
Part Time Employment 

 

Everything you do in this life comes back to haunt you eventually. The little things and the big. Lies 
that you tell. People that you hurt.  

His big thing was Debbie Hirsch. They were Seniors together at Bridgeport High. So long ago it 
seemed like another lifetime. They were in a few of the same classes, but they never spoke. He 
would see her in the cafeteria, walking in the halls, waiting around in the parking lot for her ride 
home. Always at the center of a group of girls, the whole bunch of them chatting away nine to the 
dozen and giggling.  

He disliked groups and he disliked girls who giggled too much. Even so, he thought, she seemed like 
one of the better ones. Never once poked fun at him or made a nasty remark about his appearance. 
One day, he noticed her looking at him, so he asked one of her girlfriends about her. He learned that 
she volunteered at a shelter twice a week after school so he knew that she was kind. She had long 
dark hair and a pale complexion. He thought she was pretty. It was the cute ones that scared him the 
most.  

He was considered smart. He was neither nor cute nor kind, though gentle in manner and soft 
spoken. As a small boy, he liked to trap butterflies and pull the wings off them. His teachers would 
later describe him as a loner. The jerks called him a queer. In truth, none of them knew jack squat 
about him.  

The two of them were what they were. 

About three months ago, Debbie had started showing up again in his life. He saw her on the street. 
Serving up food at the place where he stayed. Standing in a line at the bus station where he kept his 
things. Always at a distance. And when he tried to approach her, she’d be gone. Like a human 
mirage.  

Now suddenly, he found himself sitting across the desk from her in a dingy little office at the back 
of some fleabag all-night supermarket.  

“Hi, I’m Debbie. Perhaps we could start with your name, Mr. …” 

So she didn’t recognize him. Or perhaps she did, and she was pretending not to. Forgetting can be a 
boon sometimes. It was a skill that he had spent most of his life trying to acquire. A remark, a 
sideways glance, a glimpse of untanned flesh, they were all right there for him front and center. Part 
of his process. Like a reverse case of Alzheimer’s. 

“Spivak. Michael Spivak. They call me Mike.” 

She looked him over. 



“Right you are then, Mike. Seems you have all the qualifications for this position.” 

It was said with a wry grin. He had seen an ad at the front of the store HELP NEEDED INQUIRE 
INSIDE and walked in, it was that type of job.   

“It’s a part-time appointment. Pays $11.75 an hour. You’ll be stocking shelves, sweeping, that sort of 
thing. We’ll need your services three times a week. Monday through Wednesday. You’ll work the 
graveyard shift. I’m the manager here, I’ll be your supervisor.” 

That day outside the Walgreens.   

Hi, I’m Debbie. We’re both in Ms. Frazer’s class. 

“No benefits, but the company offers a supplemental health plan. It’s optional. If you’re interested, 
Linda in HR can fill you in on the details.” 

How she had styled her hair in pigtails. The blush in her cheeks. The curl of her mouth when she 
smiled at him and the way her front teeth stuck out just a little, adding a chipmunk like quality to her 
face. It was all there, locked away in some subterranean closet in his brain.  

I know a place we could go, he told her.  

I’ve got Twinkies, she replied. 

“The lunchroom is out back. There are vending machines and a Keurig. You’ll need to bring your 
own pods, of course.” 

How they had loved each other, that day in the woods. Stealing a few moments of joy among the 
briars and the ferns.   

When it was done, they shared their plans. He was going to be a college professor or an Electrical 
Engineer. 

I want to go to State. Study Biology, she said. 

She was looking dreamy and picking daisies. 

I wish we could stay this way forever, he said, stroking her face.  

Then he lowered his hands to her throat and squeezed the life out of her. 

“Did I mention the health plan?” 

A taste in his mouth, an odor. The angle of the sunlight through the trees. The way her body jerked 
and twisted under him. Hands like hooks clawing at his eyes. 

“As I said before, I’m the one that you will answer to.” 



He’d paid his dues for what he had done. He’d paid plenty. What more did she want from him now, 
after all these years? Didn’t she know that there was nothing left alive inside him to give? He wanted 
nothing better than to pick up and run out of there because at root, he was a coward. Didn’t have 
the moxie to do even that, it seemed. And he knew, as she looked at him and smiled that toothy 
little smile, that he never would. 

The things you did to people, big and small. They always came back to haunt you. And Debbie was 
one of the best. 

“So, if there are no questions, Mr. Mike…” 

She passed a set of papers across the desk and asked when he could start. 

Monday, he said as he signed on the dotted line. 

 

 

 

 

 


