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Chapter One

 


Juan Verdugo cussed Willy out for not getting
right to work on the F-250, but afterward, when Willy got the steam
sprayer going, Juan did his best impression of a sneaky mother and
crept around the left side of the work bay where this truck was
parked. The truck, the one with the R.O. on it (and that meant the
repair order), which Willy was now beginning to detail, and which
they had already parked in the work bay, now had Willy’s head under
its hood. Willy was busy soaking the truck's engine with steam from
a hose.

Juan hoped to hell that Willy was not
destroying the truck’s onboard computers by being careless with
that steam, which was something that they had already done a couple
of times, but they didn’t give a flyin f about that actually, point
blank. They better not get their pay docked, though, or that would
suck. Not that they could do anything about it, truthfully, because
they were the bitches of the goddamned service writer who was the
dickhead taking orders from the general pain-in-the-ass manager of
the shop, whom Juan referred to as Mr. Thank You Very Much Already
for a Shitload of Nothing. Juan Verdugo was thinking all this and
creeping in a crouched position with something like a black snake
hidden in his hand and trailing behind him. The big shiny truck was
getting detailed, and Willy was under the hood soaking the truck’s
engine with steam, not knowing that he was about to get hit by
something powerful for no reason other than the fact that Juan was
bored that afternoon and Willy had made a nasty crack about the
Santa Claus Mine that Juan and Willy had tried to find one weekend
a couple of weeks ago using Willy’s brother’s good truck. The
damage they had done to his truck had cost them (Willy, actually) a
shitload. That Willy was full of nasty cracks and besides, Willy
had tricked Juan the week before with a joke which wasn’t very
funny, using a garbage can, compressed air and fire.

When Juan reached the front of the truck, he
was hidden by the open hood, and the noise of the steam deafened
everybody nearby, which gave Juan a chance to take a position, whip
up the snake, and carefully aim it. The snake was an air hose that
you use to fill tires and also which makes a sick weapon in a
battle if you should want to have a battle at the end of a long
day.

“Yo, son,” Juan said as he
flew the hose around in the air like a Star Wars Light Saber, “take
this, you silly motherfucker! Take this, hombre! Ya, ha. Ayeeee!
You’re the bitch!”

He shot the hood of the truck squarely with
compressed air and as he did, a loud rat-a-tat-tat of the
compressed air smashing into the hood burst across the three bays
where the detailers, Juan, Willy, and two others, all worked.

The noise was unbearable. It was
ear-breaking, pounding, excruciating to listen to, louder than ten
impact wrenches, and that horrible din of the air hitting the hood
made Willy grab his head and scream and straighten up, and as he
did so the hood of the truck came down on Willy, the friend of Juan
Verdugo.

“You stupid fuck!” shouted
Willy, screaming and stopping the pressurized steam.

“Ha, ha,” shouted Juan
Verdugo back. He peeked under the hood at his friend. “I got you,
dog! Look at your face!”

Willy slowly extricated himself from under
the closed hood. “You stupid fuck! Damn you, you little shit,” he
said, whipping the pressurized steam hose out of the engine
compartment. “The hood hit my fucking back! And you know my back is
almost broke! You know that really hurted me!”

“Yeah! All right, ese! Got
you back, mother!” said Juan Verdugo. “Got you back for last week.
Fire ain't funny, bruder. You best keep your hands off
me.”

“I’ll whip you, then, man.
Yahhh!” Willy ran to the side of the truck and pulled out his own
air hose. “Hah!” shouted Willy.

The duel was on.

Juan Verdugo scrambled onto the open truck
tailgate and into the bed. Seeing his rival above him, Willy looked
for a higher position somewhere at the back of the bay. He leapt
atop a rolling cart and kicked some tools off it.

“Hey, those were mine, you
shithead,” yelled one of the other detailers at Willy. “You put
those back!”

Willy paid no attention to the other man’s
request. He was shooting compressed air at Juan who was shooting it
back.

In the lube bays across the yard, in the
detail bays and in the yard where the cars were, the impact
wrenches sputtered to a stop and the bays emptied as the mechanics
gathered to watch Juan and Willy fight. They were always battling
each other and were famous for the ridiculous way they dueled, the
screaming taunts, and the way they jumped all around the bays,
whipping each other and attacking with pressurized air.

