
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          A Sandwich Can't Stop A Bullet

        

        
        
          Stories

        

        
        
          M.E. Purfield

        

        
          Published by trash books, 2018.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      A SANDWICH CAN'T STOP A BULLET

    

    
      First edition. July 26, 2018.

      Copyright © 2018 M.E. Purfield.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1386532613

    

    
    
      Written by M.E. Purfield.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by M.E. Purfield

	    

      
	    
          
	      Auts Series

          
        
          
	          Auts

          
        
          
	          Auts World

          
        
          
	          Books About Everyone

          
        
          
	          The Satellite

          
        
          
	          The Ableism of Salvation

          
        
          
	          What Sorrow Flies Off Roofs

          
        
          
	          The King of Dodgeball Goes with the Flow

          
        
          
	          When the Lights Go Out

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Blunt Force Kharma

          
        
          
	          Bound Kharma

          
        
          
	          Kharma's Pursuit

          
        
          
	          Kharma's Glitch

          
        
          
	          Kharma's Gatto

          
        
          
	          Desolate Kharma

          
        
          
	          Blunt Force Kharma

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Cities That Eat Islands

          
        
          
	          Cities That Eat Islands (Book 1)

          
        
          
	          Cities That Eat Islands (Book 2)

          
        
          
	          Cities That Eat Islands (Book 3)

          
        
          
	          Fish Hunt

          
        
          
	          Cities That Hide Bodies

          
        
          
	          Complete Cities That Eat Islands

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Miki Radicci

          
        
          
	          A Black Deeper Than Death

          
        
          
	          In a Blackened Sky Where Dreams Collide

          
        
          
	          Blood Like Cherry Ice

          
        
          
	          The Ultimate Miki Radicci Omnibus Vol 3 (Coming Soon)

          
        
          
	          Surly Girly

          
        
          
	          Bawling Sugar Soul

          
        
          
	          A Girl Close to Death

          
        
          
	          Heart on the Devil's Sleeve

          
        
          
	          Sinking Stones in the Sky

          
        
          
	          The Ghost and the Stream

          
        
          
	          Expressway Thru the Skull

          
        
          
	          Hacker's Moon

          
        
          
	          Miki Radicci Shorts

          
        
          
	          The Ultimate Miki Radicci Omnibus Vol 1

          
        
          
	          The Ultimate Miki Radicci Omnibus Vol 2

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Miranda Crowe

          
        
          
	          Bagged

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Munki Moo Moo

          
        
          
	          Munki Moo Moo

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Radicci Sisters Mystery

          
        
          
	          Psychic Sisters

          
        
          
	          My Dead Body

          
        
          
	          Saints

          
        
          
	          Squeezed

          
        
          
	          Broken Psychic Hearts

          
        
          
	          The Emptiness Above

          
        
          
	          The Sludge Below

          
        
          
	          Doe

          
        
          
	          Auties

          
        
          
	          The Killer

          
        
          
	          The Deceiver

          
        
          
	          The Sentinels

          
        
          
	          Favors

          
        
          
	          Bumper

          
        
          
	          Rats In The Cage

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Short Story

          
        
          
	          Natural Born Killer

          
        
          
	          Limits of Stupidity

          
        
          
	          MiLK

          
        
          
	          Orange Flecks

          
        
          
	          Through Tangled Nerves

          
        
          
	          The Creative

          
        
          
	          Defective Brain Club

          
        
          
	          Line

          
        
          
	          The Van Outside

          
        
          
	          Doorway Down

          
        
          
	          Just

          
        
          
	          Short of a Long Holiday

          
        
          
	          Lifetime Hallmark Scheme

          
        
          
	          Malignant Little Bastards

          
        
          
	          Pain Killer

          
        
          
	          Sibling Rivalry

          
        
          
	          Hole In The Head Freak

          
        
          
	          Neurodivergence on FH-358

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Stories

          
        
          
	          A Sandwich Can't Stop A Bullet

          
        
          
	          The Morrows

          
        
          
	          How To Make Friends with Teenage Anarchists

          
        
          
	          Metal Balls: Stories

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Tenebrous Chronicles

          
        
          
	          Party Girl Crashes the Rapture

          
        
          
	          Angel Spits

          
        
          
	          Six Feet

          
        
          
	          Tweens with Pop Guns

          
        
          
	          Lightning From The Fire

          
        
          
	          The Subject

          
        
