
The Way it Goes

Gustav ached. The heartburn seemed to crawl up his throat and leave the 

foul taste of bile in the back of his mouth. Ron, the owner and operator of 

the bar he was in, Shooter’s, offered a glass of milk. He said it would make 

Gustav feel better.

“Are you kidding?” Gustav asked. “Do you know that the dairy industry is 

funded by pharmaceutical companies so that people will get sick and only get 

better if we use their drugs? No way.”

“What’ll make you feel better?” Ron asked. He had Pepto-Bismol under the 

bar but he didn’t think Gustav would take it.

“Whiskey sour,” Gustav said. “Make it a double”

Ron shook his head. “Are you expecting anyone?” he asked.

Gustav didn't answer. He went over to the digital, touch screen jukebox 

and looked what it had to offer. It gave you three plays for a loonie. Gustav 

wiped down the touch screen with the sleeve of his sportcoat before putting in 

his money. He chose the same song, three times over. I Will Survive, as 

performed by Gloria Gaynor on her 'Best of CD'. He waited for the song to 

start playing.

"At first I was afraid," she announced. "I was petrified."

Gustav waited a few more moments, looking to see if anyone objected to 

playing this song. It seemed to him that someone always did. It brought people 

out of the woodwork, he was sure. There musn't have even been so much as a 

soul in the bathroom, because no one said anything. Ron kept to himself.

“Can you bring me my drink?" Gustav called out to Ron. "I’ll be in the 

far booth.”

Meeting Jean at Shooter’s was the backup plan. They had planned to 

quickly rob a few select stores then bugger off to Mexico for a few months, 
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maybe even a year if they could afford it. They wore black clothes and wide, 

dark sunglasses - the kind you can pickup from any bargain store and that 

really offer nothing more than a darkened view of the world than any 

ultraviolet protection. They saved their money to buy black, leather 

trenchcoats and the biggest handguns they could find. Colt's King Cobra 

revolver for Gustav, and a Mark XIX Desert Eagle for Jean. Gustav stroked his 

weapon and spent hundreds of rounds of ammunition getting the feel for it. 

They would practise on the weekends, way up north where there was no one to 

bother them. Jean didn't share his enthusiasm and would sit outside the tent, 

smoking cigarettes and watching Gustav shoot.

“I just pray we never have to use them,” Jean answered when Gustav had 

confronted him. "Why do we need them at all?"

“Insurance, Jean,” Gustav answered. “You just never know.”

The robberies had gone well. They were in all the papers, but the 

identifications were conflicting and no suspects were under investigation. As 

long as they didn’t spend their money unwisely, all would go well. It hurt 

Jean to cut his hair after the last robbery, proud as he was of his long, 

brown locks, but it was necessary to escape detection. Jean had the bright 

idea of increasing their take by robbing the customers as well. It almost 

equaled the take from the cash register. He said he got the idea from a movie. 

After the last job, they had taken the booth at the back of Shooters, 

the same booth where Gustav nursed his drink, listened to Gloria say how she 

wasn't that same chained up little person still in love with you and waited, 

and went through their take. Gustav smoked a cigarette and stared off into 

nothing, feeling very pleased with himself, going through what he would do to 

make sure that this take would last him as long as possible. He told himself 

that he wouldn't get greedy. That was when Jean dropped his drink.
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"What the fuck?" Gustav yelled.

"We won," Jean said. "We fuckin won."

"Won what?"

There had been a lottery ticket in one of the wallets they had lifted, 

and Jean had piled it up with the lottery tickets that Gustav and him bought 

every week. When they had finished doing their counting and Gustav went off 

into dreamland, Jean went to checking the numbers. And it turned out they won.

"Well, not our numbers," Jean corrected. "But we got the ticket. It's 

fuckin ours."

“What are you doing?” Gustav asked. “They guy who lost the wallet 

probably played those numbers every day. He’ll call the cops for sure and 

they’ll be waiting for us when we cash it in.”

“Are you sure about that? I mean, we’ve taken a lot of risks so far.”

“Calculated risks,” Gustav said. “This is too much.”

