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The narrator of this story speaks in a regional dialect. This is intentional.

For example:

Tryin’ and cryin’ are used instead of trying and crying.

‘Cause instead of Because.

And there is a sort of verbose simplification: more wide is almost always used instead of wider. 

This is used for plot purposes and to create a specific feel, a texture to the narration that I hope you enjoy as much as I do.
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Chapter 1 – The Barrio

[image: ]


Martin knew his life had changed irrevocably. He was standing in a field in Maryland, just north of the DC line, and he was pointing his gun at Charlie Viese’s crotch and trying to reason with him.

*****
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The week before Martin met up with Charlie Viese in that field, Martin’s life could have been described as uneventful. Then it was as though he inadvertently took a step onto a path – a path that led, not only to that field in Maryland, but more importantly to Eliana. 

He remembered that first step in vivid detail. It was near the end of Martin’s shift. He was walking down P. Street. It was quiet. It was always quiet in the barrio. At least, that’s what they called it at Police Headquarters. They just meant there was no trouble, nothing for him to do: no fights, no muggings, no rapes. The barrio was never quiet. There was always music, always dancing. It seemed as though the barrio was a constant party that spilled out of the restaurants and nightclubs and out onto the streets. To Martin the barrio was life itself. And life was many things, but it certainly wasn’t ever quiet.

The barrio was fun, beautiful, and alive and definitely no trouble. In fact, the barrio was so no trouble, that Martin sometimes worried about his job. They really didn’t need the DC Cops. The barrio had its own police, its own government.

In the foreign papers they called the barrios ghettos and concentration camps. It made it sound like Martin worked in Auschwitz. The Washington barrio was nicer than Martin’s home in Maryland. Technically Martin was free. He could freely move from one decrepit run-down Maryland slum to another.

If the people of the barrios were prisoners, they lived better than the guards. There was no doubt about that. The government was just fine with it too. They didn’t want the French or the Canadians accusing them of being Nazis. They did anyway. Screw them, thought Martin. He liked the barrio. It was the rest of his life that he hated.

There was a crowd up ahead on P. Street, at the circle.

Martin called in on his radio. “There’s a disturbance at Libertad. I can’t tell what it is.” 

Martin picked up his pace, walking quicker down P. Street toward the circle. The little trouble there was in the barrio always occurred here, in one of the two places where the citizens came out every night. No trouble ever occurred in the other one, the red-light district. Ernesto made damn sure of that.

“It’s just John Brown,” came a voice from Martin’s radio.

Martin slowed his pace.

“You need me, there?” he asked into his radio.

“The Greenhats are handling it. Cappy’s there. I guess we need a presence. He’s by the fountain.”

Martin laughed to himself. Ernesto handled everything in the barrio. Cappy was Martin’s boss. Martin would go and stand next to Cappy and look official.

“I always wanted a history lesson,” said Martin into the microphone that hung from the shoulder of his uniform.

He heard Doug laugh in the background at Police Headquarters.

Actually, Martin liked to hear John Brown. He reminded Martin of his old man. Only John Brown wasn’t a drunk and a fuck up. John Brown called himself the last of his breed: a liberal, a hippie, a radical. Martin didn’t much care for liberals. He liked John Brown though. John Brown was cool. John Brown was funny. 

Sometimes he said things that pissed him off. Most of the time even that was ok. John Brown was really funny when he did it. Needless to say, John Brown was not John Brown’s actual name. Martin had no idea what his actual name was. He wondered if anyone in the barrio did. John Brown was a white man. John Brown lived in the barrio. The story was, that John Brown didn’t actually move to the barrio. He just didn’t leave when the relocation took place. 

Ernesto had no problem with John Brown, and if Ernesto had no problem with John Brown, well then neither did the Cops. If Ernesto wanted John Brown to go, then John Brown would go, and he wouldn’t be asking the cops to do it for him. 

Ernesto had no issues kicking people out of his barrio. Ernesto had no problems disappearing people from his barrio. A citizen who messed around with Ernesto’s people, well they never did that again. That’s why the Cops never went into the red-light district. The Cops weren’t allowed to do what Ernesto did without any problems, any questions. A citizen who caused trouble there disappeared. Ernesto didn’t play games. Straight up, he’d kill the sucker. It was better for business too. No one caused trouble. It wasn’t just Whores and Johns either. It also kept the contractors mostly honest. That, too, was good for business. And business is the business everyone understood.

Well almost everyone, thought Martin as he moved closer to hear John Brown speak. 

