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FUMBLER ON THE ROOF


Landon Dixon


Timmy Mathers started working for the Lantrell Brothers Roofing Company on 6 June, a day that lives in infamy for the crew that has to work with him; a day that was the first day in the beautiful relationship between Timmy and his ultra understanding boss, Doug Howard.


Timmy had just flunked out of university after two listless, error-prone years, and had already gone through three jobs in short order, when the Lantrell Brothers hired him to shingle roofs. They were desperate for workers, as a recent tornado and subsequent hailstorms had swamped their order books.


Doug picked Timmy up in a company truck at the designated street corner early that morning, the rest of the crew already aboard the super-sized King Cab, in various states of dozing and disinterest. But everyone angrily pricked up their ears and rubbed their eyes, when Timmy banged his toolbox against the side of the truck before he had even gotten inside.


He was trying to swing the metal box up into the bed of the truck, but didn’t get enough air, smashing it against the brand-new black paint job. The toolbox exploded on contact, spilling tools all over the road, slicing a long, thick divot of paint out of the side of the truck.


Timmy glanced sheepishly through the door at Doug at the wheel, his toolbox hanging wide open like a red screaming mouth in his hand. “Whoops, sorry.”


“You know, you don’t even need to bring your own tools, Timmy,” Doug responded. “They’re all at the worksite waiting for us.”


The crew impatiently waited, as Timmy rescued his low-grade Wal-Mart equipment from the roadway, stuffed it back into his rusty toolbox and carefully placed said box in the bed of the truck. Forgetting to fasten the latch on the front. The next bump the truck hit sent tools spraying up into the air, raining down on the traffic behind.


“New guy always gets the donuts,” Doug informed Timmy, with a wink at the rest of his work crew. He’d pulled into a Tim Hortons and parked.


“Uh, sure, no problem,” Timmy replied with a grin. He pushed a soft, slender hand through his soft brown hair, his brown eyes looking around uncertainly. “But, uh, can you lend me some money? I don’t have any.”


The guys groaned and reluctantly forked over the cash.


Timmy made it in and out of the crowded donut store without incident. But as he was crossing the parking lot, loaded down with a cardboard tray of six extra-large coffees and two boxes of assorted donuts, his toe suddenly caught a crevice in the pavement the wrong way. He stumbled and desperately saved himself from a face plant in the cement by shooting his hands out in front of him, sending the coffee and donuts flying. They landed with a splash and a splat on the hood of an idling police car.


It took five minutes of explaining and cajoling from Doug to rescue Timmy from that sticky situation. The cops were furious at the desecration of their patrol car, yes, but even more furious at the wanton destruction of the delicious coffee and donuts.


The crew finally made it to the worksite, an apartment complex consisting of four large two-storey buildings grouped around a central courtyard. They headed for the closest building, the west one, where stacks of new shingles were waiting for them on the back of another truck already there.


Timmy grabbed a pile of the heavy, tar-backed shingles, spun around, sliding the shingles off the truck and taking the full weight of them. His long, thin arms couldn’t handle the load, and the shingles piled forward, down one after another onto the right boot of Greg Mullen one of Timmy’s workmates.


“Holy horseshit!” Greg exploded, his steel toe not enough to cushion the blow. He jumped back and hopped around, holding his foot. Then he refocused his hurt and rage on Timmy, charging at the young man.


Doug had to intervene again to keep Timmy from getting killed. Greg had thirty pounds and two inches on Doug, but the dark-haired, well-built crew boss carried a lot of strength, as well as authority. He soon had Greg subdued and Timmy up on the roof.


“That guy’s a one-man wrecking crew!” Greg growled.


Doug stroked his chin contemplatively, watching Timmy shakily ascend the ladder to the roof in his skintight white Dockers (totally unsuitable, but yet not unbecoming, to the dirty job). Doug’s dark eyes twinkled, his tanned, handsome face beamed and his lush, red lips broke into a smile. “Oh, I don’t know. There’s something I like about the guy.”
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