
Getting Paid
by Stephen  DeVoy

It  was  t he  end  of  su m mer  an d  Rusty  ha d  been  working  th roughou t  his  high  school  
break  for  a  t ree  n ursery  in  t he  Blue  Hills.  For  t he  m os t  pa r t,  t he  n u rsery  em ployed  
illegal  workers  fro m  the  Azores.  In  New  Bedford,  t here  was  a  large  Portuguese  
s peaking  com m u nity  centered  aroun d  fishing.  Some  also  foun d  agricultural  work. 
The  Portuguese  owner  of  t he  nu rsery took  advan tage  of  this  to  cu t  corners  an d  save  
on  labor  cos ts. This  su m mer  there  was  a  shor tage  of  illegal labor  so  t he  owner  hired  
a  white boy from  the  s uburbs.

As  m a ny  em ployers  of  u n docu mented  workers  so metimes  do,  t he  owner  of  t he  
n u rsery  cheated  his  workers  ou t  of  t heir  las t  paycheck.  He  knew  they  wouldn' t  
com plain  to  t he  au thori ties  for  fear  of  depor ta tion.  This  p ractice  beca me  so  
ingrained  in  his  p rocedures  tha t  he  did  t he  sa me  to  Rus ty. At  t he  end  of  t he  su mer,  
with  two weeks pay d ue, t he  owner  refused  to  pay.

Now Rusty was  jus t  a  kid  an d  he  didn' t  know what  to  do  abou t  t he  situa tion. He was  
angry,  bu t  no  one  wan ted  to  help  him  over  $150.00  dollars.  He  decided  to  discuss  
t he  p roblem with  his  friend, Steve.

At  t he  sa me  time,  Steve  was  house - sit ting  for  his  girlfriend  who  was  in  Maine  with  
her  family.  Rusty  road  his  bike  over  to  Rosemary's  house  where  he  found  Steve. 
Together, t hey brains tor med  an d  came u p  with  a  solu tion.

They  s pen t  t he  next  few  days  gathering  the  tools  t hey  would  need:  wire - cut ters, 
rope, flashlight s, coal, gloves, por table s hovels, branch  cut ters, an  ax, a  s pike, a  large  
rubber  covered  m allet,  wire,  d uc t  tape,  sal t,  a  change  of  clothes,  a  bot tle  of  water,  
paper  towels,  an d  two  s mall  han d - hoes.  Prepared,  on  the  las t  day,  t hey  waited  u n til 
nightfall.

They  each  d ressed  in  camouflage  pan ts,  black  t - shir t s,  and  black  sneakers.  They 
packed  their  tools  into  t heir  backpacks,  m o u n ted  their  bikes,  and  pe d dled  off  into  
t he  late  s u m mer  night.  It  was  war m  and  h u mid  as  t hey  m a de  their  way  along  the  
dark  an d  winding  t ree - covered  s t ree ts  which  for med  the  five  mile  rou te  u p  to  t heir  
des tina tion  in t he  Blue Hills.

The  final  road  was  a  dir t  road.  They di tched  their  bikes  behind  so me  sh rubs,  p ulled  
ou t  t he  charcoal,  an d  rubbed  it  on  t heir  faces  an d  ar ms.  Each  donned  his  gloves. 
Rusty,  flashlight  in  ha n d,  led  t he  way  to  t he  fence.  When  they  ar rived,  Rusty  p ulled  
ou t  t he  wire cut ters.

"Is tha t  necessary," Steve asked. "We could  jus t  climb over  t he  fence."
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"Yeah, I s u p pose  we could," said  Rusty, "but  t ha t  wouldn' t  cost  t he  bas tard  anything. 
Besides,  lets  take  no  chances.  We don ' t  wan t  to  leave  any  evidence  on  the  fence  or  
risk get ting s tuck."

