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At 4:55 on Thursday aftemoon Mary Ciesnolevicz, the Vilas County Correctional
Institution’s newest and arguably prettiest prison employee, finished typing her recommendation
to the Program Review Committee regardmg, inmate Calvin Carapace and turned off her
computer. First thing tomorrow morning' she ‘would take it down to the Social Services
Department photocopy room and make copies for all the concerned parties. She had less then a
week on the job and already she was begmmng to understand how a government agency could
go through so much paper.

Every individual sentenced to the Department of Corrections had a “program.” A list of
goals they were expected to accomplish while they were guests of the state, such as complete
Alcohol and Drug Assessment, (AODA), Cognitive thinking, Criminal thinking, Anger
Management, Parenting classes or any othier program the courts, the institution or she decided
they needed.

Programs were not to be confused with “assignments.” Every inmate also had an
assignment. They were either working, going to school or waiting to be hired or enrolled. Even
the lack of an assignment was an assignment called “unassigned.”

Assignments were not to be confused with a secunty classification. Every inmate also
had a security classification. Maximum, medmm or minimum, depending on the length of their
sentence, severity of the crime, whether thcy were violent or non-violent offenders and their
behavior behind bars.

Per administrative rule every mmatcs program, assignment and security classification had
to be reviewed at least once every six months by the Program Review Committee to make sure it
was appropriate. Before that could take place a social worker had to interview the inmate, review
his records and make a written recommendation. That’s what she was hired to do.

Since Carapace, one of her more then two hundred and twenty clients, was her first solo
recommendation Ciesnolevicz had spent an extraordinary amount of time putting it together and
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she was quite proud of the job she had done. Of course, all of her hard work would be for naught
if the con in question dJed was transferred released, went to segregation, or simply refused to
*get with the program.”

Ciesnolevicz stood up, yawned, stretched, and ran her fingers through her long blonde
hair while she looked around her office one last time makmg sure she wasn’t forgetting anything,
It was late; she was tired and needed to hwiry if she was going to make it to her self-defense class
on time. As she shut off the light, stepped out of her office and turned around to lock the door,
she saw out of the corner of her eye Captam Saukerl marching down the long corridor in her
direction.

Captain Saukerl was an elderly gentleman late fiflies, or early sixties she guessed. He
was built like a pit bull, with an abnormally large head, barrel chest, thick shoulders, and no
neck. He had an aggressive overbearing personality and nobody, neither staff nor inmate, would
or could honestly say they liked him or enjoyed his company. All of which he took to mean he
was doing a good job.

“Good evening,” Saukerl said and started snapping his fingers just inches from her face.
“Missy?” :

“It’s Ms. Ciesnolevicz.”

“That’s what I said. Ms. C,” he sald recovering quickly. The last thing he needed was
another lawsuit. .

“Says . . .” she started L

“Yeah, I don’t think so,” he intermipted. “Why don’t we just save ourselves the time,
trouble and headache and go with C,” Saukerl said giving her the once over. Hot damn! He had
not been prepared for how young she was. Bvery year they kept getting younger and younger. At
least she was dressed appropriately. She.was wearing a white silk blouse, brown skirt, and
sensible shoes. “You married C?”

“No,” she said unable to believe that he was about to ask her out. She needed to figure
out a way to turn him down without mak;pg an enemy. Right then and there she decided she
wasn’t going to date any of her co-workers. Yeah, that’s what she would tell him.

“Then I was right. Ms. C it is.” _

“Can I help you with something?” Ms. C snapped.

“I want to talk to you about Staffordshire.”

“Here? Or would you like to step into my office?” she asked looking at her watch, hoping
he would take the hint. “I was just leaving.”

Saukerl didn’t get this far in life by giving up easily. “I’ll walk with you.”

“What about Mr. Staffordshire?” she asked as they headed down the hallway. At the top
of the steps, she paused and adjusted her purse before heading down the three flights of stairs to
the first floor.

“While gomg through today’s mail I came.across a kite.”

“A what?”

“A kite, a letter. Prison slang for a smtch note.”

“What did it say?”

“It accused Staffordshire of being the biggest drug dealer in here and spending all his free
time getting high.”

“Well I can assure you that’s not true ”

“You can?”
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“Sure. I administered a urinalysis test on him this afternoon,” she said as they made their
way across the rotunda past Sergeant Arbeit’s station that was located in the dead center of the
rotunda, to the main gates. “I’ve decided to make it a personal policy to test all my clients before
they leave. That way I can be confident that-they’ve left here clean.”

*“What were the results?” _

“Officer Macht never got back to me; so I'm assuming Mr. Staffordshire passed.”

“Did you label the specimen jar random or probable cause?”

“Neither. Does it matter?”

“It sure does.”

“Why?”

“Every month twenty-five percent of the general prison population is randomly selected
to be tested. At least fifty percent, probably closer to eighty percent of those random tests are
never processed.”

“Why not?”

“Too expensive.”

“What do you do with them?”

“Dump’em down the drain,” Saukerl said never once making eye contact. “On the other
hand, all probable cause samples are processed,” he said in what sounded like an accusatory tone
of voice, but was actually just his way of ta}kmg “If you didn’t properly label the jar there’s an
excellent chance it was never processed.”

“If you’re not going to process them > she said feeling defensive. “Then why take them at
al?” :

“The residents don’t know that.”

“What do you want from me?”

“I want you to retest Staffordshire.”

“Well if you’re worried about the expense then I don’t think that’s necessary.”

“Listen, ’'m going to tell you the same thing I tell my men, the residents, my wife, my
kids, and everyone else that comes through those gates,” Saukerl said, nodding his head in the
direction of the security gates that were fifteen feet in front of them. “I’'m not the slightest bit
interested in heanng what you think or how you feel. When I give you an order, the only
acceptable response is, sir, yes s1r Is that understood?”

“Fine. I just thought . .

“Unh unh,” he said holdmg up the mdex finger on his right hand at chest level and
wagging back and forth. “What did I just say‘?” .

“Sir, what would you like me to do, sir?”

“That’s better, Like I said. In the mommg I want you to retest Staffordshire.”

“Is that all?”

“No. Now lets talk about Carapace.” .

“What about Mr. Carapace?” she asked as they arrived at the first of the two security
gates. '

“A little birdie told me that you’re also recommending he be sent to the same drug
treatrent center as Staffordshire.”

“That’s right. I just finished my report to PRC. He’s one of several I'm recommending,”

“Why him?”

“Because according to his files he’s successfully completed all the available programs

offered here. He hasn’t had any mxsconduct reports in over two years and his supervisors in the
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canteen say he’s a hard worker. By all appearances Mr, Carapace has made some serious
changes in his behavior and is ready for a less structured environment.”

They stood there in silence waiting for the first security gate to slide open. It took less
then ten seconds to completely open, but it sure seemed longer. Ms. C couldn’t help but hold her
breathe and wonder what she would do if it didn’t open. Thankfully it did. The captain and the
rookie social worker took three steps forward and stopped. They had to wait for the first gate to
slam shut before the second one would open. That was a feature built into the electronic security
system. It was mechanically impossible for both gates to be open at the same time. This
prevented any inmates who happened to be in the vicinity from attempting a mad dash to
freedom that beckoned less then thirty feet beyond the second gate.

While they were waiting for that to take place Ms. C took two steps to her left towards
the officers control booth and showed the officer working behind two inches of bulletproof glass
her Department of Corrections identification card. Officer Knallkopf, like every other prison
employee was white. Technically it wasn’t illegal for a person of color to apply for a job with the
prison. Who knows, they might even get hired, but they would never be welcomed. Prison
employment is a form of welfare for rural whites and they were serious about keeping those jobs
for their own. _

“It’s all good,” Knallkopf said with'a leer and licked his lips. He didn’t even try to hide
the fact that he’d given her the slow up down. He didn’t have to, that’s what he was paid to do.
At 5°7”, 105 pounds with a set of headlights that lit up his face, Knallkopf would be the first to
admit her DOC ID didn’t begin to do her justice. He shoved open the trap so she could turn in
her walkie-talkie and keys and sign out. By the time she was finished signing her name, the first
gate was closed and the second was open allowing them to walk down the narrow hallway to the
exit that led to the parking lot.

“Are you aware that Carapace’s a two time loser?” Saukerl asked as he stepped forward
to hold open the door. K

“T've read his file,” Ms. C said as she stepped through the doorway. As soon as she was
outside she immediately inhaled the fresh evening air as deeply as she could. This caused her rib
cage to expand and her breasts to swell. She knew that it was just a figment of her imagination,
but she would have sworn that the air sure seemed to taste a lot sweeter on this side of the walls.
“Thanks.” o

“No. Thank you,” he said appreciating the view. “The next time will be his third strike.”

“Well then for his sake lets hope there isn’t a next time.”

“Yeah, right,” Saukerl said and paused.

Ms. C kept walking, L

“Did you know he’s stili a gangbanger?”

“What makes you say that?” she asked. “There’s no mention of any gang activity in any
of his records.”

“It’s my job to know these things.”

“But how do you know? Did another little birdie tell you? Because if you're hearing
voices, perhaps I can recommend a good doctor.”

“I’know because he’s always buying new tenmnis shoes.”

“I can think of a lot worse things he could spend his money on.”

“He always buys the same brand . . .”

