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Chapter 1

Banned
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“Green Springs,” said Doug as he looked at the Green Springs’ town entry sign and then at his notebook, and then to Amir, who was his sales partner and the one driving the commercial van they were riding on, “this is the most remote town we’ve ever reached since we went on our sales blitz. This town better be worth it. According to the information given to us, many stores in this town are loaded, being it a major tourist town. We might even stay here for a couple of days, just to enjoy ourselves.”

“I don’t know, Doug,” smiled Amir as he temporarily faced Doug and then quickly turned his face back to the road in front of them and continued to steer the commercial van they were loaded in, “the other salesmen in the company have never managed to gain any customers in the town, even though they have repeatedly tried. It’s as if the town businesses don’t like to do businesses with out-of-towners.” 

“That’s why the company sent us finally. Because we’re the best salesmen in the company. I’m sure this town would welcome us once we’ve given them our smooth talk.”

“I just hope that there’s plenty of beautiful ladies in these town’s stores,” laughed Amir, “I just hate dealing with crummy old people.”

“Concentrate on the job, Amir. Remember, the company promised us big bonuses if we sign up a lot of stores in this town. Money first, then women...”

“You’re the boss,” laughed Amir, “just make sure that if we have to deal with crummy old town folks, you do the talking.”

“It’s a deal. Now, be on the lookout for any stores which might become our customers.”

Within minutes, Doug and Amir have spotted their first potential customer. It was a big souvenir shop with plenty of big wooden souvenirs displayed in its front. It’s front glass window also suggested that it was also a food store selling pastries, snacks and refreshments.

“Aha, the perfect first customer,” smiled Doug as he signaled Amir to stop driving and park the car in front of the souvenir shop cum food store.

They collected their brochures and after a minute of pep talk with each other inside their commercial van, they entered the souvenir shop cum food store where they were surprised by just how well stocked it is. It contained products that can be found in any normal supermarket in almost any city. It was clear to them that the store was making good business based on the many cars they saw outside of it before, and the many patrons inside. There were several store staffs wearing the store’s uniform which included an apron. The store appeared to be homely and it seemed to them that it was making a lot of business since it was the first store that people see when they come in the town.

“We must land this client,” smiled Amir, “it could be a cash cow for our company. We’ll surely earn a tidy bonus if we land this client.”

“Leave it to me,” said Doug as he fixed his hair and smoothened his clothes, “I’m not taking a ‘no’ answer from this store.”

He approached one of the staffs of the store and introduced himself. The staff just pointed him to the counter where more staffs of the store where attending paying customers and bagging the products they bought.

Doug introduced himself to these new group of staff but they just pointed him to  another staff of the store who seemed to be the supervisor of the store.

“What can I do for you, sirs?”, asked the supervisor as they approached.

“Good day, sir, we’re from KC Distributors and we’re here to offer our distribution services to you, good sir.”

“Oh, I’m sorry, sirs, but we already have a distributor. We’re not interested in any new distributors at the moment.”

“You mean that you already have a distributor supplying you with all your merchandise?”, said the puzzled Doug, “That can’t be. No one store can only have one supplier.”

“It might be hard to believe,” said the supervisor as he tried to smile, “but we already have someone who supplies us with all our merchandise.”

Though Doug was incredulous knowing that the store only has one supplier, he wasn’t ready to give up, he looked at the price tags of some of the products for sale in the store: 

“I’m sure that you’re already making good money with this store sir, but I think you could still earn more if you buy from us. As you might know already KC Distributors have the lowest prices all year round. You’ll earn a lot just from the savings you get with our incredibly low prices that no competitor of ours can beat.”

“That may be so, sir, but we’re quite satisfied with the prices of our current distributor. I don’t think we’ll replace them just yet.”

“And who is your distributor? Can I just ask?”

“Kind Heart, Inc., we’ve been with them since the beginning.”

“Well, sir,” persisted Doug, “it might be time for some change. As I’ve told you, you stand to make more money with KC Distributors.”

