"Height?" sternly demanded booking officer Clifford Warren in a breathy yet raspy voice. 
The gang member sat there staring defiantly silent. 
"I said height dirt bag!" yelled Warren.  
Gomez sat there staring at the officer. He figured they'd been through this before, was tired of the head games the local pigs would play, and decided to give them a bit of their own medicine. 
"Gomez… this will go a lot easier on you if you cooperate now… so what's your height… gang fag?" 
Booking Officer Warren, a taller man, grayish blue round eyes, off white receding hair line standing out against reddened leathery skin from years of patrolling the frigid Chicago streets, disdainfully scowled at the likes of Gomez. Though Warren’s slenderish frame reaching into the mid fifties, stood over six feet, he was in fair shape with evidence of a younger man no stranger to the gym. Wrinkled sleeves rolled up just shy of the elbow, a badge that tilted slightly forward when he leaned in, and an open collar   on his blue uniform displayed his growing tiresome years on the force. When you focused in, looking only in his eyes, you could envision him someone’s grandpa, not grandfather but grandpa, turning those cold steely eyes into caring droopy circles of love, smiling at his grandkids playing in the back yard. Pulling back from the close up however, bringing the full face  into range, complete with a straight mouth pulled tight, tendon lines from a tense neck plunging into  a municipal uniform, they took on a stern serious no-nonsense demeanor commanding respect and results from those he must incarcerate. 
Gomez knew they were only trying to entice him to do something stupid so they could lock him up good. As it stood they only had him on assault and battery which, although violated his parole … they'd have to let him go on such a small charge, there were others not so lucky that were caught on worse charges which they needed the lock up space for and this was just a ceremony of documentation to add to his crime jacket. 
"Listen boy, I ain't the sweet old policeman that goes around visiting schools warning the kids to stay away from creeps like you, so answer the question… punk!” Warren chipped.  
"Six two… pig" Gomez paused accenting the derogatory name in a sarcastically calm manner, as if he were the one in charge of the interview. 
"Your weight?" Officer Warren gritted in return. 
Gomez sat silent knowing that he was the one antagonizing the pale white piece of police trash. The more defiant he was, the better chance the pig would do something stupid like beat him while hand cuffed and he would be back out on the street within the hour. 
"Ok Gomez. I've got a few more dirt bags like you out there to process so give me your weight before I drag you to the interrogation room and… well interrogate you proper-like… get the picture?”

Gomez sat silent with a slight smirk slipping across his face. Like a snap of a rubber band, Officer Warren popped from his seat, reached across the desk, curled his fingers around the studded collar that ringed Gomez’s neck, pulled him across the desk slamming his face into the computer monitor. 
"See that!" Warren shouted… "That is the paperwork I need to fill out for your dead beat ass … and I'd like to get it done today… trash boy… so what is your friggin weight!" 
He released Gomez with a quick jerk leaving   him still bent over the desk facing the computer monitor. Gomez slowly turned his head, looked up at Warren standing over him, Gomez bleeding from the nose, the bright red liquid staining his teeth as he smiled defiantly. He circled  his upper lip with his tongue collecting the red liquid, and spit it on the computer screen, giving Warren a deadly stare as he slowly leaned upwards back over the desk  and sat back in the seat. 
Captain Coolidge, a gray templed gentleman sitting a couple desks over caught sight of the troubled interview. Walking over he questioned confidently "Officer Warren? Everything under control here?" 
"Cap?"  Warren replied… "Do me a big favor would ya? Process this punk before I regret doing what I'd like to do to this trash." 
Captain Coolidge looked at Gomez and back to Officer Warren and said… "Alright Warren, go cool off. There are some personal belongings to be filed back there.” 
Warren stood over Gomez and pointed at him…

