Chapter Five

NO GOOD DEED

When David arrived home he found his friend Jason Young waiting for him front door step of the house. This made him nervous because Dad didn’t like Jason for some reason and especially didn’t like him hanging around the house when he was gone.
Jason saw David’s truck as he drove past the house and up to his parking spot along the side of the house and came running.

Damn, David thought, what is it this time? It seemed like every time Jason came to see him it was always because he wanted something. The question was what was it going to be this time.

“What the hell are you doing, man.” David asked as he got out of his truck. “I’ve told you my dad doesn’t want you coming around here. You want him to skin my hide or what?”

“Sorry, but I need your help.” Jason said, as she came up to him. “I really need your help, Bro.”

“Ok.” David said, grabbing him by the arm and leading him behind the house. “But if my dad shows up you got to get out of here without him noticing.”

“You got my word.” Jason agreed.

David and Jason sat down on the stoop of the back door to the house.

“What is it?” David asked. “And, make it quick my dad could be back any moment now.”

“Well, man, I really need to ask you a favor.” Jason told him. “You know I have kids. I’m still waiting for my unemployment to get in. The damn fuckers said I had to wait an extra two weeks because I was fired. Now I’m broke and I can’t get my kids Christmas presents.”

David did indeed know that Jason had been fired. It was all over the factory how the supervisor caught Jason shooting up in the coat closet in the break room.

“How much do you need?” David asked, knowing he was going to regret the answer.

“Well, I promised my kids one of those new gaming systems and some games. I know this is a bit much to ask but could you lead me five hundred dollars.” Jason told him. When he saw the quizzical look on David’s face he continued. “It’s not for me, it’s for the kids. I don’t get to see my kids much because my ex is such a fucking bitch. Because of that the only time I really get to see them is on the holidays. I don’t want to go to see them empty handed. My ex thinks I’m a complete loser. I don’t want to break those kids hearts.”

“That’s a good block of cash.” David said, “Why do you think I can afford to let go of that much money?”

“You mentioned to me you’ve been saving.” Jason reminded him. “I’m sure you got a lot more than that stashed away.”

David wanted to smack himself in the head. He had a bad habit of being too open with friends. He had no doubt that he had inadvertently let it slip that he was saving money. “But that’s so I can get out of this hell hole.”

“Bro, we’re buds I’d never stiff you. I promise if you do this for me I’ll get it back to you in January I swear.” Jason told him.

“You swear you’ll get it back to me in January.” David prodded. He really didn’t want to lose five hundred bucks out of his getaway money, but he couldn’t let Jason’s kids suffer just because their dad couldn’t get the monkey off his back.

“Don’t worry about it, man, I will. Thanks, you are a true friend. Trust me there is nothing I’d like better than to see you out of this hell.” Jason said.

“I’ll go get it. Stay here” David said reluctantly. “If my dad shows up hide in the bushes or something.”

“Don’t worry.” Jason said. “He’ll never know I was here.”

I’ve heard that before. David wanted to say, but instead he went inside and went up to his room to get the money. The whole trip upstairs to his room he was kicking himself. He knew he wasn’t going to see that five hundred dollars again, he knew it. Jason wasn’t reliable at all. Then why are you doing this? He asked himself. Then he heard his dad’s voice echo in his skull. You fucking loser, man up. Stop being a pussy. Stand up for yourself! His dad was right, he was a loser. He knew Jason was going to fuck him over yet he couldn’t muster the courage to stand up and say no.

He went into the closet in his room and pulled out the shoe box he had hidden in the back. He lived in fear that some day dad would find it and take it from him. Now he was giving half of the money in it to a person who couldn’t keep a job, much less pay a debt. He counted out five hundred dollars, it was all in twenty dollar bills. His dad had taught him that twenty dollar bills were the best way to keep your money.