Captain Sauker] had this annoying habit of deliberately pausing. Intentionally creating
uncomfortable silences that were designed to make the accused feel guilty and keep talking to fill
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the void, hopefully volunteering things they never meant to. It was very effective in getting
confessions. The problem was Ms. C wasn’t an inmate and she didn’t appreciate being treated
like one.

“The logo on this particular brand of tennies is an N,” Saukerl continued when he
realized she wasn’t going to bite. “That signifies gang affiliation. They all wear them.”

“What does any of this have to do with me?”

“First it was Staffordshire.”

“He’s leaving in the morning.”

“Now it’s Carapace and my sources tell me Sciurus is next.”

“That’s right,” Ms. C said as she continued to make her way across the parking lot to her
eleven-year-old Toyota Corolla with the worn out brakes and broken passenger side mirror. If
she survived her six-month probationary period and was hired permanently her first major
purchase was going to be a new car, “If Mr. Sciurus continues to maintain his positive behavior,
I see no reason for him not to be leaving sometime in the near future.”

“I’ve checked his rap sheet. He's a thief.”

“I’m well aware of Mr. Sciurus’ criminal history. I have access to the same files as you,”
she said picking up her pace when. “What’s:your point?”

“My point is, to this day he’s never told anybody who his accomplice was. My point is,
prior to his incarceration, there isn't any suggestion of him having a drug problem. Which
probably means he’s been lucky and never been caught before. My point is I know that these
animals know that a treatment center is a.lot more comfortable then here. I believe they are
manipulating the system to be sent there. And you’re falling for it. My point is, if T don’t watch
them, who will? Well I'm watching.” :\

“And I suppose that you went and let them know.”

“Not a chance in hell of that happening. There are no secrets in here. If I talked to one of
them about anything it would be all over the inmate dot COM, thirty seconds later. He would
have to explain to the rest of his loser buddies why he was seen talking to The Man,” Saukerl
said making a fist and thumping his chest.hard enough to make his eyes water. He probably
bruised himself, but he’d be damned if he let her know it. “And what he was talking about or risk
getting labeled a rat.”

“I still don’t see what this has to do, with me.”

“You’ve got Staffordshire leaving in the moming and Carapace and Sciurus getting early
releases in the near future.” -

“Not released. Going to drug treatment. But I see what you’re implying.”

“At one time all three of them were working in the canteen. Right?”

“If you say so,” Ms. C said as she started digging through her purse trying to find her car
keys. .

*Now one of them is going and the t;ther two are getting out the same way. That tells me
they’ve been working together. I want to kniow for how long?”

“That should be easy enough to find out. Why don’t you just go to the records office and
review their files?” - ~

“Not like that.”

Again with the pause o

Ms. C kept walking. Interrogations, Rorschach tests, and other forms of psychological
manipulation didn’t work when both parties knew what the other one was up to.

v
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“Wait,” he said stepping in front of her trying to use his bulk to slow her down Damn,
she moved like a cat. “Can I trust you?”

“The best way to find out if you can trust someone, is to trust them” she asked deciding
to start playing her own head games as she stepped around him. She wasn’t sure which she found
more insulting. The fact he would ask if she were trustworthy or his bully tactics.

“Okay, okay. Slow down. How many convicts work in the canteen?”

“I don’t know,” she said knowing that he knew and was going to tell her. “Inmate work
assignments aren’t my responsibility.”

“Seven. There are seven inmate worker positions in the canteen.”

“If you say so0.” _

“Now we know that at least three of them are running the same scam . . .”

“It’s not a scam. Drug and alcohol addictions . . .”

. the question is, what other scams have they been up t0?”

What is all this leadmg t0?” Ms. C asked as she dug out her keys from her purse,
unlocked her car, and got in.

“I’m getting there.”

“Well I really wish you would hurry up,” she said putting on her seatbelt and starting her
car. “I’'m late.”

“For several months now the canteen has been suffering some serious loss of inventory,”
he said stepping forward so she couldn’t shut the car door and talking fast. Damn it! This wasn’t
how you conducted a proper investigation. “Not enough to draw any attention, but consistently.
It’s as if who ever is doing it knows exac}ly how much they can steai without sounding any
alarms or creatmg the need for an mvestlgatmn A person wouldn’t even notice uniess they knew
what to look for.”

“Then why did you start looking?” -

“Can [ start at the beginning?” Saukerl said hating himself for having to ask. This would
be so much easier if she were a resident. If she were a resident he would just throw her ass in
solitary confinement, under investigation for twenty-one days. The rules said he could isolate
and investigate an inmate for up to three weeks without having to worry about violating any of
their precious constitutional rights. After twenty-one days, she, just like them, would be dying to
tell him whatever he wanted to know and thén some.

“I'm listening,”

“After the All-Star game Warden Steinlaus got an anonymous letter. He forwarded it to
the Security Department to investigate. The snitch note contained a bunch of wild accusations
about a resident named Alouatta, doing all sorts of things. Reading between the lines it was
obvious to me that this fink had lost some; money gambling and rather then pay he was ratting
Alouatta out, hoping we would throw him in segregation. Goodbye debt.”

“Interesting,” she said turning off her car. “What’s with all the tattling?”

“Not really This type of garbage goés on all the time. Residents expecting us to clean up
their messes,” Saukerl said reaching into his shift pocket and digging out a can of Copenhagen
Now that he had her attention he could take his time. These law enforcement groupies were all
the same. If the uniform didn’t make them'weak in the knees, his tales of daring do always did.
“We spend most of our time protecting them from each other,” he said. “Want a pinch?”

“I’ll pass.”

“You sure?” he asked holding the tm out to her. “It 1l put hair on your chest.”

“That’s what I'm afraid of.”
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“Suit yourself,” he drawled helping himself to a healthy pinch. “This particular rat
accused Alouatta of doing everything under the sun except for what he was actually doing,
thinking that we would never put two and two together. They think they’re pretty slick that way.
But we’ve known for months that Alouatta‘was running baseball pools and patley cards in unit
eight and nine. We let it go as long as it doesn’t get out of hand and there’s no rough stuff about
collecting. Alouatta knows that. We know that. He knows that we know. We let a lot of it slide
by.” ' b

“Why?” .

“It’s better to have it organized and be aware of who’s doing what, then it is to have a
thousand and one cockroaches fighting to be king of the crap pile.”

“If you recognized the letter for what it was and don’t mind, then why does Warden
Steinlaus want you to investigate?” '

“The kite didn’t say anything about gambling. That was the first tip off. It said that
Alouatta was dealing drugs and there was going to be blood spilled. As you’ll find out soon
enough there’s an awful lot of drug addicts fn here,” Saukerl said and leaned to his left and spit a
good size amount of tobacco juice over his shoulder “Meaning there’s an awful lot of drugs in
here. Marijuana, speed, crack, heroin, acid. You name it, it’s in here. We can’t figure out how
it’s getting in and no matter what we do:we can’t seem to stop it. Now because that letter
mentioned those two magic words, drugs and violence, we have to do something. First thing
Tuesday morning, bright and early, we shake down Caligo and Alouatta’s cell. We found over
two hundred packs of cigarettes and a bunch of coded gambling slips in the bottom of Alouatta’s
footlocker. Alouatta swears on his mother’s grave,” Saukerl said and started laughing,

“What’s so funny?” b

“He’s here for matricide,” he said. When the little lady with the oversized fun bags failed
to laugh with him he assumed it was because she was to young to know what the word meant.
“Matricide is . . .”

“I know what matricide means.”

“Well good for you,” he said. What a snotty little brat he thought. “Anyway, Alouatta
swears that he bought them ali at the canteen. I know he’s lying, he knows he's lying and he
knows I know, but that’s his story and he’s sticking to it. So after escorting Alouatta to
segregation, I go to the main computer in the records office and punch up his weekly canteen
spending statements for the past three months. It turns out Alouatta hasn’t bought any cigarettes
since the baseball season started. While I'm there I figure what the hell,” Sauker] said spitting
again. “I take a closer look at all the cigarette purchases for the past year. I wanted to see if I
could figure out who the big losers were, maybe one of them sent the kite. You’ll never guess
what I discovered.” I

“You're right.” L

“You’re damn right I'm right,” he said and spit again. He used the back of his hand to
wipe his gray whisker covered chin. “Right about what?”

“That I’ll never guess.” i

“Gp ahead. I’ll give you three chances.”

“No,” Ms. C said reaching for the ignition.

“Wait. I'll tell you. No matter how much I do the math, the numbers don’t add up,”
Saukerl hurried on. “It turns out that over five hundred packs of cigarettes are missing. At over
five bucks a pack, we’re talking some serious coin, especially at convict wages. Hell many of
them would, and have, killed for less. So I go over the whole canteen inventory to see if anything

;‘ .
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else is migsing. There’s the usual stuff, stale food, melted ice cream, things are dropped or eaten.
About what you would expect if you were a business owner running a grocery store. But when 1
look at the cigarettes, chewing tobacco and stamps, it becomes clear that their ratio of loss is a lot
higher then should have been expected. Norma.lly you would expect a loss of between three and
six percent, in here, a little higher, this being prison and all. But it’s at just over nineteen percent.
So I get to thinking, what do all these things have in common?”

Again, Ms. C didn’t answer. She wasn’t even sure he expected her to. But she was
fascinated by it all. Having just graduated from college with a degree in saciology less than three
weeks ago, she was still amazed at how much authority she had over other human beings. Mrs.
Hausar, the pregnant social worker she was replacing had warned her that since she had the
power to recommend or determine eligibility for certain programs and early releases, her clients
would only show her their good sides. The threats of violence, the gambling, the thefts. It was all
new to her.

