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“Yeah, I read the reports,” I smiled as I waited in line to pay for items at the gas station. Everything will be fine,” I said to my boss, who was getting aggravated because sales had dropped.

“Robert, this could mean...” he said as he went off on one of his end-of-the-business-world rants.

I smiled at the lady behind the desk as I paid for the items and then told her how much gas I wanted.

“I am heading to the office now,” I said as I walked towards my car. “I will take a look and then call a conference call for the regional managers to let them know they have to tell their representatives to step it up.”

I hung up as I knew that’s what he wanted to hear, some kind of action to get sales back up. “Idiot!” I said as I threw my phone on the passenger seat.

I started pumping gas and eating my breakfast burrito when I saw a Mexican couple arguing. I lived close to the Mexican border, so this wasn’t something that I wasn’t used to; my neighbors argued all the time.

What got my attention was the curvy woman with jet-black hair, wearing gray sweatpants and a tank top, who was getting angry—not just angry, but fuming mad. She had four large plastic bags with her.

Then the male shouted something, turned around, got in a large truck, and took off, leaving her behind.

I stared at her as the loud click went off, signaling that my tank was full. I got in my SUV and looked the woman’s way.

‘Maybe she is waiting for someone to pick her up,’ I thought as I looked around.

No one was paying her any attention as she sat on the sidewalk close to the gas station. She looked desperate.

Then, I noticed some good-ole boys paying her attention from across the road. They were coming out of the breakfast restaurant.

“Crap!” I said as I yoked my SUV around. “Last fucking thing I need today.”

I knew they would call the authorities, and in a few minutes, this lady would be on her way to the border, papers or not.

“Hi!” I smiled as I blocked their view of her with my SUV.

“No,” she said, signaling she didn’t speak English.

“Get in!” I shouted as I opened the passenger door. She also noticed the four men walking toward us.

I threw her bags into the back as she got the hint.

Before they crossed the street and onto the pavement to the gas station, I was peeling out of the parking lot.

“You’re lucky,” I said, staring at her as she looked back.

I didn’t know if she was legal or not, but my neighbor worked for the border patrol, and the things he said that went on down there recently made my blood boil. I was all for immigration control, but some of the treatment of human beings was uncalled for.

“Thank you,” she smiled.

“Robert,” I introduced myself.

“Jacqueline,” she held out her hand.

It was nice. There were no marks or dirt under the nails, and she looked well-kept, so I doubted she had just crossed.

“I got a friend,” I grinned. Hopefully, she understood me.

Jacqueline sat back as though she was accepting whatever fate was going to happen to her. As she didn’t make a sound or move, she probably had seen or been through some processing before.

“Well, she isn’t illegal,” my neighbor said as I brought Jaqueline to his house.

He worked the night shift, and he and his wife looked at the papers that Jacqueline had shown them.

“But they expire in two months,” his wife said. If she doesn’t renew them,” she shook her head, “they will take her.”

Mateo talked to the women in their native language, and he smiled. “She had an argument with the people she was staying with,” he stated. “The man you saw her arguing with was her landlord, he kicked her out because she couldn’t pay rent.”

“Ah, makes sense,” I said, looking at the things in the bags.

“She lost her job at the laundromat because of her papers expiring and they didn’t want to get caught with an illegal,” the wife said as Jacqueline continued.

That was the world we lived in, especially here in Texas. Anybody who looked the part was illegal until proven otherwise. Even my boss, who was born, raised, and grew up here, was accused of being illegal because his father was Mexican.

One time, I had to break up a fight between my boss and another man because the man wanted to call the authorities because my boss looked illegal. We had just torn down his fence and done some yard work. We stopped at the lumber yard to get more wood. I turned the corner to look for some things, and that’s when I heard the argument.

It was getting unbelievable.

Of course, other people there just asked why he didn’t show his ID; it would have made things easier. That wasn’t the law! No one has to show their ID to anyone, even law enforcement, unless they did something wrong or needed to verify their identity with state personnel; that’s it. Joe Schmoe has no right to ask anyone for their ID, period!

“So, what now?” I asked.

“Well, I can file for her papers,” Lizzy said. “Should get here before the two months is up, and she already is processed so, there won’t be a hang up. It’s the next step that’s the problem.”

“Why is that?” I asked.

“I will take her to get cleaned up,” Mateo said as they walked away.

“Lots of people think it’s easy one, two, three, and boom legal, so what’s the big deal,” Lizzy said. “There are over fifteen steps from illegal to legal and each step costs more than the last, unless.”

“You get married,” I nodded.

“Exactly, cuts the time and the costs, by half,” Lizzy said. “Otherwise, it’s long and costly, that’s why it’s easier to do it before you get here.”

“Easier,” I laughed. “Shit!” I said as my phone went off.

“We got this, go ahead,” Lizzy smiled.

I got in my SUV and sped off to work.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~
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“We can sponsor her,” Duke said.

“We can?” I asked.

“Yeah, she works here, and we sponsor her, and she gets to say, easy peasy,” Duke laughed. “Tell Izzy to send me the papers, and I will get on it.”

“That easy?” I asked.

“You gringo’s,” Duke laughed.