“I’ll think about,” said the supervisor with a slight irritation in his face.

“Could you at least put us down for some orders?” Persisted Doug, “I mean, just to try out our merchandise.”

“As I have said. We’re not interested at the moment. Now gentlemen, this is a busy store, and as you can see, there are a lot of things to do. So, would you please excuse us.”

“But does your supplier offer you credit?”, said Doug as he tried to push the supervisor one more time into buying from him.

“Yes, they do give us credit and much, much more. What they can do, you cannot do for us. So, I suggest that you turn back where you came from and try to sell somewhere else.”

Doug can see that the supervisor was visibly now irritated with him. He knows that he can’t afford to lose his standing with this potential client in the future. He knows that he might fail now, but he can always try again when the supervisor is more receptive of him.

“I’m so sorry, sir, I never realized that you’re that busy. Anyway, we’ll leave for the moment,” said Doug as he tried to hand a few of his brochures to the supervisor, “we’ll just try with the other stores in this town. Maybe we’ll get better luck. This might also prove to you that we’re a good company to deal with.”

“You’re a really persistent man,” grinned the supervisor, “well, I like that in man. But let me give you a word of advise: Don’t push too much. The stores and other businesses in this town would reject you, just let it go. Maybe you’ll have more luck in other towns, but not here in Green Springs.”

Doug became flushed, it was as if the supervisor was threatening him. But he kept his composure. Somehow, he felt that there was more to the words of the supervisor than what he was letting on. He looked all around him. The store looked like any big food store he’s seen and the customers and the staff of the store looked like everyday normal people. But he knows something was amiss somewhere. He has felt it ever since he and Amir entered the picturesque tourist town. It was as if the town had a secret and whoever was the lone supplier to the store which the supervisor was referring to, had a hand in it.

“Let’s go,” frowned Amir as he touched the arm of Doug, “it’s clear that this store is not yet ready for our business. We’ll just go find another store.”

But Doug didn’t seem to hear him or felt his touch. His eyes were fixed on the face of the supervisor who was looking at him intently. As if the supervisor was trying to measure him up and Amir. It was as if he was mocking them but isn’t telling them in their face. Doug and Amir have travelled to a lot of places already and are no strangers to hostile people, but his hairs were standing on their ends as he felt that he was in a place where they don’t belong. He begins to fear the town and its inhabitants.

“Doug, Doug, are you all right?”, said Amir in an almost high voice as he wiggled Doug’s hands, “C’mon, let’s just get out of here. It’s positive we’re not getting a sale from this store today.”

Doug seemed to regain his bearings again as he started to follow Amir out of the store. When they finally reached the front door of the store, he looked at the supervisor one more time. He saw that the supervisor was happily smiling and was back to doing his duties at the store. Doug suddenly felt at ease and felt foolish thinking that there was something sinister with the supervisor, the people in the town, and the town itself.

Minutes later, he and Amir were again on their van and were back to spotting out stores in the town who can be their customers.

“How about that one,” said Amir as he pointed to a grocery store they were about to pass, “that one’s smaller. But it could be our start in this town.”

“Nah, let’s try other businesses first,” said Doug as he signaled with his hands to mean ‘no’, “I have a feeling that we’ll have bad luck with grocery businesses in this town. We’ll go back to them later.”

They continued driving. As they drove, they saw some beautiful women in the streets who seemed to look like tourists. For a brief moment, the two lost all their thoughts about their job as they ogled the women. After a while, their thoughts went back to their job. They continued driving until Doug saw a butcher shop.

“Stop there at the butcher shop,” quickly said Doug as he pointed at the butcher shop, “maybe that will be our first customer in this town.”

The two men once again prepared their brochures and prepped themselves up while inside their van. They then entered the butcher shop and then waited until all the current customers have left. But it seems that the owner of the butcher shop have guessed who they are already and was just waiting for them to approach him and give their sales talk.

“Good day, sir, We’re  from the KC Distributors company and we’re here to introduce you to our business.”