          
	          Tenebrous Two

          
        
          
	          Darby & Cain

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Saoirse War

          
        
          
	          Ealu

          
        
          
	          Thainig An

          
        
          
	          Ag Dul Abhaile

          
        
          
	          Buama Ama

          
        
          
	          Fealltoir

          
        
          
	          Spas Reoite

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          Breaking Fellini

          
        
          
	          Delicate Cutters

          
        
          
	          Jesus Freakz + Buddha Punx

          
        
          
	          Buddha Punx + Ghetto Girlz

          
        
          
	          Klepto Pyro Mojo

          
        
          
	          The Pick-Up

          
        
          
	          (R)Evolution

          
        
          
	          Angst

          
        
          
	          The Saoirse War (Coming Soon)

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at M.E. Purfield’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    These short stories were written through 2015 and 2017. I did not write them alone. I would like to thank the many people who were there on Sundays at Brew Shot from 3-5. Most importantly Karen, Andres, Clarie, Gabby, Rachel and many others who passed through.

      

    



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Just Another Day
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7:28 AM

Geneva grabbed Roosevelt’s shoulder as he stood at his locker and turned him around. He rolled his eyes and went back to rummaging through his books.

“We need to talk,” she said.

“No, we don’t. I got nothing to say.”

“Nigga, you got only one thing to say to me.”

“Shit. Go talk to Kahil.”

“Kahil was man enough not to feed me no lines,” she said. “He knew his body enough to know he couldn’t hold his shit and did the right thing at the time. He put me before his needs. So I don’t need to talk to his ass.”

He closed his locker and gripped his English III text. 

“Not mine.” He held up his hand. “Goodbye.”

Roosevelt walked down the crowded hall.

“This ain’t over, Roosevelt,” she called out.

“No, it’s not,” he mumbled.

**
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11:34 AM

Roosevelt sat across from Isaiah at the lunchroom table. Their boys sat with him and talked shit along with the rest of the kids around them. In an old Comcast envelope he found in the trash at home, Roosevelt passed over three one hundred dollar bills. After Isaiah pocket the money, he handed Roosevelt a wadded up black rag. The boy slipped it inside his hoodie pocket. The boys ate their lunches.

**

[image: ]


12:13 PM

Roosevelt sat on the locker room bench as kids changed around him. He gripped his cell and stared at his mom’s text.

contact your father?

My dads dead

He wants to fix that. Call him!

**
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1:34 PM

Roosevelt slammed Kahil face-first into the locker. The kids spread out, chanted Fight! and pumped their fists. Kahil turned around. Roosevelt plowed his fist into the taller boy’s face and drove an uppercut into his jaw. Kahil fell back and covered his face with his arms. Roosevelt jumped back and waved his hands.

“C’mon, motherfucker.”

Kahil charged at the shorter boy and rammed his head into his gut, pushing him into the lockers on the other side. Roosevelt pounded on his back. Kahil rapidly punched Roosevelt’s groin. The shorter boy screamed out as the crowd echoed his pain.

Security guards pulled the boys apart and set them in choke-holds. Roosevelt stomped on a guard’s foot a few times. The older white man released him and fell to the side. Free, Roosevelt broke into the crowd of kids and ran.

**
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2:03 PM

He stopped on Magnolia Avenue and walked to the corner of Pavonia. No one was around but the skinny Chinese guy and the chubby, bald white guy working at the garage. Roosevelt slipped his hands into the hoodie and gripped the gun. Kahil lived on the block past Magnolia. School doesn’t let out until three. Or maybe he will bust out earlier.  

Someone shoved his shoulder, almost sending him to the street. Roosevelt found his balance and turned around. Kahil held his fists up. Blood highlighted the anger in his face.

Roosevelt pulled the gun out and aimed it at him. Fear replaced the anger in the tall boy’s face. He held his hands up and backed off. Roosevelt stepped forward and gritted his teeth. His phone vibrated in his pocket. Probably his mom. Or maybe it was the deadbeat bastard himself.

“Do it if you gonna do it,” Kahil said. “Stop fucking with me.”

A siren blared. Roosevelt lowered his arm. A cop car from Pavonia sped towards him. His body tensed. The gun went off. Silence filled the air. Kahil grunted as he hit the sidewalk.

