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Preface

 


 


Although this story is a work of fiction
with fictitious characters, some of the events told here do happen
everyday in the retail business.

For a more inclusive, but not comprehensive
exposé of shoplifting techniques, see the addendum at the end of
the story.

Keep in mind the techniques displayed in the
addendum are not intended as a how-to explanation for those wanting
to learn how to shoplift, but as a presentation of what a concerned
retailer should be aware of if shoplifting is a problem.

 



Chapter 1

 


 


"Naw, mutha, don't put your hands on me,
mutha. I is gonna sue you and your whole damn company if you
touches me," Jabo, said, to the manager of the market. "Who is your
district manager? I is gonna call him and tell him you is harassing
customers."

"Security!" the manager, a five-seven, white
dude, with a round, balding, head and thick glasses, yelled over
his shoulder.

"What you calling that mutha for? I'll shoot
that mutha too, if he touches me." Jabo, slid his hand into his
pocket as if armed.

The manager saw Jabo dip his hand into his
pocket, and backed off a couple steps while holding his hands in
front of him. "Now, listen, young man, there's no need for
violence. I'm sorry if I've inconvenienced you in some — "

Heavy footsteps approached. "Yes, sir,
Mister Roberts?" Marcus, a six-four, big assed, coal black,
muscular, man, and the store's, unarmed, security, asked, as he
came into the aisle. He saw Jabo and immediately knew what was up.
"Aw, no, not you again," he said to Jabo.

"It's okay, Marcus," Roberts, said. "I've
made a mistake, and this young man was just leaving. Right,
Sir?"

"You is frigging right, I is leaving," Jabo,
said, as he turned sideways to slide past Marcus. He could smell
the heavy odor of unwashed armpits and feel a heavy breath on top
of his head that smelled like sardines.

Marcus, looking down, said, "But, Mister,
Roberts, he has something under his shirt, and we know he's been
caught shoplifting before. You're not going to let him — ?"

"I said, it's okay, Marcus. It's my mistake.
Let him go."

"But, Mister — " Marcus slid in front of
Jabo, blocking his exit while knocking over a waist-high floor
display of toy cars, some skittering across the floor. It was
obviously placed there to get some kid to beg a parent to buy one —
nothing worth stealing.

A bead of sweat formed on Roberts' forehead,
his eyes locked on Jabo's hand concealed in a pocket. "No, Marcus,
let him go. There is no need for violence. Let him go."

"Violence? This little punk can't hurt
nobody, He'll only be back to rip us off again. Let me take him to
the back room and you call the police."

"I have reason to believe he's armed, and
it's not worth anyone getting hurt," Roberts, said, as he looked
into Jabo's eyes and back down at Jabo's hand in the pocket.

"Who cares what he's got?
I'll knock him out before he can get his hand out of his pocket."
Marcus pressed Jabo against a bank of shelves with the much shorter
Jabo looking up into Marcus's eyes and not being able to
move. Aw crap, this big as gorilla ain't
buying my bluff, thought, Jabo.
I is going to jail for sure this time.

"No, Marcus, let him go. We'll call the
police after he's gone. Now, let him go," Roberts insisted, as he
tugged on one of Marcus's thick arms.

Marcus backed off,
allowing Jabo to beat a hurried path to the front doors while
looking over his shoulder. Damn, that was
close, he thought, as he began running as
soon as he was outside, heading for the gas station across the
street. He dropped one of steaks he'd boosted as he dashed across
the busy street filled with traffic. He wanted to stop and retrieve
his hard earned booty, but didn't have a chance. A big-rig ran over
it, smashing it into a bloody pile of cellophane and shredded meat.
Besides, he looked up to see Marcus and the store manager standing
in front of the market watching him. Damn, he thought, as he ran behind
the gas station and down a connecting alley. That big assed mutha don't come to work before five. I'll get
me some more steaks to sell before he comes in tomorrow. That
scared manager is to scared to stop me if he catches me. I just
gotta make sure that sardine breath gorilla ain't in the
store.

 


At the end of the alley,
he paused to peek between two abandoned houses. He wasn't sure if
Roberts had called the police as he said. Seeing the coast clear,
he dashed across the quiet neighborhood street, and between two
more vacant houses. Damn, I told old man
Philips I was gonna bring him two steaks for five dollars. He ain't
gonna pay me no five for no one. I got to hit the dollar store to
get me enough money for a nickel rock.

