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			It was just after two in the afternoon when we pulled up. Tim said that’s the time it was always slow in the bank, specially on Thursdays.

			Virgil had a double-barreled sawed-off. Those are good for scaring people, Tim said. Much better than a pistol. Virgil carried the shotgun under his coat, against his chest, held there by a loop of rawhide around his neck. Tim had a pair of pistols, like he always used to carry.

			“Five minutes, Eddie,” Tim said to me. Then him and Virgil went into the bank.

			The clock on the dashboard was one of those digital ones. It said 2:09.

			The clock said 2:12 when I heard the crack of a pistol. Then the boom of Virgil’s shotgun.

			People started screaming.
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			for …

			Cammi, Jessie Lee, Johnny the Gambler, Detroit B., Bust-Out Victor, Iberus, J.R., Everett, Water Street, the East Gary Express, the Uptown Community Organization, a whole lot of back roads, and some wrong turns.

			and for …

			Jim Procter, who drove the car.
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			It’s true, bro. We would have been kings.

		

	
		
			THE
 GETAWAY MAN

			Every outfit needs a getaway man. It doesn’t matter how smooth the job goes; if you don’t get away with the money, it was all for nothing.

			I learned that when I was just a kid, when I first started getting locked up. Once that happens the first time, it’s like that’s your destiny. They let you out, but they know you’re coming back, and you do, too.

			Inside, some guys get tattoos, so that when they get out, other guys will know where they’ve been. I never wanted one. I figured people can always tell, anyway.

			Every time they sent me to the kiddie camps, it was for stealing cars. I never stole cars to keep; I just wanted to drive them. I wanted to learn how to do that more than anything. The only reason I took the cars was so I could practice.

			When you’re in one of those places for kids, guys always ask you what you’re in for. The first time I went in, before I learned, I told them the truth.

			I found out quick how dumb that was. When I told other guys, that first time, why I took the cars, they said that wasn’t even stealing, it was just joyriding. That’s what a kid does with a car, joyriding. A man wouldn’t do that.

			It sounds weird, but the worst thing you can be in the kiddie camps is what they call a “kid.” The word means something different in there. Something very bad.

			Right after I told the truth that first time, I had to fight a lot. So I wouldn’t get taken for a kid.

			By the next time I went in, I was smarter. I knew nobody would understand if I told them I took the cars so I could practice my driving. So, after that, when they asked me, I always said, “Grand Theft Auto.” I wasn’t some little joyrider; I was a thief.

			A thief steals cars to keep. To sell, I mean. The really good thieves, they get a reputation, and people hire them to steal certain cars. Like ordering food in a restaurant, and the parking lot is the menu.

			It’s good to be known as a thief when you go Inside. It’s even better to be known as a killer, but only a certain kind. Like if you killed someone in a fight, that would be good. Or if someone paid you to do it.

			It’s pretty unusual, to be in one of the kiddie places for a killing like that, but I know one guy, Tyree, who was. A drug dealer paid Tyree to shoot someone, and he did it. Everyone respected him for doing that. It was something a big-time criminal would do.

			But not every killing got you respect. The sick-in-the-head kids, they were nothings. Nobody was afraid of them. Like the one who chopped up his mother with an ax. Or the one who went to school with a rifle, and shot a bunch of other kids who were bullying him.

			After that kid got locked up, he still got bullied, only much worse. The kind of bullying they do in here.

			Sometimes, a killing happens right where they have us locked up. The one I most remember, it was a little kid who did it. Devon, his name was. A bigger kid, Rock, had done something to him.

			After Rock did what he did, he told everyone that Devon was his kid.

			Everybody knew what had happened, but nobody said anything, even the ones who weren’t scared of Rock.

			After Devon got out of the infirmary, he got a shank—that’s a piece of metal you sharpen into a knife. One day, he came up behind Rock in the cafeteria and stabbed him in the neck. Everybody saw it.

			We knew Devon had stuck him good, because they didn’t send Rock to the infirmary—they called for an ambulance.

			The guards charged in and locked us all down, so we couldn’t see what happened after that. But, later, we heard that Rock died before the ambulance came.

			If they had let Devon stay in there with us, he would have been all right after that. Nobody would have tried to do anything to him anymore, even with him being so little. But they took him away, to the prison for grownups.

			I didn’t actually know Devon. Just his name. But I hoped, wherever they sent him, he found another shank real quick.

