretch their legs.

"Man, this place is in the fucking boonies," Horace remarks.

"It looks like something out of Mayberry RFD," Virgil adds.

Lucan points at the front of the General Store.  "And here comes Goober now!"

Pop Wright, an elderly gentleman dressed in overalls and smoking a corncob pipe, approaches them.

"Howdy fellers...What can I do for y'all?" Pop asks.

Virgil walks to greet him.  "We need some gas.  Do these old pumps really work?"

"They sure do.  Just as good as when I put them in sixty years ago."

"That's good to hear.  Could you fill up the tank please? "  

Pop smiles and nods, as he sets about the task.

"Hey, you got any food in there?" Lucan inquires, pointing at the store.

"Plenty, go on in, the wife'll help you out."

They all head towards the store.  

Ovid lags behind and turns to Pop.  "Is there a bathroom?"

Pop points around to the side of the store.  "Outhouse round back."

"Outhouse?"

"Yup, works as good as when I put it in sixty years ago, too.”

"Um, thanks..." Ovid says, wrinkling his face and heading around back.  

Pop watches him disappear around back.  (Laughing to himself) "City slickers."

***
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Virgil, Lucan and Horace enter the General Store and sit down at a small lunch counter.  They look around in amazement at the array of items everywhere, from food to fishing supplies to car parts.  There’s even a lottery machine on the  counter.

"They sell everything here," Virgil observes.

"One store fits all," Horace jokes.

"I hope they got something good to eat, cause I'm starved," Lucan states.

Beatrice Wright, a plump and jovial elderly woman wearing a straw hat, emerges from the back room and greets them with a smile.

"What can I do for you handsome boys?"

"We'd like something to eat," Virgil informs her.

"How about some eggs and ham?"  she asks.  "The ham is fresh.  We just slaughtered a pig yesterday."

They all cringe a little.  Then Virgil smiles quickly, not wanting to offend her.  "Um, okay, that sounds good…we'll have that."

"Three plates?"

"Four please.  There's one more with us."

Beatrice smiles.  "Fine, I'll be back in a few minutes."

She scuttles away towards the back room. 

Lucan looks at Horace apprehensively.  "Just slaughtered a pig?"

Horace shrugs.  "Well, we’re in the country after all."

Ovid enters the store and joins the others at the counter.  "There's a real outhouse in the back."

Horace looks at him in surprise.  "No shit?"

"For real.  They must be like dirt poor," Ovid says.

"I don't think so.  Did you guys notice their watches?"  Virgil says.  "They have matching Rolex watches!"

Lucan shakes his head cynically.  "Probably fakes."

"No.  I think they're real."

Ovid glances around.  "I'll bet that they do alright with this place.  I mean, you have to figure that they are the only store around for miles…and they seem to supply everything."

"Yeah, it's not like there's any malls to go shopping at," Virgil admits.

Beatrice returns and serves out the food.  "I brought you boys some sodas too.  Enjoy!"

They all dig in hungrily.  Pop enters and joins Beatrice behind the counter.

"What brings you boys up to this neck of the woods?" he asks them.

"We're headed for Stillwater Lake to do some camping and fishing," Virgil replies between bites of food.

"Beautiful country up there.  You sure picked the right spot.  That's some of the best fishin' this side of Canada."

Horace perks up at this information.  "What types of fish are in the lake?"

"There's some nice Small-mouth Bass in that lake.  There's even Rainbow Trout in the streams around that area.  Y'all might have to hike a bit to find them, but it's sure worth it!" Pop tells him.

"Cool!  I'm spending the whole weekend catching fish," Horace states excitedly.

Pop reaches under the counter and takes out an old tackle box.  He opens it and takes out a shiny lure, handing it to Horace.
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"Here you go.  This lure is guaranteed to draw them Bass like skeeters to a swamp on a hot August afternoon."

Horace accepts the gift with a beaming smile.  "Wow…thanks."

Horace eagerly hooks it onto his baseball cap.

"Do you do much business out here?" Virgil asks.

Pop puts his arm around Beatrice.  "The wife and I make a pretty comfortable living."

