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Cutting Off Your Nose 


Edward never lets me do anything, Bobby thought to himself.  He says I’m too dumb to do anything.  Everybody says I’m too dumb, but I’m gonna show them.  Yes, I am.  Just wait.  “I’m gonna show them”, he mumbled.


Too late Bobby realized what he had done and quickly clamped his hand over his mouth.


“Booby, how many times do I have to tell you not to talk out loud to yourself”, Edward said as he as he jabbed Bobby in the ribs.  “If you wake me up again you’ll be sorry.”

Bobby didn’t say a word.  He was tired of being called Booby.  He lay in bed waiting for his brother to go back to sleep.  He was thinking about the hammer.  It lay in the top drawer of the night table.  Earlier he had hidden it down inside the front of his overalls and when Edward had turned his back for a minute Bobby had slipped it into the night table drawer.


Bobby began to chuckle softly to himself.  Then he remembered what Edward had said to him.  I can be quiet, he thought, as quiet as a mouse.  And soon, Edward will be quiet too.


Bobby waited until Edward began snoring.  He then stretched out his arm and felt around until his hand touched the knob of the drawer.  He watched his brother while he slowly pulled opened the drawer.  He had to be absolutely certain that Edward wasn’t going to wake up and catch him.


He took out the hammer and held it high above his brother’s head, just the way he had seen it done on his favorite cartoon show.  Then he brought it down as hard as he could again and again and again, until Edward stopped twitching.


He stared down at his brother.  Edward’s side of the bed was full of blood and pieces of the inside of Edward’s head.  Bobby watched and waited to see if Edward was going to move or if he was still breathing.  Finally, after looking for what seemed to be a very long time, Bobby decided that Edward was dead.


Bobby had trouble getting Edward’s body off the bed.  It was much more trouble than he had expected to have.  In the cartoon it had looked easy.  Even though Bobby was bigger and stronger than his twin Edward, he found out that a dead weight was a dead weight.


Eventually he came up with the idea of sitting on the bed, looping his brother’s arms around his neck, and half dragging, half lifting him from the bed.  Bobby dragged Edward down the rough, unfinished steps of the basement.  Edward’s feet were getting caught on some of the rough spots on the stairs, making it difficult for Bobby to get him down.  He was forced to loop both of Edward’s arms around his neck and hold his wrists together.


Finally, Bobby made it down to the foot of the basement stairs.  As he was looking around the basement for the shovel it slowly began to dawn on him that he was going to have some trouble burying his brother.  They were still joined at the hip.

THE END
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