
Tax Cut Excerpt 

 

By Michele Lynn Seigfried 

 

We were suddenly interrupted by an awful sound coming from outside my window. An ear-

piercing voice, singing off-key, and a horrendous-sounding guitar. We went to my window and 

looked out. I rolled my eyes and sighed. It was Nero. I wasn’t sure if he was trying to serenade me 

or scare the seagulls off the roof of the municipal building. I sighed again pathetically. Bryce 

laughed. 

I opened the window and was about to say something, when I heard another window open.  

“Shut the eff up, Zero.” 

It was Bonnie. I chuckled. 

“It’s Nero,” Mike said. 

“Hey, Zero. You are disturbing the peace. Go home!” Bonnie shouted. 

“Mind your own business, you wench.” 

“What did you call me? You freakazoid. I’ll come down there and squash you like a bug, you 

short little shit.” 

It occurred to me that Bonnie was having some anger issues. I didn’t blame her. It most likely 

had to do with that gunshot by that angry resident in Sunshine. Apparently, she wasn’t taking crap 

from any crazy residents in this village.  

“I’d like to see you come down here and try, you cock blocker.” 

“Oh, that is it!” I heard Bonnie say. She momentarily left the window, then returned with a 

flower vase filled with water. She threw it at him with such precision that I don’t believe any of 

the water landed on the ground. He was soaked. 

“Ugh!” he yelled. “You got me all wet. And it stinks!” 

I imagined it did stink. Jayce had those flowers delivered to Bonnie on her first day of work as 

a congratulations on her new job. Bryce and I were almost on the floor, laughing hysterically. 

“I’m calling the cops,” Bonnie yelled. 

Defeated, Nero sulked back to his car and drove away. 

Bonnie came over to my office a few minutes later. 

“That was a riot!” I said. 

“You know, you need to tell him to leave you alone,” she said. 

“I have. Multiple times. He won’t give up.” 

“Well, be careful. File a police report if you have to.” 

“I think he’s harmless. Just annoying and persistent.” 

“Yeah, well, don’t be afraid to use your gun and shoot his gonads off if you have to.” 

“I’ll keep that in mind,” I told her. 

 


