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        For Carmen, without her, there would be nothing. I Want You to Know: We have talked, you and me, of what to do if one must leave. We’ve talked of money, home and kids. Who to call…Who would care? But while I can, I want you to know how much I love and care. For all you’ve done and your support, for loving me with all my warts. For accepting my apologies for things I’ve done, you are my life. You’ve been the one. I wanted you to know before one must go.
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      Nestled along the southwestern tip of Lake Michigan is a highly industrial area called the Calumet Region. It is aptly named for the Calumet River that runs through it, stretching from 79th Street in South Chicago to northwest Indiana, stopping in Gary. It is known mainly for the big steel producers in the US. Steel South Works, US. Steel Gary Works, Inland Steel, Youngstown Sheet and Tube, Republic Steel, Interlake Iron and Coke Works, and our neighborhood mill, Wisconsin Steel Works.

      There were factories such as Lever Brothers, also known as the “Rinso Factory,” General Mills, Chicago Steel and Wire, and the Calumet Canal and Dock Company. Located at 130th and Torrence Avenue was the vast Ford Motor Assembly Plant. Bounded by 103rd Street to the north, 111th Street to the south, Torrence Avenue to the east, and the Chicago West Pullman Rail Yard to the west was the quiet little neighborhood known as South Deering. Founded in 1875 along with the Joseph H. Brown Iron and Steel Company, it became known as Irondale. It stayed that way until 1903, when the community leaders renamed it, South Deering.

      International Harvester, an agricultural machinery manufacturer, acquired Browns Mill in 1902 and constructed a new facility, Wisconsin Steel, to produce steel for its tractors and combines. With the influx of workers, the neighborhood blossomed.

      Trumbull Park opened to the public in 1907 at 103rd Street and Yates Avenue. In 1914 the field house was constructed along with most of the landscaping. It was relatively quiet until 1936 when the Chicago Housing Authority built the Trumbull Park Homes, which were for people looking for affordable homes. All the calm and serenity ended on a summer night in 1953.

      The Federal Government, citing civil rights legislation, banning discrimination in hiring and housing, moved a black family into the homes. It sparked a decade-long period of violence and protests by the neighborhood residents. When my mom and I moved upstairs, above my sister Mary’s store, the neighborhood's south end was quiet and peaceful. My older brother, Raul, was already working in the mill. My mother and I helped downstairs in the store, so I always had a few bucks in my pocket.
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      7/14/53

      I met Tommy Stetich in the summer of 1953. He and some of his friends were playing softball on the playground of Orville T. Bright Elementary School. We had just moved to South Deering, and I was starting my first year at Chicago Vocational High School. As for Tommy, I never knew if he went to school or not. I don’t remember ever seeing him at the bus stop or saying anything about high school or which school he attended. I figured it was none of my business. I just knew that I had a new best friend.

      We went and did almost everything together. I met the other guys who hung out in front of Jerry’s store, most of whom played softball. Our main occupation in the summer was playing ball and drinking beer in the alley. Nobody had a car, so most nights, we sat around in front of the store. That was our routine: stay home in the winter, play ball, drink beer, and hang out in the summer.

      Not much changed in the next four years. We got older and drank more beer, but things changed that summer of l957. Three weeks before graduation, I met Augie Vargas on the bus coming home from school. In the following weeks, we talked about what we were doing that summer. Augie said he and some friends were starting a softball team. They would be at Trumbull Park at about 6:30pm if I wanted to try out. I couldn’t wait to get home and tell Tommy.

      After our first day of practice, I knew it was not something Tommy wanted to do.

      His idea of practice was playing “hits and homers” at Bright School ground. I, myself, wanted to be on the team, and that, I’m sad to say, was the beginning of the end of our friendship. I began spending more time on 108th and Torrence Avenue, in front of South Deering Billiards. There, I met the other two guys who, along with Augie, would become my three best and closest friends. They were Mike Kowalski and Larry Szymanski. Larry wasn’t into sports, but he knew everything there was to know about cars.

