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This  is  a  s tory  of  two  boys,  Juan  and  Dan.  They've  never  m e t,  bu t  t hey  share  
so mething in com mon. Both  have shoplif ted.

Juan  lived  in a  s mall s hack on  the  hillside of a  s mall ejido within  Tijuana. Though  the  
ejido  was  s mall,  m a ny  people  lived  there.  They  ha d  no  running  water.  Most  had  no  
electricity.  Juan's  shack  ha d  no  floor  an d  when  it  rained,  his  feet  would  get  m u d dy 
withou t  even  leaving the  shack. Juan's  parent s  were  very poor. There  was  no  work  to  
be  foun d.  His  father  s pen t  t he  day  selling  han d - carved  wooden  crucifixes  to  t he  
American  touris ts  waiting  in  line  a t  t he  border  crossing  to  San  Ysidro.  His  father  
worked  hard. He s pen t  t he  entire  day in t he  s un, holding u p  a  large crucifix, shou ting  
"Cheap  Chris ts,  Cheap  Christ s,  Cheaper  t han  K-Mart" to  t he  idling  cars  beneath  t he  
ho t  Baja  California  s un.  His  skin  was  very  brown  fro m  the  intense  s un.  Years  of  
working in t he  su n  had  do t ted  his  face with  black pa tches.

Juan's  m o ther, Maria, s pen t  her  days  in t he  bar s  of Tijuana  lining Revolution  Avenue. 
She  was  a  devou t  Catholic, bu t  pover ty  had  d riven  her  to  s pen ding  her  time  in  bars  
looking  for  a  chance  to  earn  a  few dollars  from  the  d ru nken  American  soldiers  t ha t  
s pen t  t heir  free  days  and  evenings  p rowling  Revolution  Avenue.  It  h u r t  her  p ride  to  
work  in  t his  way, bu t  s he  had  to  choose  between  her  p ride  and  feeding  her  children. 
Her children  won.

Every day, jus t  before  noon, Maria would  walk with  Juan  down  fro m  the  hill, t h rough  
the  ejido  an d  then  along the  curved  roads  of Tijuana, down through  the  heavy t raffic 
an d  polluted  air, un til t hey reached  El Centro  de  la Ciudad. Along the  way, whenever  
t heir  pa th  took  the m  u p  a  hill, t hey  could  see  nor thward,  towards  San  Diego, where  
beyond  the  pa t rolling helicop ters  a  shining city glea med  and  where  it was  said  life is  
be t ter.

When they reached  Revolution  Avenue, Maria would  kiss  her  son  goodbye for  t he  day  
an d  ho pe  tha t  both  he  an d  s he  would  live  to  see  each  o ther  again  in  t he  evening. 
Juan  would  s tan d  on  the  sidewalk  and  watch  his  m o t her  walk  down  the  avenue  and  
tu rn  into  one  of t he  bars.

Juan  t ried  to  find  so me  way  to  earn  m o ney  while  his  father  an d  m o ther  were  ou t  
doing the  sa me. Sometimes  he'd  offer  to  watch  the  car  of a  touris t  for  a  dollar. Other  
times  he  would  find  a  s ho p  keeper  willing to  pay  him  to  wave touris t s  into  t he  s tore  
fro m  the  s t reet.  At  times  he  could  earn  so me  m o ney  this  way,  bu t  a t  o ther  times  
t here was no  m o ney to  be  earned  and  he  would  wander  t he  s t reet s  h u ngry.

This  was  one  of  t hose  days  and  Juan  was  very h ungry. He t ried  begging, bu t  no  one 
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would  give  hi m  a  peso.  As  he  walked  down  the  avenue  he  s pied  a  table  with  fruit  
displayed. Tourist s  were  buying the  frui t. He watched  the m  eat  it  an d  this  m a de  him  
all  t he  m ore  h u ngry. Juan  would  no t  have  an  op por tu nity  to  eat  for  hours,  he  felt  a  
lit tle  diz zy  from  the  h u nger, his  s to mach  m a de  tha t  noise  t ha t  s to machs  m ake  when  
they are em p ty an d  he  felt  very sad.

At  last,  he  could  s tan d  the  h u nger  no  longer  an d  mixed  with  t he  touris ts  s t an ding 
aroun d  the  table.  He  slipped  his  han d  between  a  young  couple,  reached  over  to  a  
bunch  of  bananas  and  grabbed  the m.  He  p ulled  t he  bananas  t h rough  the  s pace 
between  the  couple and,  as  t he  bananas  slipped  by, t he  couple  t u rned  an d  looked  a t  
him,  only  to  aler t  t he  t able's  owner.  Juan  ran  as  fas t  as  he  could,  bananas  in  ha n d,  
an d  tu rned  u p  Avenida  de  los  Heroes.  He  passed  the  concrete  apar t men t  buildings, 
t u rne d  on to  ano ther  m ain  s t ree t  and  los t  himself  in  t he  crowd  of  people  walking  u p  
an d  down the  s t ree t.