“They’re dll small, non-perishable and relatively expensive,” Sauker] said answering his
own question.

“If you think one of them is stealmg, or a group of them are working in concert, then why
don’t you transfer all of them to different work asmgmnents‘?” she asked unbuckling her seatbelt.
“As head of the security department that’s well within you’re authority, isn’t it?”

“You're damn right it is,” Saukenl snapped. He was offended that she would dare
question his authority. As a first shift captain with more then thirty-five years on the job, he had
enough seniority and knew enough secrets to do pretty much anything he damn well pleased
behind these walls. What pissed him off was she didn’t even know or seem to care, just how
powerful he was within the Department of Corrections. “I could care less .

“Don’t you mean you couldn’t care less?”

“What?”

“You just said you could care less, which means you care a little. Don’t you mean you
couldn’t care less?”

“I don’t care. Not even a little. They re only stealing from themselves. The losses are all
factored into the final price. That’s why no one’s notlccd sooner.”

“Then what’s the big deal?” '

“It’s the breach of security that I won’t tolerate ” he snarled and spit close enough for her
to see it this time. “I want to know who, what where, when and most of all, how, they’re getting
the merchandise out of the canteen?”

“That’s easy. Like you said. It’s all small stuff. They just put it in their pockets.”

“That won’t work. All canteen workers are pat searched every time they leave the
canteen, with random strip searches thrown in for good measure.”

“Well then it beats me,” Ms. C said putting her seat belt back on. “This is all very
interesting, but what do you expect me to do?”

“I need you to cancel] Staffordshire’s transfer and hold off on your recommendations on
Carapace and Sciurus until I find out who’s involved.”

“I can’t do that.” '

“Sure you can. Just bury your reports until I get back to you. If anyone asks, which no

one will, just say you haven’t finished them. If that’s not good enough, tell them to come see
me.,”

10
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“No. That would be ethically irresponsible of me. It is my professional opinion that these
men need, deserve and are ready for drug treatment. Besides you're not even sure if one, let
alone any of them are guilty of anything.”

“They’re all guilty of something or else they wouldn’t be here.”

“That’s true and now they’re paying their debt to society. A wise man once said that it’s
far better that a hundred guilty men go free then for one innocent man to be punished,” Ms. C
said starting her car. “Good night captain.”

Saukerl stepped away from the car saying, “Two will get you three that says at least one,
most likely two, if not all three of them will be back within six months.”

11



It was sometime after seven and Daniel “Secret Squirrel” Sciurus was in his cell lying on
his bunk watching television and trying to ignore his cellmate who had just asked him, what he
thought was one of the stupidest questions he had ever heard. “Will you puhhleeease shut up and
let me watch TV.”

“After you answer me.” _

“And then you’ll leave me alone?”

“Maybe,” Jesse “Popeye” Staffordshire said with a twinkle in his eyes. “It all depends on
what your answer is.”

“What was the question?”

“Would you let Michael drywall you for all the money he made off his last album?”

“No,” Secret Squirrel said covering his mouth to hide his smile;

Having been incarcerated for more then twenty years Popeye had never used a cell
phone, been on the Internet or realized that no one sold albums anymore.

“But you’ve thought about it?”

“No I haven’t.”

“Sure you have. You're thmkmg about it right now. It’s the power of suggestion. My just
asking causes you to wonder.”

“No it doesn’t. I wouldn’t have sex w1th Michael or any other man for a million dollars, a
biltion dollars or all the money in the world.” - .

“Okay. If you say so,” Popeye said rolling his eyes. “Let me ask you this. Would you go
out on a date with a man?”

“I already told you, no.”

“No you didn’t. You just said you wouldn’t have sex with a man for all the money in the
world. Now I'm asking if you would go out on a date with him?”

“Absolutely not.”

12
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“What if he offered to pay for everythmg‘?”

“Nope Not going to do it.”

“What if it was a movie you really really wanted see and you didn’t have the money for a
ticket. Would you go then?” :

“NO ”

“What if he bought you popcorn and some soda,” Popeye asked while he rifled through
the trash bag that was kept under the sink at the back of the cell next to the toilet and dug out an
empty Pepsi can. “Would you go then?”

“Sure, why not?” Secret Squirrel said changing tactics in the hope, this conversation
would end soon and he could get back to his show. “If some stud wants to pay for my ticket and
buy me some food and drinks and that makes him happy then who am I to tell him no?”

“What if he wanted to hold hands?” Popeye asked using his left thumb to put a dent in the
side of the pop can. “Would you hold hands with him?”

“No.”

“Even if that makes him happy?”

“I don’t care.”

“So, let me see if I've got this right,” Popeye said while using a staple to poke a half a
dozen little holes in the center of the dent he had just made. “You’re telling me that if some
gentleman caller of dubious sexual orlentatlon picked you up, took you to a movie, paid for the
tickets, bought you all the food and drmk your little heart desired, you wouldn’t have the
decency to hold his hand?”

“Nope

“What if the theater was dark and nobody could see?”

“It doesn’t matter. I still wouldn’t do:it.”

“Not even for a million dollars?”

“Nope.”

“A billion?”

“No.”

“How about for a trillion?”

“Cash?”

“Cash!”

“For a trillion bucks cash I would skip down the middle of Main Street during rush hour
whistling Dixie as loud as I can holding his hand and not give a damn what anybody thought of
me.” :

“Okay, now we’re getting somewhere Popeye said reachmg into his pocket and digging
out one of the eleven rock hard pea sized ba.lloons he was carrying. He quickly bit off the knot,
dumped the contents on top of the holes in the can, and began looking around the cell for some
matches. “What if at the end of the street he wanted to give you a little kiss? You being such a
wonderful whistler and all that. Would you. ]et him?”

“Hell no.” .

“Not even on the cheek?’

“What are you trying to say? You thmk I’m a homosexual or something?”

“I think that much is obvious,” Popeye sa1d starting to laugh. “I’'m just trying to figure
out how much a date with you is going to cost me.’

“Fuck you Popeye, you bug eyed bastard,” Secret Squirrel said throwing his pillow at the
one man in the whole prison system he was willing to call a friend. After three years of being

13
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doubled up, eating, sleeping, exchanging life stories and smelling each other's farts, they were
tighter then two grown men living in a cell built for one.

“Hey, be careful. You’ll make me spill it.”

“Spill what?” Secret Squirrel asked.sitting up and taking a closer look at what Popeye
was doing. -
“This,” Popeye said holding up the pipe he had just made showing Secret Squirrel the
marijuana sitting in the homemade bowl. “I thought we should celebrate our last night together.”
“Is that what I think it is?”
“It sure is.”
“Where’d you get it?”
“From Pretty Cal.”
“Carapace?”
“The one and only.”
“I didn’t know he was dealing.”
“Neither did I until I shook him down.”
“You what?”
“I made him kick it in.”
“You strong-armed Pretty Cal?”
“I didn’t strong-arm him.”
“What would you call it?”

“Settlmg a debt. I took what he owed me with interest.”
“When?”

“This afternoon, right before I unt 7.
“Where was 17

“Up front making googly eyes at horse face Schwanzleiber like always. I don’t know
what you see in that lady,” Popeye said shrugging his huge shoulders. “Different strokes for
different folks I guess.”

“Whatever,” Secret Squirrel said. This was a conversation they’d had a million times
before. Talking about which female staff members they would and would not do and wondering
just how drunk they would have to be to do her. In truth they both knew that if Schwanzleiber
gave either one of them the time of day they would be all over her like a couple of condemned
men on an AJDS infected five dollar crack’ whore Secret Squirrel wasn’t in the mood to go over
that again. “Tell me what happened.”

“Nothing.”

“Don’t glve me that. Something must have happened.”

“Well as you know,” Popeye said lettmg out a huge sigh as if the weight of the world was
on his overdeveloped shoulders. “Pretty Cal’s owed me money from the All-Star game for a
couple of weeks now.’

For the past ten nights Popeye had been pacing the tiny cell working himself into a
blather. He couldn’t believe that someone actually had the nerve to question his manhood. He
was having a difficult time coming to terms with the idea that as a short-timer there were some
things he had to walk away from if he ever hoped to one day moonwalk out the front door. Every
morning at work he asked Pretty Cal what was up with his money and each time Pretty Cal told
him “tomorrow.” Every evening when he locked in without having collected what was rightfully
owed him forced Popeye to acknowledge that he was being cheated. And every night Secret
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Squirrel had to calm Popeye down and convince him Pretty Cal wasn’t worth the trouble. Secret
Squirrel had thought he was doing a good job playing peacekeeper, but apparently not.

“l guess he figured that since I was leaving soon that I didn’t want any trouble and
wouldn’t start any static and risk going to the box if he didn’t pay me.”

“That makes sense.”

“He’s been running drag, giving me all these sob stories about how his money wasn’t
right. How he’s waiting for so and so to pay him so he can pay me. And I would have let it go if
it weren’t for those damn shoes. Don’t slap me in the face, kick me in the ass and then tell me
that you love me. He didn’t have any money to pay me, but he has the money to buy some
eighty-dollar tennis shoes. What type of shit is that?”

“Pure. One hundred percent grade A bullshit.”

