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There comes a time in everyone's life when they have to make a choice. 

For some the choice is welcome, while for others it is thrust upon them without 

desire or warning. What that choice is will vary from one person to the next but 

the significance is always the same. For me it was a choice between life and 

death. 

I chose life. 

I am sure that there are people out there that might look on my decision 

and question my morality. Perhaps to them this was more of a choice between 

right and wrong, or perhaps between good and evil. But they weren’t there; they 

didn’t see what I saw or feel what I felt. I very much doubt that there are many 

people who, were they honest with themselves, would choose differently. 

This is the story of how I got to that moment, to that choice. I do not seek 

forgiveness, nor am I searching for anyone’s understanding. There is nothing 

that anyone could say or do to me that could be worse than that which I have 

done to myself.  

# # # 

My love of rain wasn’t the only thing to die that day. 

I used to like the rain. I liked the way it made the world sparkle as though 

everything is covered in diamonds. I liked the sound it makes, the hiss as the 

water hits the ground, the way it drowned out everything except what was going 

on around me. To me, it made even mundane situations more intimate. Until 

that day the rain had always been a source of pleasure for me.  
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But fate, destiny, karma – whatever it’s called – didn’t care about my 

likes and dislikes. These cosmic forces all conspired that day and my world was 

to be tested. Events unfolded without any consideration as to how I might feel 

about them. 

It was early afternoon on a Saturday. The stereo was turned up loud to cut 

through the noise of rain as it hit the tin roof above me. I sat on my porch with a 

cool glass of wine and a block of chocolate; I was content. My wife was inside 

reading a book while the children were playing in the front yard. They laughed 

and squealed as the sun-shower turned the normally boring trampoline into a 

magnificent slip-and-slide. I watched them as they played and savoured their 

innocence. That such a mundane thing as rain could bring them such joy 

renewed my own love for life’s simple pleasures. 

Like many life changing events mine didn't start out as anything big. The 

phone rang. The call was not a big deal, it was simply the first in a series of 

events that would ultimately lead me to a place I never imagined I would be. 

The only significant thing about it was that it forced me to leave my house. I 

had to go outside and brave the rain. 

I donned my raincoat and grabbed my umbrella, a hideous thing I picked 

up at a flea market a few years back. I hated that umbrella. I don't know why I 

bought it or even why I held on to it. Something in the burnt orange and blue 

paisley design seemed to reach out and demand my attention.  
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I walked, as I often did, from my house to the nearby train station. The 

rain was falling steadily but my umbrella and raincoat worked together to keep 

me dry. On Saturday the trains don’t run with the same frequency as they do on 

weekdays so I was fully prepared for a long wait. Fate, however, had other 

ideas. A train – an express no less – arrived almost as soon as I reached the 

platform. 

I smiled as I stepped onto the train and took a seat near the rear of the 

carriage. I couldn’t believe my luck; there were very few express trains 

scheduled on weekends. I look back now and curse that luck. Had I not caught 

that train, had I been a few minutes late, things would have turned out very 

differently. 

The rain slashed from a sky illuminated by lightning. The storm had 

grown steadily stronger since I left the house and the train now cut its way 

through a downpour. The world outside was obscured so I directed my attention 

to the inside of the train. 

There was only one other person in the carriage with me and by some 

bizarre coincidence he was wearing an outfit almost identical to mine. A white 

shirt above faded blue denim jeans and running shoes beneath a long grey coat. 

The only difference was that he had no umbrella. I chuckled as I imagined him 

braving the driving rain when he reached his stop.  

My amusement at his impending discomfort was cut short when another 

man, whom I had completely failed to notice, loomed above me. A camera was 
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pressed to his face and he appeared ready to take a picture. Without thinking I 

grabbed my umbrella and opened it before me. The flash went off just as I 

expanded it and I hoped that the ugly paisley design was able to obscure my 

face from the unwelcome photo. 

“Hey!” I said, loud enough to alert the other occupant. “What are you 

doing?” 

The photographer didn’t say a word. He calmly put the camera away and 

made his way towards the rear connecting door. He stepped into the adjoining 

carriage without a backward glance. My heart was racing as my eyes followed 

his movements. He stepped from carriage to carriage, until I finally lost sight of 

him. 

My doppelganger was looking over at me. “Are you ok?” 

I nodded. “Yeah, I’m fine. Just some freak with a digital camera. Thanks 

for asking.” 

“No worries. Us twins need to stick together, eh?” He said and smiled as 

he tugged at his identical shirt. 

