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      Welcome to 

      From Shadows to the Block. A collection where the characters don’t just exist–they breathe, they fight, and they survive… if they’re lucky.
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      A Short Story by Brian Eldridge Sr.
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      “It’s good to see you, baby,” Mike said, his arms wrapped tight around Angie. 

    


    

      

    


    

              He squeezed her a moment more before letting her go with a smile. 

    


    

      

    


    

              “You too, Mikey,” she said, stepping out of the way to let Mike come into the house.

    


    

      

    


    

              He took off his White Sox hat as he walked into the living room and looked around. It had been almost a year since he had been to Cory and Angie’s house – Cory’s 30th birthday party.

    


    

      

    


    

              The 50-inch flat screen gripped the slate-rock walls like a prayer to God. Two large oak bookshelves lined the walls, packed from top to bottom with Black authors – spines by Michelle Alexander, Ta-Nehesi Coates, and bell hooks.

    


    

      

    


    

      Mike breathed in deeply, the smell of Angie’s hood-famous chicken wings glided through the air. No doubt she had some baby shower meatballs in the crockpot and some kind of six or eight layer dip.

    


    

      

    


    

      She did it up whenever Cory had friends over. 

    


    

      

    


    

      Mike walked to the dark wood mantle settled above the fireplace like a steady awning. The mantle was lined with family pictures – Cory and Angie’s wedding, where he was the best man. Their twin daughters, Keana and Sheena. 

    


    

      

    


    

      Mike sighed, slightly miffed.

    


    

      

    


    

      “What up, nigga?” Mike heard from behind him.  He turned to see Cory approaching with his arms held out for a hug. Behind Cory was his brother-in-law, Tyler. 

    


    

      

    


    

      The two men embraced in a heavy bro-hug. Mike buried his fist firmly into Cory’s back. Mike grinned hard, his smile beaming through the room.

    


    

      

    


    

      “Look at this nigga,” Mike said, moving on to hug Tyler. 

    


    

      

    


    

      Tyler’s eyes were tight, but widened as Mike approached. He wrapped his arms around Mike and gave him a quick hug and a tight smile. The slightly sweet, but pungent smell of Tyler’s breath touched Mike’s nose. 

    


    

      

    


    

      “Good to see you, Mikey,” Tyler said. 

    


    

      

    


    

      Mike gave him a quick smile and backed away, still taking in the arrangement of the living room.

    


    

      

    


    

      Angie walked in and wrapped her arm around her older brother’s waist. She smiled at Cory and Mike before giving Tyler a light squeeze.

    


    

      

    


    

      “Food is almost ready, boys. Where’s Frenchie?”

    


    

      

    


    

      Tyler stared at the door briefly and then down at his sister.  

    


    

      

    


    

      “He on C.P. time. He’ll be here,” Cory said. 

    


    

      

    


    

      They walked through the house to get to Cory’s “man cave.” 

    


    

      

    


    

      Cory’s den had two brown, leather recliners, and a matching love seat. In the back of the room was a pool table, a serving table and a card table. Cory’s collection of University of Kentucky memorabilia decorated the room.  A fully stocked refrigerator and another flat screen, 60-inch,  completed the room’s aesthetic. 

    


    

      

    


    

      “This blue burning my eyes, my guy,” Mike laughed, putting his hands on Cory’s shoulders. “Ty, you went to Indiana. Don’t this shit make you ill?”

    

