
  

 

 

A Bullet For My Misery.  

Gregg cunningham 2017 

  

“Nothing is perfect, perhaps a circle.  

           The pursuit of perfection, leads to obsession and sometimes madness.”        

                                                                                 Peter Blaxland.  

  

  

  

  

“Are you sure sir, you do know this is against company regulations?” 

I was. To hell with the company regulations. 

“Just do it and stop asking stupid questions!” 

“okay Wesley, just give me a moment to set the coordinates.” 



1. 

I had been sitting on the wooden bench for almost an hour, going over my most 

diabolic plan, when the first car passed me by without slowing. I watched the car as it 

disappeared up the winding road towards the overhanging trees, holding my trembling hands 

across my legs as they twitched and bounced uncontrollably.   

Maybe they won’t come   

It wasn’t that I was nervous, not really, I knew why I was here, and I knew exactly how I was 

able to be here. I just didn’t believe that, at this moment in time, it was actually happening. 

My thoughts could not comprehend the scenario I was about to put myself into, after all this 

time. It was lunacy.  

No…not lunacy, madness.  

I closed the book I had been using as a sort of tourist guide, and pulled out my cigarettes to 

calm my nerves, sliding one cancer stick from the carton and lit it, then peered at my watch 

again. The wind picked up, blowing the smoke from the cigarette into my eyes as I turned 

and stared back up the deserted road, that led to Route 5.  The evergreen trees branches 

swayed above me in the picnic layby, rustling there leaves and casting dancing shadows 

around me as I pulled the stump from my mouth, standing up anxiously and kicking the 

gravel beneath my boots.  I tried to keep my mind clear of all the thoughts that had been 

building up like a log jam in my head, wondering if my choice had been a sound one. It was 

simple enough, sure, but what would the knock-on effect be for me. What would happen once 

Ka’s wheel was set in motion?    

Who gives a shit anymore… Ka? I laughed at that thought, sliding the hardback book inside 

my ruck sack.  



The distant sound of an approaching engine broke my concentration as I inhaled a long drag 

from the butt, and then slowly walked over to the grassy roadside shoulder and waited for a 

hitch. The van appeared over the crest of the hill and indicated to pull over, and I lowered my 

outstretched thumb, stepping back as the vans tyres crunched over the gravel track and 

slowed in the parking layby. I studied the light Blue Dodge van for a moment as it coasted to 

a halt and its parking lights were applied, then made my way towards the idling vehicle as the 

sound of the driver’s door clunked open.   

The side door slid open, and I saw the dog bound out barking his way over to me with his tail 

wagging eagerly, sniffing my boots, my butt and my rucksack. The driver watched me 

bending down and ruffling the dogs short coat, subtly checking out the dog’s name collar.  

“Come on boy, do yer business and leave the feller alone” he said limping against his cane as 

he approached the rear of his van. The dog paid no attention, instead turning his snout from 

my worn lumberjack shirt, to the bag of dry meat I had in my ruck sack.  

“nah, he’s alright what’s his name?” I asked, already knowing the answer.  

“This feller? He’s Bullet, left the captain back home today.”  

I nodded, now squatting by the Rottweiler, his head was buried deep in my Ruck sack now.  

“Bullet!”  the driver growled, and the dog pulled his head from the canvas bag, looking 

sheepish, before diving back inside and pulling out the slices of sausage I had prepared earlier 

for lunch.  

“Ghee, what in Sam’s hell…Bullet!” he lifted his cane and tried to bring it down on the dogs 

back, but he was too slow, the dog dodged and bounced away with his spoils dangling 

between his chops, running back to the open van.  I smiled as the driver looked at me 

flustered, “my apologies friend, but Bullet is one dumb son of a gun doncha know it!”   



I laughed, trying not to stare at the man in front of me, the clumsy assassin I had been waiting 

for, for a very long time, then bent down to pick up my slobbered rucksack.  

“No problem, my fault- I said, nodding to the dog who was now munching on the sausage 

meat by the side of the van, and dropped my cigarette to the ground, “he’s a handful right”,  

“Oh he is that fella, say can I offer you a ride?” he swung his cane and pointed over to Bullet, 

“it’s the Least I can do for a man whose lunch we have just liberated”   

I nodded, stamping and grinding the butt into the earth with the heel of my engineer boot. 

“Next town, if it does yer”   

He turned and screwed his face slightly, “huh?”  

I corrected myself, “that would be great, just drop me at the next town”  

“Where you heading?” he paused, “…Portland?” he drew the word out, and I thought for a 

split second he had actually said Porla.  

I nodded again, slinging the rucksack over my shoulder, “not sure yet” and walked over to the 

passenger door.  

