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A poem should be equal to: 

Not true. 

 

For all the history of grief 

An empty doorway and a maple leaf. 

 

For love 

The leaning grasses and two lights above the sea— 

 

A poem should not mean 

But be. 

                -- Archibald MacLeish 
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Chapter One 

The boy read the story in Ms. Colavita’s eighth grade English class. He couldn’t recall all 

the stories she taught. Forgotten things live in a place she called oblivion. He lost things there 

too.  Not this one. For Gabriel Clay, the memory of what he read was as close as the sweat on his 

palms.   

             In the story, first the butterflies come and then the ice.  Fighting for his life, the secret 

agent on the run felt as if butterflies were landing in his belly. They finally left, flew away, but 

his fear remained.  Then came the cold: the agent felt frost coating his throat and chest, and his 

blood freezing into red snow. The boy shivered. Ms. Colavita said fear was powerful.  She was 

right. It could turn people inside out.  

              Gabriel was scared, watching the walls of his bedroom, the posters thumb-tacked to the 

powdery plaster. Hoop stars and legends were shooting jumpers or driving through arms and legs 

for a perfect layup. He leaned against the headboard of his bed, stacked with the books he hadn’t 

finished, and some he needed to start. The window shades were drawn. The light of the street 

lamps, white as milk, leaked through the thin blinds and spilled onto the floor.  

          Here it comes, he thought. The first insect landed inside his belly. Wings scratched, dry as 

bay leaves, until they grabbed onto a puff of air, and rose. Gabriel felt lighter, although the insect 

probably weighed less than the air lifting it. He had seen this flight in the nature films back at 

middle school.  It was magical. 

          Few butterflies could be found around the neighborhood where he lived with his 

grandmother Maddie Clay. Gabriel had to go about three miles to Franklin Park.  In broiling July 

woods and steamy August fields, butterflies flew by the dozens, yellows, whites, blues, and reds, 

and his favorite, orange and black, all the way from Mexico, he read. 

          The butterfly gone, chills started up his spine, knob by bony knob.  Settle down, he 

cautioned himself.  Didn’t JJ say, You player now?  The boy noticed that he too was starting to 

drop his verbs. Player meant to be in competition – yes, Gabriel was a competitor now, along 

with JJ, in his business. Ms. Colavita would have corrected JJ in his talk. It’s not ast, but ask,” 

she would insist, even in speech.   

          In English class, Ms. Colavita wouldn’t let up on subject-verb agreement. “If we don’t 

agree on anything, class, we will agree about subjects and verbs. It’s not ‘You be a good friend’, 

but ‘You are a good friend’,” she commanded. “And make sure he or she is a real friend, 

interested in your well-being,” she added.  Gabriel could not say for sure if JJ was a friend, or a 

real friend. Maybe JJ’s favorite expression answered this: “It ain’t good or bad; it’s good for 

business or bad for business. Ya know?” 

          Ms. Colavita influenced Gabriel long after school. She expected things from her students, 
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things he didn’t want to give. He heard her voice, warning, encouraging, biting down on the 

important words, like breaking nuts with her brilliantly white teeth.   

       “And I don’t want to hear that profanity,” she said, “the low words, the gutter words,  

borrowed from rappers! The N-word, the M-F-word, and that atrocious B-word, contempt for the 

women who make your lives possible. Do you know who these so-called artists are? They  sell 

poisons:  hate, low expectations, and anger, all the while getting rich off of you. You’re their 

victims, not their fans.” 

         Gabriel hardly understood what Ms. Colavita said much of the time, but he did listen. She 

made him feel special. Tall as he was, she sat him in the front row so that the kids behind looked 

around him. She whispered to him after class, “I am keeping not one, but both eyes on you, 

Gabriel Clay. You have more in that mind of yours than you like to show.“ 

She made him do his assignments over and over until they were perfect, then she called 

them acceptable. He had an A- last paper and a compliment. A smiley face. What a silly thing, 

but from her the smiley face was hard to get.  