“Let me guess. You’re here to sell me some meats?”, said the owner, “Well, I’m afraid that I can’t help you at the moment. I’m already happy with my supplier.”

“But we’ve got the best meats at the cheapest prices,” insisted Doug, “surely you want a supplier that can offer you more profits for a better quality merchandise.”

“I don’t know. My customers are already happy with the meat I sell to them. I don’t want to take risks giving them meat from a new supplier.”

“But you must know that KC Distributors only sources the highest quality meat. Your customers would like your store even better once they get a taste of our better tasting meat.”

“I’m sorry. I can’t risk it. I don’t want to risk losing my existing customers by trying out something new.”

“All your meats can’t have come from the same supplier,” said Doug as he began to suspect something was amiss again.

“Well, I do only have one supplier. But we’ve been with them for quite a long time now, in fact, almost since the very beginning.”

“But surely, if you get better terms from another supplier,” said Doug not wanting to lose a second time, “you’ll at least consider their terms or at least look at their pricing.”

“I don’t think so, I’m afraid I’m already committed to my supplier for the foreseeable future.”

Doug has already realized that again, he’s gonna lose this potential customer. But for some reason, he had an inkling already that this would happen, but he still tried to get some business at least with the butcher shop owner:

“Well, sir. If we couldn’t be your suppliers today, maybe we’ll be in the future once you’ve considered our products and prices,” he said while handing the butcher shop owner some brochures, “could you at least refer to us some businesses in this town who may be interested in our products?”

“Sorry, but at the moment, I can’t think of any business here to recommend to you,” said the butcher shop owner with a stern voice, “we like to keep our businesses here local. We only mostly deal with other businesses in this town, including those who supply our meat.”

Doug by now has given up on any chance of bagging any business from the butcher shop owner. He knows that he’s defeated, but if he was to go down in defeat, he at least wanted to know who is his enemy.

“Last thing, sir,” he smiled, “who’s your supplier for all your meats? I can’t believe someone could be so lucky to have all your business.”

The butcher shop owner became quiet. It was as if Doug had asked a question that should never be asked of him. But after a while, he smiled, “Kind Heart, Incorporated. They’re my suppliers.”

“Kind Heart, Incorporated?”, said Doug incredulously, “I think I heard the name before. That’s right, another business we talked to also gave the name of that company.”

“Of course,” smiled the butcher shop owner in an almost mocking tone, “they’re the main supplier for almost all the businesses in this town. It would be hard for you to find a business here where they’re not the supplier.”

“No, it can’t be,” said Doug as irritation started to built up on him, “are you saying that this company has a near monopoly on this town?”

“I’m not saying that, sonny,” smiled the business owner as he waved at a customer who just came in to his shop, “what I’m saying is, that you won’t likely find any customers in this town. But keep trying. Maybe you’ll get one or two.”

Doug just looked as the butcher shop owner and his customer as they started talking with each other. He knows that he and Amir were being treated as outsiders by the butcher shop owner. He felt the same way when he previously talked to the supervisor of the souvenir store cum food store. 

“Let’s go, Doug,” said Amir who was clearly troubled by what he was seeing in the face of his partner. Doug looked about ready to explode and Amir wanted him to relax, “This store or even this town is not worth it. We can always find new businesses somewhere else.”

Doug and Amir walked out of the butcher shop, but being hardened salesmen, they never gave up that easily. They next went to a bakery shop, but just like what happened in the souvenir store and the butcher shop, they also got rejected by the owners of the bakery. Like before, they found out that it was the same supplier, Kind Heart Incorporated, which was the sole supplier of the bakery shop. The same story happened at each of the businesses they went after. They have spent nearly the entire day, but the same situation happened to every business they approached. It was clear to them that Kind Heart Incorporated had a stranglehold on the businesses on the town.

