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John worked in his dad’s garage first, soaking up everything he could about engines and the 

cars and trucks they make move. When his dad had a heart attack, he briefly ran the garage himself, 

but he didn’t like dealing with the customers. They wanted to talk, they wanted to shoot the breeze; 

they had questions, they had complaints. John put feelers out through the men that ran numbers on 

the corner, and before long he’d been contacted by the sharp-dressed guys that always had need for 

fast trucks and mechanics who kept their mouths shut. 

“Why do you want to work for us?” they asked, as some smoked and others chewed. 

“I want to make a million dollars. I’ll never do that on my own. On my own, I’ll just be 

working until the day I die of a heart attack, like my father, and my grandfather before him.” 

The guys in the sharp suits laughed and looked at each other. John felt a moment of 

nervousness and regret when he saw them do that, but he wasn’t sure what it meant. 

“Can you keep your mouth shut? Even if the cops are coming at you hard?” 

“Yes, I can.” 

“OK, you’re hired,” said one of the men. “The more you work, the more you’ll make. But 

don’t worry; you’ll be starting at a bigger number than the working stiffs earn.” 

John liked the sound of that, and he wasn’t afraid to work hard. He told them so, which only 

earned him shadowed sneers from under the men’s fedoras. 

Soon, he was traveling to exotic locations, such as the south and west sides of Chicago, the 

suburbs, nearby states, even Canada once. Sometimes, they’d give him directions and he’d drive 

there himself. Other times, they picked him up and blindfolded him for the journey; this always 

made him motion-sick and he hated it. He’d work in a garage until there were no more trucks to fix, 

with no idea where he was. 

 

The big car rumbled to a stop at the tiny roadside food shack. It felt good to get out and 

stretch, even better to get some fresh air. The two big guys in the fancy suits sitting up front were 

wearing some kind of hellish cologne or pomade in their hair that was making John nauseous. He 

knew better than to say something about that, though. They were the Gusenberg brothers, the same 

guys that gave him the job. They were not good people. 

“Hey, Johnny Boy, buy us a couple of Cokes,” said the driver, Frank Gusenberg. 
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John didn’t like the nickname, and he didn’t want to spend a penny on them, but he kept his 

mouth shut and bought three Cokes. The big guys accepted the bottles without comment, staring 

silently at John as he handed them over. 

“You don’t talk much. Are you too good to talk to us? Or maybe you’re slow in the head. 

Yeah, I bet that’s it. You’re just a little slow in the head!” Both of the men laughed loudly. 

John smiled, because he couldn’t think of anything else to do, and Frank hit him upside the 

head. He was wearing a big ring and it hurt a lot. 

“What’s so fucking funny? Get back in the car,” said Frank. 

John got back in the car, concentrating on his breathing, trying to stay calm. Nobody said 

making a million dollars would be easy. 

 

Working for the North Side Gang soon changed John. While he’d never been a loud, 

passionate, funny man, at least his humanity had been obvious. Now, he’d learned how to be nearly 

invisible, to stay quiet, and to laugh only when the boss laughed. Jokes and sneers and loud laughter 

and talking were for the guys that wore expensive suits and carried guns. John wore coveralls and 

carried a heavy wrench or a big knife. 

The work was steady, almost constant. That was great for making money, but bad for 

making friends or meeting girls. John was focused on the cash and dreamed of early retirement in 

sunny California. But during the down time, John found himself feeling lonely and depressed. 

He traded a neighbor a tune-up on their car for a German shepherd puppy, which he 

promptly named Highball. 

“Welcome to the apartment, Highball,” John said as he set the tiny dog down. Highball 

made himself at home, and John felt a small amount of contentment. It was a good trade. 

 

There was a close call, in southern Wisconsin. John had been working for about four hours, 

with most of that time spent on his back under the trucks. They were all in bad shape, poorly 

maintained, and he had to work fast in order to get them all road-worthy by the end of the day. If 

they broke down or got chased and caught by a police cruiser, it would go badly for John, or so they 

told him. He had the distinct feeling that for things to go badly in this job could get him roughed up 

or killed, so he was focused. 

Somebody kicked his feet. They got him in the ankle bone, and it hurt. 
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“What the fuck do you want?” he yelled loudly, and wheeled himself out from under the 

truck. 

