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Chapter One 
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The Book of Joey


JOEY TOOK ONE LAST SATISFACTORY BITE, then threw the

crumbled up wrapper of his favorite chocolate and almond bar across the room, just missing the garbage pail next to his bed. That was so damn good, he thought. He cracked open a cold can of Mountain Mist soda and began to chug it, while searching the Internet. Joey was looking up the average life span of a giraffe.

His closest friends would most likely consider Joey Taylor, a recently unemployed pizza delivery driver, cynical and pessimistic. He stopped dreaming big at the age of 26. He still lived with his parents in the Camden, New Jersey house where he grew up.

Joey’s father was African American. His mother was Irish American. Although he was light skinned, most people considered





him black. But he typically corrected them by jokingly saying that he was actually a “zebra.”

His phone vibrated on the table before he picked it up. It was his girlfriend, Amber.


With a smile forming, he quickly put the phone to his ear. “Hey Beautiful,” Amber said.



“Hey, aren't I supposed to be the one calling you beautiful?” Joey asked.

“Well you are beautiful, and handsome, and amazing, and I love you!”


“I love you too, Boo.”



“I get out of work tonight at five thirty. Would you like me to pick up some sushi on the way home? I'm really in the mood for some sushi!” said Amber.


“That sounds amazing! I can pay for it on my credit card.”



“Oh nonsense, you know I can afford it, Babe! Plus, I know you are going through a rough patch right now. I don't mind paying for things until you get your new job.”


Ugh, she’s always like this, Joey thought.



“Babe, I have a credit card. I'll worry about it later. It makes me feel less manly when you pay for dinner.


“I won't take no for an answer. You took me out to that
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amazing Orange Orange! concert last week, so I owe you one.” Joey rolled his eyes as his girlfriend went on.

“I'll see you when I get off work, Hun. I’ve got to run! Text me what you want from Hiro's! I love you!”

“I love you, too. Talk to you after work.”

Joey tossed his phone into the hamper full of dirty clothes. He continued to waste time on his computer, reading random articles and watching funny videos on ViewTube with the TV on in the background for his basic cable cartoons and cooking shows.

Joey had become what most people would call a bum. Like some of his friends, he had no real ambition to get up and do anything most of the time. His friends would always try to get him to go out with them, but he rarely wanted to leave the house.

Two and a half months ago, Joey was a delivery driver at Mikey's Pizzeria, and a pretty good one. Unfortunately, three times in one day, Joey was late dropping off food due to their policy that the pizza will be delivered in 40 minutes or less. He got fired despite four years of hard and dedicated work, showing up on time and covering for his co-workers whenever they needed him to. His customer service was top-notch, and he always received good tips because people liked his personality.

His boss said that Joey cost him too much money that one day
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and if he didn't pay for the pizzas out of his own pocket, Joey would be fired. Joey refused to pay, and he was fired on the spot.

Joey hadn’t been able to get a job since being fired. He was collecting unemployment, but since half of his wages were in tips, he only received $260 a month, which wasn’t nearly enough for him to live comfortably.

Amber was a receptionist at a local start-up app company, AllTalk, that was taking off. Joey and Amber had been in love since they met at community college. They met in their second and final year when they took the same film class. They both liked film, but neither took it too far. Joey had always been interested in movies and television, specifically comedies.

As Joey skipped from site to site, there was a loud pounding on the front door of his parents’ house.

What the... Joey thought as he leaped down the staircase and ran to the front door. The pounding got louder. What the fuck? I’m coming, I’m coming, Joey thought, as he reached the door. He unlocked and opened the door. His best friend Henry was the annoying knocker. “What the hell, man. What’s with all the banging?” Joey asked.

“Took you long enough! What’s going on, Bro!?” asked his friend, sticking his hand out for a high five.
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Joey slapped Henry’s hand.

“Dude, you smell like a dang skunk, you know that?” asked Joey. Henry usually came over to the house reeking of marijuana.

“Ohhh man, I didn’t even notice!”

Of course, Joey thought.

“I got air freshener in the car if you want me to spray before the parents smell me.” Henry pointed to the red, beat-down sports car he’d had since high school.