“... paying for food, monopolies selling goods. The barrios are great business. Why do you think they’ve lasted so long?”

Martin saw an agitated citizen at the edge of the crowd. One look and Martin knew – he was a believer, a zealot. Martin had never been a believer. He never understood them. Martin headed over. Cappy also saw the man; he too was moving. It was too late though. John Brown had also seen him. Martin picked up his pace, walking as fast he could through the crowd without causing a panic. Ernesto’s Greenhats saw him too. Several were already on their way. 

Martin spoke into his radio, “Better send some people. We got one of the faithful.” It’s what Cappy called them. The nuts who still, after all these years, believed in Cassandra.

“Now I’m not saying the President is intentionally trying to milk the situation for every penny she can – hell that would require a plan, a thought, an idea. She definitely doesn’t have one of those. It’s just her natural inclination to steal, rob and plunder whenever possible.”

“You’re talking about the President of the United States ...,” yelled the Zealot.

“That I am,” John Brown yelled back.

The man started moving towards John Brown.

A woman who had been standing in the crowd, listening to John Brown speak, turned toward the man and said, “He has a right to speak.” 

The man stopped then yelled, “Fuck you. You Wet Bitch,” Wet being the most common derogatory term for Latino. The Fat Man used it all the time on his radio show. The Fat Man was a long way from the barrio when he said it though. 

Not one second later, one of Ernesto’s boys tackled the man. You simply did not call a Wet lady a Wet in Ernesto’s barrio. This guy was dead. Martin was still a few feet away. He stopped. He stayed just where he was. This was no longer his concern. 

Cappy was there a few seconds later. Martin looked up. John Brown was actually smiling. Martin would have loved to think that John Brown wouldn’t have been so brave if Ernesto’s Greenhats weren’t holding the man down. He knew it wasn’t true. If John Brown was talking to the man in a dark alleyway, he wouldn’t have done anything differently. Actually, he probably would’ve. He would’ve provoked the man even more.

“Get the fuck off me. I’m a citizen.”

Martin now noticed that it was Raúl who had tackled the man. Raúl was Ernesto’s main strongman, second in command of the Greenhats. This citizen was beyond dead. 

“We care a great deal,” said Raúl. Raúl was at Libertad, cause that’s where the trouble was, and Raúl ended trouble very quickly. Raúl stuck his knee in the small of the man’s back and pushed his face right into the dirt. “Now I theen’g the lady’z owed an apology,” he said. He then lifted the man’s head up by the hair, pulling his face out of the dirt so that he could speak.

“Fuck you,” said the man.

Raúl smashed the man’s face into the dirt again.

“Guys, guys,” said Cappy squatting down so that he was on eye level with Raúl. “Now look Raúl, I’ve done nothing to you. If you throw this guy in the Potomac I have to jump in after him. Well, Martin here does.” 

Several of Raúl’s men looked at Martin and laughed. Raúl looked but he didn’t laugh.

Cappy tried a different approach. “You’re right Raúl. You’re absolutely right.” Cappy then stood up and faced the lady and spoke very sincerely: “I just wanted to say I’m sorry.”

Her face remained unmoved, but she smiled with her eyes. To Martin it looked as though her eyes were actually dancing with laughter. This time Raúl cracked a smile. He then spoke to the man he was holding: “You’re lucky, gilipollas.” 

Raúl got off the man’s back. The man started to get up. Martin came over and pushed him down again, putting his knee on the small of his back where Raúl’s had just been. He then removed his handcuffs from his belt and put them around the man’s wrists. 

“What the ...”.

“Shut the fuck up,” said Martin. He then bent down and spoke quietly to the man, though everyone else could hear him quite clearly. “You’re not out of the barrio yet asshole.” Martin wondered what a “he - polis” or whatever Raúl said was. It didn’t matter. This idiot was one of them. 

“He don’t come back here,” said Raúl to Cappy. He was not smiling as he said this. 

“I got it covered,” said Cappy.

“It’s on you Gringo,” said Raúl looking straight at Cappy and then at Martin. He didn’t have to speak. The look said it all. That look said, “You too, Gringo.” 

Raúl and his Greenhats walked off.

“Shit,” said Martin. And just like that this man’s problems were now Cappy’s and Martin’s. It was just the type of thing that gets a person dead in the barrio. They didn’t pay him to get involved with that type of shit. He wondered why Cappy bothered. It was fine that Cappy risked his own life to save this idiot. Martin would have been happier to have been left out of the whole thing. For all Martin could care, if Raúl threw every one of Cassandra’s followers off the 14th street bridge, that was just fine with him.

