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Hank smiled at his date beside him on the seat of the truck.  Susan was a bit weird, more than a 
little depressed, but Hank was sure that she would give him what he wanted.  That was really the 
only reason he had asked her out.  She was an outcast, shunned by boys and girls alike, and when 
he had caught her looking at him with obvious longing, Hank knew he had found an easy lay.  She 
stared limply at the dashboard in front of her, and he could not begin to guess her thoughts.  She 
turned to look at him, smiling weakly, and spoke for the first time since he had picked her up. 
 
"I can't take it anymore," she said.  He had no idea what she meant, but her next words chilled him.  
"I'm a virgin you know," she said.  "And I've decided to become a virgin bride to my lord Satan." 
 
With that, she reached into her purse and drew out a mean looking little pistol.  She smiled at him 
again, put the pistol into her mouth, and pulled the trigger. Her brains splattered all over the back 
of the truck as her lifeless body slumped forward to hang limply against the seatbelt.  Hank 
screamed and flinched violently away from the grotesque scene beside him.  He unconsciously 
jerked the steering wheel to the left causing the truck to veer into oncoming traffic.  He looked up 
in time to see the massive transfer truck swerving to avoid them, and he jerked the wheel even 
farther to the left.     
 
The truck shot off the side of the road like a rocket, still accelerating.  The embankment was steep, 
and Hank felt the dizzying feeling of freefall as the truck plummeted down and smashed into the 
forest below.  He barely had time to scream as a tree branch punched through the truck's 
windshield and into his chest, emerging wetly from his back carrying with it part of his spine. 
 
The truck fell backwards, down to the forest floor, but Hank was stuck fast to the tree and he was 
pulled out the broken windshield.  He dangled there for only a moment before his weight broke the 
branch and he fell.  Thirty feet, hitting several more branches on the way down, but he could feel 
nothing below his chest anyway.  Then he hit the truck.  The hood had crumpled upward forming a 
knifelike edge, and Hank's neck hit it squarely.  His head came away from his body and bounced 
into the engine area, coming to rest on the manifold.  This he did feel, the searing heat from the 
motor turning his cheek black, but he had no lungs and could not draw a breath to scream his 
torment.  As blackness mercifully descended upon him, he could only think one thing.  
Incongruous really, in light of the tragedy which had engulfed him, but he had planned this 
evening for so long that even at the edge of death he thought:  I guess I won't get laid tonight.  
 
His eyes fluttered open after what seemed like only moments, and Hank found himself surrounded 
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by copper-colored flames that licked his skin with icy coldness.  He was nude, which made it 
easier for him as he frantically ran his hands over himself, searching for the wounds that were no 
longer there.  He was alive and whole, and it seemed incredible.  Too incredible.  He slowly looked 
around, and the awful realization sank in with sudden clarity. 
 
“Oh, Christ,” he said. 
 
“Calling on Him will do no good now,” came a voice from the flames.  A massive shape rose up in 
front of Hank, bright red skin dripping rivulets of flame.  Hank saw the baleful, glowing eyes, the 
horns, the cliché pitchfork held tightly in a beefy, clawed hand.  His breath caught in his throat and 
he gagged on a sudden upsurge of renewed terror.  The demon just laughed at him. 
 
After a time, Hank regained his voice and managed to ask, “So, I’m really dead then?” 
 
The demon’s smile changed into a glowering frown.  “Why does everyone ask that?” it said.  “You 
wake up in burning Hell and somehow, unbelievably, you expect this to be normal?  No wonder 
humans are going extinct.” 
 
“Humans aren’t going ex–” 
 
“Silence!” the demon roared.  Hank shrank in fear, inadvertently backing into the flames which 
burned his skin with frozen kisses.  He leaped forward again with a cry that made the demon laugh 
again. 
 
“But I was a good man,” he protested.  “I went to church every Easter.  I didn’t steal or kill or 
anything like that.  What did I do to deserve this?” 
 