He looked down at the stack of money in his fist and his hand began to shake. Stop! He screamed at himself. But, he simply put the shoe box back in the back of the closet and started out of his room and down the stairs. Loser! His dad’s voice echoed at him. David stopped as he was reaching for the door. He was screaming inside for someone to stop him, but there was no one there to do it. Then Jason’s voice echoed through his head. This is for the kids. I don’t want to break those kids’ hearts.

So, David’s hand closed on the door knob and opened the back door of the house. Jason was awaiting him, smoking a cigarette. 

“You got it, Bro?” Jason asked.

David remained silent and lifted his hand to show Jason the stack of twenties grasped tightly in his hand. 

Jason took the money from him and started to count it.

David was actually surprised that Jason didn’t have to rip the bills from his hand because he had them in a death grip. But now Jason had his money and all David could hear was his dad’s voice saying Loser.

After he was finished counting Jason said, “Thank you, Bro. You don’t know how much this is going to mean to my kids.”

“Just make sure to get it back to me in January.” David said.

“You got it man.” Jason said, jamming the wad of bills in the pocket of his blue jean jacket.

“Now get the fuck out of here. My dad should be back at any moment now.” David told him. “I don’t want him to see you anywhere near this house.”

“No problem. Bro.” Jason said before he took off and disappeared in the trees.

David took two deep breaths of air to calm himself. If his dad showed up he didn’t want to give any indication that something had happened.

He went inside the house and went to the kitchen. He grabbed himself two pieces of bread and grabbed a glass from the cupboard. Then he headed to the refrigerator and pulled out the milk, some sliced ham, a slice of packaged American cheese, the brown mustard, and the mayo. With those items gathered he poured himself a glass of milk and constructed himself a ham sandwich. The crazy thing was he wasn’t even hungry. He was just so worried about looking normal when his dad got home that his mind chose the idea of his dad catching him snacking as the most normal. 

David had just taken a swallow of milk and was about to bite into the sandwich when he saw a bright light flash through the window of the dining room. He knew it was the headlights of his dad’s truck as he was parking it along the side of the house. 

When his dad came in through the back door of the house he found David standing in front of the island chewing his bite of sandwich.

“What were you up to this evening?” His dad slurred as he spoke.

“Oh, I went to Oscar’s and had dinner with Grandpa after my appointment with the doc.” David managed to get out through his half full mouth. He took a sip of his milk and swallowed the rest of the bite.

“Oh, you and the old loser talking shit about me again?” Tommy spat at him.

“No, sir.” David said, sitting down the glass of milk on the counter. “Actually, we talked about what I talked about with the doc. I really opened up this time and it brought up some shit that was bothering me.”

“Oh, I bet. I bet you were mouthing off about what a horrible father I am and how I beat you. Is that the shit you were telling your doctor?” Tommy said, glaring at David with his bloodshot, glassy, eyes.

“No, I’d never do that.” David lied.

“ I’m sure.” Tommy Hessman said, looking over his adopted son for indications of falsehood.

“We talked about how I was bullied in school. I told Doctor Shillings some stories.” David told him.

“So you wasted two hours whining about what a loser you are and how you let those fucks at school walk all over you. What a waste of good money.” Tommy said.

“My work pays for my sessions.” David corrected him.

“Are you back talking me, boy?” Tommy said before back handing David.

“No, sir.” David said. He wasn’t about to argue.

“Good.” Tommy said. “And didn’t I tell you I didn’t want you bringing your low life friends around my house?”

“ I didn’t.” David said, feeling a nervous chill run up his back.

“Don’t you fuckin’ lie to me, boy.” Tommy said, lifting his fist half way up. “I saw that fuck Jason Young walking down the road as I was driving up.”

“It wasn’t my fault.” David told him desperately. “He was waiting on the stoop in front of the house when I got home. He asked me for a loan. I gave him some of my money and told him to leave. That’s the truth.”

“I’ve told you I don’t want anyone coming to this house, especially that fuck Jason Young. I thought I made myself clear on this.”