“Lay off the reefer, my dude. That stuff will fry your brain!” Joey half-laughed.

“You’re hilarious, man. Classic Joey,” said Henry.

“Come on in, fuck-boy, and run straight up to my room before my mom notices you’re here. I don’t need her thinking I’m a crackhead like you,” Joey laughed.

“Shut up, man. I never smoke crack. That’s not cool,” Henry said as he walked into the house and up the stairs to Joey’s room.

Joey shut and locked the front door. Then he looked through the peephole to make sure nobody was following them. He had a reoccurring feeling of paranoia, like somebody was always following him, or his friends.

He then ran up to his room to find Henry skimming through his DVD collection which was in alphabetical order, with hundreds
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of movies and TV shows organized in a nifty case.

“Dude, I’ve never seen this one. Is it any good?” asked Henry about a horror movie called This Will Scare You.

“Yeah, man, actually that one is pretty damned scary. Amber and I watched it last week. It’s this really freaky new-age slasher film. Half of it was shot in the first person; the other half was shot from the perspective of a dog. At the end, the dog witnesses an exorcism, but ends up saving the owner’s life. Very compelling stuff.”

“Sounds really trippy. Can I borrow it? I’ll return it next week or something.”

“That’s fine. Just please don’t scratch the disc. Every time I let somebody borrow a movie, I always get it back scratched up. That type of crap makes it so you can’t trust anybody you know,” explained Joey.


“I got you, man. I won’t mess it up. I swear!” “Okay, no problem,” Joey said.



“So how’s everything going with you and Amber? You guys make up since that last fight y’all had?” asked Henry.

“Fight? Hmmm... Oh, yeah, that. Bro, we’ve had at least three more fights since that one.”

“That’s not good, Joe. You have to treat her like a princess, brah! I’m telling you.”
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“Pshhh, what the hell do you know about relationships man? Just saying, the last girl you dated lived in Iowa, and ended up being a complete psycho!”

“When you’re right, you’re right,” said Henry.

“Don’t make me bring up the pancake incident! Or that time she came to visit you and she almost got you arrested. I’m just saying, bro, you’re my friend, but also the last dude I plan on taking love life advice from.”

“Geesh” said Henry. “Again, I said no offense.”

“I’ve learned that when somebody says ‘no offense,’ they are indeed going to follow it up with something offensive,” said Henry. “So, speaking of girls, any update with the Kelly twins?” asked

Joey.

“Kelly twins, Kelly twins... Oh! Nahhhh. Turns out they want to have a threesome with a guy with a really good job. Like a lawyer, or a doctor, or a car salesman. Not somebody that works at a supermarket bagging groceries,” explained Henry.

“Oh, yeah, because twin sisters looking for a man to have a threesome with are allowed to have that shallow of standards, huh?” Joey said sarcastically.

“Plus they are way too hot. If I were to hook up with twins, or
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even be involved in any form of threesome, the girls got to be like sixes, or maybe even fives. Not two dimes. I can’t even comprehend sleeping with one dime, let alone two. What does the other one do when the first one’s blowing me? Go on her smart phone or something?” Henry asked.


“Is that what usually happens when you’re making love, dude?



Do they typically pull out their cell phone?”

“I’d rather not say... but yeah, once. One time it happened. I must have not been good enough or something,” said Henry with a depressed look on his face.

“Oh, shut up, man. You’re a catch. Any girl would be lucky to have you,” said Joey before he punched Henry in the arm.


“Hey, what the hell was that for?” he asked.

“Oh nothing. Just felt like it,” Joey said, laughing.



“Dude, I forgot to ask you! Did you see those summer vacation pictures Tiffany from 10th grade drama class posted the other day on FaceSpace?”


“Dude...”



“Oh, yeah. That’s right. I forgot. You are off the grid. Like some sort of social networking secret agent.”

“Good one. But you know that shit’s not for me” said Joey. “Got better things to do with my time then to look at pictures of
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food people are about to eat, or act like I like their stupid memes, random current events, Michael Johnson eating popcorn, or reading about why Monica and Jeff Fisher broke up. I really don’t give a damn, man. I’d really rather do anything else, you know,” Joey went on.