As  he  ate  t he  bananas  he  felt  ha p py. His  s to mach  felt  good.  His  energy re turned.  In 
time he  would  find  so me m ore  work tha t  af ternoon  and  m aybe, if he  were lucky, he'd  
have dinner.

Across  North  America,  in  t he  town  of  Norwood,  Massachuset t s,  Dan  an d  his  cousin  
Sean  were  re tu rning  from  an  af ternoon  working  ou t  in  t he  town  recrea tional 
depar t men t ' s  p ublic  gym.  They  were  h u ngry.  They  ha d  only  another  mile  to  work  
before re turning to  Sean's  house. A refrigera tor  full of  ta s ty food  awaited  t he m.

As they  walked  u p  Dean  Street,  Sean  com plained  of  being  bored.  The  two  boys  lived  
in  nice  houses,  one  in  Dedha m  and  the  o ther  in  Norwood.  Their  fathers  were  
em ployed. Their  m o t hers  did  no t  need  to  work. They had  bikes,  toys, books,  m ovies  
an d  places  to  play, bu t  s till t his  did  no t  sa tisfy t heir sense  of boredo m.

As  they  passed  a  plaza,  Sean  noticed  the  grocery  s tore.  "Hey,  let's  see  how  m uch  
food  we can  s teal!" said  Sean. "I'm hu ngry an d  I don ' t  feeling like waiting un til we get  
to  my house."

The  two  carried  towels  with  t he m  tha t  t hey  u sed  to  d ry  t he m selves  af ter  s howering 
inside  t he  gym's  locker  roo m.  They went  into  t he  s tore,  carefully loaded  snacks  into  
t heir  towels and  then  slipped  ou t  of t he  s tore. Once ou t side  of t he  s tore, t hey walked  
aroun d  to  t he  side facing the  Neponset  River. Between the  river and  the  grocery s tory 
laid  a  pa tch  of  swa m py  land.  They  placed  the  snacks  along  the  wall  of  t he  grocery 
s tore. No one  ever walked  on  tha t  side  of t he  building.

Proud  of  get ting  away  with  t hef t,  t hey  left  t he  pile  of  food  on  the  groun d,  brought  
t heir  em p ty  towels  into  t he  s tore  once  again  and  filled  the m  u p  with  m ore  snacks.  
They  repeated  the  opera tion  four  times.  Each  time  the  pile  of  snacks  next  to  t he  
grocery s tore grew larger and  larger.

On  their  final  a t te m p t  to  leave  the  s tore,  a  bagger  no ticed  tha t  t he  two  ha d  come  in  
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an d  ou t  of  t he  s tore  four  times.  He followed  the m.  As the  two  boys  walked  towards  
t he  river,  a  package  of  cup  cakes  fell  ou t  of  Sean's  towel.  Seeing  the  food  fall  fro m  
the  towel, t he  bagger's  s us picions  were confirme d  an d  he  shou ted  at  t he  boys.

"Hey, come back here!" he  shou ted. "You didn' t  pay for  t ha t!"

The  two  boys  d ro p ped  all of  t he  food  and  ran.  Like fools  t hey  ran  towards  t heir  pile  
of  s nacks  along  the  side  of  t he  building. The  bagger  followed.  He gained  on  the  two  
boys.  Jus t  as  t he  boys  reached  their  pile  of  loot,  t he  bagger  grabbed  the m  by  the  
ar ms.

"Look!" he  yelled  a t  t he  boys, shaking the m. "I have to  call t he  police or  I will lose my  
job.  I need  this  job  to  feed  my  family.  I don' t  like  seeing  two  boys  your  age  being 
hauled  away  by  the  police.  I don ' t  like  t he  idea  of  you  earning  yourselves  a  police  
record  either, bu t  I need  this  job."

"I� ll tell  you  what," t he  bagger  said.  "I'm  going  to  let  you  go,  coun t  to  ten  and  then 
come running af ter  you again. If I catch  you, you'll be  t u rned  in. Now run  like hell!"

Dan  ran  into  t he  swa m p  and  Sean  followed. They sub merged  the m selves  u p  to  t heir  
necks  into  t he  m u d dy  water  behind  a  bus h.  They  waited  t here  m o tionless  for  ten  
minu tes.  The  police  came,  looked  aroun d  and  did  no t  find  the m.  After  ano ther  
twenty  minu tes  t he  police  left.  Dan  an d  Sean  came  ou t  of  t he  m u d dy  water  an d  
headed  ho me.  They  nearly  cost  a  m a n  his  job.  Their  clothes  were  ruined  and  they  
didn' t  even  need  the  food  they s tole. They felt s t u pid. They never did  it again.
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