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By Frederick Trinidad

That night was humid and the air offered no breeze. Yet, cold sweat dripped from my head and run through my spine.

I stood at a corner, anxiously waiting for someone so I could go home and get it over with.

A man approached me and our hands exchanged money. It was my wages for the night's work.

The amount I received for a single night's work amounted to much more than a month's worth of salary from my previous jobs. That was the first of a series of jobs I did for the company.

What was the job?

It was a simple clean-up job.

But, I shouldn't have taken it because I couldn't stomach the sight of severed limbs.

In the previous months prior to working there, I used to work as a janitor at a prestigious hotel. I've been working there for many years then but they had to lay people off due to loss of business as a result of the Covid-19 pandemic. 

Yes, I'm one of those who lost their jobs due to the damn virus. From then on, I worked odd jobs here and there, just basically trying to survive.

But as of late, jobs were far in between and when I do find one, the pay was always next to nothing. The bills were piling up, the fridge was empty save for a half jar of mustard, and my eviction notice was past due.

I was desperate, to say the least.

One day, I bumped into Billy. He was having lunch on the patio of a mid-class restaurant. The guy was just as impoverished as me but there he was; finely clothed and was eating a decent sandwich.

He saw me walking by the street and gestured for me to approach him. I must've looked like a homeless wanderer who approached him hoping for alms.

He asked me to join him at his table then ordered me a sandwich. We get to talking and later went down to business.

He's been working as a clean-up crew and the company pays very well. The work happens only once a week so he gets to spend a lot of time and money on his personal endeavors.

He then plainly revealed that the work is cleaning up the remains of dead people. There will be a primary crew whose job is to remove the remains of the dead and our task is to clean up after them.

He told me they were currently shorthanded and in fact, he'll receive a handsome incentive by referring others. I deduced right away that our job was to clean up after the dirty work of the mafia. 

At first, I was reluctant about working the shady job but I ultimately agreed due to obvious financial reasons.

The first job happened in an abandoned warehouse. We were allowed entry long after the first crew removed the bodies. 

Then, I was given the first taste of the gruesome scene.

The floor was covered in blood and there were splashes of blood upon the wall. I never thought of myself as squeamish but the sheer amount of blood and the way they’re splattered in utter disarray was enough to give me nightmares.

The heavy metallic smell of blood persistently clogged my nose. On one of the first strokes I did with the cleaning brush, the bristles caught what looked like a fresh clump of hair connected to an inch of skin. I almost puked at the sight.

Worst still, not far from the clump of hair, was a severed finger with the bone protruding from its lopped opening. I gasped at the horrible sight and stepped aside for a moment in order to collect myself.

"Hey Billy, this idiot knows what the job is right?" One of the armed minders who were wearing a gas mask questioned Billy as he was visibly annoyed with my constant retching.

Billy let go of his mop, walked over to me then handed me a chewing mint gum.

"Just make it through the first few jobs and you'll get used to it." Billy assured me.

Sure enough, the more I did it, the more it became just another job.

I've soon gotten used to all manner of blood activity and all sorts of severed body parts. The cleanup always occurs within abandoned warehouses and we were made to be there about a quarter of an hour after the bodies were taken out.

We were never allowed to even see the bodies.

We were never even told who we were working for.

Although one time, I saw a faded but discernible logo on one of their vehicles. It was the Birschmark corporate logo.

A group of huge Russian conglomerates who builds monumental malls, airports, and hotels throughout the world. It never really mattered to us anyway, as long as they keep paying us well.
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