Jean didn’t agree. There were two winners, weren’t there? How would they 

know for sure who was calling to arrange to pick up the money? As far as 

publicity went, Jean was sure there were provisions for privacy. How many 

times had the two of them called up lottery winners and tried to scam them for 

a ‘once in a lifetime deal’. What was ten or fifteen thousand dollars to a guy 

who’s won twenty million dollars? Surely the lottery people would respect that 

and not publish their names.

Gustav agreed on the condition that while Jean picked up the cheque, he 

would remain in the wings in case anything went wrong. They were sure not to 

wear their trenchcoats. It was something of a trademark in the media. But Jean 

had made a stop, an hour out of their way to the lottery office, to dismantle 

his handgun and scatter the parts in a field. Gustav watched and said nothing.
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When Jean got back into the car, Gustav waited until they we nearly on 

the highway before asking, "Are we still on?"

"We're on," Jean confirmed.

And they went to the city to pickup their motherfucking lottery cheque. 

That was when the trouble started. 

Traffic was delayed because of a long funeral procession. It seemed to 

be kilometres long. Despite being in the slow lane of the two lane highway, 

those in the opposite lane were rubber-necking, taking in what was going on. 

Gustav was impatient. He hated having to wait, especially when there was no 

good reason for it. A ten car pile-up in the middle of the road was a good 

reason. A stand-off with a lone gunman was another. But an accident off the 

side of the road or even a damned funeral train was too much for him to 

handle. Jean protested, but Gustav gunned their late model Chrysler sedan and 

drove on the outside shoulder to get ahead of the idiots who seemed so intent 

on figuring out who had died. 

Jean tried to explain that he had read about the funeral in the paper. 

Something about a wealthy, Chinese businessman with strong community ties 

dying suddenly while watching television last week. Hundreds of people were 

expected at the funeral. The family had arranged with the city so that it 

would not interrupt daily activities. They offered to pay for whatever 

services the community would offer. The city accepted, on the condition the 

money would go to charity. That included a police escort. They were grateful 

for the affluent businessman’s influence with Chevrolet that allowed for the 

donation of three high performance police interceptors to deter speeders on 

major highways. 

Gustav looked at his speedometer the same moment Jean remembered two of 

these special cars were leading the funeral procession. Gustav was travelling 
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on the outside, gravel shoulder of the two lane highway at approximately one 

hundred and forty kilometres an hour. The two special police cars broke away 

from the funeral procession to pursue the speeding Gustav and Jean. In the 

newspapers they would later report they wished to honour the memory of the 

dearly departed and revered Chinese businessman by capturing a speeder with 

the means he had provided.

What no one else knew until later the same day was the driver of the 

hearse didn’t know where the funeral parlour was and had been instructed to 

follow the police cruisers diligently. When the hearse driver saw the officers 

take off in a flash, he accelerated to follow. While the mourners were sure of 

where they were going, they felt it best to follow the hearse. When they saw 

it take off, they assumed there was a change of plan and tried to keep up the 

pace. In the end there were one hundred and fifty seven cars racing after a 

single, late model Chrysler. 

Gustav knew they had no choice and while he was sure that the ticket 

would be stiff, their was no danger of the two of them being connected with 

the string of robberies they had perpetrated. He calmly slowed down and put 

the car into park. The police cruisers blocked him in and the officers, 

dressed in all their finery, launched themselves out of their cars, guns at 

the ready and demanded they ‘Remain in the vehicle!’ with their hands where 

the police could see them. It was all very abrupt. So abrupt that the hearse 

driver was forced so slam on his brakes, sending the funeral car into a four 

wheel drift, directly into the back of one of the cruisers. 

After that, it was automotive discord ; A cacophony of car crashes that 

blocked the highway for over twelve hours. Each car required towing and 

repairs and everyone got a deal on account of the deceased businessman’s good 
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standing with the community. Gustav and Jean were charged criminally and 

escorted to jail to await sentencing.

Gustav had brought their car to a halt and awaited the arrival of the 

police, but the officers’s story conflicted. According to them, Gustav and 

Jean were travelling so fast that their car had to be cordoned and run off the 

road before they surrendered. Their traffic infractions were therefore 

compounded with the criminal charge of resisting arrest. It was expected that 

Gustav, being the driver, would be endure the brunt of the charges. The pair 

had no choice but to use the money saved for their extended vacation to pay 

for their lawyer’s fees. 