Martin removed his knee from the man’s back. He sat back onto the dirt and took a deep breath. The woman was still watching.

Martin smiled at her, then he noticed just how gorgeous she really was.

“It’s ok,” said Cappy using his Cop, nothing to see here, voice.

“I know it’s ok,” said the woman. “It was ok before you guys show’d up.”

She turned and walked off. Martin looked at Cappy. Cappy laughed. Martin started to laugh too. The man turned and looked at them. 

“Just lie there,” said Martin.

A moment later they could hear the siren. They watched the car casually drive around the circle before coming to a stop just a few yards away. Doug got out of the car. He was by himself. So much for send people.

“Fuck,” said the man on the ground. 

He had no idea how close he had come to dying. He was worried about being arrested.

Cappy spoke to him, “you’ll be released after we get to the station.”

“I didn’t do anything,” he began.

“Just be quiet,” said Cappy in a very calm voice.

Doug walked over to where Martin, Cappy and the man were. “So what we got?” asked Doug. Two years earlier Martin and Doug started as cops together.

“Disturbing the peace,” said Martin.

“Disturbing the peace?” said the man. “That asshole called the President a ...”.

“What he call the bitch?” asked Doug interrupting.

The man didn’t answer. Doug had a wonderful way with words. Martin was impressed. Judging by the barely concealed smile on his face so was Cappy.

John Brown had walked over. He smiled at Doug’s question, turned and walked away. Martin suspected that John Brown was giving the Cops a few minutes to take the guy away before he continued his speech. John Brown never let a little thing like a near homicide delay him for long.

“Come on,” said Doug grabbing the man’s arm and helping him to his feet. Doug held on and guided him to the car. Cappy and Martin followed. 

The police cars had no doors. Doug guided him into the back seat, making sure the man did not hit his head against the roof as he got in. Martin went around the back of the car and sat beside the man. 

“I didn’t do anything,” began the man again.

“Just relax,” said Martin. “When we get to the station you can say whatever you want. Right now, just be quiet.”

Doug got into the driver’s seat. Cappy sat beside him. Doug put the car into gear, and they headed off to the station.

“Fuck. It wasn’t me, it was the Wet bitch,” said the man.

“When we get to the station,” repeated Martin this time speaking slower and calmer but with a sense of authority that made it an order. The man shut up. There really wasn’t a safety issue anymore. Martin just didn’t want to hear him.

Doug asked Cappy, “What he do?”

“Called some girl a Wet in front of fifteen Greenhats,” said Cappy.

“Whew,” said Doug. Then he looked back over his shoulder and smiled at the man and said, “You’re in the lucky to be alive category my friend.”

The man looked at Martin. Martin nodded. Even in the dark Martin could see the man swallow. He just figured it out. Everyone heard the stories. Maybe this guy just didn’t believe them. He believed them now. That was for sure.

“It’s ok,” said Cappy reassuringly.

“You’re just lucky the Greenhats didn’t get to you first,” said Doug amiably to the man.

“Yeah lucky,” said Martin. “Could you do me a favor and watch the road a little bit while you’re driving, Doug?”

Doug turned back around, to see where he was driving. There was a short moment of silence then Doug asked over his shoulder: “You do something stupid, Martin?”

“Not me,” said Martin.

Doug looked at Cappy. “Playing cop again, Cappy?”

Cappy looked straight ahead. Martin couldn’t see his expression. Cappy was a cop once, a real cop. Martin suspected Cappy really did like playing cop again. Martin smiled. He supposed that was why Cappy had done it. Doug laughed to himself. The man just sat there, looking terrified. Martin wondered if you really did see your life flash before your eyes. He supposed it really wasn’t the best time to ask the man.
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Chapter 2 – The Cops
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After going just around the circle and down Massachusetts Ave for a block, Doug turned off the blue and red flashing lights. They used a lot of battery life. It wasn’t likely they would get another call and certainly wasn’t likely they would get one before the battery in the police car had a chance to recharge, but you never know. So, they headed to the police station moving along with the rest of the traffic. The traffic was actually moving a bit slower than usual because of the presence of the police car. This was fine with Martin. He wasn’t in a rush.