For a moment, the demon managed an expression that bordered on sympathy.  “Pathetic fool,” it 
said, “whoever said you’d actually get what you deserve?  I thought the experience of living would 
have taught you that.  Now, let’s continue with your punishment.” 
 
Hank jerked in startlement.  “Continue?” he asked.  But the pitchfork was already swinging down, 
too fast to avoid.  It struck Hank’s head and he saw the bright flash of stars inside his skull. 
 
His eyes blinked open again.  He was sitting behind the wheel of his truck, clothed once again, and 
scenery was flashing by outside. 
 
“What the…” he muttered.  A dream?  He was alive again.  It had all been just some crazy dream or 
hallucination.  Yet… 
 
“Are you okay?” a female voice asked from his right. 
 
Hank turned his head and saw Susan sitting in the passenger seat, watching him with a curiously 
detached smile playing at the corners of her mouth.  Her hand moved toward her purse.  “Yeah,” 
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Hank said, eyes following the movement.  “I’m fine.” 
 
“Good,” she responded distractedly.  “Because there’s something I’ve been wanting to tell you.”  
The hand emerged with a gun. 
 
“No!” Hank screamed, lunging for her.  It was too late.  The gun went off, and searing pain erupted 
in Hank’s chest.  He was thrown back against the door, jerking the steering wheel over hard in the 
process.  The truck veered sharply to the left, crossing traffic and heading for the cliff.  Again.  It 
never made it.  The massive transfer truck that he’d avoided the first time struck the pick-up 
broadside.  Susan was thrown toward him, a wide grin on her face.  She smashed into Hank, and 
once again the world went dark. 
 
Hank opened his eyes. 
 
The cold flames licked his skin.  The demon stood over him, arms folded on its chest, staring down 
at him with distaste.  “That was quick,” it said. 
 
“I don’t understand,” Hank said thickly, struggling to rise from his knees.  “Was I alive again?” 
 
“Again?” the demon asked.  “Whoever said you were alive in the first place?  I think you humans 
have a skewed sense of perception.  You want to categorize everything.  I like to call it an incessant 
need to label, identify, organize and delineate everything you encounter.  Life and death, you call it, 
and speak of the Afterlife as though there were actually a difference between the two states.  No, 
little idiot.  You are not dead.  You were never alive.  Just like the way you people try to label 
things as Good or Evil, and there is no such thing as either.  There are just choices to be made.  The 
only sin there can be is when a person acts against his or her nature, violating personal mores and 
ethics, or going against intuitive knowledge of the difference between right and wrong.” 
 
Hank staggered, confused.  “But you said…I’m not dead?  No such thing as Evil?  But how…what 
am I supposed to do?” 
 
The demon smiled.  “That’s the point,” it said.  “You’re supposed to figure it out.”  The pitchfork 
swung down again.   
 
When the stars cleared from his vision, Hank found himself behind the wheel of his truck once 
again.  He jerked his vision to the right.  Susan smiled benignly at him, her hand hovering above 
the entrance to her purse.  Hank screamed.  He slammed on the brakes, pitching her against the 
dashboard, then jerked the steering wheel to the right.  The truck skidded to a halt on the gravelly 
shoulder of the road. 
 
“Get out,” he said tersely. 
 
Susan, in mute shock, hesitated.  She clutched her purse tightly and opened her mouth to speak, 
either to protest or make a declaration, Hank didn’t care.  He leaned toward her, reached past her, 
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and opened the door.  A hard shove sent her sprawling backward into the grass.  Hank stomped 
onto the accelerator and merged smoothly back into traffic. 
 
He was smiling, congratulating himself for his triumph, when the bullet smashed through the 
windshield and tore through his spine.  Bright blood sprayed against the inside of the windshield 
before he slumped forward, paralyzed from the neck down.  He choked on hot fluid surging up 
from his chest, flooding his throat, and barely noticed the jarring collision and the scream of 
tortured metal as the truck met oncoming traffic. 
 
