
Meeting God


Table of Contents

Title Page

Meeting God

CHAPTER ONE

CHAPTER TWO

CHAPTER THREE

CHAPTER FOUR

CHAPTER FIVE

CHAPTER SIX

CHAPTER SEVEN

CHAPTER EIGHT

CHAPTER NINE

CHAPTER TEN

CHAPTER ELEVEN

CHAPTER TWELVE

CHAPTER THIRTEEN

CHAPTER FOURTEEN

CHAPTER FIFTEEN

CHAPTER SIXTEEN

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

CHAPTER NINETEEN

CHAPTER TWENTY

CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE

CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO

CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE

CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR

CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE

CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX

CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN

CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT

CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE

CHAPTER THIRTY

CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE

Also By John Patrick Flannery

About the Author

The room was your typical low budget motel room.

Two beds, a stand-up wardrobe, and a bedside table with a phone on it. I was sure there was a Gideon bible in its drawer, but I was too keyed up to look.

The only things out of place in the room were the heart rate monitor that we had hooked up to Joey. It let out a beep every time his heart beat, and at least twenty candles that we had lit and placed strategically around the room. They were the only light. In the dim light the motel room looked better.

Joey was laying on his bed fiddling with things.

He watches me. I’m pacing a lot. Smoking more. Something doesn’t feel right. I can’t put my finger on what is making me nervous. None of the last times we did this made me feel bad, this time does. But, I know it’s pointless to try and talk Joey out of it. He’s like me, once he decides to do something, he does it.

“Today feels like a good day to do it.” Joey says.

“Good day for what?” I reply glumly. I know what he’s going to say. I don’t want to talk about it.

“Dying. Dumbass. Haven’t you ever heard that saying before?”

Duh. Yeah, I’d heard it before. I wasn’t going to cop to it though. I wanted Joey to feel like he was in charge.

After all, he was the one about to die.

“The Indians used to say it before they went into battle. Right before getting slaughtered by whitey. It’s historical.” Joey says.

His voice sounds a little nervous too.

I don’t say anything. The more I try to talk him down, the more he will want to jump.

The way he keeps fiddling with the tape that holds the sensors on to his chest lets me know that he feels something too. He’s nervous.

Who wouldn’t be? He was on his death bed. He knew that in the next fifteen minutes he was going to die.

I was nervous, and I probably wasn’t going to die. I hoped not, I was the one who was going to bring him back from death. With my wealth of medical knowledge. Most of which I had got from Wikipedia. It was actually the Internet that was going to save him. I was just going to do what it told me to do.

“You ready? I got places to go. People to meet.” Says Joey glibly.

It pisses me off that he is taking this so lightly. This is serious.

I take one last look at the heart rate monitor, everything looks good. A quick glance at the tray of supplies on the table. An inspection of my surgical gloves. No tears or nicks.

I had not touched anything in this room without gloves on. My fingerprints were on nothing. If this went wrong no one would ever know that I had been here.

Joey had touched everything in here with no gloves on. His fingerprints were on everything. If this went wrong he’d be dead. The Justice system is so backed up that they probably wouldn’t prosecute him.

I had bought a hairnet. I was wearing it. I hated it. It made me look like a total dork. But I’ve seen a million episodes of CSI. It didn’t take much thought power to figure out that I would rather look like a dork than do life in prison.

I give Joey a nod. Pick the stopwatch off the table.

Joey leans over and starts the intravenous drip dripping. Then he picks up one of the two full syringes off the tray. Without saying anything he jabs it into the port in the intravenous line. He pushes the plunger down so fast that it makes a little thump as it hits the bottom. He pulls the syringe out and sets it back on the tray. Then lays back on the bed.

I watch his eyes close. Almost as fast as he pushed the plunger in the syringe down.

The heart rate monitor is beeping slower and slower. It should be, Joey has just done enough Heroin to kill an elephant.

It slows to a steady tone.

Joey’s dead.

I start the stopwatch.  
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It was Friday night.