Juan leaped on the edge of the truck bed and
shot air at Willy. “Ayeeee!” Willy screamed, sliding himself out of
the way in the rolling cart. “He, he, I knew you were going to do
that. You didn't fool me at all! Try again, fucker!”

“Come on, come on,
compadre,” coaxed Juan. “Come to your amigo Juanie.”

“No, you come here,” replied
Willy. “You come here!”

“Come here, bruder,” said
Juan. He tried to whip the hose at Willy, but missed. “Oh, trying
to run over there, huh!” cried Juan happily. “Take
that!”

“Ahahhhh! Woo! Gotcha!”
shouted Willy, shooting air at Juan and barely missing.

“Missed! You are no good at
this! I’m gonna give you lessons. This is my wild lasso,” cried
Juan.

“I’ll give you a lasso, too,
hombre, you mother.”

“Get out!”

“Watch out!”

“He’s going over there!”
cried the onlookers.

“Look out below, Geronimo!”
screamed Juan.

The crowd of mechanics were grinning at the
spectacle of two grown men whipping and shooting compressed air,
screaming and jumping away.

In the middle of some of the shouting, a tall
man in a white shirt, dress pants, and a tastefully striped tie
stepped out of the back door of the showroom, which led into the
shop. “What’s all the noise out here? There is strange noise at the
back of the showroom and the customers—" began Mr. Thank You Very
Much for a Shitload of Nothing.

The crowd of mechanics who were watching
began to disperse.

“Come on, dude!” cried Willy
to Juan.

“Here, here, little bruder,”
said Juan evilly.

“Whoa! Whoa! What do you
think you’re doing with those hoses?” said the horrified manager,
“Didn’t I tell you never to fight with those again? You were
written up for this before!”

“Come on, come on!” said
Willy, ignoring the manager.

“Ayeeee!” screamed Juan
again as he leaped back into the truck bed and attacked. “Geronimo,
bruder. Look out for yourself. I’m comin'!"

Willy shot air at his flying attacker. Paper,
metal particles, asbestos from brake shoes, dead leaves, pack rat
pooh, and pigeon feathers pelted the bays and everyone gathered
around the bays and the other remaining mechanics cringed and
backed away and even the manager was forced to close his horrified
eyes. His thinning hair rose on his head and the end of his tie,
below his ten-year pin, flew up.

When the air hose moved away, the manager
opened his eyes and began ranting and raving: “Shut those hoses
off, now! What do you think this is? A fight club? I told you none
of this should ever happen again. I told you! What did you think
you were doing? I’m writing you up. That’s right. Fighting with air
hoses? I told you I would write you up if this happened again.
Didn’t I tell you? I told you directly from the upper management
that this dealership would not tolerate this dangerous situation
and there was to be no more trouble from the two of you, no more
dangerous fighting! Didn’t I tell you no more trouble? No more
fighting in here? You’re both going straight to Scott! I’m gonna
recommend you go! Yeah, that’s right, both of you! I’m going to
fire your shit outta here because I already told you! I told you!
You haven’t got any excuses because I told you that this would cost
you your jobs! You are a pair of them, yeah, a pair of them, all
right. Like no other pair of them that has been here at this
dealership and I have known them all and fired many of their
asses!” The man was burning up and his blue eyes were bulging. Juan
and Willy went along with him because they had no choice. They went
along to get their asses fired, again.

 


 



Chapter Two

 


Six weeks later, Juan Verdugo was carefully
arranging a population of squeeze-bottle ketchups on a brown
plastic tray and singing badly a narcocorrido in Spanish, inserting
a flower-loving girlfriend from Arizona in the original Mexican
lyrics, which he never knew anyways. As he sang his eyes became
watery with the strain and his thin voice cracked horribly so that
he sounded like a suffering toad, the type in desert arroyos after
a rain. A second shadowy figure, Willy in a hair net and a dirty
apron, crouched on a stepstool behind a rack of rubber aprons and
coats near the sink where Juan Verdugo stood singing. In one hand
this secret lurker wielded a large ladle as though it was a club
and he was grinning, a sick, but happy leer. Farther away, in a
brighter backdrop, like the background of a Dutch master’s
painting, a burly black man, evidently the chef, leaned on a
muscular hand that was propped on the ledge of a steam table. His
other enormous hand slowly scratched his broad back, wrinkling and
stretching a white T-shirt.

