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The apartment smelled like stale socks,
soured milk, and pee. More pee than soured milk, but the
combination of the odors was starting to get through Peter’s
drunken state and make the beer taste funny. Ruining the taste of a
good beer was a crime against nature, especially if the beer was
the best he could find down at the corner Circle K an hour after
they had announced the asteroid was going to hit Earth and destroy
all life.

Actually, he had managed to get the last
five cases of the good stuff, and with the power off the last two
days had grown to enjoy it warm.

He finished off the can with a deep gulp and
without looking tossed the dead soldier in the general direction of
the overflowing trashcan he had put as a target in the corner of
the living room. Then he turned to see if his shot found its
mark.

The can bounced once off the wall spraying
beer on the console big-screen television next to the garbage can,
clanged against some soup cans he’d put on top of the pile of trash
at some point earlier in the day, and then bounced back toward him
across the floor.

It came to rest halfway across his wood
dining room floor against another beer can he’d tossed
yesterday.

Damn! One of his worst shots. And they said
practice made perfect. Well, it looked as if he needed more
practice.

And that meant he needed another beer.

He pushed himself up out of the brown
leather armchair and scratched his nuts. The tee shirt and loose
boxer shorts he’d been wearing for two days stuck to him like his
first wife, clinging and itching. He pulled them away from his
skin, just like he’d done with her. He was glad she and his second
wife were gone. Good riddance to both of them.

He was sweating harder now than he had in
days. Too bad he couldn’t open a few windows and cool this place
down a little, and get rid of some of the smell. But he didn’t dare
even open his blinds at this point. Too damn dangerous.

Besides, he didn’t want that world out there
coming into his life any more than it already was. He was finished
with that world.

His comb-over hung down beside his head, and
his whiskers were headed toward a new beard. Yesterday, or maybe
the day before, he had broken the mirrors in the bathroom and on
his closet door so that he would never have to look at himself
again.

Peter yawned, sticking out his gut like it
was a prize to show the world, unlike the old days when he used to
hide it under expensive suits and work in the gym at tightening his
stomach.

Now that all seemed so damned stupid.

He turned and headed for the bathroom, the
dim light through the blinds making the apartment seem like it was
out of focus and in black and white. At least when he was drinking
beer he got exercise standing and going to the bathroom. Why hadn’t
he thought of that before the “big day of doom” was announced?

Five minutes later he was back in his chair,
an opened can of Campbell’s Pork and Beans in one hand, a beer in
the other. It had taken him a good three of those minutes figuring
out how to use the old manual can opener. He managed it fine when
sober, but that thing always became the puzzle of the ages after
ten or fifteen beers.

From outside he heard a
loud bang, more than likely a gunshot, and then a scream.
A woman’s scream. What
the hell was a woman doing out on the street? Stupid, really
stupid.

Then another two shots and the sounds died
away, leaving him to peacefully enjoy his beer and beans.

He alternated on the cans.

A gulp of beer.

A big spoonful of beans.
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