In our neighborhood that meant one thing. The work week was done and it was time to forget all about it.

In the past ten years or so Joey and I had only missed a handful of Friday night therapy sessions at our local bar.

I remember once about five years ago Joey and I were on our way to the bar on a Friday night when we got T boned in our car. Both of us spent the night in the emergency room getting checked out. Thankfully there was nothing wrong with either of us. But it took so long to get checked out that we missed that Friday night at the bar.

We damn sure didn’t miss the next one.

Joey is my best friend. Has been for my whole life. We had both lived in the same neighborhood all of our lives. We had gone to the same schools together. We had dated the same girls, usually at different times, but not always.

There was that one time that we had both been dating Helen who lived a couple of houses down. When we figured it out we laughed about it. Then both of us dropped that skanky bitch.

He was the closest thing I had ever had to a brother. Joey had a sister, but no brothers. So, I was kind of like his brother too.

I feel that it is safe to say that we loved each other.

After my work day I would get home and call him. Neither of us are married. We go out together a lot.

“Joey, what you up to? Going out?” Rhetorical question.

“Of course we are dickhead. The question should have been what are we going to do?”

Dickhead. Aww he likes me.

“I dunno, how about stopping by the Five Point sinking a couple there, see what’s shaking, then take it from there.”

The Five Point was our local bar.

By local bar I mean that if you weren’t a local, someone that had been around ten years or more, no one talked to you. Sure, they would say “hi”. Maybe talk about baseball or something no one really cared about, but nothing serious.

We were all criminally minded. The police sent in under covers all the time, to try and find out what we were up to. I’d like to think that we were so slick they never found out anything. But, they probably did.

Criminals are not what they used to be. Honor among thieves is a thing of the past.

“Sounds good. I’ll swing by and pick you up about nine.” Joey says. Then hangs up the phone.

I start getting ready. I wash my hands and face, then crack a beer. Take a look at my watch, it was only eight o clock. I was as ready for nothing as I would ever be.

My name is Peter. Everyone calls me Petie. I feel comfortable around things and people I know. I know this neighborhood like the back of my hand. I’ve lived here my whole life.

I’ve got a job that I hate. Working for Jimmy at the car repair place. I think that my job is stupid and boring. But I’m really good at it. I have this natural ability to look at anything mechanical, see how it is supposed to work. Then fix it. I find it boring as hell to work on cars all day.

I’ve known Jimmy my whole life. More importantly, I’ve worked there for three years and he hasn’t fired me. It’s come real close a couple of times, but I’m still there. Plus, he pays me great. Which in this neighborhood is golden.

Plus, it’s a way better job than Joey has.

Joey works at that market over on sixth. He doesn’t make shit. He’s always working weird hours. Because they have the cheapest beer around, he gets to deal with every wino and derelict in the neighborhood.

I hate my job, but its way better than Joey’s.

Needless to say; Joey hates his job. It’s one of the reasons we cut loose so hard on a Friday night.

That and the fact that our reality sucked. We try to alter it anyway we can.

Altering it started out like a lot of kids. We tried cigarettes.

I still remember that day. Even though it seems like a thousand years ago.

Joey and I are walking home from school. A route that took us right by the convenience store on the corner. Back then it belonged to my uncle Terry. So, we always stopped in to get some free candy or soda.

My uncle Terry was always good for some free stuff.

He sold the store about ten years ago. Now some Arab family owns it. I don’t go there much anymore. Not because I’m racist, it just doesn’t have the same feel. I had a lot of good memories in that place.

We were walking through the parking lot of the store, Joey picks something off the ground and says, “Whoa, look at what I got.”

“What you got?” I say. “I hope it’s not contagious, like the rest of what you got.”

Ahh, childhood wit. There’s nothing like it.

Joey starts running. “Hey, wait up dickhead.” I yell at his back. He doesn’t stop.

I start running after him.

Two blocks later he stops. He is trying to show me something, discreetly, he doesn’t want anyone else to see it. I look at what he is holding.