He wasn’t surprised when he opened his eyes a moment later to find the demon standing over him.  
“Nice try,” it said.   
 
   “I don’t understand,” Hank said as he struggled to stand amid the flames.  “I thought I did the 
right thing.  Why did I die again?” 
 
“Fool,” the demon growled.  “There is no death, no life, no in-between or after.  There is only this.  
You ask questions, and that is good, but you must realize that there are no firm answers.  Truth is 
malleable, but if you never ask questions then there is no point in having a soul.  It is not the 
journey’s end which holds the most significance, it is the journey itself.”  The pitchfork swung 
down. 
 
“Wait,” Hank shouted and threw up his arms to ward off the blow.  The demon halted the 
pitchfork’s swing effortlessly.  “Can’t you send me back further?  Back before I ever picked up 
Susan?” 
 
“I perhaps could,” the demon said, “but would you learn the right lesson?” 
 
“It would help if I knew what I was supposed to learn,” Hank complained.  “I mean, am I supposed 
to help Susan or just save myself?  What does God want me to do?” 
 
For the first time, the demon seemed genuinely surprised.  “Why,” he said, “He wants you to figure 
out what He wants you to do.  I thought that was obvious.  That means you have to question 
everything.  Everything.  God doesn’t want or expect you to be a mindless drone.  You have to 
question even those things you’ve always believed to be absolute.  That’s not heresy or an evil in 
and of itself, that’s just common sense.  Now, are you ready?” 
 
No, Hank thought.  I’m not.  But he nodded anyway.  The pitchfork resumed it’s downward stroke.   
 
Hank looked to his right at Susan who smiled at him in false innocence.  He eased the truck to a 
stop and pulled off the road.  “What are you doing?” Susan asked, her hand moving to her purse.  
Hank threw the truck into park and snatched the purse from Susan’s lap. 
 
“Look,” he said, “I’m having a really weird day, and I’d appreciate it if you didn’t spread your 
brains all over the interior of my truck again.  Do whatever you want to do, that’s your choice.  You 
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want to visit Hell?  Be my guest.  I promise you, it’s not what you’re expecting.  But just don’t 
involve me.  Got it?” 
 
Susan looked absolutely stunned.  “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” she stammered.  
“I…I…” 
 
“Save it,” Hank said.  He opened the purse and pulled out the gun.  Susan shrank away from him.  
Ignoring her, he opened the cylinder and dumped the bullets into the floorboard.  He handed the 
purse back to Susan before reaching his arm out the window and pitching the gun over the roof of 
the truck into the high grass bordering the road.  He put the truck back into gear, checked traffic, 
and eased back into motion. 
 
“Now,” he said, “where do you want to go for dinner?” 
 
Susan said nothing for a long time.  She appeared angry at first, then confused, then angry again, 
and finally settled on being weary.  “I don’t get it,” she said.  “How did you know about the gun?” 
 
He smiled.  “I know what you planned to do with it, too,” he said.  “And believe me, Hell is 
nothing like what you might expect.  If you want to talk, I promise I’ll listen.” 
 
“Listen?” she repeated, wincing.  “Is that all?” 
 
“Yeah,” he said.  “That’s all.” 
 
“In that case, I think that would be nice.”  She managed a smile.  “I think that would be very nice.” 
 
   Hank slid his hand over the seat and she took it almost gratefully, squeezing his fingers tightly.  
He looked up in time to see the now-familiar transfer truck roaring by, the wind of its passage 
rocking the smaller vehicle.  The driver grinned at him in passing, just the flash of a face and 
shining white teeth.   
 
He wasn’t sure, but he thought the driver had bright red skin. 
 
Hank shrugged it off and gripped Susan’s hand as they sped away down the twisty, dangerous road 
ahead. 
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