          He was careful to avoid what she disliked. She didn’t tolerate Ebonics.  At first, Gabriel 

thought it was a disease from Africa. “Leave street talk out on the street,” she told them. Her 

chocolate skin, darker than most of her students, and her straightened hair earned her the right to 

tell the class how to speak.  

         Gabriel was black too, more mocha than the darker-skinned Haitians or Somalis. His size 

might be from Africa, at least from what he read. JJ picked him because he looked older, Gabriel 

guessed. Wasn’t he African-American? The African part was from the Masai warriors in 

Tanzania. His friend Henry pointed to a picture on the wall of Mr. Douglass’s classroom. The 

African plains with a million animals like black smudges and in the forefront, tall, lean as 

saplings, black men with long spears and small shields.   

        The Masai too would probably bang their heads through doorways. The boy had to remind 

himself to duck.  His grandmother said for him to get used to it: he’d spend a lifetime bending. 

“Doorways made for average folks. You most certainly not that,” she said, half proud and half 

worried. People who are not average can get the wrong kind of attention.  

 

         Gabriel played competitive basketball on the neighborhood courts, his height advantages 

clear in his rebounding and jump shots, eyes  nearly  level with the hoop as he leaped.  In the 

summer, some business dude, Mr. O’Toole, put up the money for prizes and a tournament. 

Gabriel played for his neighborhood, the Forester block, and won medals there and at the school. 

His charter school was still working on getting a competitive sports program, but Gabriel’s 

physical ed teacher hinted that next year he could be on a JV team.  

       Everyone thought he was more grown up, mature they called it, looking and acting older 

than he was. They did not know how well he hid his anxieties, his butterflies and ice. When  

nervous as a toddler, Gabriel  bit his lower lip. The spike of pain made him stop fretting. He bit 

down now, but it did no good. Before he tasted blood, he let up. Nothing helped, except getting it 

done and be home again. He walked barefoot to the kitchen, careful not to wake his 
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grandmother. Steady, he told himself, and the word did nothing to settle him down. 

       In the light from the refrigerator door, he filled a glass with whole milk. The thick viscosity 

cooled his throat. Grandmother Maddie bought the whole milk to  put  weight on his scrawny 

backside. In the reflection of the glass cabinets, he saw the  white mustache  of the milk against 

his dark skin. He wiped it off with his arm. By then, his stomach had settled.  He went back to 

his room. Time to go. The underwear on the chair was cold. In the dark, he dressed and shivered. 

He pulled the blanket over his legs, and waited to warm up and for the clock to read a quarter to. 

       Twice, sometimes three in  a month, he snuck out to meet JJ. That’s what the neighborhood  

called him, JJ, although his last name was Filbert or Gilbert, and had nothing to do with J’s, 

except maybe  slang for the weed he sold.  He was thinking back on how he hooked up with JJ,  

a few months ago.  

         The kids hung out in front of the 7/11 store, run by the Pakistani Mr. Malik. The wife came 

in a few days  a week. She wore shiny dresses, wrapped up like a Christmas present, with her 

hair covered in a silk scarf. Mr. Malik alone watched the crowd that day, eyes like knife points 

darting from kid to kid, looking for a bag of chips stuffed under a sweater or a candy bar slid into 

a back pocket. The expensive things, the cigarettes and scratch tickets, stayed behind the counter.   

          Mr. Malik waved his arms  to the boys to quiet down. He stood like a sentinel at the 

register, took in cash, and counted change. The store burst with noise, kids liberated from 

classrooms. They pushed against each other, spilled out the swinging doors until they filled the 

sidewalk, their racket scattered among the sounds of cars and trucks passing by.  

