
 

 

Suicide Jack 

 

“What’s this?”  Jack asked in surprise, staring down at the small, brightly wrapped box 

on the kitchen table. 

 

Jade smiled, pouring herself a cup of coffee.  “Open it and find out.” 

 

Throwing a puzzled smile at his wife, Jack picked up the box and tugged against the 

paper.  With a delicate tearing sound, it fell away to reveal a battered pack of playing 

cards.  The smile froze on Jack’s lips and his left eyelid began to twitch.  He stared down 

at the deck in his hands, not daring to dart a glance at his wife across the table.  “I don’t 

know what to say.” 

 

“They belonged to my father,” Jade said.  “He used to play with them all the time, until 

the accident.  I thought they could be a symbol for us.” 

 

“A symbol of what?”  He asked, trying, and failing, to keep the note of bitterness from his 

voice.  “How I almost cost us our house?” 

 

“A symbol of what you beat,” Jade said.  She reached across the table and squeezed his 

hand.  “It’s not a reprimand, Jack.  You stopped the gambling and we got the debts paid 

off.  It’s something to be proud of.” 

 



 

 

Jack forced a smile to his stiff lips and squeezed his wife’s hand.  “Thank you.  I could 

never have done it alone.  Most women would have left.” 

 

“You’re not getting rid of me that easily,” Jade said.  “This marriage is forever, ‘til death 

do us part; one of us is gonna have to die to get out of this relationship.” 

 

Jack laughed.  “Don’t tempt me,” he said, reaching across the small table to kiss Jade’s 

full lips.   

 

“I intend to tempt you madly,” she replied.  “But not right now.  I have to go to work, and 

you have to finish those reports or your boss will have your head.” 

 

Jade stood, grabbed her purse from the counter, dropped a kiss on her husband’s forehead 

and walked out the door.  Jack sat there for a moment, waiting for the sound of Explorer 

revving, the turning of the gears and finally, the crunch of the chat as Jade pulled out of 

the driveway.  That was the sweetest sound he knew; the sound of freedom. 

 

He got up, cleared the table of breakfast dishes, and grabbed the deck of playing cards 

before heading down the basement stairs to his office.  A burlesque dancer winked at him 

from the screen, teasing him with enticing views of her animated body before he gave the 

mouse a nudge, instantly dashing the image from the screen and revealing the homepage 

of his Internet connection.  He sat at the desk, thumbing through the pack of cards for a 

moment.   



 

 

 

{i}A symbol.{/i}  That’s what she said, that’s what she meant.  But not of what he beat.  

Did she think he missed all her snide little remarks?  She reminded him over and over 

again of what he his addiction had almost cost them.  The only reason he wasn’t out on 

his ass was her strong feeling about marriage lasting forever.  She always said one of 

them would have to die to get out of this marriage, and she meant it.  But what really 

rankled  was how trendy it had  become to have a gambling addict somewhere in the 

family, like getting a bad haircut as a fashion statement.   He had suddenly gone from 

husband to trendy, if ugly, accessory. 

 

He looked at the deck in front of him.  {i}It’s a symbol.{/i}  He could hear her sweet 

voice in his head, echoing over and over.  {i}A symbol.  A symbol . . .{/i}  He turned 

from the screen in front of him and closed his eyes, indulging in his favorite fantasy. 

 

The detail was so vivid, he could see it all behind his closed lids.  The room was dark and 

smoky.  All kinds of characters milled around, but they were nothing to him.  There was 

only one real opponent, and they both knew it.  He sat across the table, smiling that 

crooked smile, waiting for Jack to deal the cards. 

 

“What’s wild Ace?”   

 

The voice shook him.  Jack opened his eyes and nearly dropped the deck in his hands.  He 

no longer sat in his basement office.  It was all gone, the computer, the desk, even that 



 

 

God awful  painting of dogs playing poker that Jade had gotten him.  He sat in the room 

he had just imagined, down to the crooked smiling man across the table from him.  His 

heart turned over and his mind raced, grasping for a logical explanation. 

 

“Something wrong there, Mr. Hart?  Why’d ya come if you don’t want to play?” 

 

Jack took a deep breath.  He wasn‘t crazy.  Was he?  “No,“ he answered himself.  “Just a 

little excursion from the pressures of reality.  That’s all.” 

 

The man snorted.  “Whatever you say, Mr. Hart.  But deal the cards already; I’ve been 

waiting for a real game.  The rest of these pansy-assed bastards don’t even add up.” 