"Lucky for you I've got a boss that shows mercy… punk!"… Jabbing his pointer finger in the air two inches from Gomez's face to accentuate 'punk'… 
Gomez sitting without flinching returned him a slow cocky smile as bright red blood outlined each tooth. Warren walked off steaming. Captain Coolidge sat down behind the desk, puffed a long breath out his cheeks, grabbed a paper towel out of the desk drawer, wiped the bloodied saliva off the computer screen, typed a few things on the keyboard to bring a new screen up, and looked up saying… 
"OK Juan, you don't want to be here anymore than I want to be here booking you, so how about lets making this easy on us both, we'll get this done, get you processed and we can go from there… what do you say… Juan?” 
Coolidge purposefully paused slightly before stating his birth name a second time accenting and drawing attention to it.  Gomez's eyes were like dark brown cold peeries, giving way to a curious glare by the soft easy tone of Coolidge and there was something strangely familiar about Coolidge's voice. Gomez looked at him as if trying to see through him. He wondered how he knew his first name. On the street he was known as langostino meaning 'king prong'. No one knew his real name, whenever he was arrested it was always langostino Gomez, that's what his ID read. He thought at first the Captain had just made a mistake, guessed lucky, or was being stereotypically sarcastic but his tone was soft and easy and his eyes were sincere. Gomez sat there perplexed but wouldn't allow himself or the captain the rights to see his curious questioning. They sat there staring at each other for a minute until Captain Coolidge broke silence.

"Juan, I hope you don't mind my calling you Juan, that is your name right?"… Coolidge paused. 
Gomez sat there silent with no hint of acknowledgement, his thoughts trying to figure how he knew his name. 
"And you're probably wondering how I knew that…"
Coolidge waited for a reply, but Gomez gave none because that to him would be a sign of weakness. On the street you do not show weakness or you will be beat, or wind up someone's "boy", and you just don't show weakness. Gomez just sat there with blood still running from his nose. 
"Here…" Coolidge reached in the desk drawer and handed him a paper towel which Gomez grabbed with cuffed hands… "Clean up a bit… I apologize for Officer Warren's behavior; he lost a nephew last week in a 'gang rat pack, and, well… I'm afraid he's carrying a bit of a grudge towards anyone from the street. For all he knows, you were the one who put the final hit on his sister's kid."
Gomez cleaned off the blood and sat there. "Juan" Coolidge continued… "You haven't seen me here before, I was recently transferred from the south precinct, so I'm a stranger to most yet here and still getting use to the place myself actually.  I don't think you remember me. In fact I wasn't for sure it was you when they brought you in, it's been so long now and you were just a little 'homey'…"
Coolidge smiled kindly when he said the street name, "…and I wasn't sure until I saw the scar under your eye and realized it was you. I figured how many super sized Latino kids with a scar like that would be in this half of the city. You don't recognize me do you…? Juan?" 
Captain Coolidge was about five foot ten, 180 pounds a 50ish man with salt and pepper hair leaning more towards the salty side than pepper, a handsome cleanly trimmed beard over a slightly tanned full face. A clear round Blue eyed gentleman  with a bright brisk sense about him. The pig garb he had on, light blue  shirt, dark blue pants, shiny shoes, gun, cuff pack, tear gas pack, badge the whole bit, didn't seem to fit his personality but by default instantly made him an enemy to  langostino Gomez. Something about this man however softened the “Juan” inside just slightly. 
Coolidge continued "… well I've put on a few pounds…" padding his mid range while talking…  "The hair changed color a bit and I suppose this beard doesn't help. Juan… my name is James Coolidge, you knew me as Mr. Jimmy.  I was one of your Sunday school teachers in South Chicago.  You use to attend St. Joseph's down on 132nd with your mom and younger brother… what was his name… ummm…" Coolidge snapping his fingers trying to force himself to remember as he looked on in the distance leaving a large pause.
"Cortez." Gomez disgustedly interrupted. 
"Yeah that’s right, Cortez…   he was a cutie wasn't he? you were about ten back then and he was only what…. Four or five or so?" Coolidge completed
.  "Something like that man" Gomez said still unsure of this bad cop good cop routine between Warren and Coolidge, he was still trying to place the familiarity of Coolidge. So much had happened over the past decade, so many street activities, robberies, beatings, and gang fights, his mind was clouded from those days as a kid. 
"Listen Juan" Coolidge continued… "I'm sorry what happened to your mom. I know it was hard on you kids to lose your mom and for what its worth, I hear your dad has changed. He's up for a parole hearing in six months you know, I doubt they'll give it to him, murder isn't exactly an easy hitch to drop especially with his prior, but I heard he's done turned himself around and  helps the chaplain out with Sunday services  out there in Pelican Bay.”