At this stage, Doug was getting curious about Kind Heart Incorporated. He wanted to see for himself what the company looked like, especially how big it is and who owns it. After using Google Maps, they eventually arrived near the company where they think they have a clear vantage point and won’t be noticed. Looking at the continuous stream of delivery trucks going in and out of the gates of the company, it was clear to Doug that the company was making a lot of profits. He was now convinced that the information the owners and the managers of the several businesses they approached gave was true, that the company is almost the town’s lone supplier.

“I think we have no business in this town,” sighed Amir as he pointed to the company’s gate, “that company is our main rival and it looks like it has a stranglehold on all the businesses in this town.”

“Looks like it, Amir,” said Doug as he wondered if there was any other way he can salvage their mission of signing up customers in the town, “but maybe, just maybe, we can still turn things around if we sign up this company itself. In fact, this wouldn’t be a bad idea afterall. If we get to be supplier for this company, we’ll sure to earn a lot of money, seeing that this company is the main supplier of this town.”

“So what do we do?”, said Amir who looked excited.

“Well, we simply introduce ourselves to the owners of the company. It’s crude but it has always worked for us before.”

They approached the guard at the gate of the company and introduced themselves. However the guard rejected them, saying that the company doesn’t deal with people from out of town. But Doug wouldn’t take ‘no’ for an answer, especially from someone whom he thinks is an insignificant employee in the company that he was prospecting. He started to argue with the guard who maybe out of exhaustion called someone who maybe able to assist him.

Minutes later, two men from inside the company appeared in the gate. They basically just repeated what the guard said to Doug and Amir that the company doesn’t deal with people from out of town. But Doug was very insistent. He tried to threaten the men by saying that the company had a monopoly in the town and it was something that the local authorities should look into. One of the men, perhaps realizing that more trouble was about to come from Doug, called someone in his smartphone. Minutes later, a third man came out from inside the company. Doug and Amir felt uneasy watching the man as he approached them. Unlike the first two men who came out of the company who basically looked like any average person you meet in the street, the third man seemed to emit an aura of strength and even meanness. Not that he looked like a movie star villain, but he looked like a man you wouldn’t wanna cross.

“Hello, I’m James,” smiled the third man as he shook hands with Doug and Amir, “my coworker here says that you have something against our company?”

Doug knows that behind the friendly smile of James that there was a hidden threat lurking in his words. It was as if James was daring him to speak up against him.

“I-I just have a few questions regarding your company, James,” said Doug in a somewhat meek voice, “you seem to have a control on this town and you don’t seem to do business with outsiders.”

“Yes, that how we do it here,” proudly said James, “small town business between small town folks. Nothing fancy like what big cities do.”

“But you can’t prevent outsiders from trying to do business in your town. It’s against the law.”

“But we’re not breaking the law,” smiled James, “you and anybody else can do business in this town whomever and however you want, no one’s stopping you, certainly not our company.”

“But no one wants to buy from us. You’re hogging all the business in this town.”

“Not let’s get one thing straight out here,” suddenly said James in a forceful tone, “no one’s hogging all the business in this town, certainly not our company. I think you’re just angry that no one wants your business in this town.”

“Oh no, it’s not like that,” suddenly said Doug as he realized that he wrongly accused the company of James without any proof of wrongdoing, “I just meant that I found it impossible that all the businesses in this town seemed to be all buying from you and no one else.”

“That’s because we’ve been friends with these businesses for a long time already. They trust us and no one else.”

“Well, in that case, why can’t we be a supplier for your company? All these men with you keep insisting that your company doesn’t deal with people from out of town.”

“Like I said, it’s a small town. We prefer to do business with people from this town only.”

“But you haven’t talked to us about our prices and business model. You’ll earn more money with us.”

“Leave your contact details and your brochures. I’ll have a look at it.”

“Here, these are my contact details and here are our company brochures,” said Doug as he handed his calling card and brochures to James,  “as you can see...”

“Please, just leave these with me,” said James as he gave Doug’s calling card and brochures to one of his men, “I’ll have a look at them. If the company becomes interested in your company, we’ll contact you.”