The Dodge van was just how I had imagined it, the smells of weed and wet dog hit me as I 

climbed inside, knocking the dreamcatcher that hung from the rear-view mirror with my bag 

as I manoeuvred passed the ice box on the front seat.  

“Here, lemme get that for you” the driver said, grabbing my ruck sack and reached over 

behind him to the seat next to Bullet, who was looking rather sorry for himself after being 

lambasted by his master.  

The book I had been reading slipped out and fell onto his lap and he grabbed it, turning the 

cover over.  



“Say are you a writer?” he said reading the worn dust cover, “On Writing?” he read out, 

turning to me as I pulled myself inside the cab.  

“not really, it’s just a…” …an obsession I hesitated, “… hobby” I forced, taking the book 

from him and closing the door.  

“He lives up this way you know…say you’re not one of them ass crazy fans, are you?”  

I said nothing as I pushed the ice box from the front seat.  

 “Just put the esky in the back son, it’s got my dinner inside- steak tonight, that’s if Bullet can 

keep his paws off the damn thing.”   

“You like the man in black?” he asked, fumbling through his eight track cassettes in his 

console.  

“sorry?” I turned in wide eyed horror.  

“Cash, are you a country man?”   

“oh, right, yeh, sure Johnny Cash yeh” I replied, almost caught out.  

The driver looked at me for a moment, then reached over, “the names Bryan Smith” I took his 

hand and shook it “we’re well met Bryan, I’m …john, john Farson” I lied.  

Bryan looked at me for a moment, before shaking his head and laughing, “well met, I like 

that, you’re not from around here are you John”   

You don’t know the half of it Bryan.  

The Dodge pickup pulled out onto Route 5 to the dulcet tones of Johnny Cash and headed 

through the canopy of the overhanging trees speeding off towards its destiny, and I nervously 

checked my watch once more.  



  

It wasn’t long before Bullet was whining in the back seat, the sedatives I had slid into the 

sausage were fast acting, and would knock him out in minutes. Bryan seemed concerned, his 

thoughts not on the road for more than a fleeting glance as he turned back to check on his 

mate.  

I watched as we raced up the hill, checking my seatbelt was fastened, and waited for Ka.  

Then I saw him, making his way along the shoulder of Route 5 as Bryan was busy checking 

behind his seat, “you okay Bullet old buddy?”  the walker was oblivious to what was about to 

happen to him, something that would somehow change the course of history, for ever.  

I saw him slowing by the side of the road, staring through his round rimmed spectacles 

straight into my eyes, his feet frozen to the ground as the weaving Dodge pick-up fishtailed 

over the road towards him.  

I just watched on, grabbing the wheel and readying myself, as Bryan turned to see the 

helpless pedestrian in front of us.  

“Holy hell, what are you doing fella?” Bryan managed, before the cabin was filled with a 

million sparking diamonds that seemed to hover in the air, glistening in the sunlight as the 

pedestrian’s head was hit square in the centre of the disintegrating windshield and his body 

bounced head over heels over the speeding Dodges roof. I felt the van hit the ditch hard as we 

came to a sudden halt against the stone wall, breaking Bryans neck as he flew out of the 

empty windshield frame and landing in a heap outside in the long grass.  

I composed myself, my heart racing as I opened the door and staggered from the idling 

vehicle. It was that easy. I never realised how fast it would actually be.  

  



  

   

When I got back, I read the police report from 1999 with trembling hands. The victims didn’t 

stand a chance. The impact of the Dodge pick-up would have most certainly have killed the 

writer instantly as the Dodge van swerved to avoid the dead dog on the road, wrote the 

coroner.  

Not quite.  

I knelt with the writer as he passed to his clearing, cradling his broken body as we palavered.  

Why go to such lengths? He asked me.  

Simple really.  

If It aint my Roland, it ain’t Roland.  

 

 

 

I checked my watch, happy to be home, happy to finally find out what a life without my 

Gunslinger obsession would mean, happy I had finally climbed the stairs to my own Tower.  

But something was wrong. The story still played in my head, a never-ending loop going over 

and over again. How was this possible? I had stopped my idol writing his books, hadn’t I?”  

I pulled up the author on my pink kindle screen, and read the Wikipedia 

….No!  



 (2004)    Dearbornes Child  by Joe Hill/ Tabatha King  

(2004) Callahan and the Wolves, by Joe Hill  

(2005) Fedics Doors, by Joe Hill   

(2008)   Starkblast,  by Joe Hill  

(2010) The Crimson King, by Joe Hill  

(2015) The Path to The Clearing, by Joe Hill  

(2019) The Dark Tower by Joe Hill  

  

I sighed, it seemed I had a lot of reading to catch up on. Besides, I could always go back and 

fix things… if it was Ka’s want.  

  

  

The End.  

Gregg Cuningham.  

  

  

  

  

  



  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  