Coolidge paused a second, “… umm, when they brought you in and I recognized you, I did a quick check on your dad’s status, anyway, good behavior carries some weight so it’s anyone's guess. It depends whether or not the  judge assigned to the parole hearing had a good breakfast that morning. How is Cortez doing now? What is he about 17 by now I suppose." Coolidge said with a paused slight reminiscent smile. 
"I don't know man, I haven't seen Corty since they broke us up after my mother was killed and my dad went to prison." Juan guardedly offered.
"Geez… I'm sorry to hear that." Coolidge replied. 
Juan, though hardened from the tough street life he’s led, sat there with his eyes fixed on the blinking cursor in the processing form glaring from the computer screen, his mind uncontrollably taken back to his little brother and his mom. It seemed so long ago to him, almost as if they didn't exist, almost like it was another life. In fact it was a whole different life compared to what he was in now. Juan, a broad shouldered muscular six foot three two-hundred and fifteen pound twenty two year old Hispanic man, sat there silently focused. He was clean shaven, wore a short hair cut surrounded by a red bandana. His jeans were faded, torn at the knee with a foot long slice down the right thigh that was feathered with faded denim strings turned nearly white. He wore  a black leather jacket with five holes in it, three  from a knife and two from bullets. One of the knife holes never broke skin but the one from a nine inch shiv about mid abdomen and towards the outside broke not only skin but a rib, nearly puncturing a lung and back out the back.  The other knife wound was just above the waist pocket of the jacket and fortunately only an inch of the blade made it in his stomach muscle before another gang brother shot and killed the attacker. One bullet hole from a 38 caliber was near the end of the collar bone on the right shoulder. The other from a 22 caliber left a small hole in the left upper arm. Though you can’t see them, there were scars from both bullet wounds in the skin underneath to prove ownership of the leather. The back of the jacket was designed with a huge patch embroidered displaying a split tongued hissing coiled Cobra in front of a stained diamond shaped yellowish gold background with the word "Sustantivos" written in bright red jagged liquid imaged letters across the shoulders. Sustantivos is translated "Serpents" in English. The quarter inch thick black leather collar Officer Warren grabbed to slam  Juan's face to the computer screen was an inch and a half wide, studded with hexagon silver metal studs about a half an inch round. They were three dimensional as they protruded out from the leather  about a quarter of an inch though some were missing or smashed in from the years of street fights. From the looks of the choker it had saved Juan a time or two from a fatal knife wound as well. 
Listening to the captain’s soft easy voice, for a moment Juan was taken back to an innocent but not perfect time. He looked inside himself considering once again to give in to his recent inner questioning of why he chose to involve himself with the gang so many years ago. Now into his early 20s, he wondered what he was going to do with his life besides lose it on some back alley over some territorial rumble, drug deal gone bad,  or maybe even one of the brothers trying to make a name for himself if Juan gave any hint of wanting out of the brotherhood.  But he quickly caught himself and recomposed his hardened king pin mannerisms saying… 
"Look man, I don't know you, so lets just get on with this." 
Captain Coolidge flashed his palms, looked at Gomez and said… "Ok, Juan, OK". Coolidge paused a second or two looking at him with a sad missed connection and continued.

"Juan. I have to ask you some basic questions which I'm sure you know the routine so if you'll cooperate I'd appreciate it OK?" 
Gomez re-hardened his composure, sat with no response; he just waited for the next question. Captain Coolidge asked Juan the normal questions filling in the form on the screen, it the enter key, a soft beep came from the computer to indicate a completed and processed form had been filled. The printer was printing off some paperwork as the captain picked up the phone dialing an extension…

"Yeah Rodriguez, I've got one down here, you want to take him up to finish processing him? Yeah alright thanks."