			I always wanted to be a driver. It was just something that called to me. Even when I was practicing to be good at it, I wasn’t sure where it would end. But I knew I had to do it.

			Where I come from, lots of guys dream about racing stock cars. But that was never my dream.

			Dreams are for kids. And I never wanted to be a kid. There’s nothing good about being a kid.

			I had faith. I knew if I kept practicing, if I got good enough, I could be the driver.

			The very first time the cops caught me, I was so little they thought someone else had took the car, then ran away and left me holding the bag. They kept trying to get me to tell who had done it.

			I told them the truth; it was just me. One cop slapped me. It wasn’t that hard, but it hurt. I didn’t cry; I was used to stuff like that.

			Another cop said I was being a chump, taking the weight for the older boys. He said they would all be laughing at me while I was in jail. But they didn’t even send me to jail at all, that first time.

			All cops lie. All thieves lie, too, when they talk to cops. That’s the way it is.

			I knew that good thieves didn’t lie to their partners. I wondered if cops did.

			I don’t remember much about the first time they locked me up, but I know it was only for a few weeks.

			After that, they locked me up every time they caught me.

			The first few times, it was because I didn’t know how to drive. I know that sounds stupid, and I guess it was.

			What I mean is, I didn’t know how to drive like a regular person, so I kept bringing attention on myself. One time, I got pulled over for going through a stop sign. The cop didn’t even know the car was stolen until he saw how old I was. Then he knew the car couldn’t be mine.

			Another time, I was just speeding, and they got me. That time, it wouldn’t have mattered even if I had looked old enough to drive, because I didn’t have any of the papers the cop wanted.

			After a while, I figured out: If I was going to take cars, I had to drive them like I was a regular person, going somewhere.

			But if I drove like that, I couldn’t practice the way I needed to.

			The longest they ever locked me up for was six months. Until the time I ran from the cops.

			On that crazy night, I was driving past this roadhouse at the edge of town. I usually went out that way because there’s a lot of places to practice. It’s pretty much all two-lane blacktop with no streetlights, and even a lot of dirt roads off on the sides.

			I saw a bright orange Camaro with white stripes slam on the brakes and slide on the dirt in the parking lot. I stopped the car I was driving to see what was going on; I thought maybe the Camaro was challenging someone to race, and I wanted to watch. But all the other cars around there were parked.

			All of a sudden, the Camaro’s door opened and a girl jumped out. She walked away, fast. The driver got out and yelled something at her, but she kept on walking. He started after her, and she turned around and ran. He chased her all the way around the side of the building.

			He had left his door standing open. I could see smoke coming from the exhausts. I didn’t really think about it—the next thing I knew, I was behind the wheel of the Camaro, peeling out of the parking lot.

			The Camaro was a terrific car, the first truly fast one I’d ever driven. I was a little disappointed that it had an automatic transmission. By then, I knew how to drive a stick real good.

			I knew I wouldn’t have any couple of hours that time. But it seemed like only a couple of minutes had gone by when I heard the siren and saw the flashing lights in the mirror.

			That’s when I made them chase me. I don’t remember much about it except that I couldn’t hear anything—it was like I had gone deaf or something. But it didn’t scare me. Nothing scared me that night. I was driving. They were chasing me, and it felt like that was how it was supposed to be.

			I was running, but I had no place to run to. And I was doing all right, until the spike strip they laid down blew out my tires.

			By the time I got the Camaro stopped, it seemed like there was a dozen cop cars surrounding me. They kept coming, more and more of them. They shined big lights, so bright I couldn’t look at them. They were screaming things at me, but I couldn’t understand what they were saying.

			I got out of the car, and put my hands up, like I’d seen people do on TV. I saw a lot of guns pointed at me. I walked toward them. They kept screaming at me.

			I never saw the cop who tackled me from behind. Then there was a lot of them. Some were yanking my arms behind my back for the handcuffs. The other ones were punching me, or kicking me, or hitting me with sticks … after a little while, I couldn’t tell.

			That time, nobody said anything about joyriding. They put a whole bunch of charges on me. The heaviest one was resisting arrest. The lawyer who came to see me in the hospital told me that.

			I never had a lawyer before. Not a real one. The lawyers I had before, they were like people who worked for the court. They would be standing behind tables when I was brought out, with big stacks of paper in front of them. All they ever asked me was my name, so they could check it on their papers.

			This lawyer was a little fat guy with a mustache. I told him what happened. He shook his head. Like I was stupid, and he couldn’t understand what I did.

