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      Billy Delaney was the kind of kid who couldn’t get a decent break.

      William Samuel Delaney was born to Sam and Maggie Delaney in the winter of 1958 in a cold-water flat in the Red Hook section of Brooklyn, New York. Sam had been a professional boxer who fought and lost a middleweight title bout in Madison Square Garden ten years earlier and had been a neighborhood hero ever since. His marriage to Maggie O’Connor was considered a match made in heaven, but the fast life combined with a meager-paying civil service job consigned them to a lower middle-class existence. They made ends meet until Billy was born, but it seemed all downhill as Sam toiled at a low-level clerical position while Maggie worked days as a waitress at various fast food eateries.

      Billy, an only child, was doted on by his mother and criticized by his father alternately. He showed a remarkable talent for reading and was doing so aloud from newspapers at the age of four, astounding their friends around the neighborhood. Yet Maggie refused to allow Sam to publicize his talents, just as she would not let him train his son in the sweet science of boxing. Sam grew distant from the child and the rift was never repaired.

      “Always respect your mother, and make something of yourself,” Sam would insist whenever the two were alone together on rare occasions, mostly when Maggie would entreat Sam to take the boy along when he made his cigarette and newspaper runs.

      “I will always respect you too,” the boy reasoned.

      “I’ll earn your respect, one way or another. Your mother is your mother, that entitles her.”

      He collected comics with a passion and read the exploits of the Fantastic Four, Spider-Man, the Hulk and other Marvel Comics superheroes for hours on end. He fantasized about being a superhero himself one day, and was astonished by the pro wrestling shows on weekends featuring giants in silken uniforms performing great feats of daring on TV. Eventually it occurred to him that the reason for his father’s popularity and reputation throughout the neighborhood was because he had been one of those superheroes. At that moment he decided he wanted to be just like his Dad one day.

      “I don’t want you getting your brains knocked out in there,” she argued whenever the subject arose. “I saw your Dad get hit too many times, and he’s one of the best I’ve ever seen. You’re a bright young man, and you have a future outside of that ring. You can be whatever you want to be, and that doesn’t include being a prize fighter.”

      Billy’s strong spirit would not allow him to waver in the face of adversity, and he took numerous beatings on the street until he became tough enough to defend himself. He had a wild fighting style that his enemies were unable to overcome. Only when he found his way into the Columbia Street Boxing Club out of boredom one day, the trainers were able to temper his spirit with newfound discretion as they matched him with smaller but experienced boys who shredded his ramshackle defensive tactics.

      “Why did you marry a fighter?” Billy would ask when he and his Mom got in heated debates over his boxing pursuits.

      “I didn’t marry a fighter, I married Sam Delaney,” she would explain. Maggie was a lovely woman with well-coiffed auburn hair, green eyes and a slender figure. She was an inch taller than Sam but his figure was so imposing that it was never mentioned within earshot. “My family disowned me, they measure a man’s worth by the size of his wallet. I measured your Dad by his heart, which is as big as the Empire State Building. I couldn’t stop him from doing what his heart desired, but I promised myself that I would never let my child go down that road.”

      Maggie and Billy had their world torn asunder when Sam died of a stroke shortly after Billy graduated from grade school. Maggie had almost no knowledge of business matters and was ill-prepared to cash in on Sam’s life insurance and widow’s benefits from the government. She continued to work so they could have a little extra, the benefits managing to cover her monthly household expenses as long as she kept a tight budget.

      After Sam’s funeral, Billy had a unique sense of purpose, feeling as if his father’s mantle had been passed on to him. He began appearing on local boxing shows, yet most observers dismissed his rowdy style and voiced the opinion he would never follow in his Dad’s footsteps. Billy next sought out the gym trainers who worked with the polished boxers and asked their help in refining his style. Eventually he developed a reputation as a boxer-puncher and found a new level of respect around the amateur circuit.

      His boyhood friends came and went as tenements were demolished and replaced by commercial structures, forcing more and more families to relocate. During his high school years, Spook Guzman, Izzy Kirschner and Mark Roman were his closest friends. The four of them played handball during the summer and basketball during the winter, and spent most of their free time together when not in school or Billy at the gym. All but Izzy were in single-parent homes and struggled with life without a paternal figure.