All at once Willy gathered himself, and like
some horrible panther he dove off the stepstool onto the back of
Juan Verdugo, who was just in the process of thoroughly missing a
high, screechy note.

“Crappy singer!” Willy Jent
screamed when he landed on his friend, “I hate that crappy narco
stuff.”

Slashing with the ladle, Willy tried to
pummel the large shoulders of Juan Verdugo, from the left, from the
right, and straight down. But Juan had only feigned distraction; he
fell back on his heels, deflected the ladle, and squirted Willy on
the neck with ketchup from a bottle that suddenly appeared in
Juan’s hand.

“Ayeee!” screamed Juan
happily.

The hands of Willy went to his friend’s neck
and came back splotched with ketchup, then he fell back as the
chest of his apron was smeared with ketchup as well. Willy roared
in anger and fell upon his friend. Together as a roiling animal
they crossed the kitchen and slammed against a stainless-steel
shelf.

“Give up your crappy
singing,” yelled Willy from under the shelf. “Give it up, you
annoying ass!”

“Ay, you jealous fucker,
stop hitting me!” screamed Juan who was still squirting ketchup
everywhere.

“Narco corridors again,
huh!”

“Let go of me,” said Juan
wielding his ketchup wildly and approaching Willy’s hair net and
hair.

“I’ve got you now, and
you’re going to regret that stupid song!” Willy
screeched.

The two men twisted and shoved themselves
across the room until they ran up against another open shelf. An
enormous aluminum colander bounced off its hook and crashed down on
Juan’s shoulders. The singer’s hands slipped from his attacker’s
neck. The two wrestling workers bent over. Willy wrenched himself
around and was thrown toward another wall where he slammed.

“Fucking fucker!”

“Ayeeee! Ayah!”

"Lousy singer!”

“Ayeeeehah!”

“Frick and Frack!” shouted
the black chef, who appeared in the doorway of their back kitchen,
clapping his hands in rhythm to the nicknames he’d given them,
“Frick and Frack! Juan! Willy! Stop this! You morons! You two are
wrecking my shelves! Stop it! Stop!”

Juan and Willy stood in the center of the
room breathing hard and looking sheepish.

“Put everything back in
place!”

“Get to work you worthless
idiots!”

The pair struggled with each other for a few
seconds more, and then, dropping their arms to their sides and
grinning, they stood up straight. Willy sidled up to a sink and
began scrubbing a large aluminum pot. Juan wiped his mouth, picked
up the colander, and put it in the sink. He grabbed a ketchup
bottle from the floor, wiped the nozzle of the bottle, and stowed
it on the tray. He picked up the tray, opened the refrigerator
door, and slid it in.

 


 



Chapter Three

 


The night’s usual battle ended with no hard
feelings between the two. Juan and Willy slumped in the back booth
of Bess Tacos, the restaurant owned by Jipson Verdugo, Juan’s
cousin, and in this booth, they noticed the effects of the wild
weather that night, a mysterious, muddy alphabet smeared on the
linoleum floor, the musty scent on the wind of the millions of wet
creosote bushes evenly spaced across the southern swath of
Arizona.

At the end of work, with Jipson’s okay, Juan
and Willy usually shared a couple of free beers together because
they felt dragged out and wet. When they finished spraying plates
the tops of their pants and the bottoms of their T-shirts, right
through the apron, got drenched from squeezing the sprayer and
opening and closing the dishwasher. They had learned how to time
the opening of the dishwasher so that they pulled up the doors
(both sides went up at the same time with one handle) just as the
washer quit and they could reach in even though the hot water was
still falling and pull out the tray of plates from one side and
slide in another. They got wet doing that and they got wet from
spraying fast, but they had to do it to be done before closing and
in Juan and Willy’s case they hurried to have a fight (sometimes it
was funny) and then get to sit and have a free beer. The
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