			I wasn’t stupid enough to try and explain it to him.

			The lawyer told me I had to plead guilty to everything. If I did that, they wouldn’t be too hard on me.

			When I got out of the hospital, we went to court.

			A couple of the cops were there. They told some lies and some truth. I did what the lawyer said. The judge asked me some questions, and I said either yes or no, depending on what he asked.

			I answered the questions about how my face got all banged up and my ribs broke by saying it was from when the car crashed, even though I never hit anything.

			The lawyer had told me to say it that way. When I was answering that question, I saw one of the cops looking at me. I could tell by his face that the lawyer had been right.

			The judge said a lot of things about me. By the time he let the lady probation officer talk, there wasn’t much point in her saying anything.

			There wasn’t anything good to say about me, anyway. Except that I was just a kid, and my lawyer said that a lot.

			The lawyer said I had panicked when I heard the siren. That made me real mad, but I didn’t say anything. He was the lawyer.

			Then the judge really hauled off on me. He said I hadn’t panicked at all—I was a cold-blooded felon and he didn’t want to hear any excuses for my behavior. I really liked when he said that. It was like he canceled out what the fat lawyer said. I was glad I had kept quiet.

			The judge said he was putting it in my record that I couldn’t have a license even when I got old enough, because I was dangerous behind the wheel. I wished guys from the last place I was locked up could have been in the courtroom when he said that: “Dangerous behind the wheel.”

			The place they put me in after the Camaro was for the older kids. It was like a farm. We all slept in dormitories, and we had to work in the daytime.

			Every dorm has a boss. A kid boss, I mean. The boss is either the toughest or the smartest, or even both. Sometimes, there’s two different bosses in the same dorm—like when there’s enough white guys in there to have their own gang, they would have a white boss.

			There was a kid named Hector who was with us. He wasn’t white, but he wasn’t black either. A Mexican, is what one of the other guys said about him, but I never heard him speak Spanish. Hector said, where he was from, they called a gang a “car.” So if a kid was going to join a gang, they would say he got in the car.

			That sounded cool to me, except that the boss got called the driver. I didn’t want to be anybody’s boss, but I had to be the driver.

			It was on the farm that I first met guys who did jobs. Jobs where they would need a driver, I mean. Stickup men. Those guys were in the other places I got put before, but they never mixed with amateurs like me. Joyriders. But, when I came in after the Camaro, I came in as a real thief. A thief who made the cops chase him.

			Everybody wanted to know about that chase. By the time I got done telling the story, it got changed a bit. I had it lasting a hour, with them shooting at me the whole time.

			I wasn’t worried about anyone checking on me. I had heard that some of the kid bosses could get one of the guards to look at your records, but I knew mine was good. When I first came in, the lady who asked me a lot of questions about school and stuff also asked me about getting banged up.

			“It says you received all those injuries when the car you stole crashed, Eddie. Is that true?”

			The way she looked at me, I could tell she was ready to believe me if I told her different. But I said, “No, ma’am, not exactly.”

			She leaned toward me a little, said, “Well, what did happen?”

			“I was okay when I got out of the car,” I told her. “But then, when the cops tried to put the cuffs on me, I fought them.”

			“You assaulted police officers?” she said, leaning back from me, then.

			“Yes, ma’am,” I said.

			I watched her write something on my records. I was glad. She was a nice lady, but it didn’t matter what she thought of me. It didn’t matter what the judge thought of me, or the cops, or anyone. Just the guys I was locked up with.

			Fighting is part of doing time when you’re a kid. It’s not so bad, but you have to be sure to jump up when your name gets called, or they’ll end up calling you “kid,” in the bad way.

			It’s the same word, “kid,” but you can always tell what it means by how people say it. Sometimes, when people say, “He’s a kid,” it just means he’s green—he doesn’t know the score. That isn’t a good thing to be, but it’s not such a big deal. You can always get schooled, and then you won’t be green, no matter how young you are.

			But if they call you some other guy’s kid, that means you do things for him. It would be better to be dead. Once in a while, that happens in there. A kid makes that choice.

			There’s other choices. If you’re that kind of kid, I mean, if someone is trying to make you that kind of kid, you can go for a fence parole—that’s what they call it when a kid runs.

			If you try that, all kinds of bad things happen. It isn’t just the beating you get when they catch you. Or even when they put you in a solitary cell and just leave you there. It’s that the guys who chase you, they’re the same as you.