Roosevelt ran down Pavonia and onto Newark. Past the cemetery and under the freight train overpass. By the time he reached the fire station, a cop car braked in his way and two cops popped out with their weapons drawn. He held his hand in the air and pointed the gun at the sky. Tears ran down his cheeks and his lungs burned.

“Drop the gun and step away from it,” the cop shouted. 

The phone vibrated again in his pocket.

Roosevelt slowly pressed the gun to his head. 

“Put it down!”

His finger wiggled on the trigger, testing the tension.

The other cop stared into Roosevelt’s eyes and shook his head. 

The world fell into silence except for the vibration in his pocket. 

An anguished cry escaped from Roosevelt’s mouth. 

His wrist jerked up and he pulled the trigger. 

The shot was heard all the way back at Dickinson.
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The Board
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The vote was over.

The board members lowered their hands.

Koongi rested his large weight in the most comfortable chair as Lily, Marta, Mike, and Chris sat around the table in the metal folding chairs. He stared at them, not shy about showing his confusion.

“I don’t understand?” Koongi said.

“It’s simple, Koongi,” Chris said. “You have been voted off the board.”

“But I’m the president of the board.”

“Not anymore.”

Koongi glanced at all of them. They all avoided his eyes. Except for Chris. He smiled.

**
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Koongi sat at the kitchen table in his apartment. Vishnu stood at the stove and fried eggs for breakfast. The twenty-one-year-old son, who shared the same short portly body as his father, frowned at the eggs.

“Can they do that?” he asked.

“The by-laws and management company says they can. But I’ll double-check with my lawyer,” Koongi said. “What bothers me the most is that I don’t know why. I’ve completed the gas conversion for the boiler, supervised the cleaning of the building, bought new benches and tables for the back, and enforced all the house rules. I’ve done so much to make this building respectable.”

“Why don’t you ask them,” his son said. “Privately. Maybe they’ll be more open.”

Koongi smiled. 

“Yes. I will try that.”

The boy placed the eggs and turkey bacon in front of his father.

“Thank you,” Koongi said. “Are you seeing Mercy again tonight?”

Vishnu placed his dish down and sighed.

“No. We broke up last night. We weren’t getting along.”

“Too bad. I liked her. She was good for you.”

The son nodded and shoved food into his mouth.

**
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Since Koongi lived on the first floor in the front of the building he was able to accost the board members as they left and came home from work.

“There’s been a lot of things,” Mike said. “One thing that bothered me the most was how you fined Chris walking his bike up to his apartment. What was that about?”

“You fined Chris $150 for smoking in front of the building?” Liz asked. “Really? You should have given him a warning. It was too extreme.”

“Chris told me how you threw his friends out of the building when they came to visit him,” Marta said. “I met those guys. They are very nice.”

Koongi started to see the pattern.

**
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He sat in the large leather chair across from his lawyer’s desk. Both men picked at their black mustaches. The lawyer leaned back and half-listened to Koongi talk.

“Seems like they did everything legally,” the lawyer said.

“Yes, but that man orchestrated the whole thing,” Koongi said. “I don’t think the other members would have voted against me if he didn’t brainwash them.”

“Is any what they say untrue?”

“That’s not the point.”

“In a court of law it might be the point.”

“Well, yes. Then it’s true. The man broke the rules. When you break the rules, you must accept the punishment.”

“Hm. Who’s president now?”

“Chris.”

“How are the other members? Think any of them could be president?”

“Oh, ho ho. These people would not make a good president. They are too lenient. And very busy. I always say to myself, ‘Koongi, these people would let the building fall apart if you weren’t here. Our investment would surely decline.’ No, when I first came on the board none of them wanted to be president. They asked me. They needed me.”

“I would wait until this Chris leaves the presidency,” the lawyer said. “Since the job is so bad and no one else will take it, they might come knocking on your door to ask you back.”

“Wait for him to leave?”

“Yeah, like if he sold his unit.”

“No. That will be too long. The building might not be there by the time that happens.”

The lawyer smiled and said, “Well, maybe you’ll get lucky and he’ll suddenly die.”

**
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“Where are you off to tonight, son?” 

“I have a date.”

“Wonderful. Will you bring her by?”

“Um, not tonight.”

“How about tomorrow?”

“I’m not sure.”

“Is there something wrong?”

“Well, there’s nothing wrong. Just that I don’t think you would like, um, her.”

“Don’t be silly. My son has wonderful taste in women. You bring her by when you are ready. I’m sure she is wonderful.”
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