"It's a very interesting place," Virgil says.

"Yup, it's very peaceful.  We couldn't stand the noise and the hustle-bustle of a big city."

"I know what you mean.  You have to get away sometimes.  That's why we're here…to get far away from everything.  No one even knows where we are."

They all finish eating, and Beatrice collects the plates.

"That was delicious," Virgil compliments.  "How much do we owe you?"

Pop counts on his fingers as he figures out the total.  "Let's see...ten dollars for the food and fifteen for the gas.  Twenty-five total."

Virgil looks astonished.  "That's just about the price of one lunch plate in the city."

"We believe in treating people fair out here."

Virgil pays Pop, who puts it in an old fashioned cash register.  Meantime, Ovid walks over and stares curiously at the lottery machine.

"Is this machine operational?" Ovid asks.

"Oh yes, in fact it's a very lucky machine," Pop replies.

"Really?"

"Yup.  We've won a couple of times ourselves."

Ovid turns to the others.  "Hey, let's all pitch in and buy a ticket!"

They all nod in agreement and ante up.

"The trick is to let the machine pick the numbers for you," Pop tells them.

They all agree.  Pop turns on the machine and presses several buttons.  The machine whines and hums as it prints out a ticket.  Pop takes it out and hands it to Ovid.

"It feels lucky," Ovid says, staring at the ticket.

Lucan reaches out and snatches the ticket from Ovid.  "I'll hold onto this."

"Hey, give me that!  It was my idea."

Lucan pushes Ovid away.  "Get away, wimp."

Virgil steps up and takes the ticket away from Lucan.

"Quit the fighting.  I'll hold it."

"But it was my idea," Ovid complains.

Virgil puts it into his shirt pocket.  "I'll keep it with our trip funds."

They say their good-byes and head out the door.

"Good luck.  Have a safe trip," Pop hollers after them.  "Don't forget to let us know if y'all win."

"We will."

Pop and Beatrice watch through the window as the guys get back into the van and pull away.

***
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The bright sun glares off the lake as the guys cruise along in an outboard motor boat. Virgil is at the helm, steering the boat.  The others are seated as best as possible with all their gear packed in around them.

Virgil looks around.  "Renting this boat was definitely a key idea.  Besides not having to lug all our gear through the forest…we get our own island to camp on!"

"This is going to be so cool.  No one else around at all.  Just us," Horace says with enthusiasm.

"Like Gilligan's island!" Ovid states.

"And you can be Mary Ann," Lucan teases.

Lucan reaches over the side of the boat and splashes water at Ovid.

"You're such an asshole, Lucan!" Ovid says, wiping his glasses.

"Fuck you, Ovid, you wimp."

Lucan stands up and starts to lunge at Ovid.  Virgil reaches out and grabs Lucan by the jacket.

"Hey, Luc, chill out and sit down," Virgil orders. You're rocking the fucking boat!"

"Yeah, don't rock the boat baby..." Horace mutters.

Ovid looks smugly at Lucan.  "It's very dangerous to stand up in a boat.  You might cause it to capsize."

"I'll capsize you, you little twerp!" Lucan yells.

Virgil interjects and shakes his head.  "Will you two relax?  We're here to do some fishing and drinking.  No fucking bickering allowed."

Horace nudges Virgil and points out to the lake.  "Land ho!  Look over there to the left."

The all turn to look, and see an island looming ahead.

"Is that our island?" Ovid asks.

Virgil looks at a small map.  "I think so."

"Wow, it looks cool," Horace says.

"Sure does," Lucan agrees.

***

As the boat slowly approaches the island in the middle of the lake, Virgil cuts the engine as Lucan and Horace jump out and pull the boat up onto the beach.  They anchor the boat and begin to unload their gear.

***

They all walk through the trees and foliage, following a small dirt path, which leads towards the center of the island.  They come upon a clearing with obvious signs of past campers.  They drop their backpacks and other items they’re carrying, as they begin to look around.

"This is so fucking cool," Lucan says.

Horace gazes up at the huge trees.  "Yeah, this place is awesome."

