
I'll Take Care Of It

Cold, dreary, silent.

It's not unusual for the city to dip into chilling temperatures and stillness in the late
hours of the night. Rain fell a couple of hours ago, coating the streets in a shimmering
layer of frost.

There are other reasons the city becomes lonely after the sun tucks into the horizon. It's
when they roam the streets, with their imposing silhouettes, armored faces, and nothing
but hostility on their minds. Whoever is unlucky enough to get caught by them, well...

They're usually never seen again.

And I am unlucky enough to be on the streets at this hour.

I was out visiting a friend on the south side of the city. I live on the east side, and with
the city being quite large, the commute was much longer than I had anticipated. By the
time I had arrived at the train station closest to my apartment, it was, as we here say, the
witching hour.

You never escape them once you're in their line of sight.

"HALT. PLEASE PROVIDE DOCUMENTATION."

Something about their faces made me nervous. I knew they're human underneath all that
artillery and armour, but the glowing red gaze produced by their masks felt as if I was
meeting eyes with a demon.

"Yes, I have my driver's license here."

I didn't have my passport on me at the time. I didn't know I would be home so late, so I
left it behind. I'm always afraid it'll get swallowed up by the city if I have it on me at all
times.

"DRIVER'S LICENSE IS NO LONGER A VALID FORM OF IDENTIFICATION.
VALID: PASSPORT OR BIRTH CERTIFICATE."

"Well, I forgot my passport at home. It's only a couple blocks away, I can go get it and
come back."

To them, all promises are empty. Their law isn't built on promises, just terror. What is it
that mami always said?

If they ever catch you with no papers, don't say a thing. Don't resist them either.
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Well, I had already screwed up the first part. The second part was going pretty well.

"YOU WILL BE ESCORTED TO THE NEAREST STATION TO VERIFY YOUR
IDENTITY."

In other words, I won't be back home until the morning. That's fine. Just as long as I get
to go back home. At least I won't disappear like many others have.

CHAPTER 2

That had been the fourth time I was held in detention overnight. It's become more and
more of a hassle each time. This time they took away my phone, and when they gave it
back, all my information had been deleted. I didn't feel like asking why or what they did
to it. I just wanted to go home.

The sun was just setting the fifth time they spotted me on the streets. This time they were
all armed.

That's right; they were recently given permission to carry heavier weaponry. The type that
can tear through crowds.

I was able to evade them because they happened to catch some other poor soul before
they got to me. I entered my building and rushed up the stairs to my door. I wonder, how
long will it be before they catch me for real? Will the next routine inspection be the last?

I lock the door behind me. I want to stay here in my home, badly, but I know I'll have to
leave again. That's how life is, even though I wish it weren't.

A knock at the door causes me to jump out of my skin. Luckily all of me remains
together.

"Hey Cecilia," his voice is familiar. It's my neighbour.

I don't feel like opening up. I've had enough for today. "Hey Mateo. What is it?"

"I know you've been dealing with some bullshit from the soldiers...I know someone who
can help once you've been marked by them."

I stop speaking, only to start again when I see a flyer slip from underneath the door. "Ok,
thanks."

"Just read the handout and think about it. The person actually lives in the top floor, but
she only started offering services last week." There's a brief silence. "Bye."
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I hear his footsteps fade away into the neighbouring unit. While we're not the best of
friends, I'm grateful for his attentiveness. It helps having someone in the building

keeping an eye out for others. It's the only thing with any worth in these parts.

The flyer feels new to the touch. This person must be well-off to have their own printer,
or maybe they don't and they leech off someone else's (like I do).

CHICXS
THE SOLDIERS GOT YOU SCARED?

DOWN?
I CAN TAKE CARE OF THEM.

CONSULTATIONS: FREE
FEES: $80 PER HOUR OR LOWER IF YOU'RE POOR LIKE ME

WOMEN ARE FREE BUT YOU CAN STILL PAY ME,
IT WOULD BE APPRECIATED

UNIT 806
ANYTIME

Good thing women are free I guess, for whatever cryptic service this person is offering.
Living on the third floor I sometimes forget there are others living in this building. We're
all a pretty quiet bunch. We have to be.

I find myself in front of Unit 806 within the hour. The elevator wasn't working as usual,
so I took the stairs. Might as well meet this person to see what this is all about. In
between being stopped every other week and soldiers roaming the streets, it could be
worth a shot. If it's someone from this building, they can be trusted.

There's a sign on the door.