 

Jack smiled.  “I’ve got a real game for you, Mister.” 

 

The man smiled back.  “Good, then, son.  Let’s begin.” 

 

 

“I don’t hate her,” Jack said, assembling the cards in his hand.  He had been here for 

hours, playing and talking to the man.  The man was smart, a real hard-ass when it came 

to the game, but friendly, with a wicked insight to Jack’s soul.  But that was to be 

expected.  Jack didn’t for a moment doubt the man’s identity.  “She’s my wife; I love 

her.” 

 



 

 

The man snorted.  “Son, stop trying to fool yourself with that drivel.  She drives you nuts.  

She has for a long time.  She would never dream of getting a divorce and the plain truth is 

she’ll make your life miserable if you try.  Why else did you get that life insurance 

policy?” 

 

Jack shook his head.  “We got that years ago.  There’s one on me, too.” 

 

“Good, then they won’t find it as suspect, will they?”  The man asked.  “And the fact that 

you got it years ago just proves to me that you’ve been planning this for a while.” 

 

“I’m not planning anything,” Jack said.  “I couldn’t hurt her.  I don’t have it in me.” 

 

The man chuckled.  “That’s what they all say, son.  The truth is everyone is capable of 

murder, provided the proper motivation.  Do you think she’ll ever leave you in peace, as 

long as she lives?  She’s making you miserable and it’ll only get worse.  ‘Til death do us 

part.’” 

 

“I love her,” Jack repeated.  “She has her annoying habits, but so do I.” 

 

“Like the gambling?”  The man asked.  “Do you think she’ll ever let you forget about 

that?  Do you think she’ll ever, for one moment, let you live it down?  What if she finds 

out you’ve quit your job?  What then?  Or that you’ve started gambling again?  She won’t 

leave you; she’ll just make your life that much more unbearable.  She’ll drive you to 



 

 

suicide if she can.  Or she can wait for the Mafia guys to do that for her.  How much are 

you into them for?” 

 

Jack’s lips tightened as he stared at the cards in his hand.  For once, he didn’t see the 

straight that stared back at him.  His mind was on something else altogether.  “Ten grand.  

Not so much.” 

 

“Son,” the man said.  “I’ve seen them break bones for twenty bucks.” 

 

Jack licked his lips.  They had already made a number of threats.  “I’d get caught,” he 

said.  “They always suspect the husband.” 

 

“Get caught?  How would you get caught if there was no body to catch you with?” 

 

Jack stared at the man for a long moment.  “You mean . . .” 

 

The basement office came into sharp focus.  In his hand, Jack still held the straight, and 

the smell of smoke lingered in the shadows.  But Jack was unconcerned; he had a plan. 

 

 

Jade always came home late.  That night was no exception.  He sat in the middle of the 

bedroom floor surrounded by him plastic.  They had remodeled the bathroom not long 

ago, and he had meant to throw that plastic away for ages.  But it had sat, untouched, in 



 

 

the farthest corner of the garage, out of view.  Perhaps the man was right; perhaps he had 

been planning this for a long time.   

 

The room was dark.  He sat and listened to the familiar sounds of the Explorer pulling 

into the garage and the door slamming as Jade got out and made her way into the house.  

The door was unlocked, but the outside light was off, and he knew she must be muttering 

to herself about his inconsideration.  He had told her over and over again to use the door 

that led from the garage to the utility room, but she would have none of it.  It was creepy, 

she said.  Like a place a serial killer might wait.  How ironic; she had never been 

particularly afraid of the bedroom. 

 

She called his name as she walked in.  The dark, silent house must have thrown her off 

balance.  Her heart might even have started hammering in her chest, just as his was.  Her 

pale eyes hadn’t adjusted to the dark yet, but that was okay.  Soon there would be no 

need.     

 

He could hear her footsteps, as she walked around the house, and the impotent clicks of 

light switches being thrown on and off.  It was a little chilly, but she would barely notice 

that; it was still warmer than outside.  The cool air didn’t bother him.  He had too much 

adrenaline pumping through his system.   

 

She left the bedroom for last.  She could have tried downstairs, but she would have been 

afraid.  It would have been so easy to fall, break her slender neck.  It would have been 



 

 

neat and clean.  What a pity. 