A car sidled up to the curb in front of the store, the dual mufflers coughing with idling 

combustion. JJ was in his low-slung,  silver Honda with the smoked black windows and the 

chrome wheels that spun after the car stopped. He just had the car detailed because the paint 

looked polished,  wheels sparkling like glitter, tire walls glossy black. He  parked in the 

handicapped zone, got out, and leaned  against his car, making conversation with the high school 

and middle school kids, his current or future customers. This close to the school,  a few hundred 

feet, he didn’t do his drug business. It was a mandatory two years in jail, plus any additional 

MDs, that is, misdemeanors; or felonious shit, that is, felonies, as he called them .  

         JJ was watching the crowd of boys, and especially one way taller than the other kids. The  

students  were holding their soda and candy. A few chewed on microwaved corndogs or bagels 

leftover from the morning. After six hours of charter school with its “No, sir,” or “Yes, ma’am,” 

they were rowdy, enjoying time, theirs to waste.  

      JJ thought himself an up-and-coming rapper. He hinted  that he had done an album at a studio 

in Mission Hill, although none of his friends had heard it. While the bucket-sized speakers aimed 

from the trunk of his Honda blared bass and drums,  JJ did a few hip-hop moves, old break 

dancing stuff, and then rapped to the assembled students about the 300 foot rule: 

 

 

JJ no fool 

300 by school 
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do extra two 

DEA gotta rule. 

 

         JJ surveyed his audience, in their charter school uniforms, wrinkled white shirts and 

crooked ties, matching blue backpacks, which they leaned outside against the store front. The 

students laughed, bright white teeth and pink gums in the black and brown faces. That wasn’t the 

response he was looking for, but JJ joined in.  The kids accepted, even enjoyed him.  He  didn’t 

look much older or larger than the group around the store.   

            JJ stretched his thin back against the door of the Honda, his knuckles under the eggs of 

his biceps to make them bulge. His feet tapped to the beat from his speakers. He fingered a 

braided gold chain so heavy it made marks on the pole of his neck. JJ pulled the pendant up on 

the chain from behind his T-shirt, and out came large gold letters, D-O-P-E.  

         One day after chatting up everyone,  buying drinks and snacks, exchanging knuckle bumps 

and high-fives, JJ motioned to Gabriel to come over to the car. The boy held back. JJ called him 

by his first and last name, and offered him an ice cream. Gabe asked for a cone with chocolate 

and nuts on top. “Want a ride?” JJ asked. The boy hesitated until one of the others said, “Go 

ahead, Gabe. He ok.”  

         JJ drove while the two of them finished their ice creams. The dealer seemed to inhale his 

and tossed the sticky cone on the highway. Gabriel ate his  cone,  after he had unwrapped three 

of Mr. Malik’s thin napkins so it wouldn’t drip on the imitation leather seats. They drove up Blue 

Hill Avenue and then to woodsy Blue Hills, where they parked in the lot near the nature trail. JJ 

offered  Gabriel a joint, but the boy passed.   

         The dealer  opened all the windows and smoked, the sweet odor mixing with pine from the 

trees. JJ got right to it: he had a job opening. A job?  the boy thought. As JJ explained it, he was 

in the entertainment business, like video games and TV shows, except this was personal, “the 

game inside a dude.” The law just didn’t understand.   

         “So what? Drugs? Doctors give all kinds of pills. They use needles too, the docs.  Every 

CVS and Walgreens got counters full of drugs. Well, I’m kind of a doctor, bringing joy to the 

world. If there were more joy in it, people wouldn’t need what I sell.” 

        To Gabriel, JJ seemed like a thoughtful person, meaning he did some thinking about things 

-- different from what they taught in school, but thinking all the same. JJ could teach courses 

about the streets, how they worked, who owned or controlled them. JJ explained that he had his 

own rules, the streets had its own rules. and they were righteous rules, no matter what the police 

said.  

       “Rules?” 