It’s a brand-new pack of Marlboro cigarettes.

We were only thirteen years old. To us this was like discovering gold.

The problem is; where were we going to smoke them?

Either of our houses are out. Our parents don’t seem to care that much about what we do. But, we know they would care about this. At the very least, if they caught us, there would be a long lecture about smoking being sooo bad for you. The whole time they would be chain smoking cigarette after cigarette in our faces.  

It could easily turn into a spanking. Or even worse, a grounding.

A grounding was the worst, unless we both got grounded at the same time. Either one of us getting grounded without the other was kind of like us both getting grounded anyway. We were a team.

After a brief discussion we decided that old lady Olsen’s place would be best.

Old lady Olsen was about a million years old. Lived in a huge house down the street from ours. Her house had a huge backyard, which she never did anything to. Probably because of her age.

In fact, she only came out of her house once or twice a year to yell at us about something we were doing. She usually had a good point. Most of the stuff that we were doing justified at the very least a good yelling.

We stopped on the way over to pick up some matches that I had stashed. Then we found a spot in her overgrown yard.

I remember our first puffs on the cigarette, it had Joey and I coughing like patients in the advanced stages of Tuberculosis.

It was great. We were hooked.

We were thirteen years old and we smoked cigarettes. Our parents would have been so proud.

I remember sitting there and smoking the whole pack with Joey. It took a couple of hours. We have never been quitters.

We wanted to get to the point where it looked natural, like we smoked all the time. That way when we smoked in front of our friends we would look cool. Not coughing, drooling, and gasping. It’s hard to make those things look cool.

I was smoking a cigarette when the doorbell rang. I glanced at my watch, it was five after nine. It had to be Joey. I open the front door. It’s Joey.

He doesn’t say “Hi” or anything. He starts ranting.

“I just talked to Jennifer on the phone, she tells me that prick Brian is going to be at the Five Point tonight. That motherfucker has owed me a grand for a long time, and has made no attempt to make it right. Tonight, that’s all going to change.”

“Calm down dude. Here, roll a joint, then let’s figure out what we are going to do about it.” I say.

I get the box that has all the pot and paraphernalia from under the living room table and pass it to Joey.

“Don’t forget, Brian is the kind of motherfucker who would sing like a fucking canary if the police get involved,” I say. While watching Joey roll a joint the size of my thumb.

“How do you think we should handle it?” Joey asks. While lighting up my thumb.

Owing Joey money is the same thing as owing me money.

“I think we should wait until he goes out to the parking lot, then I’ll leave out the back door, and you will go out the front door, that way if he bolts, we got him. Then when we get him alone we’ll have a little talk with him.” I say. While getting the joint from Joey and taking a pull from it. “I think we should drink another beer here though, if we get to the Five Point too early and he sees us he’s probably not gonna come in.

I go to the fridge and grab a couple of beers. My fridge is funny, in a sad way. There’s almost nothing in it. Except ketchup, for all the fast food I get, milk, for the cereal I eat in the morning, and beer, for everything else.

Cooking is one skill that I never picked up. The in joke among the people I know is; Peter can fix anything except a meal. It’s sad, but true. My idea of success was eating every meal, breakfast, lunch, and dinner, out in a restaurant.

There have been a few periods of my life that I have attained my idea of success. This period of my life however is not one of them.

I drink beer a lot.

Joey on the other hand can’t fix shit. Except a meal.

He cooks like a chef. Even the most basic things taste great if Joey makes them. Yet another example of what a great team we make. I love to eat. Joey loves to cook. We both like to drink. It’s a great partnership.

After two more beers, and one more joint, we head out to the Five Point Bar.
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Even though the bar was only six blocks away we drove it. As much as we could, we took back streets. Our theory was that there would be less police on the back streets. A stop from the police would definitely ruin our high. We weren’t over our limit, but we were over theirs.

Joey’s car was beautiful. Was being the operative word. It was beautiful right up until Joey got it.