“You got that right. He was hoping I would get transferred, then he wouldn’t have to
pay,” Popeye said carefully holding the pipe so nothing would spill and looking around for some
matches. “He thought I didn’t know what he was doing, but I did. Instead of getting mad,” he
said using a finger the size of an Oscar Mayer wiener to tap the side of his head and smiling
deviously. “And tricking off my transfer by going to the hole, I just waited.”

‘iAndl)” )

“And what?” Popeye said enjoying. the moment, trying to milk it for all it was worth. He
appreciated what Secret Squirrel had been: doing for the past week and a half, trying to prevent
him from doing something he might regret. It was rare when you ran across a brother in time that
did his best to keep you out of trouble. Most cons wouldn’t lift a finger to stop their own momma
from participating in an all out no-holds barred fight, to the death, as long as they were there to
sec it. But there are some things you just can’t let slide no matter if you had a week or forever
and a day. What Pretty Cal tried to pull was one of those things.

“What happened next?” Secret Squitrel asked handing him a book of matches. “Start at
the beginning.” o

“It was easy,” Popeye said accepting the matches. “When I got back from seeing
Ciesnolevicz .

“That’s nght You went to see her today What do you think?”

“I’d do her.”

That wasn't saying much. After all thls time behind bars there weren’t many, if any,
females, Popeye wouldn’t do.

“What did she want?” Secret Sql.urrel asked.

“First I had to take a piss test. Aﬁcrwards we went up to her office and 1 had to listen to
her give me the speech about what a Wonderful opportumty this was for me and what a big risk
she was taking. The bimbo kept going on and on until I realized she was looking for me to say
thanks.”

“Why does she havetobe a blmbo?”

“T don t know. Her parents probably divorced when she was young and now she has
daddy issues.’

“No. Why are you calling her a blmho?”

“I think she has a tongue ring.”

“What does that mean?”

“It means that if you ask her nicely, she 11 probably suck your dick.”

“Did you?”

“No. I wanted to, but I can’t risk it. Beheve it or not, I am trying to get out of here.”
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“Not that. Did you say thanks?”

“Not a chance. Make me do twenty years in this dump and then expect me to say thanks.
I'd rather die first.”

*“So what happened?”

“I had to sit there for another ten minutes listening to her repeat herself until she realized
the word sorry isn’t a part of my vocabulary. Finally she caught on, wished me the best of luck,
and sent me on my way. When I got back to the canteen the first thing I did was go looking for
Pretty Cal, but he was gone on his pass to the chapel like he does every Thursday morning. It
still amazes me how some heathens come to prison and suddenly find God,” Popeye said striking
the match, putting'the flame to the bowl, and inhaling deeply from the spout. “Here.”

“Not right now,” Secret Squirrel said and sat there waiting for him to exhale into a soapy
washcloth.

The washcloth two oscillating fans turned on high and a couple of cigarettes burning in
the ashtray by the door did a good job of covenng the sweet acrid smell of the weed.

“Go on.’

“While he was gone,” Popeye sa1d after exhaling harshly, shooting spittle all over the
place while his eyes watered and he coughed. “I went and moved his cleaning cart to the back of
the warehouse around the corner where it couldn’t be seen from Sergeant Harridan’s desk and
waited. I knew that as soon as Pretty Cal got back he would start looking for it. When he was
halfway down the aisle I jumped out from behind the stacks of Doritos with the box cutter,
shoved him against the wall and put the blade against his throat. I told him that if he didn’t give
me my money right now I was going to cut fus head off.”

“What’d he say?”

“What could he say? He started crymg like a queer in confession. He said he didn’t have
anty money, but he was going to pay me next payday. I knew he didn’t have it on him so there
wasn’t much I could do. I wasn’t reaily going to kill him or anything unless he got stupid and
started getting loud or fighting back. I just wanted to scare him. Let him know I wasn’t the one. I
made him pull his pockets inside out and of course, they were empty. As I was turning to leave I
looked down and saw my dirty state boots.next to his new tennis shoes and figured that ain’t
right. So I took them and left him with the boots. You like?”

“Sure. They're awesome,” Secret Squirrel said looking down at his cellies feet and
thinking the sneakers he was wearing were anything but awesome. They were too white, too
fancy. Trying to keep them clean and looklng new would be a full time job.

“You want’em?”

“No thanks.”

“Why not?”

“You keep’em. They’ll go good with your release clothes.”

“I can’t. They’re too small. Plus I wint to leave you something to remember me by.”

“Oh,” Secret Squirrel said thinking that if he lived another hundred years there wasn’t a
snowball’s chance in hell he would ever forget his guy, Popeye. At the same time there was no
way he could look a gift horse in the mouth. When a dangerous man tried to be nice and give you
somethmg, your safest route was to let him be nice, accept the gift, and be sure to say “Thank
you.” Secret Squirrel jumped off the top bunk, took a seat on the toilet, and put the tennis shoes
on. They fit like a couple of used condoms. “Thanks, but you still haven’t explained how you got
the balloons.”
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“If you would shut your man pleaser and quit interrupting me, I'd get there. After I made
him take off his shoes and go away, [ was piltting them on when I felt something in the right toe.
That’s when 1 found the balloons wrapped up in some toilet paper. Are you sure you don’t want
any of this?”

“In a minute,” Secret Squirrel said lookmg down to admire his new kicks. They were
white on white cross-trainers with a blue stripe running from heel to toe and capital N in the
center. “How many balloons were there?” -

“Eleven.” '

“And you took all of them?” Secret Squirrel asked jumping back into bed.

“Damn right I did.”

“You realize that they can’t all be his? He doesn’t have it like that.”

“Yep.”

“Which means he’s probably fronting for someone.”

“Probably.”

“Which means we might have to go to war with the blacks.”

“Don’t worry about it. Before I left I let him know that if he or his boys tried to get any
get back that I didn’t care what happened. I may not be able to take all of them and I might get
my ass stomped, but I'd make damn sure I got him. Then Pretty Cal wouldn’t be so pretty any
more,” Popeye cackled.

At just a bad haircut under six feet tall and a solid two-twenty, with a thick trunk,
unnaturally large hands and forearms, Popeye was built like the proverbial brick shithouse. His
size, combined with an “I truly don’t care if I live or die attitude,” left little doubt in any sane
man’s mind that Popeye could take care of hnnself

“All for a lousy eight bucks.”

“You scared?” Popeye teased taking a last hit from the pipe before dumping the ashes in
the toilet and breaking open another bailoon “‘Cause if you are I’ll come up there and hold
you.”

“Dude. What’s with all the gay talk?"

“I’m not sure,” Popeye said re-filling the bow!. “I’ve been doing a lot of thinking.”

“So that’s what I smell burning,”

“Ha-ha, very funny motherfucker,” Popeye said bending down to pick up the pillow and
throwing it back at him. “I figure it’s going to take me about three months to complete the
program in medium. Then it’ s off to mmzmum where I'll sit for a couple of years until I'm free.”

“Sounds good to me.”

“Then what?”

“Then you get a job.”

“What kind of job?”

“A job delivering newspapers, collt;ctmg aluminum cans or washing car windows for
spare change. You do what you have to do until you get on your feet. I’ve never understood how
guys in the free world won’t work flipping burgers at Mickey D’s for minimum wage, but when
they get locked up they’ll come to prison and bust their ass mopping floors and scrubbing toilets
for literally pennies an hour.”

“That’s because out there, there’s a: million things to get into. Freedom’s just another

drug. Some people can only handle it in sfall doses. They get released, that oxygen hits them,
and they OD on it.”

“But at least you're free.”

aa ¥
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“Free to what? I got no money. I got no job and I got no marketable skills. So I'm trying
to figure out what,I will and won’t do to make a buck ?

“What have you decided?”

“I’m going to do it. I have no choice: Are you with me?”

“No. I can’t. I won’t risk it. I have to change my ways I can’t live like this anymore.
After four years of living in a cage like a dog, I've had enough.”

“Sure you can. The past couple of years haven’t been that bad. You could do another four
no problem.”

“That’s what I'm afraid of. It’s not coming to prison or being locked up that frightens me.
* It’s knowing that if ’m not careful I could wind up spending the rest of my life in here. I refuse
to be one of those brain dead dummies who-isn’t even out the door and already they’ve figured
out a hundred different ways to come back. I want to at least be able to tell myselfI tried.”

“I’m telling you, it’s a can’t miss opportunity. What are the dealers going to do? Call the
cops and tell them someone stole their drug money. The first thing the police are going to want
to know is where they got it. What are their going to say? ‘Well, geez officer, you see I earned
that money peddling poison to your kids, so I would really appreciate it if you did everything you
can to get it back.’ I don’t think so,” Popeyg said and paused to take a hit. “It’s the most perfect
crime in the world because it’s not even a, erime. It’s more like a form of community service,
putting drug dealers out of business.”

Spoken like a career criminal Secret Squirrel thought as he leaned his head back against
the wall and closed his eyes. Like a lot of predators Popeye knew that the best victims were those
who operated outside the law because no matter what you did to them they couldn’t call the
police without eventuatly admitting they wetre lawbreakers and risk going to jail themselves.
Popeye’s get rich scheme was to rob drug dealers. Not an entirely original plan, but what made
him different from all the other stickup artists was his insistence that he would keep the money
and destroy the drugs, thereby saving lives and cleaning up neighborhoods. So you see what he
had planned wasn’t even a cnme.