The man didn’t say another word the entire way. It wasn’t far, a few blocks. The main police headquarters was on the corner of New York Ave and L Street. Very close to the red-light district on K street and the main restaurant and shopping district at the circle: Libertad. Although it wasn’t an issue for the police, the main illegal petro station was also just around the corner at the edge of a park on 7th and K st. Interestingly enough, the petro station was the one operation which the residents of the barrio didn’t run themselves. It was run by Russians. Martin never did understand the particulars of that situation. He didn’t concern himself with them either. Martin didn’t own a car.

Within fifteen minutes from the time they left the circle, they were at the station. Doug pulled into the parking lot in front of the building. This time Cappy helped the man by keeping a hand above his head and guiding him as he got out of the car. People were always hitting their heads when they got in and out of the police cars, especially when they were handcuffed. Cappy then held the man’s arm and guided him up the stairs toward the police station. The station was a stern looking red brick building that didn’t have enough windows. The man saw the large white sign on the side of the building and looked confused. The sign read: Metro Police, traffic division. It was a normal reaction. 

At least once a week someone would drive up to the place to explain that a car somewhere in Maryland was abandoned somewhere or another. It was part of the job of the desk officer to explain, that they had nothing to do with anything other than Latinos and maintaining of peace and order inside the barrios. Then they’d give the person a phone number, but first they would very carefully explain that the contractor who dealt with such things would charge them a fee for reporting the abandoned vehicle. 

Although this building had been the headquarters of the DC cops for more than a decade and even though every single complaint dealing with a vehicle from Richmond to Baltimore would eventually be brought to their attention, the sign remained. The people who worked there were just glad the sign didn’t say City Morgue or Division of Animal Control.

Cappy and the man walked over to the desk officer, Alan Gray. Technically Alan Gray was Cappy’s junior officer, and second in command of the DC Cops. In reality, because Cappy was usually on the street, they were more like equal partners. Alan ran the headquarters; Cappy ran the street.

“So what we got?” asked Alan.

“Disturbing the peace,” said Cappy.

“Disturbing the peace?” said the man. He no longer looked like an animal caught in the headlights to Martin. “What about that guy. He was the one disturbing the peace.”

“What guy?” asked Alan.

“I don’t know. Some guy at Dupont circle.” 

He used the old name. Martin hadn’t heard the place called anything but Libertad since he started working there. He had forgotten completely that it once had another name. Martin had noticed over the years that the word “Dupont,” was carved on the large fountain in the middle of the circle. It didn’t matter. Names and signs that no longer applied were everywhere, even on the front of the headquarters of the DC cops.

“John Brown,” replied Cappy, answering Alan’s question.

Alan Gray nodded. Nothing else needed to be said. This guy was one of the faithful and John Brown said something to tick him off. It had happened before.

“I hope you kicked the fucker’s face in,” said Sal to the man. Sal was brand new. He had only been a cop for two weeks. Martin already hated Sal. Sal was an idiot, one of the faithful. Sal wasn’t allowed to go on patrol by himself yet. Martin didn’t think he ever would be ready. Martin was just glad he never had to babysit the man. Doug had, he said the man was “a swaggerin’ Nazi.” Just the kind that got themself killed in the barrio. And worse, just the kind that got their partner killed because he had the misfortune of standing next to the guy when he pissed off the wrong person. 

“I would’ve kicked his fuckin’ face in,” said the man. 

Martin shook his head. 

Cappy spoke again, “yeah well, the Greenhats want him out of the barrio.”

“Permanent?” asked Alan.

“Yep.”

“That’s bullshit,” said Sal.

It was a very serious punishment. Virtually everything bought and sold in the United States of America came through the barrios. Martin was thinking about what it would be like to live in this county and not be able to shop in a barrio.

“Regardless, That’s what they said,” said Cappy.

“Fuck them,” said Sal.

Sal was pissed. He thought it was unfair. The man hadn’t realized the ramifications. He would soon enough.

Alan was being more practical, “Did they say every barrio or just DC?”

“He said here.”

“Well, That’s something.”

At least, the man would be able to move to a different city, Philadelphia or New York.

“Who said?” asked Sal.

“Raúl.”

The second in command of the DC Greenhats said it and that was that. There was no appeal, no debate, no nothing. That’s the way it was. 

Sal said, “fuck.” 

Even Sal had been in the barrio long enough to know that if Raúl said it, it was the final word on the subject. When it came right down to it, Ernesto was the only person in the barrio who had the authority to overrule Raúl. And even Ernesto wasn’t going to piss off his strongman, his right hand. 