"Sergeant Rodriguez will be taking you up stairs to finish processing you, fingerprints, photo and etc., your personals are in this bag, we've confiscated the knife and the fake ID but the rest of your stuff, wallet, money, pocket change and other items are all here…"
Before the captain finished his sentence Sergeant Rodriguez stepped in… 
"Captain the Lieutenant wants to see you in his office right away about the Mals case." 
"Ok" replied the captain.
“Alright cuz" Rodriguez let out a sigh with a large exhale turning to Gomez… "Upstairs we go to finish you off." 
As Rodriguez escorted Gomez off Captain Coolidge stood up and called out questioningly…

"Juan?" About 20 feet away both Rodriguez and Juan turned around… 
"In your bag there… is my card. If you ever want to talk, I'll listen. And maybe I can pull some strings and you know…? Maybe do a little digging to see if I can find Corty… if you're interested." 
Juan stood there a good ten seconds   expressionless. Not saying a word he turned and began walking again. Captain Coolidge gave Rodriguez raised eye brows as if to say "Well I tried". Rodriguez pulled a smile tight to the teeth in disgust shaking his head at the Captain’s foolish ideals, then turned and followed after Gomez. 
Sergeant Rodriguez finished processing Juan and took him to the city lock up. Depending on how many arrests were made and to their degree, he'd stay there for a day or two, his parole officer would eventually come in to  threaten him with legal options but he knew they'd let him out. All he was arrested for this time was beating up some homeless drunk that tried to pick his pocket while walking down the street. 
They put Juan in a cell with some dude that was caught dealing, a wino sleeping it off for the night and some white collar that was in for domestic abuse. Juan thought to himself how white collar’s wife could probably had taken him out he looked so pathetically scared. As the TV blared in the holding cell Juan began to think about the short conversation with Captain Coolidge. "Juan" he thought… "Man no one has called me that since mamma died.” He drifted off deep in thought when he was a young boy…
“Juan… take Corty upstairs, get him and yourself dressed for church and I want you to walk him to service today by yourself OK? Remember to watch for your father on the way home, if you see him just duck into a shop or doorway and wait for him to pass” he remembered his mamma tell him as a young boy. 

