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George and I stepped into the office. “Captain Langler? Can we have a minute of your time?” 

He kept reading a report I’d typed and raised a finger. A plaque on his desk read: “The Buck Stops 
Here, So Don’t Piss Me Off!” “That depends,” he said, putting down the report. “Is this going to cost 
me?” 

“I’ve been your clerk now for two years, sir…” 

“So this will cost me.” 

“We need a sponsor for our Lifer’s Group.” 

He laughed. “You want my help to get your ass out of prison? And deprive me of your mediocre 
clerk skills?” He put a finger on his chin. “Let me see.” He tapped a couple times. “Hmmm. What the 
hell, I’ll do it.” 

“Thanks, Cap, I’ll do the paperwork.” 

On Friday night I entered the meeting room with my cellmate. George shook his hand, “Hey, 
Paul.” He gripped my hand. “Hey Jarad, thanks for helping out.” 

I wasn’t happy to see Jay enter.  His hair was dirty, and the shadows under his eyes told me he’d 
been on a meth run. He gave a sour look my way, and then one of anger and disgust at seeing Paul. 
In ten minutes about forty guys were seated and cigarette smoke filled the room. 

“Okay,” George said, “welcome to the first meeting of the Lifer Process Group.” 
There was a timid knock, and someone entered with wild curly hair. “Is this the Lifer program?” 
“Yes, it is Herbie,” George said, “go have a seat.” 
As he entered someone whispered, “Break out the butterfly nets.” 
“George,” Jay said loudly. 
George nodded. “Yes, Jay, what’s up?”  
“I think we need to set limits on who’s accepted.” 
My bunkie, Paul, laughed and stood. 
“No,” George answered, “this is for everyone.” 
“That’s on paper,” Jay said, slapping one hand against the other, “but we need our own standards.” 
“He means me, George,” Paul said, and started to leave. 
George held up a hand. “No, Paul, wait.” 
I stood up. “Paul’s with me; if he’s not included, I’m not a part of it either.” 
“Oh, really?” Jay said, “Is he your daddy?” The room went quiet. 
“Come on, Jay,” George said, “is this what you want the Parole Board to see?” 
“Back in the day,” I said, pointing, “I’d stab the dog-shit out of you for saying that.” 



Jay crossed his arms and grinned. Paul looked at him and then me. “George,” he said, motioning 
with his head, “step out of the way.” 

“Okay,” he said, “Jarad, you have the floor.” 
Jay’s smirk dropped like a rock as I approached, but Herbie interrupted with a raised hand. 
“What, Herbie?” I asked. 
“Is there going to be coffee and cookies?” 
I laughed along with everyone, expect Jay. 
“Yes, Herbie,” George said, “starting next week.” 
I glared at Jay. “And we’ve got some issues of respect to iron out.” 
Early Monday morning I sat in my small side office reading my Bible when the captain passed 

by.  I picked up his cup and poured him coffee. 
He unlocked our shared door. 
“Morning, Captain.” 
“Morning,” he said, and took the steaming mug. “How’d it go at the meeting?” 
“There was a lot of BS.” 
He took a sip. “Found out your partners in crime can be damn selfish?” 
“How’d you know?” 
He went into his office and I followed. “In investigations, I got to know quite a few of them.” 
“But these guys won’t come back,” I said. “Mostly.” 
“I like the way you included ‘mostly’.” He nodded, “Of course they’ll stay out; mostly. But I don’t 

think they’ve changed a whole hell of a lot. Not really.” He sipped again. “They’ve just been kicked in 
the ass hard enough and long enough that they’ll stay on the right side of the law.” 

“Really,” I said, “is that what you think of me?” 
He paused, thinking. “Those burritos you and your fellow clerks were eating?” 
“What about them?” 
“Where’d you get the meat, onions, and cheese that went into them?” 
“Well, uh...” 
“The answer you’re fucking stumbling over, is you stole the shit out of the kitchen!” 
“Captain, you ate one!” 
“Yeah,” he said, “not bad for prison food.” 
“So, what’s your point?” I asked. 
“You threaten to ‘stab the dog-shit’ out of someone?” 
I hung my head. “Why am I not surprised you heard.” 
“Good!” he said, nodding. “At least you didn’t make it worse by running a bunch of lies up the 

flag pole.” 



I sighed. “Captain, you give that snitch your home phone number or what?” 
“Oh, I know all about the piece of shit you wanted to put a knife into.” He pointed. “Get off that 

damn soapbox.” He let those words sink in. “At times you act as if when people see the word, 
“Rehabilitated,” they think of you.” 

“I’ll soon be in the dictionary.” 
“I can’t wait. But in the meantime,” he said, “don’t kid yourself, and don’t be such a phony I 

decide to bust you the next time you make burritos.” 
“This time we’ve got sour cream; you want one?” 
“What you can do,” he said, “is pour me more coffee, get that damn group running the way it’s 

supposed to, and take your sorry criminal ass back to work.” 
I picked up his mug. “Yes, boss, back to the salt mines.” I headed to my office. 
He said, “You’re a good clerk, Mendrin.” 
I raised the cup above my head. “Thank you, sir. 

	