“Okay, okay. I get it,” said Henry.

“Wait, but did you really say Tiffany from drama class? Big booty Tiffany?”

“Yes! Big booty Tiffany!”

“All right. Whatever, man, pull those damn pictures up,” Joey insisted.

“I knew you would want to see ‘em. Maybe you should make a FaceSpace account already.”

The expression on Joey’s face turned to a deeply annoyed look, “That’s taking it a bit too far. Does she have some nice butt shots?”

“They were in Aruba for a week, Joey. What do you think?” asked Henry.

“Then what are we waiting for! Pull up your page already dammit!” Joey said laughing. “Get up, so I can sit down and log into FaceSpace.”

“Go for it, man,” said Joey, as he stood up out of his computer desk chair.
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Henry sat down in the chair and spun it towards the computer. He found FaceSpace.com and logged into his account. Quickly going to his friends list, he clicked on Tiffany Lynn and pulled up her recent vacation photo album. He began scrolling to the right, skimming through all the boring pictures, until he landed on one with Tiffany in a bathing suit on the beach.


“There you go!” “Hmmmmm...Not bad,” said Joey.



“Yeah, man, and check these out,” said Henry, as he kept clicking next on pictures of beautiful girls, each one a little bit more revealing than the last.

“Very nice. Thanks for showing me,” said Joey, as he grabbed a movie from his DVD collection.

“See, man. Look at what you’re missing not being on here,” Henry said, drooling over the photos.

“I think I’ll survive. Do you want to watch this movie The Moonies? It’s like a comedy slash twisted drama combo. Very weird, but pretty interesting, if you ask me.”

“Sounds good, man. I can only hang out for a little bit before I have to go to work in an hour or so.”

Joey put the movie into his DVD player as the two sat back on a comfortable futon couch, arranged diagonal to his bed. Henry
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reached into his pocket and pulled out some weed and rolling papers. He began to break up some of it before Joey noticed him.

“Dude!!! Not in here, man! Not cool!”

Henry looked at Joey and snarled, “You know what’s not cool?

Not working.”

“Yeah, well I got a job interview tomorrow, so stuff it.”
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Chapter Two
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The Book of Interview

THE NEXT AFTERNOON, Joey threw on a pair of khakis and a black tennis shirt. While looking around for his new sneakers, he noticed his nametag from Mikey’s Pizzeria.


“Oy, let’s hope this goes better, ‘k Joey?” he mumbled to himself.



He found his sneakers, put them on and made his way to the door, before tripping over a pizza box, still half full.

Joey put his hand on the doorknob and began to turn it when the door flew open and caught him on the arm and shoulder. The culprit on the other side of the door was his dad.

“Hey, son, sorry about that. Didn’t see ya there,” his father said, smiling.


“Yea, no shit, Dad. I was on the other side of a solid brown
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door. Wouldn’t have guessed that you would see me.”

Joey rubbed his arm and made a face that just screamed, Thanks for solving the mystery, you warlock. Now tell me the answer  to two plus two and I can die happy.

His Dad’s face suddenly went sour. “Listen, Joey. I’ve had a hard day, a very hard day at work. You’ve been without a job for God knows how long. How about finding one and then tell me how smart you are?”

Joey’s face now said something totally different, it now said,

Yea, well guess what I’m about to tell you...you dumb ass.

“I’m going to a job interview right now. So whenever you become a mind reader and somehow know what I’m thinking and about to do 24/7, please...feel free to let me know so I can make money off of you.”

Joey smiled, and his father returned one back. They had a long history of being smart with each other on a constant basis. Joey got to his dad quite often, but they seemed to always remember that they were screwing around.

“I’ll let you know how it goes, Dad.”

“Can’t wait to hear,” said his Dad as he walked toward his bedroom after pulling another night shift.

Joey bolted back inside his room.
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“Forgot my fucking keys,” Joey said to himself, realizing he was already running late for his interview. He went through all the pockets of three pairs of dirty jeans searching for his keys. After a solid forty seconds of looking around, which of course felt more like minutes to him, he looked up at his key ring on his door to find the keys hanging right there in front of him.

