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The man - Jovan 'Joe' Stojkovich - walks out of the prison without a smile on his face. The reason? He's been locked up for so long he doesn't know how to smile. A Serb born in the Republic of Bosnia and Herzegovina in the former Yugoslavia before it disintegrated into civil war, he came to Metropolisville as a boy with his father and younger brother. His father had been an eminent university professor of Biology at one of Yugoslavia's newest higher education establishments, the University of Banja Luka, when he got a posting at Metropolisville State University. Stojkovich doesn't have clear memories of his early childhood living in Banja Luka, so we can say he's American in that respect, but with a nasty Slavic temper when push comes to even the slightest of shoves.

The state correctional facility – fifty-five miles from his hometown – has one of the worst reputations on the East Coast. It's a wonder he survived the twenty-year stretch. All that the prison authorities have given him is a Greyhound bus ticket to get him home, a telephone number to a halfway house for ex-cons and the $162 he had on him before he was arrested to see him by for the first few days out on the streets. It's not much, but at least it's something.

Stojkovich begins walking towards Ruben, the nearest town four miles away.

“Gotta smoke?” Stojkovich says to a black guy who's sitting on a bench in downtown Ruben.

“Don't smoke, man,” the man replies.

Stojkovich moves on.

“Do you know where the Greyhound Bus terminal is?” he asks a respectable-looking old man a few yards on.

“Two blocks from here on Main Street. Turn left and you can't miss it.”

“Thanks,” Stojkovich says as he walks away.

Stojkovich's got some unfinished business to attend to: he doesn't care if it lands him straight back in the can – that's just incidental.

He gets onto the Greyhound bus heading for Metropolisville, shows his ticket to the driver and, taking a seat far down the back of the bus, asks an attractive young woman of no more than twenty:

“Is this seat taken?”

“Please, sit down,” she answers the dark-haired, dark-eyed stranger standing before her.

“So where you heading?” Stojkovich asks the woman after they've been travelling a few minutes.

“New York City.”

“That's some trip.”

“And you?”

“Metropolisville.”

In no time at all the bus pulls into the downtown Metropolisville Greyhound bus terminal.

“Well nice meeting you, Kim,” Stojkovich says, clutching a piece of scrap paper with the girl's mobile number on it as the driver opens the door to the bus. 

People start getting up, ready to leave the vehicle.

“Maybe we'll get in touch,” the girl replies, her eyes full of lust.

“Maybe we will.”

Without warning, Stojkovich reaches down and kisses her passionately - tongues and all. She's in heaven. The Serb's cock too.

Stojkovich gets off the bus. Stepping on Metropolisville soil for the first time in more than two decades feels great. His home from his real home.

There's no welcome committee for him – he didn't tell anyone anyway. He doesn't want anyone to know he was released, though he's sure someone will know about it on the streets of his old neighbourhood. He'll sneak back into the old hood in silence with no fanfare. Stojkovich throws the scrap of paper with 'Kim's' telephone number into the nearest trash can.
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Stojkovich likes surprises – he hasn't had many chances for them in his time in the can: twenty-three hours a day locked up. Boredom was the king then. That's why he's heading back to where he was brought up: West Nixon: Serbian in ethnicity.

Things haven't changed much since he was incarcerated. The crime rate is still high. Hustlers are on every street corner trying to make a buck, though if you're Serbian, it's the safest place to be in Metropolisville.

Stojkovich takes a taxi from the bus station to West Nixon and his old neighbourhood.

“A Bud, please,” Stojkovich says to the bartender, a stranger to him, in a bar he used to go to a lot in his younger days called Mitch's Bar. The original owner, Mitch Marovich, was gunned down during a barroom brawl just before Stojkovich got locked up himself.

The bartender gives the customer his beer. Stojkovich hands over the only hundred-dollar bill he has on him. At the back of the bar, pinned up, is a Serbian flag with the national coat of arms on it.

Stojkovich takes his change and stuffs it in his pocket, then takes a swig of beer – it feels good. Real good. Better than the hooch he got used to drinking behind bars. He buys another one.

“Thirsty?” the barman says as Stojkovich finishes that one too.

“You bet... Hey, mister, do you know where I can find Matt Spremo?”

“Spremo?” the barman asks, uncomfortable at the question. “Spremo, you say?”

“Yeah, Matt Spremo – he's a friend of mine?”

The barman thinks for a second: actions have repercussions in this neighbourhood sometimes, and doesn't he know it: a broken nose not six months ago.

“Wait here. I'll be back in a sec.” A moment later the barman returns. “What's your name?” he asks suspiciously.

“Joe Stojkovich.”

The barman disappears again, coming back a moment later:

“He'll be here in fifteen... Can I getcha another drink on the house, Joe?”

“Sure.”

When Matt Spremo walks into the bar, Stojkovich is shocked by how much weight he's put on. After heavy Serbian embraces and kisses, the two men sit down with a bottle of fine Scotch.

“Jesus, Matty, you fat fuck... Living the dolce vita, I see?”

“That's the family,” Spremo says, rubbing his belly. “Gotta wife now... and two kids... So what, just got outta the can?”

“Yeah, today.”

“We gotta toast to your freedom then.”

The men make a toast and drink to Stojkovich's freedom. But something's up with Stojkovich – he isn't happy. There's a purpose to his visit, two in fact:

“Why didn't you come and visit me in jail, Matty?” Stojkovich says moodily. There's an awkward silence: Spremo doesn't know what to say. Or he does but is too embarrassed to let on. “Can't answer me?”

“You know, Joe... It was... how to put it... I dunno... I'd just met a girl, you know... we... were-”

“Fuck you, man,” Stojkovich says. He wants to get up, leave the bar and disappear – but he doesn't. “You hurt me, man, you know that?”

“I know,” Spremo answers, his body language giving away the guilt, “but I swear I thought about you every fucking day, man.”

“Sure you did. Gotta smoke?” Spremo gives Stojkovich a cigarette. “Where's Riley?” Stojkovich then asks.

Riley is a one-time friend of Stojkovich in his dark past. But that's the important word: 'one-time'. Spremo's not happy hearing the name:

“Don't mention that motherfucker in here, Joe,” Spremo says in a hushed voice.

“Why not?”

“Things have changed. The world's moved on.”

“Don't fuck with me, Matty. That piece of shit set me up.”

“I know, I know – but you took the wrap.”

“Where is he?”

Spremo and Stojkovich go outside, as Spremo doesn't trust the barman. On the sidewalk, they talk business:

“Riley has the whole of West Nixon now. Marinovich is dead. The official version is the motherfucker got shot to death over a drug deal,” Spremo says, puffing on a smoke nervously. “But I know different – Riley whacked him.”

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
“JAMES DARG]

AN





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.png
=)
D

DANNY BOY BOOKS
¢s 3 fetion addiction





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