Cappy then walked the man to the squad room. The squad room was a fairly large vacant looking room crammed with desks. Currently no one sat at any of the desks. Cappy said that at one time the room was always filled with detectives. There were no detectives in the DC Cops anymore. Now the room was used for processing citizens who got arrested in the barrio. There were no assigned desks. A cop would use whichever desk was handy. There was also an office separated from the rest of the room by a glass wall. A sign on the door to the office said Capt. Marcowitz. Martin had no idea who Captain Marcowitz was. This office was used as a storeroom.

Cappy walked the man to a desk near the center of the room. Martin walked behind them. Martin took off the handcuffs and the man sat down. The chairs were designed so that you could actually handcuff a person to them. They rarely did this to anyone, and certainly weren’t going to do it with this guy. 

Cappy was all business. He took the man’s name, address and so forth. The man was unemployed, which was about expected. Just about everyone who followed Cassandra blindly and who believed every word about the barrios causing all the problems with the rest of the world, seemed to be unemployed. And no doubt they blamed the people of the barrio for taking their jobs. Simply put, “it was the Wets fault.” The It that the Wets were to blame for varied.

Cappy finished by explaining what not being allowed in the barrio meant. “You understand, that you will not be allowed in the DC barrio for any reason. You realize that the DC Police do check IDs at Metro Center and at the Automobile and Pedestrian entrances at New York and Wisconsin Avenues. If you are discovered at the New York or Wisconsin Avenue entrances, you will be denied entrance. Furthermore, the civilian authorities of the barrio empowered to deal with Citizen and barrio residence interactions, the Greenhats, will be informed of your attempt to illegally enter the barrio.”

“Illegally! I’m a citizen. I have a right to go where I like.”

Cappy ignored him and continued, “Furthermore, if you enter the barrio through the subway and are discovered at Metro Center, the Greenhats will be informed immediately and will almost certainly take custody of your person. We will not be able to intercede on your behalf again.”

The part about handing over illegals, who got caught at Metro Center, to the Greenhats wasn’t actually true. It made a hell of a deterrent though.

“This is bullshit,” said the man.

“Yes,” said Cappy. “I suppose it is. But that’s the way it is.”

“I haven’t been tried. I haven’t talked to a lawyer. They can’t just tell me I can’t enter the barrio.”

“It’s their barrio, son. They can.”

“Bullshit. It’s our barrio. The United States pays for everything here. It belongs to us.”

Doug who was back from plugging in the car spoke up. “Well if you really want, all you need to do is ride on the subway right into Metro Center. You can tell the Greenhats while they’re throwing your ass over Great Falls all about your rights and stuff. Don’t bother telling us, friend. We’re not the guys who push you in. We’re just the guys who fish you out.” Doug was referring to the widespread stories that the way the Greenhats disposed of people was to throw them over Great Falls, the very impressive and dangerous waterfalls on the Potomac River, just north of the DC line. 

“I didn’t do anything. It was that asshole at the circle.”

“Would you like to talk to my boss?” asked Cappy. Cappy meant Alan Gray, who was not his boss. From past experience Cappy understood that allowing the guy to air his grievances to what he would perceive as an unbiased superior officer helped smooth things over. Alan would be sympathetic to the man’s plight. This would calm him down. Alan Gray would also again explain to him the reality of the situation: he was banned for life from the DC barrio.

Cappy got up and got Alan Gray. Cappy took over at the front desk. This allowed the man full freedom to say anything he wanted. Even before Alan Gray sat down, the man began to explain. The man went on explaining, both rambling and circling for quite a while. Basically, appealing to Alan Gray about the unfairness of the situation. At least three times the man said that John Brown should be suspended from the barrio too. Martin wondered why he kept coming back to this particular injustice. It wasn’t as though having John Brown thrown out of the barrio was going to help him any. It was at about this time that the man suddenly realized exactly how much he depended on the barrio for the basic necessities of living. All clothes and food were bought in the barrio. 

“How can I be kicked out of the barrio for going after that fuckin’ traitor,” said the man.

Martin, who had been off to the side listening, used this opportunity to speak up for the first time. “Sir, you are not being kicked out of the barrio for attempting to attack Mr. John Brown. You are being kicked out for calling a Latina lady a Wet.”

“They don’t tolerate it,” said Alan Gray. “I don’t suppose if you were in their place you’d let people come to your home and call you racial slurs. Right where their children can hear. I’m very sorry Sir. If it was up to me, I’d let you apologize but it isn’t.”

“The Greenhat did let him apologize. You told him, fuck you. If you remember sir,” added Martin.