“You did, Dad.” David said, almost pleading.

“I’m not your fucking father!” Tommy screamed at David before he punched David in the mouth.  David stumbled backward and hit the edge of the island with the middle of his back. More pain hit him. He spun and landed face down on the tile floor.

Tommy started kicking him. “You will fucking listen to me when I tell you something.” He raged. Then he unbuckled his belt and pulled it free of the belt loops, stumbling slightly as he did this. “You just don’t listen, boy. I think you need some reminding of who is the boss around here.”

“No, Dad. Please!” David said, rolling over and holding his hand up to block the blows that he knew were coming.

“I told you, you’re no son of mine. You’re just a piece of shit stray my wife dragged into my life. You’re a useless fucking excuse for a loser. I don’t even know why I keep you in my house!” With that Tommy Hessman took the heavy leather belt and hit his adopted son with it. “Please no, Dad!” David repeated begging, but Tommy wasn’t listening. 

Tommy brought the leather strap down hard three times across David’s body. “Fuck you. Fuck you. FUCK YOU!” he screamed at the defenseless young man. 

“Please!” David continued to scream, but anger had made Tommy deaf.

Finally, after a few more strikes, exertion got the better of him and Tommy Hessman stopped. Breathing heavily, he looked down at David, who was now lying on the floor twitching. “Serves you right.” Tommy said.

Tommy stumbled over to the refrigerator and grabbed a bottle of beer out of it. He used his bottle opener from the keychain on his belt hook and opened it. The cap fell to floor and rolled over to David’s inert form on the floor.

 “Clean this shit up and get out of my site.” Tommy told him as he stumbled into the entryway and headed down the hall to the living room, his belt dragging behind him as he went.

David lay on the floor of the kitchen for what seemed an eternity. Pain raked his body. He begged for death to take him rather than damn him to suffer anymore of the abuse that seemed to come to him no matter where he went. But death was deaf to his silent pleas.

In the distance coming from the living room he could hear the TV playing. He hoped his dad was passed out because he knew his dad would have no qualms about beating him again if he came in the kitchen and found him still lying on the floor.

Slowly, he managed to lift himself up. It was hard. His battered body barely wanted to respond. He felt drool running down his chin. He wiped it with the back of his hand. The drool was red with blood. He touched his lip and pain shit through his jaw. His lip was puffy. 

Using the island for support, he slowly got to his feet. His back hurt like hell. He felt his lower back and his plaid shirt was soaked. He gathered it was a mix of sweat and blood. 

He stumbled over to the sink. Turning it on, he splashed his face with cold water. It felt so good. It was heavenly.

Then he grabbed a dish cloth and wet it. He stumbled over to the island. Somehow his milk glass had gotten knocked over and the white liquid was in puddle on the counter top. Milk had also got dumped on his ham sandwich as well, so it was a soggy mess. He slowly sopped up all the milk and dumped his sandwich in the trash. 

Now was the hard part. There were smears and drops of blood on the white tile floor and the side of the island where he hit it.  He wrung out his dish towel and soaked it in water again. This was going to take some time.

David looked in the bathroom mirror/ medicine cabinet and assessed himself. His lip was swollen and he had a bruised on his jaw. His shirt was stuck to him and was covered with red spots. It would be a bitch for him to clean. I’m sorry my dear plaid shirt, but you are a hopeless case. He decided. It would be the trash for the is once old friend.

Slowly he unbuttoned his shirt and began to pull it off. Some of the blood had dried enough that the welts were stuck to the shirt and caused stinging pain as they were pulled free. Dropping his ruined shirt on the floor, he opened the medicine cabinet and pulled out the hydrogen peroxide and some cotton balls. As lightly as possible he dabbed the welts that covered his upper torso with the peroxide which bubbled and cleaned the wounds. 