Of course. The one time something’s in the place that it’s supposed to be in... Joey thought.

Joey grabbed his keys, headed for the door, and then went through it with purpose.

“Objective A accomplished: get through the damn door. Hopefully driving there and the interview won’t be as challenging. If it is, I might not even make it to the interview alive for it to be bad,” Joey said under his breath, mumbling.

As he made his way down the stairs and out the door, his phone rang. He looked at it as the reveal popped up on the screen. It was his other best friend, Oscar, so Joey ignored the call.

“Not even up for it right now, dude,” Joey said to his phone— as if Oscar could even hear him.

Actually, he thought, as he smiled, grabbing and tilting the phone back up to his vision and tapping on Oscar’s name. He hit the envelope on the phone to send Oscar a text.
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It read:
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Joey laughed out loud, amused at his ability to send a mean text for no reason. He walked to the edge of the sidewalk where his 1996 moderately-dented blue sedan was parked and got in. He closed the door, but it got caught in his drooping seatbelt, which he yanked up before slamming the door shut. “Piece of shit car.” Truth of the matter was his car wasn’t even that bad, just a small dent here and there, and his seatbelt was fine. He just tended to not wind it back into place or care for the car’s well-being that much.

Joey turned the ignition and the engine coughed twice but then started up. At least, for a car from the ninety’s, the engine is still in way better shape than I could hope, Joey thought as he turned on the radio before putting the gearshift into drive to make his U-turn.

The radio was about twenty seven seconds into a hit single by a pop rock band named Fourth Dimension. The song was called “You’re like No Other.” Immediately he changed the station until he stumbled upon a familiar song called “Unreasonably Suspicious

Cyborg” by Face Transmission.
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“Finally! Best song of that year! Good ole’ 97!” Joey said, as he began jamming in the car to his favorite song from his younger years. He made his U-Turn and headed down the street. After about seventeen seconds of driving, his phone started to beep.

“You’ll have to wait until this song is over whoever you are,” Joey yelled over the music blasting in his car, lying to himself because as soon as he hit a stop sign, he took his phone from a holster clipped onto his belt, for safekeeping, he would say.


[image: ]It was Oscar texting back.



Joey started to text back, but opted not to in hopes of thinking of something mean enough to express his distaste towards his soon- to-be fallen comrade.

Letting go of the car’s brake, he continued onward on his quest. He hit the gas slightly until he went through the four-way intersection, and then gave the car more gas to speed up. Why do I...or anyone else really go slower through a four-way stop? Doesn’t  really help the situation at all if you think about it. Actually, it  heightens your chances of getting into an accident, Joey thought self- loathingly.
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He continued to jam out to the remainder of his song, which he had downloaded to his phone previously so he could play it through the auxiliary cord at any time. He seemed to get a sense of pleasure in hearing his song live, a sense of support for his favorite band as if he hoped to get some sort of kick back from them staying tuned to their music amongst all the other choices. He frustratingly skipped through a string of songs such as “Smack Me Mama” by Brent Swords, “Honey” by Austin Owens, and “My Truck is a Real Picker Upper” by Chicken Coop Kings.

Joey turned the radio off, pissed that he never once hit another song he even remotely liked as he laid his eyes onto Burger Joint where his interview would be taking place. He slowly turned his steering wheel to the left and, in turn, made his way into the parking lot before cutting his car off in an instant in hope of saving a couple cents worth of gas.

“Here goes... something,” Joey said to himself after a long sigh of dismay in response to how life seemed to be treating him. He unbuckled his seat belt, and, as always, failed to properly wind it up. He blew out a breath of air as he opened up the door. When he went to shut it, Joey, being in a hurry, didn’t notice that the hinge on the seatbelt once again prevented the car door from hitting the buckle properly. He slammed the door hard after getting frustrated
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with the seatbelt.