      One of the highlights of their monthly routine was attending Billy’s club fights. The Columbia Street Boxing Club would be loaded up with folding chairs and the workout equipment moved aside so that the people in the neighborhood could crowd their way in to cheer the kids in what were invariably action-packed performances. Street vendors sold piraguas1, pretzels and hot dogs outside while others sold beers from car trunks while keeping an eye out for the police. Inside, the gym rats distributed crude programs while the trainers acted as referees and seconds for the fighters.

      Billy was a crowd favorite as he often played up to the crowd, mugging and strutting before, after and sometimes during fights. He would start his bouts off using his newly-acquired sweet skills, causing many to comment on how much he reminded them of his father. Yet, when frustrated opponents would resort to roughhouse tactics to turn the tide of battle, Billy would explode into his whirlwind punching frenzy, bringing the house down as the spectators responded in kind. More often than not, the referee would either end up counting out a fallen opponent or jumping in to spare him from serious harm. Afterwards, the boys would return to Butler Street and laugh about the fights until well after midnight.

      “Why don’t you turn pro?” Spook challenged him. “You’re better than anyone in the club, go ahead and prove yourself. There’s good money in it if you can make a name for yourself.”

      “Nobody seems like they’re interested,” Billy said ruefully. “As long as my Mom talked about me going to college, my Dad wouldn’t even talk boxing with me. When I talk to Tito or any of the trainers, they just go on about doing the Golden Gloves first.”

      Izzy’s father was a preacher who encouraged the boys to attend on Sundays and Wednesdays. Gradually the church became a place of fellowship for them, providing the church a chance to initiate a youth ministry while allowing the quartet the opportunity to explore life away from the city streets. The youth ministers took them camping, enrolled their basketball team into a church league, and drove them to local youth rallies. It expanded their horizons and let them see that there was much more than the confines of the NYC skyline.

      Among the foursome, Billy and Spook grew ever closer while Mark seemed to bond with Izzy. The two were the better athletes in the group and had flamboyant personalities which tended to inspire them to excess. In competition, it resulted in the boys trying to outdo each other, to the benefit of their neighborhood teams taking on local competition. Off the field, the friendly rivalry manifested itself in constant heckling and sarcasm between the two, though everyone knew they would fight for each other at the drop of a hat.

      In the Summer of ’75, there was a Youth Conference in Freehold NJ that was attended by the Youth Group. All four of the friends responded to the altar call at the end of the week and accepted Jesus as their personal Savior. Only upon their return to NYC, they realized that Spook, a diehard Catholic, had merely paid lip service to the Baptists and had no intention of following up. Billy, an ex-altar boy, was less set in his beliefs but was far less inspired than either Izzy or Mark. In the weeks ahead, the Church saw far less of Billy and Spook and far more of Izzy and Mark. By the end of the summer, the foursome had unwittingly parted ways at last.

      During his senior year, Billy attended classes with Pete Halperin and Tony Morgan, both of whom had been close friends since freshman year. Only Pete had come out of the closet as a hardcore alcoholic and was rampaging through the campus hallways on drunken forays with Tony in his wake. Billy perceived a kindred spirit in Pete’s recklessness and began hanging around with the duo. Eventually Billy invited Pete back to the neighborhood where they introduced alcohol to Billy’s friends. They were less inclined to partake than was Billy, and soon he and Pete found themselves increasingly alone on their binges.

      Despite his excesses, Billy was able to hold down a job at the Bank on New York in the Wall Street area. He had gotten it through an employment agency in the area, and they secured him a spot at $140 a week. It was more than enough to help him Mom with groceries, keep his wardrobe in style and leave him with plenty of drinking money. Fortunately he was in good enough shape to overcome the monstrous hangovers and report to work on time.

      Unfortunately, his extracurricular activities left him less and less inclined to show up at the boxing club, and his attendance dropped from daily workouts to alternate days. When he went to twice a week, his trainer pawned him off on someone else, and he stopped going altogether.

      “You’re throwing away a great talent,” the club owner, Tito Rivera, admonished him when they happened to meet on the street one day. “I know you don’t want to hear it, but your Dad would have been disappointed.”

      “Let me tell you something,” Billy stared at the concrete. “My Mom tried to keep me tied to her apron strings when I was a kid, and my Dad didn’t do a damn thing about it. He was one of the greatest boxers around, but I never learned a thing until I came to your club. I learned everything the hard way, I got my ass kicked inside out before you people lent a hand. If my Dad, wherever he is, rest his soul, is disappointed about anything, then he’s got forever and ever to ask himself why.”

      Shortly after he had gotten out of school, his mother became aware that he had received and rejected an invitation to accept a scholarship at the city college.