The man was speechless. He looked shocked.

“Well,” began Alan Gray. “At least, they only said this barrio. You can always move to Philadelphia.”

“I don’t see why I have to move.”

“You don’t,” said Alan Gray. “But life without having a barrio nearby is very hard. You don’t have to move, but if I were you, I believe, I would.”

Martin felt downright sorry for the man. He was relieved that the man didn’t make any last-minute attempts to get them to not put his name on the list. Maybe he didn’t think of it till later. Maybe he never realized that the Greenhats never took his name. They just ordered Cappy and Martin to do it for them. And when it came right down to it, Cappy and Martin needed the good graces of the Greenhats and not this poor schmuck. He sat in silence and waited while the paperwork was prepared. Afterwards, Martin and Doug took him to the New Carrollton Metro Station, in Maryland, by patrol car. 

The man had other options, he could stay low, out of sight for a while, until everyone forgot what he looked like and then come back using a fake ID. It wasn’t hard to get fake IDs, but if he got caught by the Greenhats he’d be in real trouble. Martin had no idea how the Greenhats did dispose of people, but they did do it. He was fairly sure they didn’t really push ‘em over Great Falls. After all, sooner or later, the bodies would resurface. Martin figured there must be a large, unmarked cemetery somewhere in the barrio.

****
[image: ]


“I don’t know why we let that nut say that shit. I mean who the hell does he think he is?”

“I would explain it to you Sal,” began Cappy, “but I’m waiting for my taco, and it’s your turn.”

Doug started to laugh. Martin and Doug had just returned from dropping the man off at New Carrollton. Sal was, of course referring to John Brown. 

The Police Headquarters had its own lunchroom. That’s what the sign on the door said: lunchroom. In the lunchroom there were a bunch of tables, and an entire wall of non-working vending machines. Nobody ever ate lunch in the lunchroom, but each day after work a group of DC Cops had their dinners there. Martin, Doug, Cappy and Alan Gray were always there. Occasionally another Cop or two would join them. Cappy always invited the new Cops, which was why Sal was there. The Cops took turns going to the taco stand down the road for food. It was Sal’s turn.

“Fuck,” said Sal. “Now I got to go fuck with more Wets.”

“There’s a rule in the barrio,” began Martin. Everyone looked at Martin for him to finish the most obvious and first rule of the barrio. Everyone knew the rule. You never use the word Wet unless you were one. Martin however didn’t say this. He said: “Never piss off the guy who’s making your taco.”

Cappy laughed.

Cappy said, “Chickan,” in a fake Mexican accent.

“Pollo,” said Martin.

“Tres pollo,” said Calvin who only ate with them when his wife and kids were off visiting the grandparents. 

“Carne,” said George, another semi regular. 

“A bi’ig spenda,” said Cappy still using his Mexican accent.

“Beans,” said Doug sounding very much like a Gringo.

“No” said Martin using his fake Mexican accent, “Dey make you fa’at.”

“Sí,” said Doug, “but I knew you be down win’. And I know how much you enjoy et.”

Sal looked slightly lost and very annoyed. 

Cappy said, “That’s three chicken, a beef and a bean.”

“I got it.”

Everyone handed Sal their money. He headed off.

Everyone sat in silence for a while, finally Doug said, “I got it,” using an accent that reminded Martin of Goofy. 

Cappy sighed then said: “We got Tunnel next week.”

“Tunnel’s good,” said Doug. Tunnel was good too.

Cappy looked at Doug and said, “You’re with me. We got the Factory.”

“Hey,” said Martin. He and Doug always did Tunnel together. 

“You’re at the Factory too, babysitting.”

He meant watching Sal.

“Oh come on.”

“You keep him alive for six months you get a promotion.”

“Yeah right,” said George. 

There was no way Sal was going to make it six months and everybody there knew it.

“It’s ok,” began Cappy, “We don’t have promotions anyway. And I certainly can’t afford to pay any more money.”

Doug started to laugh.

“No bullshit Cappy,” said Martin. “He probably won’t make it back from the taco stand.”

Everyone laughed.

Martin stopped laughing first. He really didn’t want to be in charge of keeping this guy alive. He spoke seriously, “There’s no way I can keep that joker alive for six months, Cappy, and you know it.”

“Then just keep him alive tomorrow,” said Cappy.

Everyone other than Martin began to laugh again. Martin shook his head and then began to laugh with them. Well, maybe he could keep him alive for a day, he thought. 
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