The Tollway Collector

Yes, good.  All the coins are heads up.  Dollars?  Heads up, good.  Wait, the head on this dollar is facing the wrong way, turn it around, good, that looks good to me.

“Thanks!”  After a scowl he drives away.  What’s with the attitude?

Ok back to business, two quarters go in the right compartment.  Wait; make sure they’re heads up.  The dime goes to the left of the quarters, shit; the coin flipped over on impact and turned to tails.  Now I have to spin around in a circle to even things out.  Ok good, now its heads up.  Now place the three nickels to the right of the pennies, place them in softly, I don’t want them turning to tails again.  Good, that’s good; they all look good to me.  Ok now, next customer.

“Thank you!”  Three quarters in the right compartment and the dime to the left of the quarters, very good.

I check my watch, five o’clock; this is when it gets real busy.  Sheeesh.  I wipe my forehead and move on.

“Sir, your ten cents short.  Thank you, sorry for the inconvenience!” Eight dimes to the left of the quarters and one nickel to the right of the pennies.  Good, very good.

Place the dollar head facing up toward the pennies, good.  Take out one dime and one nickel, turns the heads outside, tails facing each other.  “Here you go sir, thank you for your contribution.”  He peels out and waves his middle finger.

Looking out my window, I see that as usual, I have the longest line.  I bet it’s because they like the gratitude I show them.  Most of the other collectors just take the money; however, I make it a point to thank them.  Ok, time to get back to work.

Loose change.  Oh man, tough work ahead.  Penny in the left compartment.  Yes just like that, perfect.  Ok, nickel is next.  Heads up in the compartment right of the pennies, yes just like that.  A loud beep scares me and I drop all that change to the floor.  Oh no!  Looking down in horror, I see nine coins tails up.  I quickly pick up the heads up 
coins and place the quarter in the right compartment, the dimes in the compartment to the 
left of the quarters, the nickels to the right of the pennies, and the pennies in the left compartment.  I see nine more coins on the ground, tails facing up.  I spin around in a circle and pick one up, placing it heads up in the left compartment.  I spin again, wait…would I have to spin the other way now to bring the balance back to neutral and then again that same way to make up for the coin?  Yes, that sounds right, yes.  I spin right in a circle, then spin again and pick up another coin, placing it to the right of the pennies.  Now I spin left, spin left again, and pick up another coin.  I hear a car door slam as I place that coin in the compartment to the left of the quarters.  Soon a few more car doors slam, all of them propelling themselves towards me as irate as a coin facing down.  The car door just outside my window opens and closes and an even bigger man gets out, with shredded muscles and a thick barbed wire tattoo around his left arm.  The scar on his right cheek is thick and menacing, and the three tear drop tattoos under his eyes signify that he has killed before.  His right hand is clenched while his left hand hands loosely at his side.  The expression on his face is angry, yet I do not see evidence of violence.  As soon as he gets out of his car, the others stopped dead in their tracks, anticipating what this massive man was going to do.  

“Hey, what’s your problem!?”

I spin two more times to the right and place another coin in the left compartment.  

“Hey! I’m talking to you!

Looking down I see five more coins waiting to return home safely and as equals.  I look back at him and await his next move.
“You need to be wrapped up in white and carted to a matching colored room,  you know that?”

Good, he is giving me time before he wallops me.  Faster than I ever thought I could move, I spin twice to the left, twice to the right, twice to the left, twice to the right, and twice more to the left.  I pick up all the coins in one clean sweep and place them heads up in the compartment on the left.  Now satisfied and even a little cocky, I stand with my weight shifted backward, awaiting what was to come.

The tattooed man walks up to my post and raises his clenched right hand.  He reaches his clenched hand into my window, a reach far to slow to turn into an angry swing at my awaiting face.  Peeling my eyes back after some time passed, I saw his hand just floating there inside my window.  He opened it up and spilled a handful of change onto my floor.  Poking around in my post, he flips the switch and the flag goes up in front of his car.

“That flag stays up until you are finished picking up all of that change.”  His muscles talked to me and they swayed back and forth under the pressure of his anger, turning the barbed wire into a soft wave, a poetic ripple of a violent object in a gentle sway.  
“Good luck spinning around ya crazy bastard”.
Ah shit, couldn’t he just punch me?