      “How can I take that, Ma?” he insisted when Maggie confronted him one day. “We don’t have a whole lot of money coming in. Dad’s insurance is barely making ends meet. If I go to school I’d have to work nights, and I don’t have it in me. Maybe one day when things get better I can get back on track, but right now I don’t see any choice but to buy us a little breathing space.”

      “I wanted so much more for you,” her eyes brimmed with tears.

      “Well, gee, Ma,” Billy said reluctantly. “If you would have let Dad put me on one of those game shows, or let him teach me to fight, things might’ve been different. He had connections, I wouldn’t have gotten stuck fighting in those clubs.”

      “I only wanted the best for you. I wanted to be a good mother.”

      “You are the best, Mom,” he came over and hugged and kissed her tenderly before taking his leave.

      One evening Spook and Tony were with them, and their supply of beer ran out as a result. Pete began telling them of stories about the beer runs made by his friends in Queens, which consisted of them snatching cases of beer from local delis and making their getaways in waiting vehicles. The more they talked, the better it sounded, and soon the four of them made their first beer run.

      Tony parked out front in his beat-up Volkswagen as the other three sauntered into a cigarette store along Atlantic Avenue near the Williamburg area. Billy and Spook bantered with each other and counted bills in their wallets by the rear refrigerator while Pete made a show of searching for cigarettes in the front area display case. The two boys brought a twelve-pack apiece up front and appeared about to place them on the counter before making their break and darting out the door. The Oriental storekeeper began yelling in alarm before Pete turned and let out a drunken, primordial scream that froze the man in his tracks. He next bolted out the door and dove into the VW, Tony gunning the engine as the four boys sped down the road, dizzy with exultation.

      “Stealing’s a sin, guys,” Izzy noted dourly as Billy and Spook told their tale the next day on the corner of Butler and Court Streets, up the block from where Billy lived. “The worst part is getting caught.” He still associated with them on occasion, although Mark now considered the two as recalcitrants and would have little to do with them.

      “I don’t think we’ll do anything like that again,” Spook chortled.

      “You know, it’s like riding the Cyclone in Coney Island,” Billy admitted. “You hold your breath anticipating that big drop, then, boom, you’re off and running. You think it’s over once you’re back in the car but it’s not, you keep listening and watching for the sirens behind you. You can’t wait until it’s over, but when it is…you start thinking about the next time.”

      “You two should think about coming back to Church,” Izzy advised them. “You’re going down a dark road, you’re at a time of your lives when you could be making some dangerous choices.”

      “You’ll make a great preacher, Izzy,” Billy chuckled. “To each his own.”

      He arrived at the bank at the usual time that Monday morning and saw Pamela Karalekas checking in at the time clock. He hustled over to catch up with her and walked down the hall through the rear employees’ area to the teller cages on the second floor of the bank.

      “Hi, Billy, how was your weekend?” Pam beamed. She was a beautiful Greek-American girl with a thick black coiffure, sparkling emerald eyes, full ruby lips and an hourglass figure. They had grown friendly through the month-long training class and kept contact out on the floor. Only she routinely joined their ex-teammates in the cafeteria for lunch while Billy took to roaming about the area for their allotted forty-five minutes to alleviate stress.

      “Nothing special, just hanging out with the guys,” he shrugged. “Say, that new Irish pub and restaurant I was telling you about just opened up on Nassau Street last weekend. Maybe I can get some of the crew to go check it out Friday night. Why don’t you come along?”

      “Well,” she considered, “let me see what my schedule’s like. Remind me Friday morning and I’ll let you know.”

      “Sure thing, Pam,” he smiled as they parted ways on the floor. “See you later.”

      “That Pam’s hot as a firecracker,” his friend Ray said admiringly as Billy adjusted his tie and stepped up to his adjacent cage. “She likes you, too. I know that hotshot assistant supervisor has an eye on her. Have you asked her out yet?”

      “I was figuring maybe you and I and some of the guys can go check out that new pub Friday after work,” Billy replied. “I’m gonna ask her then.”

      The next evening, he and the others got together on Butler Street, and they could not keep from retelling the experience of last week over and over again. Cooler heads attempted to prevail but, as one beer led to another, they all began egging each other on until their next beer run was underway. Tony drove again as the other three psyched themselves for their next excursion.