How many times had Secret Squlrrel heard it before? A criminal explaining the perfect
crime. And why were they always behind bars when they came up with these ideas? How many
more was he going to have to listen to before he was done?

“How old are you Popeye?” -

“Thirty-eight.”

One night over twenty years ago when Popeye was seventeen and higher than a research
monkey, he went and robbed the local Open Panfry store with a lead pipe. The clerk knew him,
knew his whole family for that matter, and so what Popeye wanted to do was bop him over the
head hard enough to make him forget. Unfortunately the clerk died. Popeye was arrested, waived
into adult court, found guilty of first-degree murder and received a mandatory life sentence.
Lucky for him he, caught his case in the Tate eighties, six months before the state legislature
changed the law creating life with no parol;e So he still had a parole ellglbxhty date. Still as a
“lifer” under the old law, the only way Poppye would ever see the streets again was if he worked
his way through the system from maximum security to medium to minimum and then if he
continued to behave himself, a half-way héuse. The catch being any little slip up and he would
have to start all over. And he would be on some form of supervision for the rest of his life.

Because of problems Popeye encountered adjusting to prison life when he was younger,
which consisted mostly of a flat out refusal to back down from any challenge, whether it be from
officer or inmate, Popeye spent more then:half of his first ten years in and out of segregation
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until he finally wised up and realized that:if he didn’t care whether or not he died in prison,
didn’t nobody else. He’d spent the past tén years getting his HSED, a vocational degree in
janitorial services, and a job in the canteen. Eventually the powers that be took notice and
decided that thanks to them, he was well o1 his way to redemption. At his core Popeye hadn’t
changed all that much. He’d just gotten older, wiser and learned how to do time.

“Why do you ask?”

“I was hoping that you would have learned by now.”

“I have. I’ve learned plenty,” Popeye said. “After twenty-one years of incarceration I’ve
developed a high velocity philosophy, a spectacular vernacular and obtained a PHD in
criminology.”

*““Yeah, that sounds sort of slick, but what have you learned?”

“Truthfully. All bullshit to the side, I’ve learned that the secret to true happiness is
accepting yourself for who you are.” .

“And who are you?”

“A criminal. A loser. If I didn’t act nght when I was young and had my whole life ahead
of me, what makes you think that I'm going:to act right now?”

“Because you’ve changed. You've grown up.”

“No-1 haven’t. Just because a person gets older doesn’t mean they’ve grown up. A
leopard can’t change his spots and a convigt can’t change his stripes,” Popeye said taking a big
hit and holding it as long as he could. “I walk a certain way. I talk a certain way and 1 think a
certain way. The whole world would have to be blind, deaf, dumb, and crazy not to know what I
am. Haven’t you been listening to all the things Mrs. Hausar had been preaching in our meetings
about criminal thinking before she went and got herself knocked up?”

“YVeah.”

“Well I for one happen to like the way I think and I can’t change.”

“I say you can. The problem is you’ve been locked up so long sucking at the government
titty that you forgot how to believe in yourself ”

_ “Yeah, sure, okay,” Popeye said giving Secret Squirrel that look that said he’d heard
enough. “Are you sure you don’t want any of this?”

“Is it any good?” Secret Squirrel asked. It was time for him to get off his soapbox. He’d
said his peace. Now the rest was up to Popeye.

“Why don’t you fire that bad boy up:and find out for yourself.”

Secret Squirre] lit it up, took a big hit, and as with all prison drugs wondered what was in
it. What’s more he wondered if what Pope’ye planned was possible. He knew that he should do
everything he could to discourage this kmd of thinking as the smoke bumed his lungs and he
handed the pipe back to Popeye.

They stayed up most of the night smokmg, eating every last crumb of food in the cell and
kicking the bo-bo.

“What I don’t understand is if he’s gomg to go through the trouble of smuggling drugs in
why Pretty Cal didn’t choose something he could make a lot more money from?” Popeye said
staring at his reflection in the bottom of the stainless steel toilet waiting for an answer.

“Such as?”

“Cocaine, crack, or even heroin.”

“Probably ‘cause he’s dumber than .a career correctional officer,” Secret Squirrel said

looking around the room and licking his lips trymg to figure out if he was more thirsty or hungry.
“Gimme the chips.”
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“No. That’s not it. Pretty Cal may be a lot of things, but he’s not that dumb.”

“Quit Bogarting the chlps and send them up here.”

“There aren’t any more.”

“Then gimme some cookies.”

“You ate them all two hours ago,” Popeye said refusing to take his eyes off the toilet in
case the doorbell rang. )

By three-thirty in the moming Secret Squirrel couldn’t take it any more. He felt burned
out. Pot always caused his mind to race. A hundred different ideas, like little neon colored Go-
Karts going a thousand miles an hour bouncing around inside his skull, beeping their horns and
crashing into each other. Each one of them demanding his undivided attention and insisting they
were the solution to all his problems, if only he could put them in order. He was exhausted from
chasing them. He was sick with worry for his friend, but most of all he wished the room would
quit spinning and the crickets outside the window would stop calling his name. “For the love of
God and all that is holy will you be quiet and go to sleep.”

“Just wait and see. Next time you seé me I'll be driving a brand new Mercedes.”

“Are you going to shut up or do 1 need to come down there and shut you up?”’

“Oh, goody. Our last fight,” Popeye said and started clapping. “I’'m not sure what I'm
going to miss more. All your sweet words ‘'or the way your butt cheeks tighten every time you
climb into bed.”

“Good night Popeye.”

“Good night little buddy.”
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At 7:30 the next morning, Calvin “Pretty Cal” Carapace was in his cell staring in the
mirror, smoking a Newport and fixing his hair. He was trying to decide if his perm needed a
touch up and ignoring his cellie, who was sitting on his bunk giving him the gas face and waiting
for him to finish up so he could shave his head.

“Are you almost done?” his hairy cellie asked. “I need to shave.”

“P’ll go a lot faster if you promise to shave your umbrow »

“I thought about it.”

“And?”’ Pretty Cal said arching a ﬁnely tweezed eyebrow., -

‘“But then I remembered that I’'m a heterosexual.”

Comments like that only insured that Pretty Cal wasn’t going to be done any time soon.

It was ten minutes after breakfast and they were waiting to be let out for work for what
Pretty Cal hoped would soon be one of the last times. Almost every waking moment of his life
for the past four years had been devoted to getting out of here and now that he was so close he
found it difficult to stand still. As soon as he got his hair just right he put down his brush,
dropped his cigarette in the toilet and stood there admiring the handsome devil looking back at
him.

It wasn’t all bad he reminded himself. Four months ago he had swallowed his pride and
agreed to work in the canteen. Working in the canteen was a lot better then working in the
kitchen scrubbing dishes, which was hell on his nails, or the laundry sorting dirty drawers, but it
was still beneath him. The biggest drawback from leaving the laundry was that now he was the
one paying for new sheets and ironed pants instead of the one charging for them. But he couldn’t
complain. After two weeks on the job he had figured out a way to make even more money then
he ever could hustling freshly steam ironed pants to other Casanovas who got visits on a
regularly basis and understood the need to look sharp for their lady friends. His plan was so
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sunple that even a retard could do it. Why not use the same method to deliver drugs that the
prison used to deliver canteen?

If an idiot could order his zu zus and wham whams from the commissary and have them
delivered to him on a weekly basis without a hitth then why couldn’t he get his dope the same
way? It took Pretty Cal another week to work up the nerve to approach Maestro, the Imam, and
undisputed leader of the biggest, baddest black organization in the place and explain his idea. At
first Maestro said, “Hell no!” And gave Pretty Cal that deadeye stare he had perfected during his
two decades behind bars. “In a place filled with liars, cheats and thieves, convicts were expected
to try and steal things from the store, so The Man was always watching.” That was Pretty Cal’s
point and is what made his plan so beautiful. “They expected us to try and steal things from the
canteen, not sneak things in. That’s why they only did pat downs and random strip searches on
workers leaving, never entering.”

Pretty Cal’s logic got Maestro’s attention.

Next Pretty Cal explained his scheme for recruiting a co-worker. Maestro said it was too
complicated and suggested that if he needed an assistant he should just recruit a dope fiend and
pay him in product. Pretty Cal said he’d never work with a crack head anymore then he would
chase the dragon himself. It wasn’t good business. Maestro said he was just testing him and so
far he was passing with flying colors. Pretty Cal insisted that with an IQ measured at one
hundred and one he didn’t feel the need to prove his intelligence to anyone.

“If you’re so smart what are you doing in prison?” Maestro, the ex-teacher asked. He
didn’t waste his breath trying to explain to him that a one hundred and one IQ was barely
average. Certainly nothing to write MENSA: about.

“You of all people should know that ones intelligence has very little to do with whether
or not a person was incarcerated. Have you ever seen a mental reject in prison?”

“No.” <

“What about with cerebral palsy?” .

“No.”

“Of course not. One could reasonably argue that some people are foo stupid to get
arrested,” Pretty Cal said flashing his perfect smile. “But many of the history’s greatest leaders
had spent a significant amount of time locked down like Nelson Mandela, developing their
ideology and getting their thoughts in order.”

“Like who?”

“Fidel Castro, Hugo Chavez. Did you know that Adolph Hitler wrote Mien Kempf while
he was locked up?”

“No he didn’t. His queer cellie did, a,nd it was so bad, filled with so many typos and other
self serving drivel that no respectable publisher would touch it.”

“I did not know that.”

“Did you know that he was a stone cold racist?”