KNOCK THREE TIMES IF YOU'RE HERE ABOUT THE FLYER
OTHERWISE FUCK OFF

Pretty straightforward.

I knock three times, and not a second after the third knock the door opens. There is no
one there.

The room is dark, thanks to the blinds being closed, with stray candles dimly lighting the
space.

And then I see her shadowy figure. A young woman about my age, I assumed, sitting
behind what appears to be a seance table. She opens her arms wide.
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"Please, have a seat." Her voice was gruff. I can't see much in this poorly lit darkness
other than a flash of white teeth.

I take the only empty chair and sit in front of her. Upon closer inspection of the table,
what I thought was a magic crystal ball is actually a cheap snowglobe souvenir, with
Spanish playing cards messily spread around it.

I decided the cut through the silence. "So, uh, my neighbour dropped off this flyer and I
was curious to see what this is all about."

"Everyone's curious," she answered. "Everyone wants help. And I'll make sure I'll help
everyone."

"Well, how can you make the soldiers stop following me? I'm pretty sure they have me on
some kind of list, they keep stopping me every time I run across them."

Her face was suddenly lit up by a lighter she was holding in her hands. In the darkness I
thought of her as similar to me, but the light revealed a face with deep and dark bags
underneath her eyes and a messy mop of dark hair. I didn't realize I was staring so hard
until she put a cigarette in her mouth.

"Your mami ever teach you not to stare? Unless you're trying to flirt with me, but I'll let
you know right now I'm not interested." She lit her cigarette and put away her lighter. A
thin layer of smoke lingered in the air.

"Sorry, it's just so dark I can't see well."

"Hmm, maybe you need glasses."

I tried getting the topic back on track. "So how will you help me?"

She sighed out a cloud of smoke. "Wednesday."

"Today's Wednesday."

"Oh shit," she turned around to look at something on the wall. "Okay, Thursday night.
Thursday night wait outside the building. And I'll find a way to help."

I started to doubt her intentions. "What you're asking of me is a death wish. They'll take
me away for sure if they see me loitering outside."

"They won't. And if they do, I'll bring you back."

"I still don't know what you do."
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"Honey...brujas never tell their secrets to strangers like you."

CHAPTER 3

It was Thursday night, and just like the woman told me, I waited outside the building. I
don't trust much these days, but if this woman is really a bruja, I don't mind putting my
life on the line to see some witchcraft flourish in the late hours of the night.

Like clockwork, a patrol came around the corner, red eyes glaring through the darkness.
Part of me froze before I moved to stand just under the streetlamp. Its light shone on me
like a beacon, calling out to the soldiers to come and take me away.

"YOU THERE. COME WITH US TO THE STATION."

Not even bothering to ask for papers anymore. I'm clearly marked.

"No."

They all readied their guns.

"BE CAREFUL WITH WHAT YOU SAY."

I didn't know what to say next. I had already said too much.

"YOU THERE, STEP FORWARD WITH YOUR HANDS UP."

They weren't speaking to me. I put my hands up just in case and turned my gaze to look
behind.

It was the woman.

She had a cigarette in her mouth, most of it turned to ash, and her hands resting by her
sides.

"I'm assuming these are the guys bothering you?"

I stayed silent but nodded my head quickly.

"Okay. Unless you're already numb to violence, I would advise you close your eyes for
the next 30 seconds."

My eyes don't shut immediately, curious as to what violence she could inflict in her
current state.
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"I'll take care of it."

Not a second later I saw one of the soldiers being turned inside out by some invisible
force, and I decided to close my eyes. Whatever this woman was, she was the real deal.

I jolted when I felt hands grab me on either side of my shoulders.

"Hey, it's ok," she whispered. "Now, if more of them keep coming, we're probably gonna
have a real bloodbath on our hands."

I opened my eyes and was thankful I spared myself of most of the carnage. Whatever lay
now on the streets was far from human, just a bloody mess of armour.

"But at least these ones won't be bothering you anymore."

Then realization set in. "Won't someone come looking for them?"

"I clean up after myself pretty well." With that, the bruja waved her hands and dissipated
the remains of the bodies into the air as a thin white cloud of smoke.

I'm not sure how I feel about the deaths of these soldiers. But as armed to the teeth as
they were, the only language they understood was violence.

"If you need to make another appointment, come to me as early as you can. I gotta go kill
some more of them a couple blocks down."

"Hey...What made you decide to do this?"

She turned to me, throwing her cigarette and grinding it under her foot.

"I'm tired."

 

6