I chuckled and the tension was suddenly gone. The other man returned to 

his book and I looked around the carriage to find something to distract me from 

what had happened.  

I spied a discarded newspaper on a nearby seat so I moved over and 

picked it up. It was yesterday’s paper but since I hadn’t read it before, I settled 
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in for a belated update on current events. It was the usual fare; politics, gossip 

and fashion sandwiched between violence and sport.  

I wasn’t really paying attention as I flicked through the paper but one 

particular story caught my eye. A father of two was found murdered by the river 

on Friday morning. With two children of my own, I took a moment to reflect on 

the impact such news would have on my family and decided to read the article 

more closely. The man seemed to have a happy home life and there were no 

apparent connections with organised crime. By all accounts he was just an 

unfortunate victim of circumstance. Wrong place, wrong time. As I read further 

I marvelled at the unfortunate set of circumstances that must have led him to be 

at that exact place at that exact time.  Of all the rotten luck. That’s when I saw 

the words that would forever change my life.   

Disbelief stopped my heart. The lack of circulation made my fingers 

numb. 

Surely I had read that wrong. 

I read it again, and again. I kept on reading until my hands shook so much 

I could no longer make out the writing. I closed my eyes, and the lines from the 

page were imprinted across my mind. “… a point and shoot camera was found 

beside the man’s body. Police have revealed that the storage card retrieved from 

the camera held only a single close up photo of the victim’s face.” 

The newspaper slipped from my fingers. 
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My heart was pounding. My body fought for breath. I had to get off the 

train and I had to do it now. I grabbed my umbrella and lurched desperately 

towards the door. The train was still a few minutes away from the next stop but 

that didn’t matter. I had broken into cold sweat as I stood by the closed door and 

repeatedly pressed the button in the futile hope that it would open. I must have 

looked like I was about to faint because my twin rose from his seat and 

approached me, concern evident. Just as my legs gave way he was beside me 

with an arm wrapped about my waist to keep me from falling. 

“You don’t look so good,” he said, stating the obvious. 

“I guess I am still a little freaked out by what happened,” I managed. 

“Some fresh air will help.” 

“My car is parked near the next station. If you need me to take you 

somewhere I’d be more than happy to.” 

I tried to shake my head. “Don’t go to any trouble.” 

“Don’t worry about it, mate,” he said with a smile. “I’m sure you’d do the 

same for me.”  

In truth I was extremely grateful for his assistance. The way I was feeling 

there was no way I would have been able to make it far on my own. 

The station announcement came over the loudspeaker and the train began 

to slow. My entire mind was focussed on the upcoming station and escape. An 

eternity passed in the twenty seconds it took for the train to come to a complete 
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stop and for the door to release. I pressed the button for the hundredth time and 

all but jumped out of the carriage, onto the platform and into the pouring rain. 

My saviour bent down and collected my umbrella then stepped off the 

train and ushered me towards one of the shelters. As I fell onto the hard wooden 

seat I saw another person exit the train out of the corner of my eye. It was the 

photographer. He now stood between me and the exit. 

Rainwater cascaded from the roof of the shelter and the dry area beyond 

was like a cave hidden behind a waterfall.  

“I’ll just walk to my car and come back for you. Will you be alright?” the 

man asked, as he held my umbrella above him. 

I should have warned him. I should have said something. I should have 

taken out my phone and called the police. I should have done anything except 

what I actually did do. 

I sat there. I just sat there and looked at him. Dressed like I was and 

holding my umbrella he could easily be mistaken for me. So, like the coward 

that I am, I merely nodded. I didn’t trust myself to speak. 

The man smiled reassuringly and walked towards the exit. My umbrella, 

with its hideously distinctive design, somehow kept the torrents of water at bay. 

I placed my head in my hands, closed my eyes and started to cry, not willing to 

face what I had done. 

The rain continued to fall, the water pooled at my feet and the sound of 

the gun shot still rings in my ears to this day. I think back to that moment often 
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and tell myself that I had no choice; that I did it for my wife, for my children. 

But the truth is I did it for myself.  

I sent another man to his death.  

I thought about the life he might have had. The family that might wait for 

him at home, one that will never again see their father, brother, husband, son 

alive. I didn’t even know his name. 

What defines a murderer? Is it just the one who pulls the trigger or is it 

also the one who knowingly lets another person die?  

I used to like the rain, the way it turned the world around me into 

diamonds. But since that dreadful moment, and the part I played in it, any joy I 

once might have taken from it is gone. Now the rain is nothing but a reminder 

of my cowardice and my shame. 

 