			There’s a special squad of kids like that. They don’t stay with us. They have their own dorm. They don’t eat with us, either.

			You have to be very tough to do that job, being a kid guard. Because if the real guards drop you down, make you go back to sleeping in the dorm with the rest of us, you’re going to get hurt one night. That’s a guarantee.

			If the place scares you, but you’re too scared to run, you can ask the bosses to lock you up in one of the solitary cells. It’s safe back there. But everybody knows why you went, so you can never come out.

			That’s just one of the things that was so confusing when I first came in, being in solitary. If they threw you in there, like for fighting, it made you bigger. But if you went there because you wanted to, it made you smaller.

			It was like driving, I thought. Just knowing the car isn’t enough; you have to know the roads, too.

			Even if you come in with a real good charge on you, if you don’t have friends Inside, you’ll probably have to fight a couple of times. The charge doesn’t always tell the story, so people test you.

			You don’t have to win when you fight, but you have to keep fighting until somebody stops it.

			And if you come in without any friends, everybody watches you. They want to see what kind of a person you are. After they find out, different things happen, depending.

			With me, one of the crews saw I was okay, so I got to join up. Get in the car, like Hector said. After that, the only time I had to fight was when my crew got into a beef with a different one.

			By the time they let me out, I knew a lot of guys who did jobs that needed a driver.

			I will always remember the first one. It was one of those all-night stores that sell everything. The guy who found me, Rodney was his name, he said he used to work there, so he knew where everything was, even how to get into the safe in the back. He said they kept a lot of money in there, because they had to pay the delivery guys in cash when they came first thing in the morning, once a week.

			Rodney had it all planned out, he said. A three-man job. One guy to hold the clerk, one guy to get the money, and one guy to drive.

			But the night we were supposed to do it, when I went over to where Rodney was staying, him and Luther, the other guy, they were all pumped up on crystal; buzzing around like wasps in a jar, talking so fast I couldn’t hardly understand a word.

			They both had pistols. Rodney was waving his around, saying if the white trash motherfucker didn’t hand it over, there was going to be hair all over the walls, stuff like that.

			They didn’t want me to steal a car. They wanted to use Rodney’s. “You can pull around the back, bro,” he told me. “Out where the Dumpster is. It’s as dark as a toothless nigger in a coal bin back there. Nobody’ll see nothing. Besides, I put other plates on it.”

			I wanted to tell them I wouldn’t do it, but I couldn’t say the words. It wasn’t that I was scared. I mean, I was scared, but not about the robbery. I was scared, if I didn’t do it, word would get around, and nobody would want me for a driver.

			Rodney’s car had something wrong with the mufflers. It was way too loud. You could hear the sound bounce off the sides of parked cars as we went past them.

			I knew this wasn’t the way to do things.

			We parked off to the side, just past where the lights from the store reached.

			“Let me wait here,” I said. “This is better than going around back.”

			“Not if we have to come out the back, asshole,” Rodney said. “Just do it like we planned.”

			I wanted to tell him there wasn’t any plan, but it was too late for that.

			“This is the slowest time,” Rodney said. “Three-thirty in the morning, you never see anybody in there.”

			“Let’s go,” Luther said.

			I didn’t say anything. I knew who the boss was.

			When Rodney told me, I pulled around the side of the store. Real slow, just letting the car creep, so the muffler noise wouldn’t be so loud. They both got out. I had to hold the seatback down for Luther—a Mustang doesn’t have much room in the rear.

			“I’ll be right over there,” I told them, pointing to a big pool of shadow out past the Dumpster. Rodney was right about how dark it was.

			They pulled the stockings down over their faces and looked at each other. Then they high-fived and walked away.

			I turned off the lights, then I let the Mustang idle over to the spot. I backed in careful, made sure I had plenty of room. I opened the passenger door, so they could get in quicker. The little light on the ceiling went on. I popped off the cover and pulled out the bulb. Then I moved the mirror so I could see behind me.

			It was hard to see good, because it was raining that night. I remember it because I was worried about the roads. I wished I’d had more time to practice driving when it was wet.

			It seemed like a long time, but I guess it wasn’t. I heard gravel crunching, like people were running, then they came around the corner, fast.

			They both tried to jump in the car at the same time, then Luther went in first and Rodney got in the seat next to me.

			“Go!” Rodney yelled.

			I pulled out slow, because I didn’t know if anyone inside even knew
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