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By
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There ain’t nothing I can’t take care of with a shovel. It’s the perfect tool to tell you the truth. I’ve used it to cave in a man’s head and then used it to bury him. Or her. It don’t much matter when I get angry or when I get caught.

This county sheriff came out here to the farm once. He was saying that my gloves had been found near this old ladies abandoned truck and that he was following up on his leads. He wondered if he could come in and talk. “Sure” I told him. “Sure thing.”

He wasn’t there ten minutes before he saw her body in the corner next to the T.V. I’d set her in my old grandmammies chair in the corner. I made her up so that she looked like she was sewing. You may think that sounds weird, but I’d already yanked her out of that truck and stole ten dollars from her, so I had to do something with the body.

He sees her and he starts to turn around, but I had him you see. I hit him with that shovel so hard it damn near took his head off. The only thing that held it on was this one vein. Damn near ruined my hardwood floor. I couldn’t think of nothing fancy to do with the body at first. 

I put that car in the shed though and then I had me an idea. I put that pig in the seat and I set his head back on his body. Then I took fishing wire and tied one end to his thumb and the other to the ceiling of the barn. Then I put them reflective glasses that was in his pocket on his face and sewed his cheeks into a smile. This way, it looks like he was sitting in his car giving me the thumbs up. Like I’m all right with Johnny law. 

I like to break the law right in front of him and look up and see him giving me that big thumbs-up. It’s like he’s saying, “You go Timmy. You do it to it! Ain’t nobody gonna say nothing now!” 

I killed this insurance man once in front of the car, but before I did, I made him try and sell his insurance to the cop in the car. That man pissed down his own leg. He kept screaming “MISTER PLEASE! MISTER PLEASE!” The cop just kept smiling.

I don’t know much about New York, but I know they wouldn’t have let that insurance man on Broadway with that whiny voice. I buried him in the back with the others. Oh there’s lots of them.

I figured his smart ass deputy would come. There’s only a couple of pigs in a one horse county like this, so I went to town the night the Sheriff came here. I looked to make sure that the deputy’s car was out front of the sheriff’s station and then I put gasoline around the sheriff’s office in a circle and lit her up. There you go, no more deputy and no more leads to be followed up.

People may think I’m stupid, but I know how to fix things. I’ve been fixing things all my life. I started out fixing clocks with my daddy. But when daddy died, I didn’t know how to fix them clocks anymore. So I started stealing from folks, and taking their money. Every now and then I’d get caught by somebody and I’d have to fix them too.

That’s when I started using the shovel for business purposes instead of just shoveling shit out here for the few animals that were left on my farm. 

I used to have to go out to other towns to work and get my money from people, but they seem to come to me on a regular basis now. I’ll never run out of backyard for them. Now the cars is a different thing.  I’ve had to get smart with the cars though. I’ve put some in the barn, some in the lake. Hell, I’ve even started digging a big pit in the woods that I can drive cars into. 

I hear a knocking at the door, so I’m gonna go now. Hope I see you soon.