His mouth watered behind
the thought of crack as it always did just before flaming a rock.
He could feel the craving rise in his chest. Whoever said crack ain't addicting sure don't know what they
is talking about.

A blue and white police
cruiser rolled by at the end of the alley. Crap, did they see me. He ducked
into a vacant garage, looking for another way out to only see it
blocked by a mammoth pile of black garbage bags with a massive
swarm of black flies buzzing around it in f-flat. It was then he
first noticed the flies. A quick peek down the alley indicated no
cops coming his way. Maybe, Bosco, will
break off a crumb for this one steak. I know by the price, its a
good cut, he thought, as he pulled the
hefty cut of meat from out of his shirt and gazed at it, trying to
read the label. "Pill-a-me-yon," he mispronounced.

Hunching his shoulders, he dropped the
package back inside his shirt, the cold meat chilling the bare skin
of his chest again.

He continued down the
alley, his head on a swivel looking for the police.
I gotta get me some heat. If that manager hadn't
fallen for my bluff, that big nigga sure was about to lock my ass
up for sure.

 



Chapter 2

 


 


Jabo paused at the entrance to the
overgrown, weed-tree infested, alley. The last time he'd been down
there, he saw a couple big assed yellow jackets and really didn't
want to climb through the small jungle growing behind several
abandoned houses. He had a feeling there was a nest of the
dangerous wasp hidden somewhere in the growth, and he was afraid of
being stung. But, he also knew he couldn't approach Bosco's dope
den from the front because he wouldn't be served and he desperately
wanted a piece of a nickel rock. Just one hit to take the hanks
off.

Bosco had made it clear he didn't want
anyone coming to the front of the house except those customers that
drove. He told Jabo if he did come from the front, he'd kick his
skinny ass, and still wouldn't serve him, and Jabo believed Bosco.
Although, he hadn't seen it with his own eyes, he'd heard how Bosco
had set one of his vicious pit-bulls loose on someone, and stood
laughing as the dog tired to dismember the unfortunate addict, and
he wasn't about to let the same thing happen to him.

He stood looking into the jungle, hesitated
for a moment, and then took a step into the tangled weed-trees, and
stopped to listen for any buzzing sounds.

He pushed aside a large branch, and paused,
again. Not hearing anything, and his stomach rumbling, and his
addiction rising up from his belly, making his mouth water, he
decided to give it a try. While stepping over a broken fence post,
he weaved his way down the neglected alley, while attempting to
move as few branches as he could. He didn't hear anything but kept
his eyes peeled. Eventually, he came to the rear of the dope house
and saw two other crackheads one sitting on the steps of the
rickety back porch and the other, a female, sitting in a
wheelchair.

He glanced at the house on the right to see
if anyone was watching, and then at the vacant house on the left
that had weeds as tall as he.

One of the people saw him. "Hey, Jabo.
What's shaken?" said, Christie, one of the neighborhood crack
whores, in a shrill voice, from her old, barely rolling, wayward
wheelchair, on which, one of the small front, swivel wheels, was
bent at the swivel, the result of she trying to descend a set of
stairs on her own and falling. She had managed to maneuver those
very stairs many times before by allowing the chair to ease down
one step at a time and by holding onto the large wheels with well
muscled hands and arms developed over a lifetime of wheeling
herself. Actually, she wasn't a bad looking woman, and except for
her lack of hygiene, and deformed legs, a birth defect, and loud
shrill voice that could get on anyone's nerves, might have been
able to get a good man.

"Hey, Christ. How the hell did you get back
here with all them damn trees in the alley?"

"Naw, honey, I don't come that way. I comes
from the front." Christie says, as she wheels toward Jabo the chair
wanting to turn because of the bent front wheel, but she
strong-arming it straight ahead.

"From the front? Ain't you scared Bosco is
gonna pitch a bitch?"

"Hell, naw. He better not mess with me as
much as he likes the good head I gives him. He ain't here right
now. You got some money? We can get busy right now. I is good, and
I'll get you off for a nickel."

"Damn, baby, I sure would, but I only got
enough for one stone," he lied.

"I hear you, baby, but the next time you is
got a few extra duckets, let me earn a couple. Besides, Bosco,
said, when he gets back, he was gonna let me suck him real good for
a dime. But the mutha ain't here." She turned to look down the
crumbling sidewalk alongside the rundown house, toward the
front.

"He ain't huh? The hell with this. I wants
me a hit real bad. I think I'll head over to Ray's place. Maybe
he'll break me off a nickel from one of his dimes?"