He felt himself being pulled up off the ground until only his toes were touching the cement. 

Dead, moronic eyes were staring into his as he was slammed backwards into the side of the truck. 

“Put him the fuck down, Tiny,” said a low voice. Tiny let John drop to the floor and took a 

step back. “I can find muscle anywhere, but a good mechanic is rare. Nobody fucks with Johnny 

here, starting now.”  

That was the first time John saw George “Bugs” Moran, the big boss. Less of a meeting, 

more of a sighting. He tried to choke out a thank you, but Moran was already walking away. 

 

John learned to be very flexible with his work schedule; he might have a few days off in a 

row, and then suddenly be needed to work all through the dead of night on the trucks that ran the 

booze. It was a problem because they didn't always let him bring Highball, which meant Highball 

would be left on his own for a couple days. 

Around the time of this particular concern, he walked out the door of his building to see his 

usual ogre escort, the Gusenberg brothers. But instead of waiting in the car or leaning against it and 

smoking, they were talking to Elmer, a neighbor he knew. 

Elmer was a skinny guy with a bad leg and problems with his head. He’d come back that way 

from the war. 

The guys were talking to Elmer in mocking tones, shoving him backwards, getting in his 

face. The neighbor looked scared. John was scared, too, but he knew not to show it. He’d gotten 

very good at looking tough and unimpressed when he was actually terrified. 

“Leave him alone. Let’s go, I want to stop for cigarettes,” said John, loudly. 

The Gusenberg brothers looked over at John. 

“What’s he to you? Get in the car, we’ll leave when we say.” 

“He watches Highball for me. I need him in one piece. Leave him the fuck alone,” said John. 

“Is that right? You watch the dog for John over there?” 

Elmer nodded, looked at John, and nodded some more. The big guys turned away and left 

Elmer sitting on the parkway after one last shove. 

From then on, John had a steady, dependable dog sitter for Highball. Because Elmer was 

afraid of John, because of who John worked for. Not because he was John’s friend. John was OK 
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with that, at least for now. There would be time enough for real friends once he was in the 

millionaires’ club. 

 

The days passed, slowly for John, quickly for Highball, who turned out to be a very large 

German shepherd, indeed. His angry bark could rattle glass and make a tough guy cross the street. 

Steady progress was made on the million dollar goal, but it was still years away. 

Highball jumped on to John's lap, surprising the hell out of him and making him laugh. The 

big German shepherd was pretty much the only thing that could make him laugh, since he started 

working for the North Side Gang.  

“Thursday is upon us, Highball,” mumbled John into the big dog’s ear, as if it mattered what 

day of the week it was when your schedule was completely random. 

They'd sent a runner over very early this morning, telling him to show up at the SMC 

Cartage warehouse on North Clark Street by 9am. A nice, little, local job. Today, he was allowed to 

bring Highball to work, so that made it a good day. 

On the way out with his bag of tools, he noticed the flower shop advertising for Valentine's 

Day. "Happy Valentine's Day, Highball!" 

Highball seemed to appreciate the sentiment, looking up at John with his big, brown eyes, 

and wagging his tail enthusiastically. Although that could also mean, ‘Walk faster, I smell something 

fantastic.’ It was hard to tell. 

John stopped at the butcher's and got Highball a special Valentine's Day bone, which 

Highball absolutely appreciated. It would also keep him occupied while John worked, which could 

possibly last deep into the night. 

A streetcar and bus combo got him close enough to walk, and he was at the warehouse a 

little early. Some of the drivers and muscle were already waiting there, including the Gusenberg 

brothers and Moran's number two guy, Mr. Kachellek. 

John had learned the brothers were just about the worst there was: dangerous, fanatically 

loyal to The Boss, quick to take offense. Mr. Kachellek was all right, unless you worked too slow or 

disrespected him in some obvious kind of way. 

Everyone was dressed really sharp; they always were. As a grease monkey, John was exempt 

from this, but sometimes he got a little jealous of the guys in the suits. 
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Mr. Schwimmer, the optician who gambled too much on the ponies, showed up and let 

them all into the warehouse. There were two trucks in there that had seen better days. They 

belonged to the Purple Gang, out of Detroit, who they'd be working with today. One of them had 

some bullet holes in the left quarter side panel, but it wasn't John's job to fix the body damage, just 

to make sure they ran reliably. If he could make them run fast, great; faster than usual, that was even 

better. John was good at building souped-up engines, which was key if you wanted the trucks to 

avoid roadblocks, police cars, and ambushes by competing gangs. 