      At this juncture Billy was having an increasingly hard time reconciling himself to the contradictions between his work life and personal life. Although he realized that he was at the bottom of the corporate ladder, he knew that he had an intellectual edge on most of his superiors, and further realized that most of them had advanced merely by remaining loyal to the bank for years.

      There were many attractive girls at the bank, Pam at the top of his list, and he knew that he could never win her heart if she knew what he did on weekends or who his friends were. He had a strange sense of pride in the old gang, as if they gave him a sense of identity beyond his high school diploma or his ring exploits. Yet he knew that they were walking a slippery slope, and it would eventually bring him to a crossroads where he would have to make a decision. That night would come, he realized…but not tonight.

      This time they targeted a black storeowner, using the same strategy and tactics as last time. Only Pete, instead of limiting himself to a primal scream in intimidating the owner, jumped over the counter and shoved him across the floor before scooping the contents of the cash register into his pockets before vaulting out of the store. Pete’s whoops of victory filled the car as they zoomed back to Butler Street. When they parked and retreated to a nearby apartment staircase, they counted out $270 in cash. Pete gave the three of them $60 apiece and kept $30 in order to buy alcohol for next weekend.

      Unknown to the boys, the South Brooklyn Gang Task Force working out of the 76th Precinct was targeting street gangs in the area after a wave of gang-related crimes had terrorized the surrounding neighborhoods. They had descriptions of the beat-up yellow VW and the screaming red-haired man associated with both robberies, and they were on the lookout for these particulars should the gang decide to strike for the third consecutive weekend.

      As the work week progressed, Ray and Billy eventually convinced four of their fellow tellers to come along at week’s end. Pam, after some cajoling by Billy, agreed to tag along for a short while, which made it seven. When they got to the pub, they found that some of the supervisory staff had made similar plans, the assistant supervisor, Jim, among them.

      The pub was eventually packed with clerical workers from the nearby office buildings who were delighted by the smorgasbord of hot appetizers, beer and well drinks at bargain prices, and a well-stocked juke box playing a wide assortment of music. The seven of them found a table and placed orders before loading up paper plates with delectables and bringing them back, munching happily before washing it all down with drinks.

      They exchanged anecdotes about the job before people from other tables began hobnobbing, causing them to sidecar into separate conversations. Billy, Pam, Ray and one of the other girls began chitchatting about their lives before joining the workforce. Pam excused herself momentarily to use the restroom, and when she failed to return, Billy looked around and spotted her having been taken aside by Jim. He watched from the corner of his eye until she began making her way back, and at once his eyes locked into those of Jim. It was not a friendly look, and at once he realized he had some serious competition.

      “Thought you were gone for the night,” Billy stood to allow her back behind the table.

      “Oh, he just likes to talk,” she smiled. “What, do you think I’d just leave without saying goodbye? Thanks a lot!”

      Eventually Ray and the girl had their fill, and Ray winked at Billy as he said he’d escort her to the subway but would return shortly. Billy and Pam shared a laugh, speculating as to the girl’s fate upon encountering Ray’s smooth-talking technique. They ordered more drinks and grew more relaxed, telling each other more about themselves.

      Pam was born and raised in a predominantly Greek neighborhood in Queens, not far from where Pete and Tony lived. Her father owned a restaurant as did her mother’s Dad, both of whom came from extended, well-to-do families. She, like Billy, was an only child, and had taken the bank position as a summer job before enrolling in college that coming fall.

      “I’ll probably take something after school so I can still buy clothes,” she revealed. “I know my Dad, he’s not going to help me keep my wardrobe up the way this job has. You know, even though you’re staying here, the bank has an education fund so you can go to school at nights.”

      “You think a guy should continue moving up the ladder,” he probed.

      “Well, only if he wants to,” she was non-committal. “I don’t think people should try to change others. To each his own, you know what they say.”

      “I think you can make people want to change,” he replied. “If somebody really wants to impress someone, to make themselves the kind of person that someone else could respect, then it gives them the motivation to go on, to climb that ladder.”

      As it grew dark, they left together and he escorted her to the subway station. He decided to ride back with her and they took the half-hour train ride into Queens. It was late by then and he walked her to her home. She turned to say goodbye, and at once they found themselves in each others’ arms.

      His mouth found her sensuous lips and their tongues writhed together in fiery passion. They held each other for a time, glowing in the warmth of each others’ bodies before reluctantly relinquishing one another.

      “I’m no good for you, Pam,” he whispered huskily. “I know there’s someone else for you.”