"But mamma aren't you…" 
"Juan"… Alis broke in… "Don't worry about me Juan I'm just not feeling well this morning but I don’t want you boys to miss Sunday school." 
"OK mamma" Juan replied. "Come on Corty… let's get dressed."
Alis was a small thin Hispanic woman, five-two or five-three with long black hair running gentle waves down the middle of her back. In her early thirties now but still had youthful looks. She weighed 120 or so and despite all the abuse she was given, she was still an attractive woman with a good outlook.  She was a Roman Catholic and took her belief quite seriously.  It was when she was 18 years old and at a friend's wedding that she met Salvador. At first he was a gentleman, far from religion of any kind but he worked hard doing construction, appeared to do ok for himself, and was very romantic. They dated a few times; both seemed interested in the other, so they decided to see more of each other. Alis was working as a secretary at a furniture outlet and was making ends meet. She had an apartment of her own, she moved here from Mexico and  became a naturalized citizen a year prior. Her uncle Herman was in California for a number of years, so she stayed with him while her parents remained in Mexico continuing to run their small family farm. Alis wanted to experience the prosperity of the  USA and felt farming was not in her blood.  Her uncle had helped her with her paperwork, helped teach her more English though she knew some from before. She got her paperwork, and her uncle got her in as a secretary at the place a good friend of his was working. She   made a few friends at work. When one of her friends got married and she was at the wedding reception, that's when she met Salvador. After a year or so of dating they decided to get married, it bothered Alis that Salvador wasn't Catholic and the church wouldn't marry them until he pronounced his belief, which he did just to be able to marry Alis. They attended pre-marital classes and eventually were married in September of 1981. Continuing to work the jobs they had, things were doing pretty well. They had a nice apartment and before they knew it she was pregnant with a baby boy. Salvador was pleased he had a son. Juan was 12 lbs and measured 21 inches at birth and Alis was glad to release him from the burden he put on her. Juan had gotten his size from Salvador's side of the family. Though Salvador was only five-eleven himself, his brothers were all over six foot. 
About a month after Juan's first birthday is when Alis started noticing that Salvador was behaving somewhat different. He'd come home with his lunches in full tact until she mentioned it one day where he excused it off he wasn't hungry. After that the lunch box always came back clean, no wrappers or bags, empty cans no nothing. It was as if the whole thing was tossed in the trash. She asked him how his turkey sandwich was  one day and he replied "Good as always"… she had made him egg salad that day. He began coming home late, and showing a temper. Alis didn't like he yelled at Juan often and once whipped his backside for messing with his gun box. Salvador always had a gun box because he felt it was his right to protect himself and his family,  so she didn't think it too odd that he scolded Juan for  trying to get into it fearful he'd get hurt. But it was the way he scolded him, not out of fear for his safety but almost out of fear of something else that gave her an unsettled feeling. As time grew on  he kept even more different hours at night, sleeping late. He excused it away saying he didn't have to go in to the job site early for this reason or that. She called one day to have the office girl at Haliver Construction tell him to call her because Juan’s doctor appointment was moved up to that day and she couldn't get off of work. The receptionist at Haliver Construction said "Mrs. Gomez… ummm… I don’t know any other way to tell you but Salvador hasn't worked here for over six months now." That night when she got home from work, Salvador was not home yet. She went to his gun box to find not one gun, but a couple guns, a large bag of white powder, and a large bag of pills. She knew now why he was so upset when Juan almost got into the box. She was shocked to be staring at the packages and what they meant, not totally surprised though with the way Salvador was behaving for  months now. When Salvador got home she approached him about his lies and the contents of the box. They  got in an argument and he beat her until she shut up about it.  He told her if she ever stuck her nose in his business again she'd be sorry. He warned her that she was his wife and she best not think about telling anyone what she found. She threatened to leave him and he slapped her again and said she was going nowhere and if she did he'd find her and make her wish the thought had never entered her mind. The next day after his drugs wore off he was very apologetic, nearly balling himself he pleaded with her to forgive him and that things would be OK. He'd stop selling the drugs and using and they'd work it all out. By this time she was already pregnant with Cortez and with only two months before her due date, first she prayed the baby was OK after the thrashing he gave her but also how would she fend for yet another mouth to feed if things didn't work out between her and Salvador. 
For a time afterwards, after Corty was born,  things cooled down although Salvador still kept odd hours, getting a job here, losing it, finding work somewhere else, nothing ever consistent. He would still drink from time to time flaring his temper but he only hit her once since that first time. She suspected he was back using and dealing drugs but was afraid to approach him. Her uncle had passed away two years earlier, she had no other family in the country other than the boys, though she did have some good friends and knew some people at St. Joseph's, She was afraid of Salvador's temper. He again began to be more irritable, and started to get violent and so she would send the kids out to play and try to protect them as much as she could but felt like she was losing and feared for her kids as well as herself. A little older now Juan would ask where her bruises would come from but she would tell him she fell or something. At ten years old Juan was a strapping boy as tall as his mama and 125 pounds.  Salvador through the years had gotten quite heavy, the last Juan remembered he was nearing 400 pounds. Salvador had smartened up some and used less drugs but drank horribly continuing to lay his violent control over Alis. She was to a breaking point, she felt she couldn't tell any of her friends, although they suspected something was going on for a while now, and she didn't want to get them involved. Juan was getting wise and threatened his mom’s fear he was going to do something about this, and Salvador already had gotten to the point of beating up on the kids in his drunken rages. The scar under Juan's eye that Captain Coolidge recognized came from a knife Juan pulled on Salvador trying to protect his mamma in one of Salvador's drunken rages. Salvador back slapped Juan throwing him across the room and when he hit him the knife sliced a three inch gash under Juan's left eye running from the corner of his eye to his upper lip.  Recognizing Juan’s promise to her he was going to do something about it was full of meaning, and her  fear was compounded by growing danger to both kids and herself, she was desperate and  felt there was no other choice.
Back in the holding cell Juan's drifted thoughts were interrupted by the wino waking next to him asking him for a smoke… "Get a way from me man, go bother someone else uh?" Juan shoved. The TV continued to blare as the domestic violence guy watched, every once and a while looking over at Juan with a fearful nervous look. Juan stared at the TV screen trying to maintain his hardened composure and not think of Corty, his mom and himself as a little boy, but the more he sat there, the more his mind drifted off as if it were a magnet drawn to his memory.  Soon he was lost deep in thought again. 
"Juan and Cortez are you ready for church yet!"