John got to work, with Highball chewing on his bone nearby. It was easy for people to 

forget he was there, with his head in an engine or most of his body under a truck, so he heard things 

they might not have said in front of him otherwise. Like, for example, the fact that The Boss, Mr. 

Moran, was going to be coming in-person today. 

This had the guys pretty excited, because he didn't normally show up for stuff like this. 

Maybe he wanted to reward them all for something. Their voices got lower when someone 

suggested that maybe he was mad about something. That would be very bad. 

Mr. Heyer, who managed the organization and did the books, showed up after about an 

hour. He asked John to take a break and gathered all the guys. Seven cigarettes were immediately lit, 

and Mr. Heyer explained that The Boss was coming because this operation came up kind of sudden. 

It involved some high-class hooch, and The Boss wanted to see how their new friends in the Purple 

Gang performed. 

Highball barked, probably because he was suddenly surrounded by a cloud of tobacco 

smoke, and Mr. Heyer stopped talking, looking surprised. He walked over to Highball and John felt 

a stone in the pit of his stomach. 

"Mr. Heyer...," began John nervously. 

But Mr. Heyer just pet the top of Highball's head and mumbled, "I know. I don't like 

Detroit, either. But we got to make friends all over, right? Who's a good dog?" 

Everyone laughed, and John's relief was massive and immediate. 

The break over, John went back to work. There was some mumbling after a while because 

The Boss still hadn't shown up, and the trucks would be ready to go pretty soon. 

Then, the cops burst in. They came through the rear door of the warehouse, brandishing 

shotguns. They had a pair of plainclothes guys with them, detectives or Feds maybe, holding 
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Thompson submachine guns. This wasn't supposed to happen. Everyone had gotten paid; this was 

supposed to be a safe place to work.  

Mr. Kachellek objected loudly and one of the cops hit him in the belly with the stock of his 

shotgun. The uniformed cops told everyone to get up against the wall with their hands up, John 

included. Once they were all lined up, the shooting started. The typewriter staccato of full automatic 

fire was the last thing John heard, and he had just enough time to be sad for Highball. 

 

Highball hid under one of the trucks, with his tail between his legs, whining quietly. The 

plainclothes men sprayed the bodies several times. After they were done, the two men dressed as 

police walked over. One shot Mr. Kachellek in the head, the other one shot John in the face. 

They didn't care about Highball, so they just left him alone. 

Once they were gone, Highball came out and went to John, but there was nothing left of 

him except his hands with the familiar smell of grease and oil. 

Highball heard a noise and went to one of the Gusenberg brothers, Frank, who had fourteen 

bullet holes in him, but was still awake and alive. 

"Shhhh," said Frank. "Don't say nothin', pooch... Don't be a rat. Get outta here!" 

 

Highball was waiting outside when the real police showed up. He was howling and barking, 

and the cops and reporters were scared of the big dog. 

 

Frank was rushed to the hospital and stayed awake the whole time. When they asked him 

who shot him, he replied, "No one shot me." Three hours later, he joined John and the others in 

oblivion. 

 

Highball’s special Valentine's Day bone forgotten, he was taken to the pound, where he 

barked and howled and would not stop. 

A few days later, Highball took the big sleep, when the city put him down. 



 

 

It’s All Been Done Presents is a multi-platform entertainment 

network of podcasts, written work, video series, and more, based in 

Columbus, Ohio. Check out all our great programming at 

http://iabdpresents.com 

 

 

 

 

 

 

More Great Stuff From IABDPresents! 

 

 

 

Stephen, Keith, Jimmy-Jerome and assorted friends go where so many have 

gone before – rewatching Star Trek from the beginning! Join them on their 

weekly podcast, currently in season three of the original series, as they watch 

and review every single hour of the franchise ever made. 

 

 

 

 

 

Why quarterly? Because you’re busy and books are long! Read along and 

join in the discussion on social media, then watch a video discussion 

hosted by Samantha Stark at the end of the quarter. 2018’s theme is 

Historical Non-fiction, and we’re currently reading The Bad-Ass 

Librarians of Timbuktu by Joshua Hammer. 
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