      “I’ll see you at the pub again,” she entreated him as they bade each other farewell. “I’ll be at the bank until Labor Day.”

      “I will,” he blew her a kiss before taking his leave.

      When the four of them met that next evening, they began their ritual with a half-gallon of Jack Daniels that Pete brought along with a case of beer. They grew cockier and more belligerent as the recounting of their fortunes progressed, and when the prospect of another expedition was proposed, Pete stunned them into silence by producing a nickel-plated revolver.

      “That’s armed robbery, shithead,” Tony admonished him. “That’s hard time.”

      “Relax, moron,” Pete giggled. “The gun’s just for show in case the screaming doesn’t work. Besides, if we hit a bigger target, we’ll have beer money for the whole summer.”

      “Bigger target?” Billy wondered.

      “A gas station!” Pete guffawed. “They’re isolated, so we can see everybody coming and going. Plus they have lots of money, they do tens and twenties at a time!”

      “You guys are crazy,” Spook shook his head. “Count me out.”

      “Tell you what,” Pete insisted. “You guys keep watch and I’ll do the work. As long as you keep me covered, I’ll be in and out in a snap.”

      “We need to go out and case the place,” Billy insisted. “This isn’t running in and out of a mom and pop shop. The cops see a gun, they may come in shooting.”

      At that juncture, Billy was completely torn between his loyalty to his friends and his feelings towards Pam. He was hardly able to sleep the previous night, having deeply regretted telling her he was unworthy of her. He knew that her family was at a higher station in life than he, yet there was no reason why could not apply himself to win her hand. She was the most attractive girl he had ever met, with an easy-going personality and charming manner that he knew he would never tire of. Regardless of how hard he would have to work, both at school and the bank, he would remain focused on her as his reward, and there could be no way he would fail.

      Yet there was something that compelled him to accompany them this one last time. It was as if he sought closure to his adolescence, wanting to end this final chapter in the story of his childhood friendships on a high note. When Mark left the foursome and Izzy estranged himself from them, it enlarged the hole in the fabric of his personal relationships left by the death of his father. Walking out on Pete, his high school buddy, would be an option he would not want to live with.

      They drove out to the target site, a small gas station on a service island in the Red Hook area near the toll entrance to the Brooklyn-Queens Expressway. It was a good distance from their earlier escapades and would not attract cops seeking a pattern along Atlantic Avenue.

      “Okay,” Billy studied the landscape. “We put Spook on the street on the corner with a pack of smokes and a cigarette lighter. If he sees a cop car he lights up and walks, if they pinch him, we never knew he was ever there. That good with you?”

      “As long as I get my cut,” he shrugged uneasily.

      “Tony drops the three of us on the corner out of sight of the station,” Billy stared at the gas station as if drawing his thoughts from it. “He drives around the block and coasts up to the pump. We turn the corner towards the station single-file like we’re not together. I’ll walk to the middle of the block, Pete crosses diagonally towards the station. If I see anything I’ll yell up at the apartments like I’m looking for someone. If it’s clear, Pete takes the cash, runs over to the car, you guys go up the street and get Spook, I’ll be right behind you.”

      “I say we wait until next weekend,” Tony mused. “We can’t take any risks. I’ll come by during the week and see what the normal exposure’s like.”

      “Why are we doing this, Billy?” Spook asked after Tony dropped them off on the corner of Butler and Smith Street. “This is a hell of a long way from the Church.”

      “What did the Church do for us?” Billy insisted. “We justified their Youth Ministry, kept all those Youth leaders fat and sassy, and for what? All they did was go around bragging how much they were doing for the Church, they didn’t give a damn about you and me. Izzy got sent off to Bible College, which got his old man a big brownie point and a spot on the board of Elders. Mark ended up at the psychiatrist for depression. They didn’t even call or write when we stopped showing up.”

      “How did Mark get so messed up?” Spook wondered.

      “He bought into it,” Billy insisted. “He believed all that stuff they taught us about the Bible and everything they said about being a good Christian, but when he looked around it all seemed like a big lie. It made him feel guilty but he couldn’t hide behind the bottle like us, and he was too ashamed to just walk away. At least we were able to chalk it up to the hypocrisy. They’re looking for people like Izzy, who can be just like them and walk one way but talk another. They don’t want us, but Mark, well, he just slipped through the cracks.”

      “I don’t know if the money’s worth it,” Spook was dubious. “This isn’t just running in and grabbing a case of beer.”