They walk around slowly admiring the location, and taking in the beauty of the surrounding area.

"Look, someone built a fire here before," Ovid observes, looking at a makeshift barbeque pit from a pile of large rocks arranged in a semi-circle.

Virgil and Lucan stand in a large clearing between two huge trees.
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"We could set the tents up right here, side by side," Lucan says.

"Good idea." Virgil nods.  "Well, should we finish unloading the boat and lug the rest of the gear up here?"

"Might as well get it over with.  Then we can start drinking," Horace declares.

They all set off to work.

***

The tents have been set up.  Sleeping bags and various camping gear is strewn all about the camping area.  Virgil and Horace are finishing unpacking some gear, while Lucan is busy arranging the beer in the coolers.  

Horace goes over, extracts a beer from the cooler, and pops it open and starts drinking.  "I think it's time to do some serious drinking."

Lucan smiles and follows suit.

"Shouldn't we start a fire?" Ovid asks.

Virgil nods in agreement.  "Yeah, we should gather some wood and get a fire going before we get too wrecked."

"So who wants to get the wood?" Ovid questions.

They all stare at each other in silence.

"I'll go you lazy bastards, " Virgil pronounces.

"I'll go too," Ovid quickly volunteers.

"Alright, you guys bring it back and we'll chop it up," Lucan consents.

Virgil and Ovid nod in agreement.

Ovid begins searching around.  "Where's the ax?"

Lucan goes over to his duffle bag and pulls out a small ax.  "Here you go..."

Lucan throws the ax towards Ovid, where it sticks in a tree, mere inches from where Ovid is standing.  

Ovid jumps back startled and frightened.  "Watch it!  Are you trying to hit me?!"

"Luc, are you fucking stupid?!" yells Virgil.

Lucan reacts casual.  "I missed him.  I was only playing around.  Can't you take a joke?"

Virgil walks angrily over to Lucan and gets right in his face.  "No more of that shit!  That's the way accidents happen!"

Horace also shows agreement.  "Especially since we're drinking, dude."

Lucan looks at each one of them and raises his hands in the air as if surrendering.  "Alright, alright.  I'm sorry."

Ovid eyes Lucan as he takes the ax out of the tree.  Ovid turns and sets off into the woods.  Virgil follows after him, shaking his head.  Lucan stares after them with discontent, then guzzles down his beer.

"Give me another beer."

***

Virgil and Ovid walk along the shore carrying armloads of dead wood.  They notice an official looking speedboat cruise by.  The driver sounds off an air horn and waves.  
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"That must be the Forest Ranger," Ovid says.

"Oh yeah…the lady who rented us the boat told Lucan and me that he patrols around the lake every day.  Usually about the same time…so people can signal him if they need any help."

Ovid checks his watch.  "That's good to know."

They continue walking back towards camp.

***

The guys are seated around a blazing campfire.  Virgil and Ovid are roasting hot dogs on sticks, while Lucan and Horace share a joint.  

Lucan reaches for a beer.  "Think we brought enough beer?"

"Five cases ought to last us…I hope," Horace worries.

Lucan opens the beer, takes a large swig and belches loudly.  "I hope so, too.  I plan to stay shitfaced all day tomorrow."

"And I'm spending all day fishing out on the lake," Horace proclaims.

"I hope you catch something…It'll make up for all the bitching you do when you lose a lure," Lucan laughs.

Horace casts an imaginary fishing line and reels it in.  "I'll be reeling in dinner."

"I'll go with you," Ovid pipes up.

"Cool, dude…that'll be twice as many fish!"

As Virgil finishes his hot dog and wipes his hand on his shirt, he feels something in the pocket.  He reaches into his pocket and pulls out the lottery ticket.  "Hey, I'd forgotten all about this."

"Oh yeah.  I wonder if we won," Horace speculates.

Ovid jumps up suddenly and hurries into his tent.  As the others exchange bewildered looks, Ovid emerges carrying a portable mini TV.

"We can watch the results on this," Ovid informs them.

Lucan shakes his head in bewilderment.  "You brought a TV on a camping trip?" 