Joey power-walked to Burger Joint, while tucking in the front of his shirt before heading through the door. The air was actually quite clean. Joey had heard that his acquaintance from high school, Lily Brown, had been a manager there for quite some time and had told him that she’d attempt to help him get a job there if he ever needed one.

He sat down in one of the closer-to-the-counter lobby seating booths and waited for an available manager to talk to. They were somewhat busy, so the thought that it might take a while settled into his mind rather quickly.

[image: ]About twelve minutes went by. The rush had been over for about four minutes, which, of course, felt like fifteen to an anxious and nervous person awaiting an interview. Joey, bored by this point, pulled out his phone and decided to text Oscar. The text read:

––––––––
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JOEY HADN’T EVEN THOUGHT to compose a worthwhile quip to shoot at Oscar so imposing the power he had over his friend due to a classic “you owe me one” situation would have to suffice.

A few more minutes passed as Joey listened to another of his favorite bands, The Prom Sit-Outs, with headphones connected to
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his smart phone, as he passively expressed his discontent through his body language for the management taking their time to come see him. He had been late, after all.

Just as he figured he was too late to be interviewed and that he was being disregarded, the manager, Ms. Rebecca Shaun, came out from behind the counter.

“I almost forgot I had a four o’clock today. Well it’s about four forty now, huh?” she chuckled. “No worries,” she continued. “Let me grab myself a drink before we speak. Would you like something to drink?”

“A sweet tea would be great,” Joey said, as he raised his left eyebrow and pressed his tongue against the left side of his cheek.

As the manager walked over to get the drinks, Joey shut off all of the apps on his phone, put it on silent, and put it in his pocket to prepare himself for the interview.

Not even ten whole seconds later, Rebecca came back with her water bottle as an associate slipped Joey his tea without him even getting a glimpse of the employee. He looked around to see who ran him the drink.

“So, what led you to want to work here?” Rebecca asked, surprising him by that question, causing him to snap into attention mode as the interview abruptly began.
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“Well, I needed a job,” answered Joey, with a slight smirk on his face. “It’s a fast food restaurant. I mean, let’s be real. Who couldn’t score a job here?”

“I see,” Rebecca said in a semi-monotone voice, as she jotted down some notes on a piece of paper resting on her clear blue plastic clipboard.


Joey cleared his throat rather loudly.



Rebecca then looked back at Joey, raising her head from her clipboard. “Here at Burger Joint, we believe that anyone can excel. We’ve opened up three new stores in this state just this past year. Would you be willing to travel to another location that the owner has if you were compensated?”

Joey’s eyebrows perked up. “Yea! Ha-ha, if my car can make the trip, that is. It’s old, but, it’s been good thus far.”

“We’ve all been there, trust me,” she said, as she smiled. “What do you see yourself getting from this job?”


“What do you mean exactly?” Joey said.



“Do you plan on this being a career? It seems that you haven’t even thought of opportunities of advancement,” Rebecca continued with a blank, yet slightly shocked, expression on her face.

“Well,” said Joey, “I haven’t given it that much thought. I never see many guys making it to the top of these types of chains.”
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“That didn’t exactly answer my question,” said Rebecca. “I’m sorry. I thought it definitely did,” said Joey.

Rebecca looked at him with a slight grin on her face. “So, if you were to get the job...“

“Why if?” Joey interrupted.

Rebecca continued to ignore his cynicism. “Would you answer your phone if your, say, girlfriend texted you, while...we’re in a rush?”

“I wouldn’t even answer it if it was slow,” said Joey, with a slight chuckle. “Hell, I wouldn’t even answer it if I wasn’t at work.”

Rebecca laughed, but quickly returned back to a serious demeanor. “So, I see on your application that you were let go from your last job. What happened?”

“Well, I worked at Mikey’s Pizzeria for four years. Best worker those people ever had, to be honest. But certain circumstances led me to delivering three pizzas late in the same night. Hell, it was one after the other. How were the second two possibly gonna be on time if the first one was late?”

Rebecca replied, “Yea, I sorta get that. But wha...”

“I mean, seriously,” Joey interrupted once again, beginning to enrage the interviewing employer, “It’s like they wanted me gone anyway. Like they set something up just to get me fired. America.”
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“I’m sorry to hear that. I truly hope that wasn’t the case.” “Yea, like you give a rats... Anyway, sorry, go ahead.”