"Yes mamma we’re getting Corty's shoes on and we're leaving."
"Come in here and let me se you before you  leave!"
"Ok mamma, we’ll be there in a minute." Juan hollered.
Alis was still in bed and sore from the severe beating Salvador gave her the night before. She thanked God the boys were out in the neighborhood at the time because he was particularly violent last night.  She stayed in bed this morning because she didn't want her kids to see her. She had a broken hand where Salvador slammed it in the door when she tried to leave, multiple bruises and cuts on her arm and a shiner on her right eye. She straighten her self up in bed some, kept her self covered and hollered for Juan…

Juan and Cortez walked in, with Alis under the covers up to her neck; she made her way sitting up slowly with a groan or two.

"Mamma. Are you…"

"I'm OK Juan" Alis interrupted. "I'm just not feeling well this morning but I'll be OK. Now let me see you.” She straightened out Cortez's collar with her left hand and kept her right arm under the covers or Juan would sure notice she was lying and she didn't need that.  She knew that after today things would be  better for the kids. She knew Salvador's  Sunday morning routine and he was due home soon.
"Alright my two big boys. You run off to church and tell Christina I'm just not feeling well this morning, you know she'll ask, tell her I'll call her later today. Run along and remember if you see your father walking home, just let him pass."

"But mamma" Juan started, "when he comes home Sunday morning he's usually…" 
"Juan" Alis interrupted, "…I'll be OK I promise, now run along and I'll see you when you get home from Sunday school. I love you" she smiled at them  with a kiss to each boy’s cheek purposefully landing Juan’s kiss straight on his scar as if to say “All better soon honey, all better soon.”. 

That was the last time Juan saw his mamma alive. While Juan and Cortez were at church, Salvador came home drunk and wanting to be a man demanding sex, with a brisk beating as his usual foreplay. Alis knew in her mind when the kids left that after today  that the three of their lives would be changed. Under her blankets she hid a 38 caliber she stole from Salvador’s gun box. She was hoping since her right hand was broken, left handed would aim accurate enough to do the job, if nothing else wound him good so she could get away. If the police didn't believe it was an act of desperation to save herself and her kids, then she'd spend her days in prison and the kids would find new homes anyway because with Salvador's record of domestic violence he would in no way gain custody if something went wrong.
"Juan! Juan! Why are those flashing lights at our apartment?" yelled Cortez.

Juan ran up the front steps past a cop walking up and burst in the apartment. The cops had the 400 pound Salvador cuffed on his belly and the room had five or six cops doing their work. One spotted him but he ran to his mother's bedroom to see her slumped sideways with a bloody wound to the chest. He cried “Mamma! Mamma!” as he ran up to her, a police woman tried to stop him but he shoved her, making his way to his  mamma's side sobbing pleadingly, hugging her limp bloodied body. The police woman tried to pull Juan free but she couldn’t pull him free. Letting him continue, motherly tendencies caused her to reflex, putting her arm around him, talking to him softly hoping to offer comfort and calm him down. Cortez was stopped by a policeman in the living room and wasn't able to see what was going on.   
Juan found out later that day that his mamma had been waiting for his drunken dad to come in and expecting his usual perverted rights, she pulled the gun on him but due to her previous injuries missed, he then struggled with her to get the gun and in the struggle he shot her in the chest. The next door apartment renters heard the shot and also heard Salvador shouting something about  "I'll kill you… I'll kill you!" and it is believed he struggled the gun from her and shot her in cold blood. Juan and Cortez then were put in  foster homes. Authorities intended for the boys to stay together but it was weeks before they were able to find a family to take both boys and by then Juan had run away and was out on the streets. He hasn't seen his father or Cortez since then, over twelve years ago.