“Nobody’s perfect.” .

“He was also a homophobe.”

“SO L1}

“So, he would probably gas your ass tw1ce

“I ain’t no homo.”

“That’s what he said.”

“What?”
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- “Heyyyy,” Maestro said holding hls arthntlc hands in the air. “It’s your story. You get to
tell it any way you like,”

After doing some quick anthmetlc .in his head Maestro agreed to supply marijuana, not
crack, like Pretty Cal originally suggested, and more importantly, protect the operation on a trial
basis. Next they had to agree on a payment plan. Pretty Cal wanted twenty-five percent of the
profits. Maestro offered fifteen. Pretty Cal countered with twenty. Maestro countered his counter
offer with ten and wondered aloud what he needed him for now that he had ali the specifics. Ten
percent it was. It was agreed that Pretty Cal would get ten percent, with a guaranteed minimum
of two hundred dollars a week and he would be responsible for his helpers share. It was
understood that no money would ever be sent to his prison account. Instead, Maestro’s people on
the street would send it to Pretty Cal’s people. Pretty Cal’s people being his younger brother.

Every Thursday morning Pretty Cal would leave the canteen and go to the chapel for
Catholic mass. Attending a religious service once a week was one of the few excused absences
from work or school and actively encouraged by those with more say so then his boss. During
services he would go upstairs to use the bathroom in the rotunda while Frei remained downstairs
supervising the other churchgoers. After making sure he hadn’t been followed, Pretty Cal would
pry open the paper towel dispenser and grab the pencil eraser sized balloons Maestro had left
there. How Maestro smuggled the drugs in was never explained to him and Pretty Cal knew
better then to ask, but if he had to hazard a guess he would say it was one of the many volunteer
religious advisors who felt it was their duty to come save our souls.

Transferring the balloons from the church to the canteen through the courtyard was the
only time Pretty Cal had the drugs in his possession out in the open. Originally he had intended
for his peon to do that too, but Maestro vetoed that idea insisting he would never do business
with a white boy. That was a bald face lie seeing as how many of their best customers where
Caucasian. But it sounded good and Pretty Cal understood that all Maestro was doing was
keeping another layer of protection between himself and the consumer.

Try as he might there was no getting around it. If Pretty Cal was caught and charged with
an outside case it would be his third strike and no amount of begging, crying, pleading or tellmg
was going to get him out of deep doo-doo, An officer, any officer, could pull him over in the
courtyard and search him for any reason or no reason at ail. The best solution he was able to
come up with was to stuff the balloons in the toes of his shoes. Pretty Cal was confident that he
would never be strip searched or asked to take them off during a random pat search while
outside. If an overly ambitious officer ordered him to remove his shoes he would threaten all
types of legal action. If that didn’t work, h,e would run for his life. It was a risk, but the profits
were such he was willing to take it.

When Pretty Cal got back to the cé.nteen he needed a safe place to keep the balloons,
which on a busy week could be more then fifty. It had to be a place that would not be easily
discovered by either staff or inmate and more importantly, if by chance someone did stumble
across them, there was someone else to take the blame. It took him a minute, but like always he
flexed his superior intelligence and came up with the perfect spot. It was a spot so perfect, so
daring, and so bodacious that after coming up with it Pretty Cal was once again impressed with
himself.

Sales from the canteen were only to, lifers and other long timers who had no incentive to

cooperate with the authorities should someocne be caught, but still had friends and family out in
~ the free world that were willing to send money orders to a post office box. Once the money was
received they would fill out their canteen orders like everyone else, only instead of using a black
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or blue pen they would use a green one. Tha.t was the first signal that this was a special order and
was put off to the side.

Business was booming, Better then tlley had a right to expect and all those involved were
making money faster than a hard working. toothless twenty year old blonde haired blue-eyed
convict because not only were they the most reliable source in the joint, they didn’t try to cheat
or shortchange anybody. Blacks, Whites, Hispanics, Natives and even the one or two Asian
customers always got what they paid for, on time and most complaints or misunderstandings
were usually resolved in the customers favor.

But all good things must come to an end. After doing four years on a twelve-year stretch
for possession with intent to deliver as a repeater, Pretty Cal had finally been approved for a drug
treatment program. His name was second on the waiting list right after Popeye’s. It was time for
him to go. But before he could do that he had to shut down the operation. He knew that without
him here to keep an eye on every little detail sooner or later it would fail apart. Having grown up
in the dope game Pretty Cal knew how it was played. When a low level dealer was caught the
first thing he looked to do was cut a deal ‘for himself by ratting out the peddler higher up the
chain.

Yeah, yeah, yeah, every criminal clalmed to be stand up guy, who would rather die then
talk to the po-po. Death before dishonor, snitches get stitches and wind up in ditches and all that
good stuff. It all sounded good until the heat was on and you spent a couple of months rotting in
the county jail waiting to go to trial. That’s when you began to understand what years behind
bars meant. Then it was every man for himself. Don’t take any of it personal. That’s just how the
game was played and anyone who thought otherwise was either naive, a fool or their own best
customer.

But it would be impossible to just up and quit. No one else gave a damn that he was
leaving. Any explanation he would give them wouldn’t be good enough, especially the one that
was on his mind. The truth was he didn’t t:ru:st any of his business partners and he was scared. He
was scared that after he left, one of them would get caught, start talkmg and blame everything on
the person who wasn’t here to defend hl.mself or seek revenge. The prison would call the police
and the police would build a solid case agaqnst him before he got the chance to blame someone
else. Pretty Cal knew from personal experignce that the first one to talk always got the best deal
and the last one always got screwed. With fwb strikes against him, one more would mean he was
out.

What Prctty Cal needed was for so;neone to take the fall. For the officers to discover
what was going on and shut the whole thing down, guaranteeing it would never be done again.
But who? He didn’t dare frame any of Maestro’s followers. Maestro’s reach was too long. It
would have to be someone working in the canteen. His accomplice? Maybe, but he knew too
much and in a He said — He said, Preity Cal might not be believed. He needed to set someone
else up. '

But who?

And how?

No one was going to volunteer to take a fall just because it was convenient for Pretty Cal.
He was going to havc to give them a push jn that direction. Somehow, some way, he was going
to have to ﬁgurc out a way to get someone to take a fall without taking anyone down with him.
And he was going to have to do it soon. __

But first Pretty Cal was going to have to deal with his latest problem.
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Yesterday morning after he got back from church, he was walking through the warchouse
looking for his cleaning cart when he saw it at the end of the hallway. Without thinking he
- headed that way. When he was halfway there that crazy son of a bitch Popeye jumped out from
behind some boxes of potato chips, put the box cutter to his throat and asked what was up with
the money he owed him. Pretty Cal knew exactly what he was talking about, he just figured that
since Popeye was'scheduled to leave any day now all he had to do was keep slow dragging and
he wouldn’t have to pay it. Most rational cohs did whatever it took to avoid any and all problems
as their out dates got closer. But not Popeye. One look in his bug eyes and Pretty Cal knew that
he was one crazy Caucasian, who would kill him if he moved. Popeye wasn’t in the mood to
listen to any excuses. With the blade pressed firmly against his throat Pretty Cal had no choice
but to stand there real stiil and let Popeye shake him down.

Now he had to get word to Maestro and find out how he wanted to handle the situation. It
was time for Maestro and his enforcers to éarn their keep Pretty Cal couldn’t help but smile as
he stood there admiring himself in the nurror and imagining Maestro sending some of the
brothers to teach Popeye a lesson.

At 7:45, Pretty Cal’s door poppcd opcn He stepped out of his cell and headed off to work
to wait for Pharaoh.
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Meanwhile down in B-20 Bernard “Maestro” Caligo was taking his sweet time getting
out of bed. He was trying to hang onto the vividness of the dream he was in the middle of before
the breakfast bell rudely interrupted him. With Moto currently in segregation under investigation
for possession of too many tobacco products, Maestro was going to have the luxury of a single
cell until that matter was resolved. The prison couldn’t or wouldn’t fill Moto’s job or cell
assignment until after he was found guilty at his disciplinary hearing. To do otherwise would
suggest that his guilt was predetermined, in violation of his due process rights and some jail
house lawyer would make sure it cost the DOC a pretty penny.

Maestro had warned Moto many times about keeping all his eggs in one basket. But like
the true criminal he was, Moto was incapable of trusting anyone. He insisted that his profits be
under his control at all times. Caught with over nineteen cartoons of cigarettes in the bottom of
his footlocker and no receipt meant he had some serious explaining to do. Moto expected
Maestro to be a witness at his hearing and’ admit that half the cigarettes were his. That wasn’t
going to happen. It made absolutely no sense for both of them to go to the box.

Maestro’s dream had been about his wife, Bridget. The young innocent woman with a
heart of gold he knew before they were married. Not the whore she had become, but the sweet
Bridget of those years before the wedding. In the dream she had been asking him something.
There was no sound as she lay in their bed clutching her midsection as she mouths the word,
“Why? Why? Why?”

The dream faded, the apartment Was gone and all Maestro had left to remind him of his
deceased wife were a couple of faded Polaroid’s and yellow newspaper articles that he kept
taped to his bulletin board. He wondered what Bridget would say if she were alive to see him
now. How could he find the words to tell her, explain how he had become the man he was.