Rebecca stared at Joey for a second, then she put her clipboard away. “Well, there are two more interviews before we decide, Mr. Taylor. But that’s about it for this first interview. That’s it for now. I have some things to take care of. Thanks for your time! You’ll hear from us very soon.”

“Wait. I was told there was only one interview for this job,” Joey said, sounding surprised and annoyed.


“No, there’s three. But that is none of your concern, sir.”



“Yea, whatever...I knew you were going to go ahead and pull some crap on me,” Joey said, angrily.


“No one’s pulling anything, Mr. Taylor,” Rebecca said. “Where’s Lily Brown? I need to speak to her,” Joey said with a



total expression of dismay.

“She doesn’t work at this location anymore. She got transferred when her family moved to Cincinnati, from what I remember,” Rebecca said with a slight hint of satisfaction.

Joey, seemingly panicked, went on. “Unbelievable...look, let me try this interview thing again, ma’am.”

Rebecca looked at him with annoyance pretty much written across her forehead. “There’s two more interviews, sir, and though
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you’re a bit of a smart-Alek, and some of your views may be absolutely flawed and even reprehensible, that’s not going to cause you to botch landing a job here. So please, have a great day and we’ll contact you as soon as we’re ready for your second interview. That’s if we decide to give you one.”

Joey stood there for a moment—a long moment—then he hocked a big gob of spit on the floor before proceeding to walk towards the door.

“OK, sir. We’re going to need you to leave before we call the cops!” Rebecca exclaimed.

“I’m already heading for the door, you moron,” Joey said, just loud enough for her to hear him. But Rebecca already had stormed into the office area in the kitchen and barked at an associate to go mop Joey’s spit off of the floor.

I swear, people, Joey thought, as he made his way to his car. He noticed that his door wasn’t shut, so he stepped into a light sprint, got to the car, and frantically looked around. Nothing seemed to be missing.

“Fuck!” he shouted to himself.

Turned out something was missing: the change that he kept in a sandwich bag in his center console was gone. It only equaled about eleven dollars, consisting of mostly quarters, nickels, a lot of dimes,
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and a few pennies. But this was all of his money, other than his credit card, which was already adding up to more than he could pay off.

I swear, what else can go wrong? Every little thing is just...Quit thinkin’ about it, Joey! He said to himself with a frustrated tone. There’s shit you can’t really do anything about!

Joey started up his car. This time it didn’t give him too much of an issue. He pulled out of the Burger Joint parking lot and sped off quickly.


Oy, I need some gas...let the credit roll...Joey thought.



Joey turned on the radio, but quickly tuned it out as thoughts of his day began to taunt him.


Loser Failure...



The music was phased out by a commercial, which was a lot louder than the music itself, snapping Joey out of his thoughts.

The radio host shouted out live “HEEeeeeyyyyyy, all you listeners out there in Camden County, are you ready for the free e- album giveaway? This week we’re giving away ten, count them ten e-albs to ten lucky winners. Do you want the newest Kenny Ryan alb? Maybe your kid wants the new Tia Lisa release? Those and more artists are available! All you have to do is go on X-Soy Radio’s FaceSpace page and hit like, and comment the answer to this question. ‘What was the name of John Mills’ fourth album?’”
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Joey huffed, “Only my Dad would know that crap.”

He drove into an open space at the Letz gas station, which was right around the corner from Burger Joint.

He turned off the car, opened the door, properly winding up his seatbelt this time. He then closed the door, feeling slightly accomplished in this small victory.

Joey began walking over to the entrance to the store when he was stopped by a younger fellow in a grey hoodie, denim jeans, and a red backwards hat.

“Hey Bruh Bruh!!!” said the young man to an infuriated Joey. “Huh? Yeah, what can I do for you?” asked Joey, trying to

make his way into the convenience store.

“Sorry to bug you man. I can see you are in a rush,” the young man continued. “My name is MC Connor. I’m just out here promoting my brand new mix-tape!”

