A frantic ringing interrupted George and

Martha Lang’s Saturday night routine of

watching game shows.

And what does
this concern?”

“Yes very well.
You have a good
night too.”

“Speaking.”

George let out an
exasperated sigh as the

handset hit the reciever.

“What was that
all about?”

“It’s Jackney, he’s in
trouble again.”

“For God'’s sake George,

you’re going to bail him

out agiain?” “He’s my brother Marth,
what the hell am I

supposed to do?”

“He’s a
drug addict!”’
“He, s my
Brother.”




George grunted as he placed the last
ice block into the cooler. He closed

the lid and turned towards Jackney.

“It’s a pretty ssmple job, you
load up the coolers, then drive
the 1ce to our warehouse. You

can manage this right?”

Jackney shivered from the
cold. He fished a blue

lighter out of his pocket 7 tons
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“I'm putting a lot of trust in
you Jackney...”

and lit up a cigarette.

7 know [ sppreciaie 1t.”

“You've let me down before.”

7 won ¢ this time. [ sweizr
Li(tle brother.”



Jackney screws up George stops

at his job watching Jackney

so closely.

Months pass..

George says

Jackney needs to Jackney isa

do better if he

wants to keep his

] ob.

perfect employee

for a few days.




his accountant's office

uldn’t be meeting him

t had come up.




“It doesn’t make a lick
of sense Martha.”

“The truck 1s weighed
before it leaves the
distrubution center...”

“It always has the
correct weight...”

“But when 1t arrives
at the warehouse, it’s
suddenly missing

dozens of pounds...”

“What 1s Jackney
doing with the ice?”

“Why don’t you
just ask him?”
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Georgre? Why you calling so

]&’t@ .7;; |
“What are you doing

with the 1ce?”

‘What? What are you (alking

sbout?” “Stop playing dumb. I

know you're stealing from
me. Thousands of dollars

of 1ce missing.”
Are you drunk? How could / &

/[ even steal ice?”
“Just answer the questz’on. 7

7 baven ¢ stolen shif George.”

“It wouldn’t be the first time
you ve stolen to support your

”%I/ are you (zying (o habit.”
Lzt me?”

“Hurt you? You have no idea how much I've gone
through to support you. I've grven you millions of chances
Jackney. I'm tired of 1t. You're fired.

I don’t ever want to see you again you goddamn
junkie!”

O&-Okay. Georgze, [m sor—"

"Click”



It snowed on the day of

the funeral.

Heleft a
blue lighter

on

Jackney s

tombstone.




A frantic ringing interrupted George and

Martha Lang’s Saturday night routine of

watching game shows.

“Oh! I see.”

And what does
this concern?”

“Yes very well.
You have a good
night too.”

“Speaking.”

George placed the handset
down, and stared off into the

distance.

“Who was calling
at this hour
George?”

“It was just my
mechanic, he found a

Jault in a few of the 1ce

coolers.”

“Ooh sounds important.”

“No one noticed because
the excess water slowly
drained out the back.”

“Sounds like you’ve
solved your missing ice
problem.”

“Yeah... I guess
I have”