Ovid nods matter of factly.  "I thought we might want to watch the weather reports."

Ovid fiddles with the dials, tuning in stations. 

"Stop!" Horace shouts. "That's the channel.  There's the lottery lady," 

They all crouch around the little TV.

"Come on baby, draw our numbers!" cheers Virgil.

"I'd like to draw her numbers!" Lucan inputs haughtily.

Ovid crosses his fingers tightly.  "I feel lucky!"

"Oh man, I hope we win!" Horace prays.

"Shhhh, here come the numbers!" Virgil says.

All eyes are fixed intensely upon the screen.  Virgil holds the ticket tightly as his eyes race back and forth from the TV to the numbers on the ticket.  Suddenly he freezes and stares wide-eyed at the TV.

"Holy shit!" Virgil says with amazement.

"What?!" Ovid asks.

Virgil gazes at them as if in a daze.  "We won...we fucking won!"

"No way, man," Horace doubts.
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Virgil stands up slowly, nodding his head repeatedly.  "Yes way!  We won!"

Ovid stands up.  "I knew it!  That ticket felt lucky."


Lucan and Horace rise slowly.

"Oh man, I can't believe it!" Lucan bellows.

"We're rich!" Horace cries.

As reality hits them, they start jumping around and acting crazy.  Yelling and howling, they shake up beer cans and spray each other while exchanging hugs.

"How much?" Lucan asks greedily.

"It was a little over three million," Virgil says.

"That's about eight hundred thousand each," Ovid calculates.

They stare gaping at each other.  "We're rich!" they all scream in unison.

Then they all begin yelling and jumping around again.

***

Their celebration has lasted late into the night.  The guys are sprawled around a dying campfire, exhausted from heavy drinking.

"I'm plastered," Lucan states tiredly.

"For sure," Horace agrees.

Virgil nods in concord.  "Yeah, I'm pretty tanked too."

Ovid shakes his head as if scolding.  "I don’t know why you guys always drink so much…you don't have to get stinking drunk to have a good time."

Horace raises his hands in the air.  "We're celebrating!"

"That's no excuse to abuse your bodies," Ovid scolds.

"You could do with some abuse, you wimp," Lucan scoffs.

Virgil counsels his friend.  "You know Ovid, you could try to loosen up a little more."

"Yeah man, down some beers with us," Horace encourages.

"No thanks, I'm fine," Ovid declines.

Lucan sneers at Ovid.  "Aren't you man enough to drink with us?"

Lucan gets up and approaches Ovid.  Lucan starts laughing threateningly.  "He needs to guzzle some beers!"

Virgil and Horace join in with Lucan.  In their drunken state they start to get more and more rowdy, their faces and expressions contorting into almost clownish masks of mischief.

"Leave me alone," Ovid expresses with alarm.

Ovid recoils as they grab him and hold him down, all the while teasing and laughing menacingly at him.

"Time to guzzle."  Lucan opens a can of beer and pours it down Ovid's throat.  "Open wide."

"You'd better swallow or you'll drown," Horace cackles.

They all laugh at Ovid as Lucan opens another beer.

"Come on Ovid, drink," Virgil urges.

Ovid continues to struggle while being held.  He starts to cough and choke.

"You can't have your share of the money until you finish a six-pack," Lucan taunts.

Ovid kicks and struggles wildly.  "NOOOOOO!"
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Ovid begins to cry and choke uncontrollably.  Virgil, realizing the seriousness of their actions, pulls the others off Ovid.

"Stop!  That's enough," Virgil orders.

They stop and stare down at Ovid who is curled up in a ball, sobbing.

"What a fucking baby," Lucan snorts.

Ovid gets up from the ground, his face streaked with tears and dirt.  "Fuck you…I hate you...I hate all of you!"

Ovid turns and runs off into the woods.

Virgil takes a few steps after him, then stops and hangs his head.  "Wait, Ovid...aw shit..."

"Let him go…he'll cool off," Horace advises.

Lucan shakes his head with disgust.  "Jeez, it was guy stuff.  We were just horsing around.  I don't know why you guys invite him."

"He's our friend," Virgil says.