“When do you think can I expect a reply?”

“From what I can guess,” sighed James as he looked directly in the eyes of Doug, “you’re a seasoned salesman or businessman or whatever. So I think that by now, you’ve already realized that we’re a cold prospect and the best that you can do is to wait for our call.”

“Surely, there must be a way where we can convince you that our company is the best for your business,” insisted Doug as he realized that James would probably not call him at all. Doug can already imagine the fat bonus from his company disappearing before his very eyes because he won’t be able to bag James’ company as a client.

“Please, I’ve already taken your calling card and your brochures,” said James in exasperation, “most salesmen would have been happy at this point.”

“James, you know that I’m a salesman whose job it is not to take ‘no’ for an answer. The least that you could do for me is to prove your commitment that somewhere, somehow, sometime, you’ll do business with my company. This would be a good way to prove to my bosses that I have bagged your company as a client or at least have proven to them that we are under some kind of a negotiation.”

“And what if I refuse?”, said James sternly. It was as if he was done talking with Doug and wanted him to just disappear.

“James, I won’t stop coming to this town and talking to all your customers. I’m sure that with our prices and business model, we’ll eventually win over your customers. It might take a long time, but our company has the time and money to push you out of this town.”

“Is that a threat?”, said James as he looked at Doug menacingly.

But Doug isn’t scared of James menacing look anymore. What he was concerned was the fat bonus that was about to disappear from him if he failed to sign up James’ company. At this point, he wanted to succeed at all cost.

“Are you the owner of this company, James?”, said Doug as he looked at the eyes of James.

“I’m not. But my word is like the word of the owner of this company. Whatever I say, it’s done by this company.”

“So, you’re just a manager or something like that,” mocked Doug who poised like he was much taller than he probably was, “I want to see the owner of this company. Otherwise, I’ll report to the business authorities this monopoly you’ve got on this town.”

“You’re really a persistent man, aren’t you?”, said James in a loud voice, “You think that you can just roll in this town and run over the local folks. Well, you’re wrong mister. We don’t take kindly to people like you. Now, I’m giving you one minute to leave this town and never come back. Otherwise, you might never leave this town alive.”

Doug looked at James and all the other men around him. He suddenly felt that he has just stepped in a dangerous territory which he may not come out of. He looked at Amir and sensed that his partner was feeling the same way too. He knows that if ever they got into a fistfight, they were outnumbered by James and his company. He thinks that even James alone can handle him and Amir. They have had a few scuffles before during their sales journeys in many places and realized that this might just be another that could land them both in the hospital.

“All right, we’ll be going,” said Doug as he tactically retreated from James and his men, “we’re not here to cause trouble. We just want to do some business with your company.”

“Well, I suggest that you leave this town in a hurry,” ordered James, “people like you have no business in this town. If you don’t leave this town within the hour, you might find yourself in a very dangerous situation.”

“Let’s go Doug,” said Amir who was visibly shaking, “I think these men mean business. Let’s just forget this town. There’s still other towns where we can do good business.”

Doug and Amir drove off while James and his men followed them with their eyes. It was as if James and his men intend to follow them to make sure that they did leave the town.

“I’m scared Doug,” said Amir as he was shaking as he drive, “those men meant business. You shouldn’t have antagonized them by that much.”

“They’re just playing tough,” said Doug, trying to hide his fear, “they’re just stupid town folks who only know how to speak through intimidation.”

“But they seem to mean what they wanted to do.”

“Oh, c’mon now, Amir,” said Doug as he pretended to laugh, “don’t tell me that you’ll let some stupid town folks scare you. We’ve been in this situation before.”

“Yeah, you’re right, Doug,” said Amir who seemed to have calmed down, “can’t let stupid town folks get the better of us.”

“That’s the spirit,” said Doug as he pointed to a small open street eatery just ahead of them, “let’s just relax for a while there. At least, not everything will be a waste of our time going into this town.”