 

She was moving faster now, just on the edge of panic.  She didn’t believe he was there, 

but she knew where the breaker box was.  That’s why she was running.  If she had been 

walking carefully, he doubted if she would have tripped; she would have felt the small 

table he had fit into the doorway and stopped in time.   

 

She landed hard, knocking her head against the barely cushioned concrete floor.  The 

plastic beneath her body rustled as she hit.  Jack sat there, unable to move for a split 

second, wondering if she had knocked herself cold.  She moaned and a warm, soft hand 

reached out and touched his arm.  He started and sucked in a breath.  It would have been 

so much easier if she had knocked herself out.   

 

He reached out and touched her hair, crushing the soft tangle of it in his fingers.  Her eyes 

fluttered open, he could see the dawn off sickened understanding in her eyes as he raised 

her head up.  A shudder ran through his body as he slammed her head down once making 

her cry out, then again, and again.  Over and over, until she lay silent, her once beautiful 

face unrecognizable.   

 

His brain wanted to shut down.  He didn’t want to do what came next.  He only wanted to 

curl up in the bed alone.  He wanted to undo the atrocity he had just committed.  But there 

was no going back and he couldn’t stop.  He pulled out the saw and gulped in the last 

fresh breath he would have for some time.   



 

 

 

“It’s just like quartering a deer,” the man said from the corner.  Easy for him to say, Jack 

thought, he wasn’t the one cutting her up.   

 

“I’ve never been deer hunting before,” he said.  The sweet, metallic taste of blood 

dribbled into his mouth and he was forced to fight down his gorge.   

 

The man laughed.  “You’re in for a long night then, boy.” 

 

Jack grasped Jade’s arm in his blood-slicked hand and raised the saw once again.  The 

sound was almost as unbearable to him as the flying gore.  The popping and snapping of 

sinewy muscle, the grinding of bone.  He should have worn a mask, too, he decided as 

blood shot upward, squirting him in the face, close to his mouth.  From the corner the 

man laughed.   

 

It was easier to think of her as an “it” as the pieces got smaller.  When only the head and 

hair remained to identify her as one of humanity’s lost daughters, he sat the saw down.  

His upper body was covered in blood.  Small pieces of meat from the sloppy job he had 

just finished hung from his shirt sleeves, but he paid no notice.  He looked at the man in 

the corner. 

 

“What now?” 

 



 

 

“Now, son, we got to load her up.” 

 

“’We’ huh?”  Jack wiped a bloody streak across his forehead.  “What’s your role in this?  

Supervisor?” 

 

The man barked out a rough laugh.  “My idea, isn’t it son?  Where would you be without 

me?” 

 

Jack began throwing body parts into the large, sturdy trash bag.  “In bed, snuggling with 

my wife instead of loading her into trash bags.” 

 

“Yeah, and waiting for the Mob’s next call,” the man said, shrewdly. 

 

 

He cut the headlights and stared at the barn ahead.  “I don’t like this.” 

 

“Yeah, but the pigs will,” the man said.  “That’s all that matters.” 

 

“What about the hair and fingernails and bones?”  Jack said.  “You said they wouldn’t eat 

those.” 

 

“There’s an incinerator just on the other side of the barn,” the man said.  “You can throw 

those parts in there.” 



 

 

 

“What if someone hears?  Or sees?” 

 

“No one will,” the man said.  “You used to work here when you were young, remember?  

You know the routine.  You know no one will be here, so stop looking for problems we 

don’t have.” 

 

“’We’ my ass,” Jack muttered, opening the car door.  The man grinned at him from the 

passenger side.  Jack walked around the explorer and opened the back hatch.  The trash 

bags were laid out, each one marked with a heart or a spade.  The hearts went to the pigs, 

the spades to the incinerator.  Jack grabbed the first sack, feeling the squish of something 

soft inside.  His stomach did a somersault and he tasted bitter bile in the back of his 

throat.   

 

The hogs were mostly asleep, but the scent of something like food woke them.  He 

opened the sacks and dumped the meat parts of what used to be his wife into the pen.  In 

seconds the pigs were on it, feeding greedily.  Jack couldn’t watch, he turned away to 

gather up the bags and walked back to the Explorer.  There he gathered up the rest of the 

bags and bloody clothes and headed to the small incinerator behind the barns.   

 

“Good job son,” the man said, as the rest of Jade Hart burned along with the bloody 

clothes, plastic and trash bags he had used.  “You’re almost home free now.” 

 



 

 

Jack didn’t answer, staring straight ahead.  Almost free, he thought.  Almost . . . 