Virgil stares into the woods where Ovid disappeared.  "We went too far."

"Fuck him, the pussy!" Lucan scowls.

Virgil and Horace hang their heads, ashamed at what happened.

"I'm going to sleep.  I want to get up early to go fishing," Horace says.

They all walk slowly and silently to the tents.

***

Ovid sits crouched against a tree, staring ahead with a wild and vacant look in his eyes. Unconsciously, Ovid bites his bottom lip hard enough that blood trickles down his chin.  His features contort slightly, giving him an evil appearance, while his hands whittle furiously away at a long stick.

***

Early the next morning, Horace walks down towards the beach, carrying his fishing poles and tackle box.  As he approaches the boat, he sees Ovid sitting inside it.  

"Good morning, Horace," Ovid smiles and waves.

"Uh, morning Ovid."

Horace smiles nervously, putting his stuff in the boat. "Ready to catch some fish?" Ovid asks.

"Uh, sure.  Ovid…about last night..."

Ovid interrupts him quickly.  "Forget about it.  Hand me those poles and let's get this show on the road."

Horace passes the poles to Ovid.  Then, pushing the boat into the water, he jumps in.  They slowly paddle out onto the lake.  As they near the center of the lake, they stop paddling and look around at the peaceful isolation in the early morning dawn.

"Alright, now we bait the hooks," Horace instructs.

"Sounds good to me."

Horace turns forward and reaches for his tackle box.  As he sits back up, Ovid reaches out and swiftly places a fishing pole across Horace's throat.  With both hands on either side of the pole, Ovid pulls Carnevale/Camper’s Lottery 
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back hard, strangling Horace.  Horace fights desperately to get free, flailing his arms and legs wildly, as Ovid tightens his grip.

"Sit still, Horace.  You're flopping around like a fish out of water."

Ovid pulls back harder and harder with an insane look in his eyes, as Horace gets weaker and weaker.  Finally, Horace goes limp and slumps over lifeless.  Ovid relaxes and grins sinisterly, wiping the sweat from his brow.

"Dead as a mackerel."

Ovid picks up the oars and begins to paddle slowly back to shore, singing happily...

"Row, row, row, your boat..."

***

Virgil and Lucan walk lazily out of their tents, having just woken up.  They move around slowly, yawning and stretching.  Virgil goes over and peers into the other tents.

"Nobody's there," Virgil says.

"You know how Horace is…I'm sure he's out fishing already," Lucan states matter-of-factly.

Lucan points to an empty canvas bag on the ground next to the tents.   "See, his gear is gone."

"I wonder about Ovid," Virgil ponders.

"He's probably with Horace...remember, yesterday he said that he wanted to go along fishing too."

Virgil looks at the tents and frowns.  "I didn't even hear him come back last night."

"Of course he did.  You were just passed out from drinking," Lucan surmises.

"I feel bad about what we did."

"Don't sweat it.  I'm sure he’s forgotten all about it."

"Yeah..." Virgil kicks at the ground with his boot as if preoccupied.  "I guess I'll start a fire."

"Okay.  I've got to go drain a vein...then I'll pick up some more wood on the way back," announces Lucan, as he goes off into the woods.  

Virgil collects up pieces of wood, piling them together to build a fire.  He picks up a larger log and looks around. (To himself) "Now where's that ax?"

He searches around the campsite.

***

Lucan is standing against a tree, relieving himself of last night's beer.

"Ahhhhhhhhhh..."

He looks up to see Ovid standing there watching him.   Lucan twitches slightly in surprise.  "Oh man, you startled me."

Ovid stands stolid, staring at Lucan, with a strange smirk on his face. 

Lucan sneers back at Ovid.   "What the hell are you doing here?  I thought you were fishing. "

"I have something for you," Ovid replies.

"What?"

Ovid holds up his hand to show the ax to Lucan.   "I wanted to return your ax."

Lucan is fiddling with his zipper, only half paying attention to Ovid. 

"What the fuck are you babbling about?" Lucan asks irritated.
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"Your ax...you lent it to me yesterday...I want to give it back to you."