As they ate at the eatery, they discussed their day in town from the moment they first stepped to their first prospective store customer up to the point where James threatened them to leave or else something unfortunate would happen to them. They also discussed the delicious food in the eatery and even tried to get the owner of the eatery to be their customer. However, as what happened before to each business that they tried to sign in as a customer, the owner of the eatery declined their offer. Doug told the owner of the eatery that he was unhappy of the way most of the businesses in the town where all clients of the same company, and that he intended to tell it to the business authorities. He and Amir then decided that it was time to leave the town. 

They passed Green Springs’ entry town sign once again which signaled to them that they were officially out of the town already. They were now in the open road where nothing can be seen from both sides of the road except greenery. It was now past nine in the evening and there were no other cars passing by in their opposite lane. All the human company they have where the two cars that were following them from behind. At this point, their minds were not concentrated anymore on their experiences in the town. They were now discussing potential new towns where they can find business. They were so engrossed with chatting that they never realized that the two cars following behind them have been inching and inching closer to them. Then the car behind them speeded up and eventually passed them.

The car suddenly blocked their forward path in the road while the car behind them also blocked their path to retreat. Doug and Amir feared for the worst as men wearing balaclavas stepped out from the two cars. They were all holding guns in their hands and pointing it to Doug and Amir. The men in the balaclavas forced Doug and Amir to leave their car. They were escorted into the thick greenery and made to kneel while guns were pointed behind their heads. The masked men took their wallets and their smartphones.

“So, you two thought that you can just roll into town and disturb the local businesses,” said one of the masked men, “well, people like you are not wanted in this town. So don’t come back unless you want something to happen to you and your loved ones. We have your names, we know the place where you live and other information about you two. It would be very easy for us to find you. So, don’t make the mistake of coming back to this town or we’ll put bullets in your heads and your loved ones. Also, don’t go to the cops or we’ll also put bullets in your head. Do you understand?”

“We understand, sir,” said Amir in a very nervous voice while shaking, “we won’t come back in your town, sirs. We won’t. We’ve learned our lesson.”

“How about you?”, said one of the masked men as he pressed the tip of his gun in the back of Doug’s head.

“I, I understand. We won’t come back to this town and we’ll never tell the cops.”

“Good,” said one of the masked men, “now, stay still and wait until five minutes before you stand up. If we ever see you again, we’ll definitely shoot you this time. Now, close your eyes and count to a hundred.”

Doug and Amir counted to a hundred before carefully opening their eyes. They carefully looked at all the darkness around them, making sure that the masked men were already gone. 

“Let’s go,” said Doug as he stood up, “we need to get away from this place fast. Those men might come back.”

“The men said that we should wait for five minutes,” nervously said Amir, “they could still be here somewhere. I don’t want to break their order.”

“But they can come back anytime to finish us,” said Doug as he continued to look around, “they could change their minds anytime and go after us once again.”

It took them a few minutes of stumbling in the darkness of the greenery to find their van. It had been parked by the side of the road and its engine turned off. Amir sighed with relief as he found that the van’s ignition key was still in the ignition lock. 

Amir turned on the ignition and soon their van started rolling. However, it only took them a few seconds to realize that one of their tires was flat. They found the flat tire and realized that all the air inside of it have been let out, presumably by opening the air valve.

They quickly changed their flat tire and drove as far away from Green Springs as possible.

“That town is just plain bad business for us,” said Amir as he almost can’t control the fear that he was feeling, “that town almost got us killed. We should never get back to that town and never report to the authorities what happened.”

“What are you saying?”, said Doug with a grim face, “We can’t let a few goons scare us. We’ve been wronged and we need to do something about it.”

“Do what exactly, Doug?”, cried Amir, “We have guns pointed in the back of our heads. What else do you want to happen to us? That we get shot next including our families? I’m scared Doug. This is unlike all the troubles we’ve had on the road. This time, we almost died and I don’t want to be a dead man, Doug.”

“We can’t just let these townspeople get the better of us,” said Doug who looked determined for revenge, “I’m sure that James and his company are behind everything. I can feel it.”