 

 

Even after a thorough scrubbing in the bedroom, the scent of blood was thick in Jack’s 

nose.  He showered, cleaning his fingernails immaculately, scouring the stiff, tight specks 

of dried blood from his skin.  He settled down in his bed, but was unable to sleep.  The 

empty place next to him felt too cold.  He tossed and turned in the too quiet room, 

remembering the soft, comforting sounds of Jade’s breathing.  Sounds he would never 

hear again.  When the brittle silence got to him, he slid from the bed and padded across 

the house and down the basement stairs.   

 

The couch in his office was lumpy and uncomfortable, but it felt like home.  Many nights 

he spent there, while Jade simmered alone in the bedroom upstairs.  Strange how it never 

occurred to him to kill her then.   

 

Exhaustion seeped into his bones, causing him to fall asleep instantly, suddenly weary of 

the weight of what he had done.  His dreams were a tilt-a-whirl of blood and gore, 

spinning out of control in his mind.  The snorting, anxious sounds of pigs feeding 

lingered in the background.  He saw his wife’s face in vivid, white-hot color.  The edges 

were hazy, but the brightness made the image seem sharper than it should.  Tears of blood 

fell from her dilated eyes, and her skin was a sick and clammy pale that seemed moist 

somehow.  As though his fingers would come away with something wet and thick if he 

touched her.   



 

 

 

His eyes flew open.   He sucked in a gasp of air, but it felt thin.  He couldn’t get enough 

to stop his head from spinning.  He sat upright, but couldn’t move another inch.  

Something stirred in the far shadows of the room.  He was alone.  He knew the man was 

no longer with him; he couldn’t feel his presence anymore.  But there was someone else 

there.  {i}No,{/i} his subconscious whispered.  {i}Not someone, some{/i}thing.   

 

The room tilted.  He could hear the whisper of plastic slither against the hard, concrete 

floor.  {i}That’s not right; the plastic burned, along with her bones and hair and 

fingernails.  Pigs won’t touch fingernails . . .{/i} 

 

Something wet slopped against his face.  If there had been enough oxygen in his lungs, he 

would have screamed.  But all that came out was a hoarse mewling sound.  It made his 

skin crawl; nothing human should ever make that sound.   

 

He wanted to swipe at the wet thing against his face, but his arms were too heavy to 

move.  In the shadows of the room, the sound of rustling plastic grew nearer.  He felt 

himself slip into the open maw of madness as a soft, clammy hand locked around his 

ankle . . . 

 

He struggled, finally freed from the mysterious paralysis that held his body.  The world 

turned upside down as he fell.  Several eternities later, he hit the hard, concrete floor.  His 

head throbbed with the pain, but he laughed to himself.  If he came out of this with 



 

 

nothing but bruises and nightmares, he would be doing all right. 

 

“Bad dreams, slick?”  The man asked from the corner.   

 

“Nothing I can’t handle,” Jack replied.   

 

The man chuckled.  “If you say so, son, but what’s that on the floor there?” 

 

Jack looked around.  Not three feet from where he lay was a bloody piece of plastic.   

 

 

The phone rang in plaintive, shrill tones, but Jack ignored it.  The man sat across from 

him, waiting for his hand to be dealt.  Jack shuffled the cards, soothed by the sound of the 

cards slapping against each other in his hands. 

 

“Aren’t you going to answer it?” 

 

“No need,” Jack said.  “I already know who it is.” 

 

“Mobsters don’t like to be kept waiting,” the man replied.  “Just as a general rule.” 

 

“All I have to do is hold them off until the insurance check comes in,” Jack said.  “Then 

I’ll have enough to pay them and live on for a while, even with their crazy interest rates.” 



 

 

 

“What insurance is that, Slick?” 

 

Jack threw the man a disgruntled look.  “You know; Jade’s life insurance policy.” 

 

The man threw his head back and laughed.  “Just one problem there, son.” 

 

Jack’s eyelid twitched.  “What’s that?” 

 

“No body, no murder,” the man replied.  He leaned forward.  “No body, no death.  No 

death . . .” 

 

“No life insurance,” Jack said, feeling the color leaving his face. 

 

The window next to Jack’s head exploded, and a rain of bullets collided with Jack’s skull 

in the next instant.  The last thing Jack Hart heard, before the first bullet stole all sound 

from his world, was the man’s laughter ringing in his ears. 

 

 

 

 

 

 