It is an old Chevy, a Malibu from the early sixties. The kind of car that is referred to as a classic. Like any classic car you have to take care of it. Wash it, change the oil, that kind of stuff.

Joey never did any of that stuff. He just drove it.

I was in between cars, again. I rode a bicycle everywhere. The excuse I gave everybody was that it kept me fit. It did, but I would have gone back to driving a car in a New York second, if I could have.

I was carless because of a small misunderstanding with the police. One night I was pulled over by them. They said I was drunk. Of course, I said I wasn’t. My blood wouldn’t back me up. They tested it. My own blood ratted me out. Now I ride a bike.

Joey and I park on the street about half a block from the bar.

We never park in the parking lot. The police drive by and see your car in the parking lot, then at closing time see it driving, they would pull you over and start to ask all kinds of questions that we wouldn’t want to answer.

The Five Point would best be described as a dive bar.

To us it was like a second home. It stayed open Twenty-four hours a day. Rumor on the street was that it didn’t have a lock on the front door because it was always open. Sorry to shoot that rumor down, it did indeed have a lock. I had never seen it locked however. But it did have one. If and when they ever decided to lock it.

It wasn’t just a bar, it was also a diner. State law said that a bar had to close at two in the morning. The diner never closed. It was one of those places that you could get breakfast anytime of the day or night.

At some point or another, Joey and I had eaten breakfast at every hour of the day. Breakfast is one of those meals that no matter how drunk you are, or what kind of drugs you are on, you can eat it. Plus, they weren’t exactly stingy with their portions.

Same could be said about the bar. They, without a doubt, poured the best drinks in town. By best, I mean the strongest. It wasn’t the kind of bar that you could get frou frou drinks. It was the kind of bar where a good drink was some type of alcohol with a mixer. We loved it.

We had gone to school with the owner, so had most of the other patrons, it was mostly locals.

Anyone that we didn’t know we automatically assumed was with the police department. It kept it simple.

I opened the front door and followed Joey in. The music was deafening. It was the only flaw in the place. When you were sober and wanted to have an intelligent conversation, it was all but impossible to do battle against the volume of the jukebox. When you were drunk, it was great.

The doorman looked in our direction, and didn’t bother asking for our ID’s. We had gone to school with him too.

We gave him the nod, and a “Hey Attila, what’s up?”

Swear on a stack of bibles, his name was Attila.

He nods back. The music is so loud the question is rhetorical. We are in.

We both stop for a moment to let our eyes and ears adjust to the bar’s atmospherics. I point to the bar, Joey nods. This means I’ll buy the first round. It’s not like I have to ask what Joey’s drinking, it’s always the same thing. He’s a Long Island Ice Tea drinker. That drink is too hardcore for me. I’m a vodka cranberry type of guy.

I belly up to the bar. The bartender is at the other end of the bar washing glasses. He notices me, nods his head, doesn’t bother coming down just holds up two fingers. I nod back. He starts making the drinks.

One of the advantages of being a regular. Probably didn’t hurt that we went to school with him too. His name is Shannon.

I remember when we were in school with him. His brother overdosed on Heroin. It was a big deal. We weren’t supposed to talk to him about it, but of course we did. It kind of made Shannon a hero.

He was still pretty cool. Hell, he was a bartender at the Five Point, that was about as cool as it got.

Shannon comes down to my end of the bar with a drink in each hand. Puts them down on the bar in front of me, and holds out one of his hands. I put my credit card in it. The tab is started. Even though I’ve known Shannon most of my life, money talks. I think we all know what bullshit does.

I turn around and scan the bar for Joey. I don’t see him. So, I wait at the bar sipping my drink. The first sips are always the hardest. This drink is so strong it feels like you could use it to strip paint. In this bar a pint beer glass is filled almost to the top with alcohol, then a mixer bottle is waved at the glass. It’s one of the many reasons that Joey and I love this place.