        “Yeah, sure,” JJ said, disappointed that Gabriel didn’t know their significance. “You gotta 

have rules, or nothing makes sense. A basketball hoop at home plate in a football  game? No 

way. You gotta keep things separate.“ 

       “I don’t sell to nobody under the age of 14,” JJ continued. ”When I was 14, I be a man, if 

you know what I mean, and a Daddy by 16; bitch left with the kid, went South, real South, where 
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they got farms and corn and cotton and shit. What I going to do there?  Plant weed? I sends her 

money once in a while. Her lawyer after me, but you know what the cost of living up here is, 

right? So I got to do my business.  

        “We’re talking business now, man to man. This is how I run my entrarprise. These 

youngins, if they be 15, let’s say, want to do weed or ice or molly and they got the cash, why I 

say no? But 14 be my limit for weed and for sure anything else. If you over 16, you can buy what 

you got the cash for.” 

         “Do you check their ID’s?” Gabriel asked. It was a silly question, he knew, but a way to 

hold his own in the conversation.  

        “No, why would I?” JJ sounded annoyed again. “I always can tell them ages. You 14, 

right?” 

         “A couple of weeks, ” Gabriel said. He didn’t look 12, his real age, or even 13. More like a 

high schooler, where he was headed.  He hoped he spoke the words smoothly enough to sound 

like the truth.  

         “I been watching you.  You look like a dependable,“ JJ said. 

         A dependable? The boy did not know what JJ meant, although Gabriel was in line for 

advanced placement in English next year.  

“Dependables,” JJ continued, “are them that do the right thing when no one looking. 

Most people are good in front of a police man or judge. Real test is what  you do all alone. You 

get my thing?” 

         Gabriel got it – JJ’s  thing  meant thinking, but he couldn’t quite come up with the word. 

Close enough.  

        “Of course, if you be religious, then Jesus looking down and keeping score. But if you don’t 

believe in nothing, then you gotta keep your own score.  It’s how I thing, you’ll see what I mean, 

that you a good student and a church goer. I seen you and your grandma walking up Blue Hill 

Avenue in any kind of weather, heading to that little church on the corner, one that used to be a 

fried chicken place.  

      “I got work for you to do, young man. The work be easy,” JJ said, “Delivery and pickup, like 

UPS. Nothing much to do and the money be good. You try it once and see for yourself.” 

        JJ passed a couple of twenties to Gabriel. “See, you already on payroll.”  

        Gabriel thumbed the two twenties. They felt good, so crisp the edges could cut skin.  The 

bills seemed to warm his hands after the cold ice cream. What would his grandmother or the 

church deacon say? The boy knew JJ’s business. Everyone did. The church leaders warned the 

youngsters about the drugs and their dealers.   

         The closest lesson was his own mother; when she was using heavily, Maddie wailed that 

she couldn’t recognize her own daughter. The need for the drugs took her, like another person 

inside of her. JJ was not her supplier, that much the boy  knew. It was someone who traveled 

through the neighborhood like a black ghost, in a Lexus, white as the North Pole.  

          JJ let on he knew who the man was, maybe even worked for him. They were in the same 

business. No wonder his grandmother thought drugs  a demon, something the Devil thought up 
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in his battle with the Lord. The deacon of their church confided that he didn’t think the Lord was 

winning.   

His grandmother took Gabriel with her once when she went  to get his mother from 

rehab.  He was very little. His mother had been sleeping in bad places, abandoned  buildings, and 

her skin was covered in bumps. She got out of rehab and went home, slept in Gabriel’s room on 

his single bed, he on the couch again. She stayed with them off and on, once for a whole year. 

She got herself a job cleaning offices in Boston late at night, joined them at church, even 

attended his grammar school graduation.  

        Then she drifted, in Grandma Maddie’s words. She stopped going to work, as if work came 

and went like the weather. She visited a friend, she said, and when she came back, her head 

sagged, chin resting on her chest, too heavy to lift. She stayed away more, until she didn’t bother 

coming home. She forgot to say goodbye.  

          Now, he knew where she was, Framingham, where the women had  their own prison. His 

grandmother had said that her daughter was in rehab again, and she might be, inside the walls of 

the prison. If she didn’t get rehabbed soon, she might never come home. Maybe this time she’d 

make it. 

