Philly Sunset


Charlie Hammond walked along the riverbank, and thought to himself. "Sad to think there might have been a time when this was clean." He continued his stroll down the path next to the Skukyll River, oblivious to all the bikers and joggers, even to the cars blitzing by at 75 miles an hour, even though the limit was 55. What could he do? He wasn't in uniform, nor his squad car.


What could he do, he thought over and over. Charlie looked out at the shimmering, if not muddy water that reflected a dark clone of the beautiful blue sky above him. He looked at the reflection of the sun, distorted in the water, and he could almost make out a plane flying high overhead. Charlie enjoyed this dark world, a place that existed only in his mind, and on the water's surface, for in this deep, dark place, there were no laws, was no crime, and his job was not needed. "Why?" he thought to himself. "Why can't it be like this? Why do we rob, and maim, and rape and kill one another?"


"Why is there so much death and deceit? Why do we need lawyers and mayors and presidents? Why do we need to cheat and steal so much from those that have so little? What is it all for? What did I do it all for? Why?" These questions ran through his mind over and over. The loop continued for several hours, questions remaining unanswered in his head.


As dusk was settling over the city, with the last rays of the sun glistening off of the tops of the Liberty Place towers, a flock of pigeons rose up in a hurry from a tree on East River Drive, down by the river bank, and as the last ray of sunshine sparkled in the water, Officer Charlie Hammond's hand dropped, his sidearm  tumbling out of it and coming to a rest in the tall soft grass, smoke still seeping from the barrel.


Five days later, Officer Hammond was laid to rest, on the same day as his wife of ten years. Their daughter weapt as a rose was dropped on each casket, and she clutched her grandfather tightly as a soft rain began to fall. They never did find Mrs. Hammond's wallet, nor the gun that forced it from her person.


As she was leaving the cemetery, Hammond's daughter looked up, and said, "Grandpa?" The old man stopped, turned and looked down at the child, tears still in his eyes, and said "Yes dear?" The girl looked at her grandfather and said one word.

"Why?"

-Rat Foo