I stand there tapping my foot to a Motorhead song. Scanning the bar. Nodding at the people I know. Ignoring the ones I don’t. Then I spot Joey. He is sitting at a booth in the corner talking to Brian. I can tell by the body language that it is tense. Joey starts looking around, spots me and gives me a nod.

It’s on. Whatever it is.

They both stand and start heading for the front door. I turn around and put coasters over both drinks, then head for the back door. I walk past the bathrooms and head out the door into the parking lot. I stay out of sight until they both walk by, then fall into step behind them. As quietly as a drunken stoned halfwit possibly can.

Obviously not quiet enough. Brian without turning says, “Hey Petie, what’s up?”

So much for my Ninja shit.

“Not much Bri. How you been?”

Just because we are fixing to beat the shit out of him is no reason not to be polite.

“Hey, Petie, Brian and I have some shit we need to talk about, will you give us a minute bro?” Joey’s code for give us some room, but watch my back.

“Talk away dude. I’ll be over here smoking a joint.” My code for no problem dude, I’ve got your back.

They turn away. Brian not looking to thrilled, Joey’s arm around his shoulders, talking quietly to him.

I walk over to a delivery truck that is parked in the corner of the parking lot. From here I’m pretty much out of sight, but can see everything. Once I’m there I roll a thin joint without taking my eyes off of them. I’m amazed that Joey hasn’t hit him yet.

They are in a deep discussion about something. There must be money in it for us or Brian would be down on the ground by now.

I’m curious. I take a deep pull from the joint, and see Joey waving me over. Curiouser and curiouser. I put out the doobie and head over.

Joey says, “Brian’s got a proposition for us. Go on Brian, tell Petie about it.”

Brian stammers for a second. I don’t know what Joey told him we were going to do to him, Brian’s scared.

“Wwwell, you guys know that I work at a place where they store all kinds of pharmaceutical stuff.”

“What about it?” I reply. Ears pricking up.

“We got a huge shipment today.”

“So what?” I reply. “They got alarms out the ass in that place.”

“That’s what I was going to tell you, we had some kind of power surge that fried the whole alarm system. The alarm is completely down, and will be until the company sends one of their guys out from Connecticut. The earliest that could possibly be is tomorrow afternoon. I think that they might have hired another security guy for tonight. But mainly they are counting on the fact that by the time anyone finds out about the no alarm issue, it will have been fixed. Besides, they got insurance. It’s not like they really give a shit.”

“Do you expect us to just take your word and waltz into the place?” I say. Thinking to myself; if this is true it’s a license to print money.

That’s when Joey says, “Brian said he would come with us to show us this is real. In fact we were thinking of going over there right now. What do you think Petie boy?”

“Brian, could you wait right here for a moment. I need to confer with my colleague,” is what I say.

“Hey Brian, can I see your phone? Wouldn’t do for you to call someone and spoil our adventure, would it?” Joey pitches in.

Good thinking.

When Brian hands him the phone, Joey adds, “Could you stay right here in the light?”

We both walk a few paces away from Brian, without turning our backs to him. We are not retarded.

“Can we trust him?” Is the first question that I have.

“No. Not really, but I got him scared,” is Joey’s reply.

“That’s not too hard. He is a fucking pussy.”

“No doubt about that. He tried to weasel out of the whole deal when I told him we would be taking him with us. But, you know that this could be a once in a lifetime score. If he is willing to go with us to prove that is OK I think that we should do it.”

“OK, I think we should go check it out. But, so help me, if that motherfucker is setting us up I will cut his fucking throat.” I mean it too.

“You’ll be too late, I’ll strangle him first.” I think Joey means it too.

We look up at Brian. We both stare him down. Then Joey tells him, “Brian it’s a go. If this works out like you assured us it would, you’re slate will be clean. But, if you fuck us in any way, we will kill you. Understand?”

Brian just nods. I can tell that he’s thinking that we are probably going to kill him anyway.

“Brian say, I understand if I fuck you. You will kill me,” I say.

“Yes. I understand that if I fuck you. You will kill me.”

