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Meeting Jacqueline
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“Yeah, I read the reports,” I smiled as I waited in line to pay for items at the gas station. Everything will be fine,” I said to my boss, who was getting aggravated because sales had dropped.

“Robert, this could mean...” he said as he went off on one of his end-of-the-business-world rants.

I smiled at the lady behind the desk as I paid for the items and then told her how much gas I wanted.

“I am heading to the office now,” I said as I walked towards my car. “I will take a look and then call a conference call for the regional managers to let them know they have to tell their representatives to step it up.”

I hung up as I knew that’s what he wanted to hear, some kind of action to get sales back up. “Idiot!” I said as I threw my phone on the passenger seat.

I started pumping gas and eating my breakfast burrito when I saw a Mexican couple arguing. I lived close to the Mexican border, so this wasn’t something that I wasn’t used to; my neighbors argued all the time.

What got my attention was the curvy woman with jet-black hair, wearing gray sweatpants and a tank top, who was getting angry—not just angry, but fuming mad. She had four large plastic bags with her.

Then the male shouted something, turned around, got in a large truck, and took off, leaving her behind.

I stared at her as the loud click went off, signaling that my tank was full. I got in my SUV and looked the woman’s way.

‘Maybe she is waiting for someone to pick her up,’ I thought as I looked around.

No one was paying her any attention as she sat on the sidewalk close to the gas station. She looked desperate.

Then, I noticed some good-ole boys paying her attention from across the road. They were coming out of the breakfast restaurant.

“Crap!” I said as I yoked my SUV around. “Last fucking thing I need today.”

I knew they would call the authorities, and in a few minutes, this lady would be on her way to the border, papers or not.

“Hi!” I smiled as I blocked their view of her with my SUV.

“No,” she said, signaling she didn’t speak English.

“Get in!” I shouted as I opened the passenger door. She also noticed the four men walking toward us.

I threw her bags into the back as she got the hint.

Before they crossed the street and onto the pavement to the gas station, I was peeling out of the parking lot.

“You’re lucky,” I said, staring at her as she looked back.

I didn’t know if she was legal or not, but my neighbor worked for the border patrol, and the things he said that went on down there recently made my blood boil. I was all for immigration control, but some of the treatment of human beings was uncalled for.

“Thank you,” she smiled.

“Robert,” I introduced myself.

“Jacqueline,” she held out her hand.

It was nice. There were no marks or dirt under the nails, and she looked well-kept, so I doubted she had just crossed.

“I got a friend,” I grinned. Hopefully, she understood me.

Jacqueline sat back as though she was accepting whatever fate was going to happen to her. As she didn’t make a sound or move, she probably had seen or been through some processing before.

“Well, she isn’t illegal,” my neighbor said as I brought Jaqueline to his house.

He worked the night shift, and he and his wife looked at the papers that Jacqueline had shown them.

“But they expire in two months,” his wife said. If she doesn’t renew them,” she shook her head, “they will take her.”

Mateo talked to the women in their native language, and he smiled. “She had an argument with the people she was staying with,” he stated. “The man you saw her arguing with was her landlord, he kicked her out because she couldn’t pay rent.”

“Ah, makes sense,” I said, looking at the things in the bags.

“She lost her job at the laundromat because of her papers expiring and they didn’t want to get caught with an illegal,” the wife said as Jacqueline continued.
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