Why are things like this? He asked himself. He remembered the years before his mom had been diagnosed with cancer, when his dad had been nice to him. He and his dad used to love spending time together. They used to go fishing and hunting. In those days Tommy Hessman never had a problem with him calling him dad. What happened? What turned that loving person he had met at the home to this drunken, abusive, excuse for a man? What was it that he had done? Why was he such a disappointment?

David slammed his fists down on the sides of the sink in frustration. He immediately regretted it. What if Dad heard him?

He stood for a few moments more silently listening to see if he heard the old man stumbling up the stairs. Thankfully, except for the barely perceptible sound of the TV down stairs it was quiet.

Slowly, because he was still aching, he made his way to his bed. He pulled off his cover and left only the sheets for covering. Pulling the sheets open, he slowly slipped into the bed. As expected, the welts stung and he laid his weight down on them.

Suddenly the phone on his bedside table started ringing. It startled him and he jerked which cause a spasm of pain to shoot through him. He clenched his teeth. Then he grabbed the phone. Wonderful time for a call. He thought. He hoped his dad didn’t hear it.

“Hello.” He said, softly and trying to mask the pain he felt.

“Hey, dude.” The voice on the other end of the phone said. Suddenly, David felt very happy. It was his buddy Barry from New York, or at least now from New York. Barry had been David’s best bud in high school. He had been a former resident of the home and was a reject just like David in high school, but unlike him Barry had gotten the hell out of town after graduation and was now living the high life, as a computer tech with his adopted sister Stephanie in the big apple.

“Hey, man, what’s up?” David asked. It always seemed like Barry had perfect timing when it came to calling.

“Not much.” Barry said. “Just checking on you, buddy. I called earlier but I guess you weren’t home.”

“Yeah, I was out having dinner with my Grandpa.”

“ Cool. How’s Tommy doing?” Barry asked. “Being a dick as usual I gather.”

“You don’t know the half of it.” David told him. “He beat the fuck out of me earlier on tonight.”

“What!” Barry said, appalled. “What the fuck? You need to get the hell out of there, dude, before that asshole ends up killing you.”

“I know.” David said. “That’s the problem. He beat the shit out of me because Jason showed up at the house and asked me to loan him five hundred dollars.”

“What the hell.” Barry said. “I hope you didn’t give him the money.”

“He said he needed it to get his kids Christmas presents.” David explained. “He lost his job a couple weeks ago. I couldn’t bear to see those kids be disappointed.”

“Dude, you’re fucking Mother Teresa.” Barry said. “Those kids aren’t going to see a red cent of that money. It’s going to be shot right up Jason’s arm. I hope that wasn’t the money you were saving to move here.”

“Pretty much half of it.” David told him.

“Shit, man, I wouldn’t expect to see a cent of that back.” Barry stated, disappointment in his voice.

“He gave me his word. He said he’d give it back to me in January.”

“Here’s a little wisdom about the world,” Barry told him. “It‘s a very rare thing that people actually keep their word. It’s even more uncommon when money is concerned. I’m sorry to tell you, David, but you’re fucked.”

“I really hope you’re wrong about that.” David said. “I don’t know what I’ll do if I get stuck here.”

“I don’t know what to tell you, Buddy.” Barry said. “I wish I could help.”

Then David heard the sound of his dad stumbling up the stairs.

“I gotta go.” David said. Then he hung up without giving Barry a chance to say another word. The last thing he needed was his dad catching him on the phone.

He quickly turned off his bedside lamp and curled up in his sheets in a fetal position. It was quiet except for the sound of the approaching foot falls. He hoped and prayed with his very soul that his dad would just pass by the door.

Chapter Six
WORK RELATIONS

David had gotten up early, not that he’d really gotten any sleep, as planned and washed the blood out of his bed sheets. He’d had to use white wine vinegar in the water to help get out the stains. Over the last few months he’d become an expert at getting blood out of fabric. After drying the sheets in the dryer he put them back on the bed and made it. It was painful work. His body hurt like hell after last night. But, he’d learned that leaving such things only got him more trouble from Dad. 