"Naw, don't do that Jabo," said, Carl, the
other crackhead waiting for Bosco. "The last time I copped from
him, he was selling bullcrap. It musta been drywall or something,
cause it wouldn't even burn. I'm waiting for Bosco. At least I
knows what I is getting."

"Yeah, I guess you is right. You got any
char?"

"Naw, Jabo. I is smoking in a cigarette,"
said, Carl, as he began scratching his, sock-less, ankles.

"Damn, nigga, what's wrong with you? You
need a hit that bad?" asked, Jabo.

"Naw, man. I think I got me some bedbugs on
me somehow. I spent the night in a shelter, and I swear they had
some critters in them bunks or something."

"You, what!?" said, Christie. "Why didn't
you tell me you was infested? You let me sit this close to you all
this time and you didn't say nothing."

"Me, too, Carl. I was gonna take a seat on
them steps, but I think I will keep my distance," cosigned,
Jabo.

"Come on, player. I said I think I is got
the bugs, but it could be poison ivy from the alley for all I
knows." He removed one, dirty, mismatched, sneaker and began
scratching with both hands, leaving rusty white tracks on his dirty
ankles.

"You mean, there is itch weed in that alley?
I didn't know that. I thought there might be a nest of yellow
jackets in there somewhere, but not Ivy. What does it look like,
anyway?"

"To be honest with you, Jabo, I don't really
know. I'm a city mutha. But I heard a saying something like if it
has leaves of there, let it be, or something like that. I ain't
never seen it for myself."

"Aw, mutha, you ain't got no poison ivy or
nothing. You is got the bugs real bad and you is covering for your
infested ass. Ain't no damn ivy in that alley."

The loud, trunk rattling, rumble, of
oversized base speakers that were turned up to the max, could be
heard approaching from half a block away.

"Hey, here comes Bosco. I know that's his
speakers making all that noise. Yeah, that's him all right. I just
saw his whip pull up in front of the house," said, Jabo, as he
peeked down the side of the abandoned house.

The deep, base blasting, car came to a stop
in front of the house and then went silent. The sound of several
men laughing and joking could be heard as the group went up the
front porch stairs.

"It's about mutha loving time," said,
Christie, as she spun her wheelchair around to look down the side
of the house. "He better let me suck his stuff like he promised,
too, or I ain't gonna come by here no more."

It was then, a gunshot rang out not far
away. Christie, Jabo and Carl, turned to look in the direction of
the shot.

A next door neighbor came out of his house
and looked in the direction of the shot and then at the small
gathering in Bosco's yard, and shaking his head, went back in. It
wasn't clear if he intended to call the cops. Anyway, none of the
three saw him, so they weren't worried. In this neighborhood, it
was not unusual for someone to shoot into the air just to hear
their gun go bang.

"Bitch, you alta quit the bullcrap," said,
Carl. "You knows you is gonna suck any dick you can to get you a
rock, so I don't wanna hear that crap."

All three laughed at Carl's, a skinny black
dude, with buck eyes and an overbite, astute comment.

"Maybe so, mutha," Christie, retorted, "But
you ain't never gonna get none of the sweet tongue cause you ain't
never got no money. Besides, you is got bugs."

The three laughed again.

"Hey, Christie, you just put a thought in my
mind. After we cop, I want to talk to you about a way we can make
us some good money. Cool?"

"Hell, yeah, player. You gonna pimp me or
something?"

"Hell, naw. I ain't no pimp, but I got
something else in mind. I'll talk to you later after you gets
through taking care of Bosco and we is done smoking our dope."

"Cool, mutha. I needs me a way to make me
some easy money instead of sucking on yaw's funky dicks all the
time."

Carl laughed. "Who do you think you is
kidding, Christie? You knows you likes giving head and you ain't
never gonna quite no matter how much money you is got."

"That might be true, bedbug, but you ain't
never gonna get none," Christie, retorted.

"Yeah, right. We'll see about that when I is
got me some extra money."

The trio laughed again, as they turned to
wait for Bosco to come to the back door. It was then a large Yellow
Jacket wasp began circling Jabo's head. He began ducking and
dancing in a circle as he tried to not swat at the insect. It would
have been comical, but Christie was hoping the bug didn't come near
her as Carl ran up on the porch. He was thinking the same
thing.

Eventually, the wasp flew off across a fence
and disappeared in the tall weeds in the yard next door. Jabo
watched the bug leave and hurried to join Carl on the porch as he
heard Bosco removing the two-by-four bracing from across the back
door placed there to prevent forced entry.

