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The Reckoning

By Larry Lynch

ERXREDD, SRR 06 3 LR
BARNER. AREBFEEBADLRAAD
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BAOBMABRE—EBEN,

O S .

Every day since I’ve been here, I march down to that
prick’s office at the end of the assembly line. There are a lot of
familiar faces here, but I don’t know any of their names, and
they all turn to watch me go. Some assholes tell me to get back
to work, and others start crying cause they know how far be-
hind the line gets if someone stops. But I keep telling them,
I’m not supposed to be here, and they stare at me like fuckin’
crazed animals or something.

Every step I take there’s pain.” It’s so hot in this place,
and the insides of my thighs are chaffed and raw. They burn
when they rub together or when the black cover-alls we are is-
sued get sweaty and stick to your legs and back. There’s a
blister on my ankle that won’t heal, and I can feel the skin

peeling off it every time I take step. And it’s hot — fucking
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hot.

From time to time I think I see him walking down the
line, and 1 know he stands behind me and watches over my
shoulder. But for the most part, he sits in his office and
watches page after page of computer paper reel off a printer
and fold neatly on the floor. It never stops. He just keeps plac-
ing the stacks of print-outs against the wall. The fucker never
takes a day off and always closes the curtains behind his desk
when he sees me coming.

He’s a fat, ugly little shit. I mean, I’m not what you call
slim, but this guy should take a look in the mirror. And those
sweaters he wears—I wouldn’t be caught dead in one. When 1
was married, my wife used to buy me sweaters like that at
Christmas, and I told her, “Look, don’t buy me anymore of
those fucking ugly sweaters. ” I said just like that. I never
meant to make her cry, but she got the hint.

He never sweats. It’s hotter in his office than on the line,
he’s wearing one of those ugly sweaters, and he never sweats.
There’s an air conditioner in his office, and it’s almost as loud
as that damned printer. “Does that thing work?” I asked him
once. He just makes a face like he can’t hear me over all the
noise. Smart-ass fucker. So, one day I say to him, “Listen,
I’'m not supposed to be here. ” “What?” he says, and shrugs
and nods to the air conditioner. So I repeat myself, louder, a
lot louder, and he says he will look into it. That was a week
ago. Everyday I go back and there’s still no answer.

When I get back to the line, there’s a lot of dirty looks
and sweating and some crying. People here mutter to them-
selves a lot. When I'm away from the line, some people try to

do their work and mine too, and others are fuckin’ crying
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’cause now they can’t keep up. There’s no way of stopping
this line. It runs all night, every night—all. We work around
this goddamned place is night shift, and that fuckin’ line never
stops except for a few minutes at lunch.

You can barely hear the lunch whistle over the noise. No
one wears a watch and there is no clock. When the whistle
goes, everyone stands around looking at each other wondering
if their ears are playing tricks on them. And when the line
stops, there is a mad rush upstairs. All at once everyone clam-
ors for the metal stair case that leads to the lunch room. The
staircase is only wide enough for one person and the hand rail-
ing is hot to the touch. Steam rises up through the metal grat-
ed treads and you have to squint to see where you're going and
so your eyeballs don’t get burned. The blister on my foot kills
me as my shoe flops on my foot when I climb the stairs. I’'m
gonna mention that to him too— there’s no need to have the
lunchroom way they fuck up here.

Inside the room there are no chairs, and paper bags with
everyone’s name on them are heaped in a pile in the middle of
the floor. Everyone panics and thrashes to find the one with
their name on it before lunch is over and before the line starts
moving again. There’s a lot of shoving and clawing for a few
bitter, salted crackers and some bread. The first day 1 was
there, I never found mine until the line started and lunch was
over. The next day I found it faster by elbowing my way to
the top of the stairs and stepping over people to get there first.
I took two bags, and the salty crackers caked the inside of my
mouth. I gagged and before I could get to the fountain, lunch
was over. Fuck.

The next day I was fiercer, pushing people aside, getting
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to the top, with the scorching railing burning into my side and
leaving welts on my arms and on my hands.

Get out of the way, you fuckin’ assholes! I devoured the
bread and crackers before the whistle went, and rushed outside
the room to get a drink from the fountain while the rest were
still jostling for their bags. The fountain runs all the time, but
for some reason when you lean over to take a drink, the flow
shrivels up, and you have to stretch your lips under the spout
to even get them wet. And then the damn water is hot and
stinks like rotten eggs. So, all day my mouth feels like some-
one shit in it, and I’m thirsty and hungry, and crackers and
bread sit like an anchor somewhere between my stomach and
my throat.

Back on the line there are more black boxes piled next to
my station than before I went to lunch. I haven’t a clue how
they got there or where they came from. I’m not even sure
what the hell it is we make here and I honestly don’t give a
fuck. I don’t plan on staying long, so I just keep doing what
I'm told until I get the fuck out a here. The boxes weigh a ton
and are filled with metal bars and my job is to climb a ladder
and dump them into a vat where they are melted. The boxes
are too heavy to carry, so I have to dump the bars one at a
time. There’s no gloves here and my hands get black and I'm
always getting metal slivers stuck in them. Further down the
line, I see people pouring the molten metal into molds while
others drill, grind, polish —whatever. The air here stinks of
sweat and steam, and sparks fly from grinders and the cooling
metal. And all the while, the fucking conveyor never stops,
never-fucking stops.

At the end of the line, the shiﬁy finished pieces of metal
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on the conveyor pass through a hole in the wall and vanish.
Don’t know where they go, and couldn’t care less, 'cause I
ain’t staying. I’'m going back to my old job, and I'm gonna
tell that no-good prick that too. N

I wish 1 could remember what the hell happened anyway ,
how the hell T got here. T get like that sometimes, you know,
forgetful. T’ll drink too much and forget where I was , or who
I was with, even forget to go to work in the morning. But I
don’t have that trouble here. 1 just seem to wake up and here |
am—hands all fuckin’ black, legs all chaffed, and that fuckin’
prick sitting up there watching that paper coming out of that
printer.

Some days I’d wake up and couldn’t remember where I
left my car, or how I got home. Woke up one morning and the
wife was gone too—well kiss on her} If I was late for work,
which I was, lots of times, the guys would cover for me. If I
wasn’t feeling so shit-hot, I'd go lay down somewhere and
they’d cover for me too. A real good bunch of guys. They
used to tell me to take it easy, tell me that some night T wasn’t
gonna make it home, and kill someone else and myself too. I
said, “Fuck off. You’re crazy. Never happen. ” And I told the
wife the same thing. All that woman ever did was yap and
complain, yap and complain. So what? I work hard, I should
be allowed to enjoy myself and do whatever the fuck I want.
She will be back.

Let me tell you, it’s a long day in this place. There were
long days at my other job, but this is a fuck of a lot worse. |
can’t tell where one day ends and the next begins. All I know
is that when T finally get close to emptying the last fuckin’ box
into that vat, that’s when everything gets fucked up. It’s like