Gustav’s clever attorney, using details from Gustav’s version of the 

adventure, managed to get a lesser sentencing. Jean was not so lucky and had 

to spend a longer time in jail. Despite the circumstances, Jean willingly made 

an oath to meet Gustav at Shooter’s upon being released. The code they agreed 

upon was to play I Will Survive three times when either got to the bar. 

Gustav was deep in thought when the song finished for its third time. A 

collective weight seemed to lift from the bar’s patrons, thankful that it was 

finally over. He could hear whispers from those around him, asking why would 

anyone want to hear that song played three times. 

If you only knew, Gustav said to himself. Only one of the two lottery 

tickets for eleven million dollars had been claimed. The other was in Jean’s 

wallet, waiting to be claimed among his personal affects upon release. He 

didn’t care where the other one was. Listening to that dreaded disco song 

three times over was a small price to pay.

Conspiracies and bad luck happen in patterns of three, Gustav thought. 

He fingered the ice in the crystal tumbler absently. Let’s hope I’m not a 

party to an omen.
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For the third and last time, the song began.

First I was afraid

I was petrified.

Kept thinking I could never live without you by my side

Gustav stood up to make eye contact with Ron and held his empty glass. 

At the same time, he picked out Jean, standing at the bar wearing his black, 

leather trenchcoat and wide, dark sunglasses. He nodded in Gustav’s direction 

and carried two tumblers of whiskey to the booth in the corner. 

The two bandits shook hands and hugged one another. They sat down to 

their drinks and smiled. Gustav lit another cigarette.

“Thought you quit,” Jean said. “What about all those chemicals and 

pesticides you are always talking about? Government sanctioned addiction and 

all that.”

Gustav shrugged. “Prison changes a man. Right now I’m smoking what used 

to be the only way I could buy things.”

“Was it bad?” 

“Bad enough,” Gustav said. “I survived. Did you hear it play all three 

times?”

They shared a smile but Gustav was in no mood for pleasantries. Not 

until the matter of money was settled. He was dirt broke because of lawyer’s 

fees. He didn’t even have enough money to pay the tab.

“Do you have it?” Gustav asked.

Jean nodded and withdrew a square of paper from the inside of his coat. 

He handed it over to Gustav and got up to leave. Gustav was stunned for a 

moment. 

He stood up and thrust the ticket in Jean’s face. “The original! This is 

a photocopy. They won’t take this! Where’s the original?”
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“I’m sorry, Gustav.”

Fifteen undercover cops unholstered their weapons and aimed them at 

Gustav’s head. Tiny points of red laser light danced over his cheeks and 

forehead like so many pesky flies. He held up his hands to shield his eyes. 

“It wasn’t easy, Gustav,” Jean said. “But I remembered who was locked up 

longer and why. It wasn’t hard after that.”

“You’re a con!” Gustav yelled. “How could you take the money!?” Gustav’s 

gut was on fire. His heartburn grew more intense.

“Ex-con,” Jean corrected. “And who said a con couldn’t collect on a 

lottery ticket?”

Gustav fought against the undercover officers. He only made it more 

difficult and did nothing to fend off the inevitable. Jean walked up to the 

trussed Gustav and said, “She collected on the other one, y’know. That was how 

he died ; watching TV and realizing he had the other winning lottery ticket. 

He got the numbers using his kid’s birthdays.”

Jean was allowed to remain at the bar and have a final drink before 

being taken away by the police. They knew there was nothing to fear from Jean. 

He had already served time for the highway accident and pleaded guilty to the 

robberies in return for a lesser sentencing recommendation from the Crown 

attorney, which amounted to monthly sessions with a parole officer.  The money 

allowed him to start a new life and the lottery corporation had respected 

Jean’s privacy, agreeing not to inform anyone for one week that he had 

collected his winnings. 

Enough time to be far away from everyone, Jean thought. And all of this.

Ron didn’t say a word as Jean sat and sipped his drink, watching the 

sports news on the TV mounted over the bar. When his drink was finished, he 

chewed an icecube and watched the news wrap up. Jean refused Ron’s offer to 
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put the drinks on the house. He paid the tab with his last twenty dollar bill 

and told Ron to keep the tip.
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