Bosco opened the door that had a soup-can
sized hole in the middle used to serve his customers through
without opening the door.

Bosco stood in the door with one of his
shotgun guards standing behind with the customary twelve-gauge
shotgun across his body. "Yaw, come on in and I ain't giving no
credit," said, Bosco. "You still want to give me some of that good
head for a rock, Christie?" he asked.

"Hell, yeah," Christie, said, as she spun
her wheelchair around. "Come on, Jabo, pull me up the steps. I is
got me some serious business to take care of, and you better not
drop me either, mutha."

"Damn, that's not the way to ask for help,
bitch. I just might drop your skinny as, anyway."

"Naw, don't do that, Jabo," said, Bosco.
"Not until she is through taking care of me, and then you can do
whatever you wants with her."

"You ain't right, Bosco," Christie said,
"You ain't right, mutha."

 


 



Chapter 3

 


 


“Bam,” Peewee said, as he
pointed his newly acquired pistol at a roach climbing the wall not
ten-feet from the end of his squeaky bed with the springs
protesting his every move. The roach, unaware it had been targeted,
continued its slow climb up the paint peeling wall of Peewee’s
fourteen-by-fourteen-foot room.

He laid and watched while deciding whether
he should get up and flatten the antenna-waving insect before it
fell and he lost track of it. He looked up, and saw another
egg-case carrying female making its way across the ceiling, it's
shadow, cast by the single bulb in the ceiling, making it appear
twice its size. The brown roach was barely able to maintain its
tenuous hold, as it was heading for the bare bulb in the middle of
the room. “Bam,” he said again, as he imagined firing the small
pistol at the overhead pest and imagined a hole in the ceiling
where the bug once was.

Almost as if it had been shot, the slow
moving insect lost it grip and fell on the bed next to Peewee with
a thump, and not far from his head. Peewee sprang up as if
propelled by magical springs. He didn't know he could move that
fast.

“Damn, this frigging place
is infected,” he thought, as he
tentatively searched for the fallen insect in the tangled cover. He
couldn’t find it. Apparently it had scurried under a fold in the
threadbare blanket. He raised the flattened pillow, which had no
pillowcase and fond the bug desperately attempting to find more
cover, its egg-case nearly as long as its body. He jumped again.
The pregnant bug was larger than the thought.

 


*****

 


To say that the Open Arms Hotel, Peewee’s
new home after being released from prison, was not one of Detroit’s
more luxuriant hostels would be a gross understatement. The place
was built in the 20’s, and was a rundown, dingy, deteriorating,
building. The building was grimy. The rooms were grimy. The
vestibule / lobby was grimy. The whole place was grimy, with the
smell of stale urine in some of the halls where some drunks
couldn't make it to one of the toilets on each floor.

It was not unusual to find shady characters
roaming the corridors, but despite the relaxed rules, there were
few molestation’s, or break-ins, although, they did occasionally
happen. The only reason anyone would chose the place to lay their
head was because of the ultra cheap rent. Besides, most of the long
termed residence weren’t living there by choice. Many were recently
released from prison having been discharged on parole and remaining
on probation. The state of Michigan subsidies the rent of many of
the ex-cons to give them a temporary place to stay until they could
get on their feet. As can be expected, most of the ex-prisoners,
who moved into the place, were reluctant to leave, but it appeared
that the state didn’t mind, because the state continued to pay
practically all the rent for them, and for some, many years, as if
they'd been forgotten they were in the system.

The Open Arms was managed by a fellow named,
Rick, a middle aged ex-con himself. Before he rose to the position
of manager, he was able to secure a job as desk clerk after being
released from jail. The then manager, a Mr. Palo, liked Rick
because of the way he could handle the convicts who were in and out
of the hotel. Rick, being a hardened ex-con, knew how to
communicate with the less than agreeable men, and Palo saw that.
Palo developed a serious illness and had to resign his management
position, whereupon, the owners, two real-estate developers, who
held on to the place because it was a cash cow, promoted Rick to
the management spot, and he’d been there every since — around
twenty years.

Having been the manager of the hotel for
many years, and in his wisdom, Rick developed a system of assigning
the new comers their floors in a way that would keep the peace in
the rowdy domicile. He put all the loud, rowdy, folks, on the
fourth floor, and pretty much left them to their own devises. He
would make a snap decision as to the person’s personality during
registration, and assign that person a floor to live on. For the
most part he was right on, although, a misfit would occasionally
slip through, particularly
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