         If drugs took so much from him, why shouldn’t he get something back? Why shouldn’t he 

make some money? JJ’s job paid way better than minimum wage. The hours were odd, but the 

money be good, as JJ would say. 

          Gabriel stuffed cash in a doubled sock in the back of a drawer. The more it bulged with 

cash, the more JJ influenced  him. There was a computer camp this summer – and now he would 

have the money for that and a new computer, an Alienware or Razer Blade laptop, professional 

ones that would display the games with full graphics and sound. He could tell Grandma that he 

got a scholarship.  In a way, it was the JJ scholarship.  The money would have to be a secret. His 

grandmother would wallop  him with  her heavy  handbag,  the boy thought.  

           While his grandmother asleep, the boy began to slip out to meet JJ on a street or vacant 

lot. The location changed each time. JJ texted him: “WS  Locst end spring, same.” JJ always 

called his business, Wall Street, or WS. The meeting was at the corner of Locust and Spring 

Streets, and it was the same time. JJ couldn’t spell. By end, he meant and.  

           The drug dealer was never Ms. Colavita’s student at George Washington Carver school. 

But JJ still encouraged Gabriel to continue his studies, what JJ called his civil duty, when Gabriel 

knew he meant his civic duty.  Gabriel offered to be JJ’s interpreter, but the dealer didn’t get the 

joke.  

           JJ explained that he had been in the drug trade since the ninth grade. The truant officer ran 

after him until JJ turned 16 and was free. Excluding two years in juvenile detention and a year in 

grown-up prison, JJ stayed in his own business, with a dependable supplier nearby and many 

customers. He had his own territory, which he subdivided into franchises. The older kids said the 

fellow in the white Lexus had given JJ his territory. Gabriel heard that he controlled blocks of 

neighborhoods all the way to the expressway.  

           JJ said he’d recruited the boy to “solve his distribution problem from his franchisees.” He 
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said this perfectly from watching TV, without an accent, a dropped syllable, or a curse word. The 

franchisees were the small dealers on street corners or by vacant lots. Gabriel would exchange 

bags  with them from his school backpack for a tight roll of cash in an elastic band.  He made the 

exchange smoothly, usually in an alley or a hallway.  No one paid much attention to a tall middle 

school kid in his charter school uniform and backpack. JJ was proud that he thought the gig up.  
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Chapter Two 

 

Was there an end to this long night? From the seat of his taxi cab, Sasha Denisov looked 

across the steering wheel and hood of his Ford and couldn’t see it. When he began his shift, his 

first fare was from South Station to Quincy, south of Boston. He didn’t get far. An accident on 

the Expressway backed up traffic a quarter mile. The fender bender took 20 minutes for the cops 

to take pictures and get names, for the firetruck and empty ambulance to leave,  and for the crew 

to sweep up  the shards. 

        Sasha had three quick fares after, the last one back to Boston. There were knots of traffic at 

Leverett Circle, before he got two more fares west. He hit a detour, road repairs, on route 128. 

Another fare brought him back into the city, the theater district, and South Station.  

         Sasha hit payday, a long ride with the yellow digits of the meter running up dollars as if he 

willed it, north 30 miles to Lowell. Even better, a guy with an expense account and cash.   Half 

of his customers paid by credit card or smartphone, while the rest preferred cash. He did too. 

Electronic payments meant that the government knew what he got for a fare and tip. With cash, 

he decided what to report.  

          Running his own business, with his own taxi medallion, was hard, getting harder. The cabs 

were getting competition from people using their own cars to get into the transportation business, 

with just cell phones, an app and a meter, no expensive medallion to buy or lease. Income was 

down, and the price of nearly everything up. Before his taxi left the driveway in Cambridge, he 

felt his pockets emptying to small change.  Longer hours just to keep up. 