Then he used the peroxide on his wounds again and wrapped his mid-section with a large strip of gauze he’d gotten at the pharmacy a couple of weeks before and taped it. Always good to be prepared, and living in this house he had found he needed to keep himself well stocked with first aid supplies.

He put on a long sleeve sweat shirt on under his flannel t-shirt, thank god he had plenty of those too, to hide the strap marks across his arms. No need for unnecessary questions to be asked, especially at work.

On his way out he also cleaned up the mess in the living room. Dad had broken a couple more of moms figurines she had collected and had dumped what David estimated was half his bottle of beer on the floor next to the tan overstuffed recliner, which was positioned directly in front of the big screen TV. The beer bottle was tossed under the coffee table, which was in front of the matching tan loveseat which was sitting next to the recliner. David managed to get all this done just in time to leave, thankfully. He had some harsh memories of the penalties he would face if his dad come down to any kind of mess, even if it was his own.

Driving to work, David stopped at Betty’s Burgers and got himself a breakfast burrito and a large black coffee. The girl at the drive thru knew David’s order by heart, given the fact that the last few months he had been a daily customer.

The Mayfair mattress and pillow factory was on the far edge of town, which was also where a number of office buildings and the local Costco was located. The Mayfair factory was the oldest of the businesses in that part of town. It had been built in the early fifties and at one time had been Redwood’s industrial heart. Now, of course, software companies, cable companies, and other power bases of the modern business world had supplanted Mayfair. Still Mayfair provided jobs to a large number of manual labor workers, David Colman among them.

Parking his truck in his usual spot in the huge parking area in front of the factory, David quickly downed his burrito and sipped his coffee. Thank god Betty’s made some of the strongest coffee in town, because he was definitely going to need the buzz today. 

An air horn sounded from the factory. What the crew lovingly called “the cattle call” had begun. David downed the last of his coffee and carefully slipped out of his truck. His battered body ached with every movement. If he’d had a choice he would have stayed home, but boy would his dad love that.

 Workers were passing David’s truck on either side and were heading through the open gateway into the fenced courtyard of the factory. David stiffly followed their lead.

In the courtyard the worker separated. The people who worked on the pillow production line went to the left entrance to the building. David and the other people who worked on the mattress production line went to the right. 

Inside David headed over to his assigned locker and grabbed out his custom leather belt sheath and stuck his scissors, tweezers, and set of screwdrivers inside it. Then he pulled out his protective goggles and put them on
David and his crew’s job was to make sure the automated sewing machines that seamed the mattress skirting together was constantly refilled with thread. If the thread broke it was their job to rethread the machine as well. Also they would make sure the machine that the stuck the labels on the mattress was constantly filled. In many ways he and the rest of his crew were like a Nascar pit crew. They had to be lightening fast so there was a minimum of delays in production. This required a maximum of concentration, unfortunately for David his personal annoyance at work, Gareth, was part of his crew.
“Hey, Country.” David heard Gareth say from behind him as he shut his locker. “So, did you get it on with that sweet waitress at Oscar’s?”

“She’s married.” David told him. Honestly he had wanted to just ignore him and hope he’d go away, but he knew from experience it never worked.

“Even better.” Gareth said, chuckling with perverted glee. “Nothing better than a sexually frustrated married woman to give your pony a hard ride. Congratulations, my man.”

With that, Gareth slapped David on the back. Pain shot through David and he had to lock his teeth or he would have screamed. He felt dizzy and nauseous. He had to fight to keep from passing out.

“She must have really done a job on you.” Gareth said, noticing David’s discomfort. “Boy, Country you are just a super stud.”