The young charismatic rapper reached out his hand to give Joey dap. Joey shook his hand and looked at the door of the gas station, tempted to just go get his ice-cold Mountain Mist slushie.

“Oh, yeah. That’s pretty cool,” said Joey in an almost sarcastic tone.

“Yea, man. Take a listen to this track called Kill Shit Daily. This is one of my favorites. Everybody’s telling me it’s pretty dope.”
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MC Connor took his ear buds off and insistently held them out to Joey who put them in his ears.

Joey listened for about thirty seconds, as MC Connor bobbed his head next to him and smiled, looking for a sign of approval from a disgruntled Joey who was just trying to get out of the conversation. The music was actually pretty good, thought Joey, and on a better day and time, he would probably have been interested in socializing with a local aspiring rapper like him.

He wasn’t particularly too into rap, but he had gone through phases where he listened to it quite often in the past. Not too much as of late though, and as Joey listened to it a bit more, MC Connor bobbed his head back and forth to his own beat he could hear coming out of the other side of the headphones.

Joey took the ear buds off and gave them back to the young aspiring emcee.

“Thanks, man. It’s pretty good. I can’t lie. You got some decent flow and lyrics, but I’m pretty broke right now, and I don’t want to offend you or nothing, but I got to go inside. I’m sort of in a rush,” said Joey, as he gave MC Connor back the headphones and began walking to the door.

“Hey man. I appreciate you taking a second to talk at all,” said MC Connor.
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Joey stopped and looked back and saw the MC was holding out a CD.

“Here, Bruh, take one please. I’m tryna sell them for five bucks a pop. But if you can’t afford it, at least take one and try to spread the word for me, fam. I’m tryna blow up ya know what I mean?” said the friendly rapper.

Joey took the gift and looked at the front of the cheap CD case. On the cover was a cartoon of a fierce lion holding an Uzi, and the words: “MC Connor: Yo Bitch My Bish” with a URL at the bottom that read facespace.com/MCConnor.

“Cool. If it’s free, sure, I’ll take it man. Thanks,” said Joey as he went to high five MC Connor.

The rapper high fived him back before he threw his backpack over his head and said “I’m gonna pray for you, fam. I hope you pray for me na’mean,” said MC Connor.

“I know what you mean,” said Joey as he started to laugh and continued to walk into the Letz gas station.

“Don’t ever sell out, kid” said Joey as he opened the door. “I got you, bruh!” said MC Connor.




Joey arrived back home about a half hour later, walked through the front door and stomped his way upstairs to his room. His mother
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shouted “Hey honey” but Joey ignored her and slammed his door shut.

He reached his hand into his pocket and pulled out the CD MC Connor had given him. He looked at it and thought, hm, maybe I should listen to this. It sounded pretty good in his headphones. But laziness came over Joey before he tossed the rapper’s mix- tape into a hamper full of dirty clothes that had been piling up for

weeks in the corner of his room.

Maybe another time, he thought as he lay down on his bed, grabbed the remote control and turned on his 32” flat screen television to watch his favorite crime show, TSI: Sexual Predator Unit.
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Chapter Three 

[image: ]




The Book of Monty’s


THE NEXT DAY, Joey slept in after staying up until 5 a.m. At first, he applied to jobs online, from clothing stores to various restaurants. He finally got bored, as well as slightly discouraged. Most of the jobs he had found, he wasn’t qualified for, but that didn’t stop him from applying. It soon dawned on him that he might not be qualified for any job that was not fast food or retail. And after his most recent interview, Joey started to feel that he wasn’t even able to keep his anger in check long enough to get a job to work fast food.

Once he gave the applications a break, he turned to ViewTube to keep him entertained for a few hours before ultimately crashing.

He tossed and turned in his bed before fully waking up. Joey







looked at his alarm clock and saw that it was already 2:33 p.m. Oh shit, he thought to himself.

Joey finally rolled out of bed in nothing but his boxers and realized his phone was lit up with 14 missed calls.

Amber called 12 times, and he also got 2 missed calls from Oscar. This girl is freaking nuts, Joey thought to himself.
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