Ovid raises the ax in the air, as his face seems to deform into a malignant emergence.  "Here!"

Catching Lucan off guard, Ovid strikes him in the center of the forehead with the ax.  Lucan collapses instantly.  Ovid stares down at the dead body, the ax embedded deeply into Lucan's skull and brain.

"Gee Lucan, it looks like you had an AX-ident!"  Ovid bursts out in a maniacal laughter.

***

Virgil is bent over a small fire cooking breakfast.  Ovid strolls up and casually grabs a piece of bacon off the grill and eats it.

"Mmmmm, good bacon.  I'm fucking famished."

"Ovid?!" Virgil is caught by surprise.

"Hey, Virg."

Virgil stands up and stares at Ovid.  Ovid smiles and begins stoking at the fire with a newly whittled walking stick.

"What's up, Ovid?" Virgil questions gingerly.

Ovid raises his fists over his head like 'Rocky'.  "I feel so fucking good!"

"You're acting a little strange...are you alright?"

"Me? I’m better than ever, my friend...you are my friend, aren't you, Virg?"

Virgil looks at Ovid inquisitively.

"...though I'm not so sure anymore."

Virgil reddens with shame.   "If you're referring to last night...Uh, I'm sorry.  It was stupid and immature.  But it was just joke..."

Ovid continues to stoke the fire.  "A joke?  Oh boy, that was some joke."

Ovid glares sternly at Virgil.  "Do you know how it feels to be humiliated by your supposed friends?"

Virgil hangs his head in guilt and remorse.  "I am really sorry..."

"Sometimes sorry doesn't cut it, Virg."

Ovid shakes his head and lets out a short dry laugh.  "You know, I thought we were all finally grown-up enough to accept each other for who we are."

Ovid stokes at the fire harder.

"I mean, school was different.  We were younger.  You guys were into sports, so you were respected…that made you somebody’s.  But I wasn't really interested in sports.  And I was always studying…And you guys always razzed me..."

Ovid begins to build up a rage.  "Like I was a nobody.  Like I had no feelings!  Was it a crime to want to be smart?"

Virgil realizes that the situation is getting out of control.  "Hey Ovid, calm down...you're blowing this whole thing out of proportion."

"Oh no.  Just the opposite.  What I'm doing is putting everything back into perspective."

Ovid smiles forebodingly.  "Today is the day of reckoning.  It's payback time."

"What the hell are you talking about?!" Virgil asks warily.
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"Today, I've been reborn.  It's a new me.  Hallelujah! Today is the first day of the rest of my life!"  Ovid slowly lifts the walking stick from the fire.  "Too bad it's your last!"

Ovid jabs Virgil with the sharpened end of the walking stick, thrusting it deep into Virgil's chest and running it all the way through him.  Virgil's body goes into full convulsions, writhing and twisting, as blood gushes from his chest.  Virgil screams in agony until he dies.

"So, that's what they mean when they say…'he squealed like a stuck pig'...that’s cool!"

Ovid stands over the body and laughs with madness.  He then reaches into Virgil's shirt pocket and removes the lottery ticket.

"I'll hold onto this.  It was my idea, after all."

Ovid grins diabolically, from ear to ear, as he kisses the ticket.

***

Ovid is positioning the dead bodies of Virgil, Horace and Lucan inside of the boat.  He places Virgil's hand around the tiller.  He puts fishing poles and cans of beer in the hands of Horace and Lucan.

"Rub-a-dub-dub, three dead men in a tub!"

He pushes the boat away from the shore and into the lake.  Reaching into the boat, he takes a screwdriver and punctures a hole in the gas tank.  After splashing the bodies with gas, he turns the can on its side and allows some gas to spill out over the floor of the boat.  He starts the motor and revs it to a slow idle.  The boat heads out towards the middle of the lake, very slowly.

"Bon voyage."

Ovid steps away from the shoreline and lights up a cigar.  He glances at his watch and squints off into the distance.  He smiles and nods with approval.

"Right on schedule."

Ovid takes one last puff on the cigar.  Then taking careful aim, he flings it at the boat.  The cigar sails through the air, landing perfectly inside of the boat.  It ignites the gas immediately.  