“Who’s a super stud?” David heard someone else say. His vision was a little blurred by the pain but he regretfully recognized Gareth’s buddy Terry Chicken Boy Renalds. He was called Chicken Boy because in high school he had been the guy who wore the Fighting Cock mascot costume at every game, even after he graduated. After the high school changed the Fighting Cock to The Golden Star he took the costume and started wearing it at parties. According to Terry it was his sure fire way of getting laid. Since he took the mascot costume he had altered it and now it was a gangster chicken complete with a cheap plastic Tommy Gun. Once in a while David had heard Terry would fill the gun with water and squirt the crowd with it and say “Say hello to my little friend!” in an Al Pachio voice. He’d especially make sure to squirt the breasts of any girl wearing a t-shirt in his firing range.

“Country here got himself some sweet waitress ass last night.” Gareth informed his buddy happily.

“Which one?” Terry asked intrigued. “From where?”

David closed his eyes and shook his head. Can this get any worse? He thought to himself. Then he kicked himself for asking. 

 He saw that Crystal’s husband, Derek Ray, was coming down the row of lockers toward them. He was sure if Gareth continued to mouth off and mentioned Crystal’s name Derek would surely hear and know who they were talking about.

Derek was a very jealous guy, and even though it was all just a bunch of bullshit, David would hate causing Crystal any problems. Crystal was a nice lady and didn’t deserve it.

“Shut up.” David said, as softly and as calmly he could.

“It’s that blond chick with the big boobs at Oscar’s.” Gareth said, laughing.

“Oh, man, the one with the nice ass?” Terry asked, chuckling perversely.

“Shut up.” David said louder and more forcefully.

“What was that, Country?” Gareth asked.

“What the hell is her name? Cindy…Cary?” Terry continued.

“I said shut the fuck up!” David said, before clobbering Terry in the face. Terry was caught totally by surprise and end up stumbling backward into a couple of other workers walking past and knocking them to the floor with him.

“What the fuck!” Gareth exclaimed and tried to grab David in a bear hug. David slipped him, swung around, and back handed him in the mouth. Gareth’s head smacked the metal locker with a loud clang and he slid down to the floor, bloody drool oozing from his mouth.

Suddenly it was silent. All movement had stopped and all eyes were on David Colman and his two crewmates who were on the floor.

“What in the name of damnation is going on here.” David heard from behind the crowd of workers around him. 

Suddenly the crowd parted and one of the supervisors, Mr. Burkingham, came into view. Burkingham looked over the scene before him with a dagger stare.

“Colman, get your ass in my office.” He ordered.

David did as he was told. He avoided looking into the supervisor’s face as he passed. Burkingham was the last person to mess with. He could feel Burkingham’s eyes boring into him as he headed to the office.

Then Burkingham turned to Gareth and Terry, who were still on the floor. “Somebody pick up these idiots and get them fixed up. We got quotas to meet, people, and this bullshit is taking up valuable time for the company.”

David sat in the wooden chair in front of Mr. Burkingham’s worn looking oak desk. He had an odd feeling of déjà vue. It felt like he was back in school sitting in front of the principle’s desk. Over the past five years he had been in this office dozen times for incidents that happened on the production line, most of them pranks committed on him by Gareth or one of his buddies. This was the first time he’d actually had been in here for fighting.

Burkingham walked into the office and poured himself a cup of coffee before making his way around the desk and sitting down in his leather chair.

He was a thin, almost skeletal looking man in a white button down shirt with a pocket protector and black trousers with shiny black dress shoes.  He had aquiline features with sunken cheeks, beady dark brown eyes, and greased back black dyed hair. David had heard that Mr. Buckingham was thirty eight years old, but he looked more like fifty. Honestly, if there was a human version of Death himself it was Buckingham.

After all the years of having Mr. Buckingham as his supervisor David had never learned his first name. Unlike Doctor Shillings, who wanted to foster a relationship with David, the only relationship Mr. Burkingham wanted to foster was one of the superior and the expendable, pee on, worker. Burkingham was good at his job. 

Burkingham took a sip of his coffee and then shuffled through  the stacks of papers on his desk. Then he half lifted his head and glared over the desk at David.