The deal has been sealed.
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Twenty-five minutes later we pull up outside of a heavily fenced building. It looks like a military compound. The building looks so secure I get nervous looking at it. It looks like the kind of place the good shit would be stored in.

We are in an old van that I had kept stored in the garage. It was registered in my cousin Katie’s name.

She had died from cancer just over three years ago. I had gotten the van from the will, and had never put the van in my name. Even then I had a feeling that with the kind of lifestyle I chose to lead, sometime I would need a throwaway van.

I had never driven it until tonight. I had kept it tuned up, with a full tank of gas, just in case. Tonight was as good a night as any to pull it out of the garage and put on some license plates I had laying around, and take it for a spin.

The van ran great. Joey was crouched in the back, Brian was in the passenger seat. Brian was riding shotgun to give me directions. I really didn’t need directions to a place where millions of good pills lived. It was kind of like giving the Pope directions to the Vatican.

We didn’t talk much on the drive over. Really, what was there to say?

Brian kept the; “Left here. Two blocks, then right again,” routine going the whole way there. I guess it was supposed to be helpful. I found it annoying as fuck.

I was stuck in my head thinking. What were we going to do tonight? Well I knew what we were going to try to do. But the question was; how were we going to do it? Then what? We would have a bunch of highly illegal narcotics. Where were we going to put them? How were we going to sell them? To who? All very valid questions. We would figure out all the answers. The payoff could be huge.

Would be huge.

“OK genius, how are we going to get in?” Joey asks from the back of the van.

Good question. After seeing the place I was wondering the same thing.

“When I heard the alarm was down I went to my boss’s desk and got this,” Brian says, pulling a card out of his Jacket pocket. “I had a feeling that something like this might come up.”

I smile like I had just won the lottery and ask, “If we use this card whose name is going to come up?”

“Nobodies. It’s a maintenance card. It opens pretty much everything. When we contract jobs out to workers we give them there. This one was turned in today. But, seeing as the alarm system got fried they won’t be taken out of service until the system is fixed by the guy they are sending out from Connecticut, sometime tomorrow afternoon. By the time that they remember to find and cancel them we will be long gone.

“What the fuck do you mean by the “We will be long gone part?” I ask.

“Well, after tonight I’m gonna have so much money that I’m never going back to work again.”

I can’t believe that Brian just said this.

“You remember what you said about not fucking us,

don’t you Brian? Not going to work after a significant theft? Don’t you think that might be fucking us just a little bit? You do remember what fucking us, even a little bit, will get you? You don’t want that do you? I think that you should go back to work like normal when this is all done. What do you think Joseph?

“I would have to concur on your learned opinion Peter.”

“You are going back to fucking work Brian, whether you like it or not,” I say.

“Brian, tell me you are going back to work and you are not going to make some dickhead move that’s going to lead the police right to us.” Joey says in a menacing tone. Then adds, “Think about it from our perspective, we could just kill you right now, take the fucking card and not worry about our freedom. Dig?”

“OK, I get the message. I’ll go back to work. I promise I won’t do anything suspicious,” Brian says.

What else can he say? Joey’s got a point.

We sit just up the block from the building, all of us in the back of the van so we don’t attract any unwanted attention.

For three long hours, we don’t talk, we don’t smoke, we watch.

We see the guards change shift. There are only two guards. Most of their time is spent patrolling the outside of the building. They didn’t spend a lot, if any, time inside the building. They are obviously used to the building being alarmed. If somebody was to get in, they would hear the alarm. They were there to prevent that from happening.

So our problem was; how were we going to get past them. Once we did this would be a piece of cake.

We kicked the problem around the van for a while. It was obvious what had to be done. We just didn’t want to do it.

The van had to get in. What would be the point without the van? With one van load we would be set for life. With what we could carry it would just be one cool party.

It wasn’t like we could just sneak the van in while nobody was looking. It was looking like our burglary was turning into armed robbery.

We wished that we had more time to plan this out, but we were running out of time, only about four more hours till dawn hit. During the daylight this job was out of the question.