“Hey! You were born here, and your mother and your wife are as white as snow!” I laughed.

“Yeah, but you guys don’t know shit, unless some person tells you,” Duke said. “I bet most of the people out their couldn’t pass the citizenship test, but they want to yell illegal every second.”

“I could pass it,” I grinned.

“Because your neighbors are border cops,” Duke grinned. “And they probably told you everything on it. You just proved my point. You guys no jack about shit, unless someone points it out to you.”

“You don’t know anything about sales reports unless I tell you, and you’re the boss!” I laughed.

“And I am the boss because I hire good people to tell me shit!” Duke pointed to me.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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I drove back home after a long day. I forgot about Jacqueline until I pulled up into my driveway and saw the light in my house on.

I forgot Mateo and Lizzy texted me and told me they had let her in my house. I had lived alone most of my life, never got married, and only had one real relationship.

“Wow!” I said as I got into my house. “That smells good!”

Jacqueline came out of the kitchen. “No, no,” she said as I was about to head for the kitchen. “Bathroom, clean!”

“Okay,” I grinned as she rushed me towards the bathroom.

“Holy crap!” I shouted as I got into the bathroom.

‘It’s hasn’t been this clean since I moved in!’ I thought.

As a single man who never had female company, my place was usually a mess. Jacqueline had cleaned the entire house and even organized my walk-in closet.

“And my laundry!” I said as everything was folded and neat. 

I got changed and headed for the kitchen. “Taste!” Jacqueline said, pushing a wooden spoon in my face the moment I walked in.

“Damn!” It was a bit spicy, but it tasted good.

Jacqueline muttered something and grinned.

Mateo had told me to install a translation app, and after a few trials and errors. Jacqueline and I were talking through the phone on the table.

She came here four years ago with her family: a brother, sister, and father. Her sister got married, her father died of natural causes, and her brother was in the wind; he took off, and she hadn’t seen him since.

Jacqueline was happy that my boss agreed to sponsor her and that she wouldn’t have to worry about payments or anything because we could deduct it from her paycheck so the authorities could see where the money was coming from.

I showed Jacqueline to the spare room and told her that if she continued to clean and cook, she could consider that rent paid in full.

~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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Months went by, and Jacqueline taught me to speak Mexican, and I taught her English. We spent many hours together, and she even took me shopping because, in her words, my house was atrocious, and I had no sense of style or décor.

“She likes you,” Lizzy said as we were at their house for dinner.

“No, she has the savior crush,” I shrugged. “Read about it.”

“Where?” Lizzy stared at me.

“Okay, I saw it in a movie!”

Lizzy shook her head. “It’s not a crush,” Lizzy said. “You’re a good man, a bit of a know it all at times, and pale, even though it’s sunny all the time.”

“Look who is talking!” I exclaimed.

For a white woman, Lizzy was as pale as a ghost.

“I have a skin condition, jerk!” Lizzy smacked me playfully.

“So do I,” I laughed.

“What are you two on about?” Mateo asked.

“I was telling him that he is pale,” Lizzy said as we sat down.

“He is,” Jacqueline stated.

Her English was getting better.

“Thanks for agreeing with her,” I laughed.

The four of us had a great dinner and talked for a long time into the night.

~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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“Robert?” Jacqueline said as I drove her to work the following day.

Jacqueline more than proved her worth at work. The cleaning crew was usually lazy and hardly did what we wanted, but since Jacqueline came on board, she had taken over, and it was night and day.

Duke fired the previous person who was in charge of the crew and promoted Jacqueline.

“What’s up?” I asked.

“Why did you help me, that day?” she asked as she looked at me. “I know you said it was the right thing to do, but you didn’t know me, or anything about me.”

I nodded. I knew this question would come up eventually.

I put the vehicle into the park as we got to the parking lot.

“Truth be told,” I stared at her. “I don’t really know.”

It was the truth. I knew that I had told myself that it was because I didn’t want her taken away, but living down here, I saw things like that almost weekly.

She could have been a criminal, a member of a cartel, or anything else. So many things could have gone wrong for me that day, but I did it anyway.

“I know you say I have thanked you enough, but Jacqueline leaned over and kissed me. “Thank you.”

I smiled as she got out and headed into the office. I drove around to the other side of the building.

“What did you do?” Duke asked when I got to my office.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“Jacqueline just asked if she could transfer to one of our other offices,” Duke stated.

“Why?” I asked.

“That’s why I am asking you!” Duke exclaimed.

“I will find out,” I smiled.

“You better!”

I knew better than to make jokes with Duke when he was like this. He wasn’t joking around; he was mad. Jacqueline had turned things around here. The cleaning and maintenance crews were firing on all cylinders, and things that needed to be done got done quickly.

I walked down the hall and took the elevator down to the basement, where I figured Jacqueline would be.

I saw her talking to her morning crew in the morning huddle, which she had established to ensure everybody was on the same page. Jacqueline saw me and nodded toward her office.

“Hey,” I said as she approached.

“Hi,” Jacqueline responded. “I have someone coming up to change out the light bulbs. They should be up there before noon.”

I smiled. Jacqueline’s accent made everything she said more intense, as if she were arguing and not telling.

“Didn’t come down for that,” I said. “I heard you
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