“Ok, Colman, you better have an explanation for that row outside and it better be a good one.” 

David tried to calm himself. His adrenalin was still high after the confrontation and he wanted to appear as dossal as possible. 

“I’m sorry, sir, they were bothering me and it just happened.” David told him in a soft emotionless tone.

“It just happened.” Burkingham repeated back to him. “You go and punch out two members of your own crew and you come in here and tell me it just happened. What the fuck of an explanation is that, Boy?”

“They were making jokes about a lady I know.” David said, calmly, looking down at the desk. “She is married and they were trying to make out that I had had sex with her last night. Her husband works here and he was within earshot of this. So I had to do something.”

Burkingham’s expression didn’t change. He started tapping on his desk. “How very gallant of you.” He said in a sarcastic tone.

“I’m sorry, sir.” David said. It was all he could think of saying.

“Sorry doesn’t mean shit in business as does being gallant.” Burkingham told him. “What matters is getting the job done and getting the job done with the least amount of slowdowns, distractions, or complications. You punching those workers caused a distraction to the other workers that caused all of them to be late getting to their posts, thus causing a slowdown in the beginning of production for this day. Also, because you popped those idiots in the faces they have been taken to first aid to be cleaned up which will further make them late to their posts and will further slow down production for the day. Are you listening to me, Boy?”

“Yes, sir.” David said, shuffling uneasily. 

“And, on top off all that because I have to be here explaining this shit to you, Boy, it is taking away valuable time I could be doing catching up on this paperwork on my desk, thus affecting my productivity and thus that of this company. Did you get that in that pea brain of yours, Colman?”

“I’m sorry.” David said. He knew anything he said wasn’t going to help.

“Do you realize you’ve said that word I’ve just told you doesn’t mean shit in business three time in this conversation?” Burkingham said, his face now scarlet with anger.

“I don’t know what to say.” David admitted.

“Colman, you are a thorn in my side and a thorn in the side of this company. You are constantly getting involved in situations that complicate the normal production routine of this company.”

David couldn’t believe his ears. It was Gareth and his friends who harassed him, he didn’t cause it to happen or want it to happen. Yet, Burkingham was acting like it was all his fault.

“It’s not my fault.” David managed to get the strength to say.

“Oh, then whose fault is it, Colman? Mine?” Burkingham raged. He put both hands on the top of the desk and leaned forward. “If you weren’t such a fruit cake loser those guys wouldn’t have any reason to bother you. Show some back bone, Boy.”

“I’m sorry, sir.” David said, looking Buckngham in the eye. “I thought I just did.” He knew it was a mistake to say it, but it needed to be said.

“You back talking son of a bitch!” Burkingham screamed in his face. “Get the fuck out of my office and turn in your goggles. You just won yourself a spot on the unemployment line, Mr. Smart Mouth!”

David got up out of the chair. His eyes where still locked with Burkingham’s. 

Without saying another word, he turned his back to the supervisor and walked out of the office.

As he was half way to the exit, walking down the row of lockers, when he heard, someone call to him. He turned and saw it was Gareth.

“Country!” Gareth yelled at David as he ran up to him. 

David stopped. Why not. He thought. After all this might hopefully be the last time he had to deal with Gareth.
“County, why did you clock me and Terry. We were only pulling your leg.” Gareth told him. His lip was puffy and it cause him to slur his words slightly.

“Crystal’s husband was walking by.” David said. “Crystal and I are friends and I didn’t want her to get in trouble over nothing.”

“Why didn’t you just say something?” Gareth asked. 

“You weren’t listening.” David told him. He’d had enough of this conversation.

He turned and started to walk away.

Gareth grabbed his arm and pain shot through David. David turned and hit Gareth in the face again. Gareth went down like a rock, a startled look on his face. 

 “You hit me again” Gareth slured, blood flowing down from the reopened cut on his lip.

David glared down at him for a second. Then he turned and headed for the exit door, his foot falls echoing as he went. He was done here.