Rusty  began  cut ting  the  links  in  t he  chain - linked  fence.  After  abou t  20  minu tes  of  
taking  tu rns,  t hey  m a naged  to  crea te  a  hole  large  enough  for  t he  two  to  pass  
t h rough.  They  crawled  th rough,  d ragging  their  backpacks  behind  the m,  an d  then  
con tinued  their  mission.

Rusty poin ted  to  a  section  of t he  n ursery with  t he  largest  t rees. The t rees  were abou t  
8  feet  tall and  very t hin.

Using  an  ax,  t hey  felled  t heir  firs t  t ree.  Each  t ree  ha d  its  root s  bun dled  in  a  burlap  
bag, bu t  t he  bags  were  ra ther  large  an d  ha d  been  benea th  t he  groun d  for  so me  time.  
This  m a de  the m  ra ther  solid  bags  of  root  and  dir t. Next  to  t he  s te m  of  t he  t ree, t hey 
d rove  the  s pike  into  t he  bag  u sing  the  m allet,  pou n ding  away  un til  a  s t raight  pa th  
abou t  8  inches  deep  ha d  been  m a de.  The  s pike  was  withdrawn  an d  together  t hey  
lifted  t he  t ree  and  inser ted  its  cut  bo t to m  into  t he  hole  t hey  jus t  m a de.  While  Steve  
held  u p  the  t ree, Rusty wrap ped  so me  wire aroun d  the  bot to m  of  t he  t ree's  s te m  an d  
the  top  of s te m  s ticking u p  fro m  the  roots. Next  he  wrap ped  the  join t  formed  by the  
wire  with  d uct  tape.  They  s hook  the  t ree  an d  convinced  the mselves  t ha t  it  would  
s tan d  for  a t  leas t  a  few days. Finally, t hey d ug u p  dir t  fro m  aroun d  the  t ree an d  piled  
it abou t  t he  m o dified  base of t he  t ree.

"If it  doesn' t  fall  down," Rusty  said,  "it  will s tar t  t u rning  brown  in  a  couple  of  days. 
The s hi t - bag won' t  know what  ha p pened  for so me time. Let's  do  a  few m ore!" And so  
t hey did. A to tal of 4  t rees  were "modified."

"The longer  it  takes  for  him  to  find  out  t ha t  so met hing  hap pened, t he  less  chance  he  
will be able to  t race it to  u s," Steve whispered.

"That' s  t he  idea," answered  Rus ty.

Next  t hey walked  deep  into  a  s tand  of  young  t rees. "No one  will walk back  here  for  a  
few days," noted  Rus ty. "Let's jus t  give t hese t rees  a  t rim." Within abou t  a  half hour, a  
do zen  t rees  were t u rned  into denu de d  poles.

After  dealing  with  t he  older  t rees,  t he  two  went  over  to  a  row  of  baby  t rees  an d  
poured  a  large  quan ti ty  of  salt  aroun d  their  bases,  ho ping  this  would  da mage  the  
saplings.

"OK, I've now been  paid!" annou nced  Rusty. "Let's  go!"

They  worked  their  way  back  to  t he  fence,  u sing  the  han d - hoes  to  s mooth  their  
footp rin t s.  After  passing  th rough  the  hole  in  t he  fence, t hey  recons t ructed  it  as  bes t  
t hey  could  u sing  the  rope  to  "relink"  t he  chain  linked  fence.  Since  it  was  behind  a  
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bus h  in a  re mote area of t he  n ursery, t hey figured  it wouldn' t  be  seen  im me diately.

Outside  t he  fence,  Steve  and  Rusty  washed  the  coal  off  t heir  faces  an d  ar ms  u sing 
the  water  and  pa per  towels.  They  packed  everything  back  into  t heir  backpacks, 
changed  their  clothes,  and  biked  back  to  Rose mary's  house,  where  t he  two  took 
tu rns  showering. Finally, they washed  and  d ried  t heir  soiled  clothes  and  re tu rned  the  
tools. They never  found  ou t  what  hap pened  an d  no  one  every discovered  who  did  it, 
bu t  t hey s hared  a  sense of victory, jus tice, an d  sa tisfaction.
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