      “Look, you’re not going to be anywhere near the action,” Billy insisted. “Neither am I. Pete’s taking all the risks, and it’s how it should be because it’s his baby, this is what he wants. He wants backup, and that’s all he’s getting, no more or less. Look, we should get about $100 apiece, and that’s a week’s pay for me. That station attendant, it’s not his money, and if it was, he’s got insurance, he gets it back. Pete’d never shoot him, he just tries to scare people. After this is over, we’ll tell him he needs to get his friends from Queens to go next time. We’re at the crossroads with him, if he wants to keep going down that road we’ll have to part ways.”

      “Man, I’ve seen people in my family and their friends go through this before,” Spook warned him. “What happens when the hundred bucks runs out? Those kind of people are like rats, they keep going back to get more cheese until they finally get caught. They get hooked on that easy money, and it’s easier to spend because they didn’t work for it. You don’t burn your paycheck because of how hard it was for you to get it. Our Moms don’t burn their checks because they know there’s nothing left until next time. These guys, they see it like plucking it from a tree.”

      “I don’t see it as that easy,” Billy disagreed. “Look, we already gave our word, they need us. They’ll get caught without us. We just got to make them understand that this is it, there’s no more afterwards.”

      “I’ll take your word for that, Billy,” Spook stared at him.

      “You got it, bro,” Billy gave him a soul shake, patting him on the back.

      That Monday, Billy was approached by a manager at the bank, who informed him that he was going to be transferred to the coin change window where he would be trained all day by Jim. Billy was somewhat apprehensive but decided that they might be able to reconcile in working together. He was brought to the change window where Jim proved to be quite friendly and informative in helping Billy get settled.

      The routine at the window was somewhat vexing as customers brought large containers of change to be converted to cash, requiring Billy to dump the contents into a machine which registered the amounts. Jim was supportive and reassuring, overseeing the transactions until, after a length of time, he retired to his own section until the end of the day. When the daily checkouts were registered, Billy was shocked to find that he was short $100.

      He was escorted to the manager’s office by a bank guard, where he was told that he would have to sign for the $100. He was also told that the FBI would not be involved since the amount was less than the $500 prescribed by federal law. He was then told that his relationship with the bank was terminated, and was escorted off the premises by the guard thereafter. Billy was certain that Jim had pocketed the money, but there wasn’t a damned thing he could do about it.

      That next Friday he showed up at the pub on Nassau Street, where the bank employees were shuffling in after an arduous day at work. Billy wore his best suit and stood out front, searching intermittently through the window until he laid eyes on Pam.

      She was seated in the rear of the pub at a long table with a number of employees who Billy did not know, indicating that she, like him, had been transferred elsewhere. To his chagrin, the seat beside her had been vacant for a time before being reoccupied by his nemesis, Jim. She turned to acknowledge him when, at once, she glanced over his shoulder and caught sight of Billy. She saw him beckoning her and excused herself, hurrying outside to meet him.

      “Oh, Billy, it’s good to see you,” they hugged each other tentatively. “I heard what happened, I’m sorry.”

      “Stuff happens,” he shrugged, not wanting to accuse Jim. “Hey, let’s go somewhere and talk, okay?”

      “Okay,” she agreed. “Let me get my purse.”

      They went to Mc Coy’s down the street and got a booth near the juke box where he ordered a beer and a gin and tonic for Pam. They did not speak about the romantic interlude in front of her home, and he decided that he did not want to discomfort her in doing so.

      “I’m thinking about what you said last week,” he determined as they talked about her return to school at summer’s end. “I’m going to pick up some brochures and see about going nights.”

      “That’s be really great, Billy,” her eyes shone happily.

      “You don’t have to take me back, Billy, it’s not that late, I’ll be okay,” she assured him as he walked her to the subway afterwards.

      “You know what I said last week?” he asked, gently taking hold of her arms. “I’m taking it back. I want to be the kind of guy who’d be right for you. Give me your address, we can write each other.”

      “Sure,” she produced a pen and paper and scribbled it down for him. It went without saying that Pam’s parents would get involved if he were to call for her via phone, and they would most certainly frown upon her prospects with an unemployed young man who was not Greek. She handed it to him, and he took her again in a passionate kiss that ended only as passengers brushed past them en route to the train.

      “I’ll write real soon,” he assured her.

      “You’d better, mister,” she gave him a caring smile before disappearing down the stairs.

      He would have never dreamed that they would not see or hear from each other again for a long, long time.
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Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


