   The grey van slipped & spun, as it made its way along the snow covered greasy roads. The driver fought with the wheel, but was losing the battle. It wasn’t because of the slippery roads it was due to the fact he was drunk. 

  “Damn tree,” Jack murmured under his breath as he struggled to keep the van on the road, “Why don’t you get off the road?”

  His lone passenger was just as intoxicated.

  “Stupid tree!” Joe added with a loud voice, then returned to emptying his beer bottle.

  “Wass the matter with the van?” he asked incoherently, “Won’t stay straight. Maybe it needs an alignment?”

   “Maybe if theses stupid trees would stay off the road!” Jack yelled, leaning over the steering wheel & trying to shout through the windshield. He fell back in his seat & started to laugh.

   Joe began to laugh too, although not sure why. The van crested over the top of a hill then head toward the intersection a few yards away. There was a red car in front of them, which had just stopped at the stop sign, & was checking for oncoming traffic before pulling out.

   Jack managed to bring the van to a stop behind the red car. He leaned out the window & yelled, “Hey! Move it! You’re blocking the road!” He pulled his head back in the window, grabbed the beer bottle from Joe & took a swig.

  The motorist in the red car glanced in his rear view mirror, then returned his gaze to the road before him & continued to wait until the traffic was clear.

  Jack laid on the horn. “Come on! Move it!” he yelled out the window again.

Joe fumbled with his seat belt, & managed to remove it off him. He opened the passenger door, stumbled out & headed towards the red car.

  Jack leaned out the driver’s open window. “Where you going?” he asked in slurred speech.

  Joe turned, smiled at Jack, drooled a little, and then patted his chest with his right hand. “I can get him to move.” he said grinning, and then continued his erratic walk up to the driver’s door of the red car.

  The motorist of the red car noticed one of the men from the van was approaching his vehicle. He glanced up & down the road in front of him. Nothing was coming, but he was curious to see what this obviously inebriated fellow had to say. He rolled down the window.

  Joe walked up to the red car turned to look at the driver, slipped on the icy road, & fell flat on his bottom. Jack’s laughter hooted out of the van behind him. He turned to see Jack gripping the steering wheel & bouncing up & down in his seat, laughing uncontrollably.

 “You fell on your ass man!” Jack hollered out the van window & then blew the horn a couple of time.

 Joe grumbled something under his breath & picked himself up off the snowy ground. He leaned on the red car’s door stared at the driver. The motorist stared back.

 “Your drunk.” the motorist said quietly.

Joe waved his hand as if to say “Nah!” “You’ve gotta move your car.” he said with much effort, & then added a loud belch that sent several noxious fumes into the car’s interior.

The motorist made a face that showed his distain. “I was about to pull out when you staggered up to my vehicle,” he said “If you would return to your own vehicle I’ll be on my way.”

Joe jabbed his beefy thumb into his own chest & stated, “I’ll go back to the van as soon as you move!”

“Fine.” The motorist said, tired of the conversation, then turned his attention back to the road & started to pull away from the stop sign.

Joe slammed his hand against the door pillar. “Now, now just holds on!” he stuttered at the motorist.

“What?” the motorist asked impatiently, stopping the car.

“I don’ts think you understands me” Joe managed to get out.

“Hurry up man!” Jack yelled from the van.

Joe acknowledged him with a wave then turned back to the motorist & continued with his spiel.

“I want you to move your car.”

“I know. I was about to & you stopped me.”

“Don’t youse blame me fer not moving your car!”

“Take your hand off my door & I’ll go.”

Joe staggered backwards. “I don’ts think you like me!” he said

“Well I don’t really know you,” the motorist began “but your first impression is less then desirable.”

Joe’s brow furrowed, trying to understand the motorist’s words. “I’s think you justs insulted me!” he said angrily.

The motorist raised an eyebrow. “You would.” he muttered to himself.

“I’s gonna teach you a lesson now!” Joe shouted, then reach into his coat, removed a snub nosed pistol & pointed it at the motorist.

The motorist’s eyes narrowed & his anger was intensely reflected in them. Joe was shocked at the piercing hatred in those eyes. He staggered forward until once again next to the diver’s door of the car. With one swift fluid movement, the motorist removed the pistol from Joe’s hand & then pointed it back at Joe.

“Drunk’s shouldn’t play with guns” he said, his voice cold & empty of any emotion. Glancing at the van he added, “Or drive.”

Joe stood there for a moment, blinking. “Hey!” he said, finally gathering his thoughts about him, “Give me back my gun!” He lunged into the open window & reached for the firearm.

   The weapon discharged with a horrendous noise. Joe staggered back from the vehicle, clutching his chest. He looked down at his hand. It was covered in blood, but whose? He looked at the motorist, who stared back at him eyes burning. Joe had never seen such intense hatred, as was in the motorist’s eyes. He glanced down again at his hand, then at his jacket. There was a small hole in it, & it was red.

Joe’s thoughts suddenly became clear. “God! I’ve been shot!” he thought. He glanced up again, first at the motorist, then back to the van. Panic! Jack was getting out of the van & stumbling to reach him.

“Joe!” he heard Jack yell.

Joe pitched backwards, landing heavily on the road. He coughed. Blood stained his lips. Jack reached him & quickly knelt down beside him.

“Joe! Joe! Talk to me man! C’mon! Quit foolin’ around!”

Joe reached up with a bloodstained hand & grabbed hold of Jack’s coat. He tried to pull himself up, but couldn’t. He attempted to speak, but he said nothing. His eyes rolled back in his head, & then he was gone. 

“No!!” Jack screamed at the sky, tears beginning to form. He jumped up & ran toward the red car, stumbling, still feeling the effects of the alcohol. He collapsed against the side of the red car, and then pulled himself up to the driver’s window.

“You shot my friend!” he shouted at the motorist.

“No. Your friend shot himself when he lunged for his gun.” the motorist replied calmly.

“No! Damn it! You shot him! You killed him! You Killed him!” Jack screamed

“No. I didn’t” the motorist replied. With that he forcefully pushed Jack backward from his car, then threw the snub nosed pistol out the window into the snow bank. Jack fell next to where Joe lay. He looked at the motorist, tears streaming down his face.

“Drunk.” the motorist said unfeelingly, & then pulled away from the stop sign.

Jack sat there stunned. Everything was quiet, except for the rumble of the van engine. He stared up into the sky.

“Why?” he asked.

And then the snow began to fall.