Then there was the crisis of the neighborhoods. The Crisis in big letters in the newspapers 

and on TV, as they ran stories on the uptick of violence in Boston. Large signs on delivery truck 

doors proclaimed that drivers carried no cash to dissuade robbers. The shooting last week of a 16 

year old black man on River Street, right next to busy Mattapan Square, was held up as an 

example of that neighborhood’s further decline. This young man  survived, but his wounding 

followed a shooting three days earlier, a block away, a 20 year old,  who died.   

The news stories discovered interesting statistics, among them that the neighborhoods 

had more shootings but less fatalities, an improvement of sorts. Fellow cabbie Raoul wondered if 

the shooters were less experienced and thus, poorer shots. No one assumed pity for the victims. 

There wasn’t much of that to go around.  

Next to issues of life and death, Sasha felt small to complain about his own one-man  

business, but he did complain eventually, to his wife or to himself, in the quiet of his Ford Crown 

Victoria. Extra sound insulation in the roof, floor and doors hushed city  sounds to whispers. Hi-

tech  filters cleaned the air inside.  

An American citizen now, Sasha swore to uphold its laws, which meant reporting every 

penny of income to his adopted country.  His guilt about taxes was like a pebble in his size 9 

Reeboks.  When he lived in Russia, he kept many of his rubles from the tax collector. Everyone 

cheated, including the government.  

       Here, in America, didn’t he pay enough, with taxes, fees, the mortgage for the medallion, 
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repairs, oil, gas, tires, and insurance? The costs soaked up his income like desert flowers sucked 

moisture. Between civic duty and business needs, he needed a middle road, but it was as 

potholed as back streets around South Station.  

        Enough, he thought. His wife Claire scolded him. Take it easy, Sasha, she soothed him, 

rubbing his back, her voice a decibel above a whisper. He needed her help without 

acknowledging  needing it. Another of his life’s contradictions: Too busy, he couldn’t think 

straight. Too quiet, he missed the crush of customers. Fifty thousand people walked through 

South Station every day, but in the last hour he fretted that he hadn’t seen more than a few 

dozen, some homeless looking for shelter, not a cab.   

After the fare to Lowell, a dispatcher called him with another fare to Bedford. Sasha was 

in traffic again, his leg popping from gas to brake, brake to gas. He was close to Lexington when 

one of the local taxi companies threw him business they couldn’t handle, tourists to the airport.  

         A father, mother and two kids, one an infant in his car seat. They were from Lexington, 

Kentucky, as it turned out. The man was a history teacher, taking photos for his class in the 

American Revolution. “It all started here,” he said, pointing to the town common.                        

From the airport, Sasha skirted traffic through Chelsea until he got a flat.  A nail spill 

from a construction site, he figured.  He caught a break: a garage on a corner that was open late, 

its bays wide and lit. The tire repaired, Sasha returned to South Station after midnight. He looked 

forward to ten quiet minutes. Instead, he had an hour of unbroken boredom that could turn a 

person into stone.  

        He accepted a night with little profit. The tension in his neck and shoulders escaped like air 

from his punctured tire. When he worked long hours and his driver friends were out on fares, he 

felt a cabbie loneliness, surrounded by people and traffic. In solitude, he talked to himself, a 

verbal selfie, he called it.  

A knock on his passenger side window. Sasha looked up. It was Wally Too-Too, cabbie 

Walter Kibaki, originally from Kenya. Walter got his nickname from asking other cabbies on a 

coffee run to get him coffee, “too-too.” The name stuck.  

“Sasha, come out. The guys, the U.N., we’re talking something important,” he said. 

Sasha pushed his receipts aside. The U.N. was their standard joke for a meeting between 

the Ukrainian, Sasha, the Kenyan, Kibaki, the Cuban ex-pat, Raoul Benitez, and the Israeli, 

Menachim Oz. Sasha walked around his cab, a few cars behind Menachim’s Ford, Too-Too’s 

Toyota and Raoul’s Chrysler van. He found Too-Too and Raoul leaning against the side panel of 

the van and Menachim against the fender. Sasha noted that the street lamps at South Station cast 

lemon light on them, like the stage at the Wilbur.  