Just as the Forest Ranger's Patrol Boat pulls around into sight…the boat containing Virgil, Horace and Lucan explodes in a blinding fireball!  Ovid smiles perniciously.

"Thar she blows!"

***

Ovid is sitting in the Ranger Station sipping coffee with a mortified expression on his face.  

The front door opens and the Forest Ranger, a boyish looking man in his early forties, walks in.  He sits down next to Ovid.

"I'm deeply sorry.  It was a terrible accident," the Ranger sympathizes.

"I still can't believe it.  One minute we were all laughing and drinking and talking about what they were going to catch while fishing...then...oh, God…"

Ovid turns to the Ranger.  "W-what happened!?"

"It looks like the gas tank exploded.  There must have been a leak.  The bodies were badly burned..."

Ovid buries his face in his hands.  The Ranger puts a consoling arm around Ovid.

"You're welcome to spend the night here," the Ranger offers.
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"Thanks."

The Ranger gets up and walks across the room to his desk.  Ovid peeks up and grins slyly.

***

The next morning, Ovid is seated in the driver's seat of the van.  The Ranger is standing next to the van, talking to Ovid through the open window.

"I’ve contacted the families of your friends.  We'll take care of the necessary arrangements for the bodies."

Ovid nods softly.

"Are you sure that you'll be fine driving back alone?" the Ranger asks.

"Yeah…the solitude on the drive will help me."

"Okay."

Ovid starts the car.  The Ranger pats Ovid on the shoulder.  "You take care."

Ovid nods and pulls away.  The Ranger waves as the van disappears down the road.

***

Ovid pulls into the parking area in front of the General Store.  

As Ovid is about to get out of the van, the same State Trooper from before, Sgt. Brutal, exits the store.  The Sergeant stops in front of the van and looks directly at Ovid.  Ovid starts to worry and begins to fidget in his seat.  The Sergeant points and says something, which Ovid cannot hear… except for one word.

"…murdered..."

Ovid is sweating profusely as the Sergeant approaches the driver's side door.  Ovid opens the door slowly and steps out timidly.  Ovid is on the verge of fainting.

"W-what?" Ovid inquires of the Sergeant.

"I said, it looks like you murdered quite a few bugs while you were driving.  You should clean your headlights before it gets dark."

Ovid stands speechless and nods his head.  The Sergeant smiles and gets into his car and drives off.  Ovid looks down to see a large wet spot on the crotch area of his jeans.  He slowly walks into the store.

***

Ovid steps up to the counter and rings a small bell.  Pop emerges from the back room and greets Ovid with a large smile.

"Howdy young feller.  What can I do for you?"

"I was here a couple of days ago and I bought a lottery ticket," Ovid explains.

"I remember.  Weren't there some other fellas with you?"

"Yes, but they, um, they sent me as the, uh, the group representative," Ovid reaches into his pocket and holds out the ticket.  "I believe that it's a winner!"

Pop takes the ticket from Ovid and runs it through the lottery machine.  The machine rings and lights up like a Christmas tree.

"Yup, it's a winner alright," Pop confirms.  “Congratulations!”
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Ovid is overflowing with excitement.  

Pop reaches under the counter and brings up a clipboard with papers.  "Just fill out this claimant form, and sign the back of your ticket."

Ovid excitedly complies.

Pop takes the completed forms from Ovid and checks them over quickly.  "That should do it."

Ovid smiles confidently.  "Yes!  Finally, I am somebody!"

Pop reaches under the counter, bringing up a double-barreled sawed-off shotgun.  He points it directly at Ovid and pulls both of the triggers.  The blast strikes Ovid in the chest, blowing a large portion of it away and sending him flying backwards across the store.  Ovid's dead body lands flatly on top of a bag of manure.

Pop turns the papers over and smiles perversely at Ovid's signature on a "POWER OF ATTORNEY" form, which names Pop Plutus Wright as his executor.

Pop smiles, casually replaces the weapon under the counter and calls out to his wife...

"Dear, we won the lottery again!" 

THE END
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