Joey had brought a gun. That made it easier to figure out what had to be done.

The plan that we came up with, was that Joey and Brian would go up to the gate and slide the card through the lock. Assuming that the card worked, they were going to crack the gate open a hair, then attract the guard’s attention. When they got it and the guard came over, the gun was going to be pulled. At that point the guard would be given the usual choice, if he did what he was told, and didn’t create any problems, it would all be good. But, if there were any problems, it would be nothing but bad.

I would be in the van, waiting and watching. Joey would take the guard at gunpoint, and go look for the other guard. When he found him, he was going to get the same choice as the first guard. Then both guards would be taken inside and handcuffed to something. At that point Joey would come back to help us load the van.

Brian was going to stay behind with the card and open any gates that needed opening, so we could get the van up to the loading dock. Then of course, he was going to show us where the good shit was kept.

I would drive the van, and help load it.

If Brian was lying, and the card was no good, Joey would deal with that problem at the front gate, come back to the van and we would drive off into the sunrise.

Brian didn’t know this part of the plan. Even as stupid as he was, I bet he had figured it out. In fact I bet he was thinking that if anything went wrong at all, we were going to shoot him.

If I were him that’s what I would be thinking. Of course, if I were him I would have paid my debt, and not got involved in this hare brained, seat of the pants, caper to begin with.

We needed masks. The alarm system was down, but you could bet your ass that they had cameras. I look around the van for a moment and come up with two ski masks and one bandanna. I think Brian should wear one of the ski masks. Ski masks are harder to take off than bandannas. I still don’t trust Brian one bit. After a short discussion, we decide Joey should wear the other ski mask. He’s the one that will be face to face with the guards. That leaves me wearing the bandanna. It’s cool, I feel like Billy the Kid.

“I think that we should synchronize our watches,” Brian chirps in.

I look at him in disbelief. “I don’t even have a fucking watch dork. I think you should take your watch and shove it up your ass.”

I’m witty when the stress is on.

“You guys about ready? I think we should get this show on the road,” Joey says.

“As ready as I’ll ever be,” Brian responds.

“Looks good, let’s do it.” As I say that, Joey opens the side door and climbs out. Brian on his heels. I climb back into the driver’s seat to watch.

Joey and Brian walk up to the gate. I watch Joey slide the card and open the gate a little bit. So far, so good.

Joey glances over to the van, I can see a small smile forming. We love excitement.

Then Brian starts rattling the fence, trying to get the guards attention. Sure enough, here comes one of them.

This is the nerve wracking part of our scheme. We don’t have enough bodies to keep tabs on where the other guard is. We know he is around the other side of the building, but not exactly where.

The only other option was to send Brian, by himself, to check it out.

Like that would ever happen. I know I’m not alone when I say letting him out of our sight would make me uncomfortable.

They talk to the guard for less than a minute. Luckily, we don’t know him. It would have really thrown a monkey wrench into out works if it was someone we had gone to school with. Of course, if it had been someone we had gone to school with, they would have probably let us in for a cut of the haul.

I watch Joey pull the gun out from the small of his back, while pushing the gate open with his other hand. He doesn’t ever point it at the security guard. He’s quite a charming eloquent guy. I’m sure if he explained how it was going to be, that’s how it would be.

He looks over at the van and gives me a thumbs up. Slips his ski mask on, Brian does the same. Then Joey puts his arm around the guard, like they are old friends, and they both walk around the side of the building.

I start the van up and pull up to the gate, which Brian has already opened. I drive through it and back the van up as close to the loading dock as I can.

Brian is up on the loading dock sliding the card through a door opening gizmo. It opens. We are in.

I hoped the Joey had no problem with the guards. If he did, he would shoot one or both of them. I hoped everything went smooth. Armed robbery was bad enough, murder unthinkably bad. In some ways he was the best person for the job he was doing. In some ways he was the worst person possible.

No time to stress about it now. It was time to look for the payoff.

A small caged area off to the right side looks promising. I point it out to Brian
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