Raoul was pointing to a newspaper story. The  grainy picture showed a cab against a 

curb, doors open, next to it the chalk outline of a person, with a police cruiser on one side and 

another in front. The headline said a cabbie had been shot, a robbery gone bad. Sasha had heard 

the disturbing report on the radio while he was driving back to Boston.  

“How’s Miguel doing?”  Sasha asked. His English sounded American, except his h's, w's  

and p's were borrowed from the 37 consonants of the Russian language. A specialist might also 
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catch the Slavic accents of Ukrainian in Sasha's speech. He carried those sounds in his mouth, a 

legacy.  

“Better,” Raoul said. 

“I just had breakfast with him a few weeks ago at Dunkin’ Donuts in Somerville,” Sasha 

said. “I never knew his last name though -- Torres or Flores.” 

 “It’s Flores. Good, well, he’s as good as can be expected,” Menachim said. “I called his 

wife. The fare, the passenger, he said, looked harmless. Miguel drives him to Roxbury to the 

address. The customer doesn’t pass the money through the opening in the security shield.  He 

steps out of the cab without paying. Torres didn’t want him running away, so  he leaves the cab 

to collect. Right away he saw that the passenger was high, had taken something, a pill he 

guessed. The guy sticks a pistol in Torres’ face, demands his wallet.  The gun made Miguel 

nervous. His hands shaking so he drops his  wallet. As he reaches for it, the guy panics, shoots 

and runs. Didn’t even get the wallet or the money.” 

“Will Torres be paralyzed?” Sasha asked. Aside from dying, most feared was a lifelong 

injury.  Last year, a cabbie in Worcester had been paralyzed, waist down, from a bullet during a 

robbery. Inside the cab was safer than outside. Like many cabs, the back of his driver’s seat had 

a plate of quarter-inch steel and at eye level, a Plexiglas shield between the front and back seats.  

The cabbie didn’t get out, so the thief  shot him through the driver’s door.  

“No,” Menachim said, “it went through his shoulder, in and out. But he bled, four pints 

they needed to keep him alive until they shut the petcock. His arm won’t work well for months. 

He’s lucky, it’s not worse.” 

“We’re thinking,” Too-Too said, “of not taking fares into these neighborhoods.” 

“’Troubled’, the newspaper calls them, the neighborhoods,” Menachim said. “Well,  

those news writers live in Chestnut Hill or Brookline. What do they know streets lit up at night 

like at a rock concert and the sound of shots a kind of background noise? It’s a crisis.” 

“It is a crisis,” Sasha agreed, “been so for years, mostly young men at risk. But cabbies 

too. FedEx guys. Pizza delivery guys.” 

“The newspapers say we’re going to be like Chicago. So many murdered,  more than 

we’ve lost in Iraq and Afghanistan,” Raoul said. 

Sasha nodded.  

“It’s ok with you, Sasha. You drive anywhere,” Too-Too said.  

“I refuse fares,” he said. Depends on the fare, he thought. No gang tattoos, that he 

wouldn’t tolerate. No drunks.  He had cleaned enough vomit from the backseat. If he could, he 

also checked eyes for drugs. No whites turning red or pupils wide as Cheerios.  

“Not many though,” Raoul said. 

“Not many,” he agreed. Beneath the tiger logo of his one-cab Spetsnaz Cab Company 

was the motto of the Russian special  forces,  where he once served, Any Mission, Any Place, 

Any Time.  

“And that lady that calls you, Mrs. Clay, from Mattapan.” 
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“Yes, Maddie calls me, to find her grandson Gabriel. Menachim did this for her too. The 

boy’s  great at basketball and a good student, but he’s only a kid and doesn’t always come home 

on time,” Sasha said. “She depends on us.  

“Look, guys, the people who live in those neighborhoods, they need taxis like anywhere 

else. That’s our job, isn’t it?” 