“You see Bridget; it started in such a simple way. I’d been pointed out as an individual
who needed to be watched carefully. As a man who was never getting released. This was back in
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the day when men were men and cons were cons and if you had to spill a little blood to show you
were still a man than so be it. Not like it is today. Today’s Tom Sawyers thought that sticking a
gun in some working stiff’s face, snatching purses from old ladies or selling drugs to grade
schoolers made them tough. That doing whatever it was they were found guilty of was worth
bragging about like they were urban Boy Scouts who deserved some kind of merit badge.

They call me Maestro, Bridget. In the eighteen years that I've been incarcerated I have
mellowed with age and developed an ability to remain silent while those condemned souls
around me talk. Talk and talk and talk, believing that if they just talk long enough that somehow,
some way, they’ll talk their way out of this: It never seems to dawn on them that at this point, it’s
too late. Bridget, many troubled young men come to me for guidance. Real advice, true advice,
the kind of advice that is applicable to the situation and my response is always the same, “You
need to handle your business.”

In the beginning of my incarceration, I thought of myself as imprisoned. As trapped and
destined to die here, alone, stuck in a cell surrounded by sociopaths who are so damaged by their
life experiences as to be beyond the ability to care about anyone or anything. I didn’t become
truly free until one night all alone in my cell many many years into my sentence I was forced to
admit, at least to myself that [ like it here. It’s not the free cable TV or gym membership. It
wasn’t the inexpensive medical coverage, mcludmg dental or even the freedom that comes from
a total lack of responsibility.

No, it’s the power that I enjoy. The power I have over other so-called men simply
because I've been locked up for so long that I've seen and heard everything and came to realize
that it doesn’t matter. None of it matters to:anyone because no one cares. That not only do I get
to make life and death decisions, but also whether the life that I permit to continue living is one
worth having. You see Bridget; I've come:to understand that the freeiest man in the world is a
man who has nothing. I’'m free, free to think, say or do anything I damn well please. What are
they going to do? Put me in prison. :

Maestro got up slowly, worked the stiffness out of his old bones, and stepped to the sink
where he washed his face and brushed his teeth being sure to rinse and spit in the toilet even
though he didn’t have a cellie there to share the sink with. Old habits die hard. When he was
finished Maestro put on his glasses and sat.there quietly on the edge of his bed while he waited
to be rung out for work. At ten minutes to e:lght whcn his cell door was opened he picked up his
Koran and headed for the chapel. :

e e ok ok

At 7:45 Sergeant Hirnlos, the sergeant in charge of unit eight, on first shift, was sitting in
the control booth ringing out inmate workers. Unit eight was one of the two workers units. Unit
nine was the other one. On average the inmates housed there tended to be a little older, better
behaved and have a little more spending money since they had jobs, compared to the rest of the
prison. Units four and five were where they housed the vocational students. Units one and two
was were they housed the school students and nits six and seven, the special management units
was were they housed the really crazy bastards.

By 8:00 Hirnlos had finally gotten the more than one hundred and fifty inmate workers
up, out, and off to work. Some of them worked in the kitchen, others in the laundry, recreation
department, canteen, maintenance dept., visiting room, as janitors, or on the yard crew. It was
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Himlos’s responsibility to get them off to work and after fifteen years on the job he was good at
it, :

Every morning at least a dozen inmate workers had an assortment of excuses about why
they couldn’t possibly work today. More if the weather was good or bad or there was a decent
three o’clock late late movie on the night before. Having a job was considered a privilege,
despite the well known fact that the prison couldn’t function without inmate labor. No matter
how long an inmate was lucky enough to be allowed to work they never eamed sick days, paid
vacation or the benefit of the doubt. All inmates who claimed they were too sick to go to work
had to be seen by someone at the Health Services Unit and be approved for “sick cell” or “lay
n.” ; :

The catch being there was a $7.50-co-pay any time you saw HSU in a non-emergency
situation. If you were willing to spend a weeks worth of wages to have a surly nurse’s aide feel
your forehead, tell you take a couple of aspirin and get plenty of bed rest, then the least the
prison could do was take your word for it. But HSU didn’t make house calls. You had to go see
them and since you were going to get up, get dressed and head out anyway, you might as well go
to work. In all fairness the prison did give:you three options, go to work, see the nurse or get
written up for poor work performance and disobeying orders. You make the call.

At 8:05, Hirnlos pushed the button opening Staffordshire and Sciurus’s cell. Hirnlos
would never send an inmate off to work if his bunkmate was being transferred that day. If he did
the one leaving would walk off with half the other’s stuff. Or the one staying would claim he did
and expect to be compensated or he’d threaten to sue.

Together Popeye and Secret Squirrel carried Popeye’s belongings, which were
depressingly few considering how long he’d been incarcerated, down the four flights of stairs.
There was a thirteen inch color TV, boom box with a cassette player, but not a single cassette,
(Back in the early 90’s when Popeye’s boem box was new and hip hop was going main stream
the DOC banned a bunch of tapes. Several mmatcs sued claiming it was a racist policy since over
95% of the banned tapes were by gangster rappers. The judge did the math, agreed and ordered
the DOC to cancel the policy. The DOC obeyed the court order and a week later banned all
cassette tapes. Shit! Even when we win, we, lose.) There was also two mesh laundry bags, one
clean, one dirty, stuffed with assorted clothes and four brown paper bags full of books, papers
and miscellaneous items like cups, bowls, towels, fingernail clippers etc, down to the dayroom
and put them in a:laundry cart so they could be wheeled to the property room. There everything
would be searched and inventoried before it was loaded onto the van.

On what was going to be the last tn“p up and down the steps Popeye stopped at the front
of the cell to catch his breath, wipe the sweat from his forehead and look around to make sure he
hadn’t missed anything. Then he asked for thc tenth time that morning if Secret Squirrel still had
his info.

“Right here,” Secret Squirre] said slapping his pants pocket.

“Remember, if we ever lose contact to write my parents at that address. They’ll always
know where to find me.”

“Got it.”

“Why are you smiling?”
“Because I'm going to miss you.”
Standing there staring at his best fncnd in the world Secret Squirrel knew in his heart of

hearts that this would be the last time they ever saw each other. Exchanging names and addresses
and swearing to keep in touch when two. prison pals parted ways was typical ex-bunkmate
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behavior. It was the criminal version of the end of summer camp. In no time at all they would
both have new cellies to house train, war stories to exchange and routines to follow. Secret
Squirrel was just happy that it was finally Popeye’s turn to be the one making well intentioned,
but empty promises.

“Staffordshire lets get a move on it. They’re waiting,” Hirnlos called over the
loudspeaker. “And Sciurus, you still have to go to work.

“You don’t believe me, do you?” Popeye asked

“Nope.”

“Why not?”

“If I got a day off my sentence every tlme someone told me that we were going to keep in
touch I’d be a free man already.” -

“I’m not just anybody.”

“Wwe’ll see,”

Then the two hardened convicts hugged for the first and last time, each making sure the
others crotch didn’t touch theirs. Afterwards Secret Squirrel stood and watched Popeye’s broad
back as he headed down the range, down the steps and out the door.

Popeye never looked back as he pushed the laundry cart half full of all his worldly
possessions across the compound to the Administration building where he was photographed,
fingerprinted and ordered to go sit on a bench in the rotunda with four other convicts who were
also being shipped out.

An hour and a half later they were still sitting there cracking jokes and getting restless
when suddenly everyone went silent and started recklessly eyeballing the new social worker as
she made her way down the steps, across the rotunda and headed in their direction.

“Good mornmg Ms, Ciesnolevicz.”

“Good moming Mr. Staffordshire. Today s a pretty big day for you.”

“Uh-huh.”.

“Are you excited?”

“Not really,” Popeye said, doing his bcst to play it cool.

“I'm sorry to have kept you wa.ltmg 80 long, but unfortunately there’s been a little
problem and I need you to do something.” - ;

“Anything for you.”

“I’d like you to step into the bathroam w1th officer Macht and fill this cup.”

“Again. Why? I did that yesterday.”:

“Yesterday’s was random. This one’s: for probable cause.”
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Because of his long goodbye with Popeye, Secret Squirrel didn’t head off to work until
8:30. He took his own sweet time walking through the courtyard enjoying the fresh morning air,
stopping to say hi to the members of the yard crew who were already busy mowing the grass. All
the while trying to mentally prepare himself for what may or may not happen. By all rights, the
beef between Pretty Cal and Popeye wasn’t any of his business and should have been squashed
upon Popeye’s transfer. After all, what happened behind the walls, stayed behind the walls. But
Secret Squirrel couldn’t be sure Pretty Cal felt the same way and as Popeye’s road dog, Secret
Squirre] was obligated to defend his honor, whether he was right or wrong, He certainly wasn’t
going to let anybody bad mouth Popeye just because he was gone. Thus he was the last canteen
worker to arrive and had to stand in the vestibule ringing the doorbell and waiting until Sergeant
Harridan walked down the six steps, fumbled with her keys and unlocked the front door. She
stood there refusing to push it open.