“Forget it, Doug,” said Amir, “we’re salesmen and not killers. For all you know, James and his company might be operating a crime syndicate.”

“Dammit, Amir, we can’t let these townspeople go. There must be a way we can get back at them without endangering our lives.”

“It’s your pride, Doug, it’s always been your weakness. You just can’t bear it if someone gets the better of you.”

“Shut up, Amir. What’s the name of the last town we’ve been to before that wretched town, Green Springs?”

“You mean Bakersville?”

“Yes, that’s the one, head over there, I want to speak with the sheriff there.”

“C’mon Doug, let it go. Please, just let us go back to the city.”

“It would be safe, Amir. We’ll just report what happened and ask the sheriff that we remain incognito.”

“The men have our names, Doug. They have our address, our telephone numbers, and all the other information in our wallets and phones. Please reconsider Doug. I don’t want to put the lives of my family in danger.”

“Just shut up and drive to Bakersville, Amir. I’ll do the rest. I promise. Both our families would be safe.”

As they drove towards Bakersville, they kept looking behind their backs just to see if the cars who stopped them before are still following them. They felt fear whenever a car followed them from behind and especially whenever a car overtakes them. Doug can see that Amir was shocked by his experience, although Amir can still drive well. But Amir never spoke to him at all. He just drove and minded his driving. It was as if he hated Doug and doesn’t want to speak with him or be near him at all. But Doug didn’t care. He wanted to even the score with his perceived enemies whom he determined to be James and the company he represents.
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Chapter 2

The Agreement
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It was almost midnight when they reached Bakersville. The local sheriff’s office was already closed. They decided to wait until the next day before they file their report with the sheriff. By this time, the only establishment they found open was the local pub. Lucky for them, they always kept extra cash in their van, knowing that remote towns don’t always have ATMs and banks where they can withdraw money if they needed it. They were eating a late dinner and having beers when Doug spotted a man wearing a sheriff’s uniform by the bar. Doug didn’t waste the opportunity and approached him:

“Good evening, sir, but can I talk to you for a minute?”

“Yeah, what’s it all about?”, said the sheriff of Bakersville, “I’m kinda on my break.”

“But it’s quite important, sir,” said Doug as he pointed to Amir, “me and my friend there have been a victim of a crime.”

“Okay, spill out,” said the sheriff who seemed to be irritated by Doug’s disturbance of his drinking break, “tell me what happened to you and your partner.”

“Men wearing balaclavas stopped us on the road leading to Green Springs, they threatened our life and took our wallets and phones.”

“Green Springs you say, why didn’t you report it to the sheriff of Green Springs? Why report it to me here, in Bakersville?”

“Because the men who threatened us with guns are from Green Springs. They might see us if we had come back to Green Springs.”

“How did you know that these so-called criminals are from Green Springs?”, said the sheriff as he drank his beer, “You said they were wearing balaclavas, so how did you know that they were from Green Springs?” 

“Because they threatened that if we ever go back to Green Springs and tell our experience with the cops, they’ll find us and kill us as well as our families.”

“Let me get this straight,” said the sheriff as he faced Doug, “you said that you were stopped on the road leading to Green Springs. You must be riding a vehicle then and the men who threatened you must driving a vehicle or vehicles. Did you get the license plates of the vehicles in question?”

“No,” exclaimed Doug, “it all happened so fast. By the time we saw them coming, they’ve already blocked our van from the front and in the back. We were surrounded.”

“I see,” said the sheriff as he drank his beer, “any suspects you have in mind? Maybe some people you quarreled with in Green Springs?”

“As a matter of fact, I do have suspects in mind, sheriff,” said Doug as he clenched his fist, “Kind Heart, Incorporated. Their men threatened to kill us.”

“But you said that they were wearing balaclavas,” said the sheriff, “how did you know that these so called men from Kind Heart, Incorporated were the ones who threatened you?”

“I just know, sheriff
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