Sergeant Harridan was Officer Harridan’s wife, and more importantly Warden Steinlaus’
only child. And if she thought for one secorid that you didn’t know or forgot that, then she would
be sure to remind you. She was a 5°10” one hundred and five pounds, built like a crack pipe,
anorexic looking thirty-two year old bnmette that never smiled and refused to do anymore work
then she absolutely had to. She was wearing the standard officers uniform, which was a dark
brown button down short sleeve shirt and tan trousers with a two inch wide dark brown strip
down the outside of each leg. Sewn on each sleeve was an upside down V-shaped three stripped
patch that indicated her rank. Wrapped around her narrow waist was a four inch wide utility belt
with enough pouches on it to make the Dark Avenger green with envy. There was a large key
ring with at least a half a pound of keys onit. Individual pouches for a set of handcuffs, rubber
gloves, a walkie-talkie, and a miniature flashlight. The flashlight didn’t work, had never worked,
and didn’t need to work because she was never going to enter an area of the prison where a
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flashlight was needed. And if you didn’t understand that, then perhaps you shouid talk to her
father.

Interestingly enough, Harridan, like all frontline officers, was unarmed. She didn’t carry
so much as a Billy club or night stick. That’s because if she did and there was trouble, there was
a better then fifty-fifty chance it would be taken and used against her.

“Good mormng, Secret Squirrel said pulling open the door and stepping into the
canteen. e

“What’s so good about 1t?”

“I was hoping you’d tell me.”

“How would I know?”

“You're the one that gets to go home cvcry night.”

“And every moming I have to come back,” she said relocking the door. She was annoyed
that she had to get up and make a special tnp just because Sciurus was too irresponsible to get to
work on time. .

“Well, by law, you don’t have to.”

“Why are you late?”
“Sergeant Hirnlos made me help Staffordshlre
“Uhm-hmm,” she said taking his work pass and hcad.ing_ back up the steps to her desk
without letting him finish. It was too early and she wasn’t being paid nearly enough to stand
around and listen to inmate excuses. They had excuses for everything and if you made the
mistake of showing the slightest bit of interest they would tell you all about it.

Secret Squirrel followed her up the steps into the main work area where he hung up his
Jacket and went to stand at the office door to talk to Schwanzleiber.

Jenny Schwanzleiber was a bleach bottled blond with a long, ugly face, buck teeth, and a
heart-shaped ass. She had a body that was so perfect she should have been declared illegal and
locked up. She was the civilian supervisor who ran the canteen and balanced the books. She was
also a hot blooded bar slut, who couldn’t hide her true nature even if she was so inclined. She
oozed sex without even trying. And not the clean innocent kind you might read about in some
cheap romance novel, but the raunchy dirty kind. The kind where you sucked her, fucked her and
forgot about her. She wasn’t what a person with more then one option would call pretty or even
cute. I’d still do her Secret Squirrel admitted to himself. He wouldn’t be proud of himself and he
ccrtainly wouldn’t brag about it, but yeah, he’d do her if given the chance. Today she was
wearing a faded white T-shirt, blue jeans that were so tight in the seat that she didn’t need a belt,
and Reeboks.

“Good morning,” Secret Squirrel said tapping on the door to her office.

“And good morning to you sir,” she said. “What can 1 do ya for?”

“Ineed the,box cutter.” Secret Squirrel said. As soon as he got his hands on the box cutter
he wouldn’t check it back in for the rest of the morning. Hopefully by then he would have some
sort of idea where Pretty Cal’s mind was. .

“And I need a few good men,” Schwanzleiber said dropping her smoked to the filter
Virginia Slim in the overflowing ashtray on her desk. “but you don’t see me coming to your
place of business and bothering you with my personal problems.”

“Yeah, but if you did I guarantee you’d find what you were looking for.”

“Promises, promises,” she said coming to the door. “What do you need it for?”

“To bust open some boxes,” ‘

“I like the sound of that.”
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“You'’ll like it even more when I’m-donc ”?
“Why’s that?”

“Cause 1 won’t stop until you’re completely satisfied.”

“Now I really wish I could help you , but no can do, it’s out already.”
“Who has it?”

“Carapace.”

“Where is he?” Secret Squirrel asked quickly turning and scanning the main floor of the
shop. He didn’t see Pretty Cal anywhere.

With the office, which was off limits to inmates at all times and said so in bright yellow
letters five inches big on the door, behind him, Secret Squirrel scanned the room. In front of him
was a long narrow room cut in half by a four-foot high L shaped counter. Behind the counter
were shelves that went from the floor to the ceiling and were stacked with hundreds, if not
thousands of different items for sale. At the end of the counter closest to where he was standing
was the cash register. To his right were the steps that led to the front door and to his left was
Sergeant Harridan’s desk. The officer’s desk was on an eighteen inch high six foot by six foot
platform situated just right so that she could see the whole room or look over her right shoulder
and see the front door or her left shoulder and see down the two hundred foot long corridor that
led to the warehouse, without having to get up.

On one side of the corridor was the ]amtors closet and the staff and inmate bathrooms. On
the other side was the inmate break room.and a locked storage room where all the tobacco
products were kept. At the end of the cortidor was a small warehouse filled to the rafters with
food, cases of soda, coffee, chips, paper, hygiene products, and other miscellaneous clutter.
Beyond that was a single bay dock where the truck parked once a week to drop off supplies.

“In the warehouse,” Schwanzleiber answered.

“Where’s Popeye?” Leporidae, a convicted chomo asked when he saw Secret Squirrel.
Secret Squirrel and Popeye were so tight that rarely did you see one without the other.

Secret Squirrel ignored the child molester.

“Where’s Popeye?” Leporidae repeated louder this time.

“He’s not coming,” Harridan said fmm atop her perch.

“Why not?”

“Don’t worry about it. You should “spend more time worrying about yourself and less
time worrying about things that don’t concem you,” Harridan snapped. As a woman, she felt it
was only natural for her to have a strong dlshke for sex offenders, especially child molesters. But
what really rubbed her the wrong way was whiny kiddie diddlers that expected you to be nice to
them. Leporidae had been pouting since the day he was hired two months ago and she was sick
of it. Just because other officers coddied an.d went out of their way to protect baby rapers didn’t
mean she was going to.

“Which reminds me,” Schwanzlelber said stepping out of the office. “I need a loader until
I hire someone this afternoon.”

“Why don’t you have Carapace do it?” Secret Squirrel suggested always trying to be
helpful.

“He’s busy in back.”

Once again Secret Squirrel wondered why she was always so quick to come to Pretty
Cal’s defense. Everyone knew he didn’t do any work in the warehouse.

“Then it’s going to take all day.”

.32



Zu Zus'& Wham Whams

Schwanzleiber didn’t say anything. She just stood there using her big ass Peter rabbit
teeth to chew on her bottom lip.

“I can’t do it all by myself,” Secret Squirrel continued.

“I’ll help you,” Fire Marshall Bill said.

William “Fire Marshall Bill” Solenopsis was a twenty-three year old convicted arsonist.
In his life before prison Fire Marshall Bill was a volunteer firefighter from a small town up north
where there just weren’t enough fires to keep a motivated young man busy or happy. So he
became his own best customer. Fire Marshall Bill started fires in order to be the one to come and
put them out. The first fire was small and nobody noticed or cared. The second one was decent
sized and boy were the towns people ever glad that he was there to save the day. He lost control
of the third one and either burned down half the uptown, or burned up half of the downtown,
depending on whether you were a the gas can is half empty or half full kind of pyro-maniac. This
included a civil war museumn that was considered a national landmark. Either way now he was
serving twenty-five years and owed overa million dollars restitution. The prison was court
ordered to take fifty percent of his prison wages until his debt was paid. At thirty-three cents an
hour that was going to take more time then he had on this planet.

Fire Marshall Bill’s workstation was the health items and over the counter medications.
But now with Popeye gone he was hoping to get promoted to loader where he would get to work
next to Schwanzleiber.

“If you’re up here helping me then who s going to do your job?” Secret Squirrel asked.

“We’'ll get Pretty Cal to do it,” Fire Marshall Bill answered as he made his way closer to
Schwanzleiber. He had a crazy mad crush on her and saw no reason to hide how he felt.

“If we bother Carapace he’ll get macl ” Schwanzleiber said.

“So what,” Pops -Squally said. .

Emmitt “Pops Squaily” Pongo was a fifty-eight year old Texan with a bad hip and an
enlarged prostate that caused him to wake up several times a night to use the bathroom. He was
doing a twenty year stretch for shooting a Jeéhovah’s Witness who had had the audacity to knock
at his door and interrupt him on a Sunday afternoon when his beloved Dallas Cowboys were
playing on national television. If this were Texas and not some aggressive northern state, it
would have been ruled a justifiable homicide and he would never have been arrested.

Pops Squally s workstation was the soda and chips section and he was angry that his
younger co-workers refused to show respeét for their elders by doing his job for him. He really
wanted Pretty Cal’s job so that he could be¢ the one to hide in the warehouse all day pushing a
broom back and forth and use the bathroom whenever he needed. But with only six weeks on the
job he didn’t have nearly enough seniority.

“I’ve been mad ever since I got here and that hasn’t stopped you ﬁ-om working me like a
Hebrew slave,” Pops Squally said.

“Okay, okay,” Schwanzleiber said. She didn’t like to be double teamed, unless it was in
the bedroom, and upon further contemplati¢n she realized she didn’t want to spend the morning
having Solenopsis standing nearby mooning over her. His obvious infatuation with her was cute
at first. But now it was kind of creepy and if he wasn’t such an enthusiastic worker she would
have manufactured a reason to fire him a long time ago. “Go and get Carapace.”

Pops Squally didn’t budge from his. seat on top of some cases of soda where he was
drinking his first, but certainly not his last cup of coffee for the day. The best tasting coffee in the
world was free coffee and he was determined to drink his fill.
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