      We hit it off and began to hang out together when we weren’t playing ball. We would either be drinking beer in the back of the pool hall or shooting pool. No matter how often I asked Tommy to join us, he always had an excuse, even when I went to Jerry’s store. I finally realized that things were not the same anymore. The rift between us was palatable to everyone on the corner. We hardly spoke to each other. Sometimes Tommy would just walk away and not come back. We never knew where he went or why. I found out later that he was hanging out on the east side. It was then that I realized what I thought was a great friendship wasn’t that great, and though I still had good friends there, the thought of Tommy being there kept me away.

      Roland (Fat Rollie) Jacinto owned the pool hall, the building, and the buildings on either side. He was about 5 feet 7 inches tall and weighed close to 300 pounds. His black curly hair was always cut short, with a few gray hairs above each ear. He was never seen without an unlit cigar in his mouth. Needless to say, he was the sponsor of both our softball and bowling teams.

      I don’t think we ever saw him lose his temper. He was always in a good mood, even when we lost. In one of those good moods, he gave me the nickname “Flacco.” At first, I didn’t like it, but then I realized he didn’t mean anything by it.

      We played ball Fridays at Trumbull Park and Sundays at Calumet Park. Lil Joe, Pete, and Bobby all had cars, so we would meet in front of Rollies and carpool to the games. That’s how the summer, fall, and winter went by, one turning into the other. The talk around the neighborhood that February in 1959 was that Wisconsin Steel Works had started hiring. The four of us were there bright and early Monday morning, and after filling out the paperwork, we started working the next month.

      I started working on March 24th and was fortunate to work the day shift with the weekends off. Larry, Augie, and Mike were all stuck on shift work with a few weekends off. We were all working then, and by the beginning of May, we were all driving our cars. There was no more carpooling; even though they were not new, we treated them as if they were.

      Things changed that summer. Now we all had a set of wheels to go to and from the games. Another change was that Augie, Mike, and Larry were spending more time with their girlfriends, and me not having one of my own. I spent a lot of time at Rollie’s whenever I did a double date. For whatever reason, things just never seemed to work out.

      Most of them just wanted to be friends; sometimes, I felt like a third wheel, just taking up space. Soon I just didn’t feel like it was worth it.

      All that changed the second weekend in May. We were sitting in Rolllie’s backyard; I was in the middle of the yard, sitting on a cooler full of cold beer. It was about 9pm under a full moon, with a cloudless sky.

      We were discussing our game and why we lost when we suddenly noticed car headlights coming down the alley.

      Mike and I walked into the alley and stopped when we noticed it was Larry’s car. Tommy Stetich was in the back seat with his arm around the most beautiful girl I’d ever seen.

      I know this might sound corny, but looking at her, I knew I would love her for the rest of her life. Larry broke the spell. “I’ve got another case in the trunk.”

      “We’ll get it,” Mike said, looking at me. Taking a couple of steps, he opened the trunk and walked back into the yard.

      Standing there looking at her, I felt stupid, and when she smiled, my heart skipped a beat.

      When I got my voice back, I told Larry, “Park the car in front, and come and have a beer.”

      “Okay,” he said, “I could use a cold one.”

      Now back on the cooler, I was facing the gangway. I just wanted to see her again. Maybe she would smile at me.

      I kept berating myself between those thoughts and thinking, “What good would that do? She’s with Tommy.”

      I was about to get up and get another beer when Larry, followed by his girlfriend Jeannie, walked into the yard and towards me. Getting up, I noticed that my legs were shaking, and I had this weird feeling in the pit of my stomach.

      Without waiting to ask for her, I asked Larry, “What happened to Tommy?” He stopped to talk with Bobby and Pete out in the front.

      Just then, Jeannie observed her friend come into the yard. I turned to look, and there she was. It was as though someone had set a spotlight on the whole yard.

      She looked about 5 feet 10 or 11 inches, with long chestnut hair pulled back into a ponytail, a sleeveless print blouse, tan Capri’s, and flat sandals. How she carried herself when she walked was like looking at a model walking down a runway. As she walked toward us, she smiled at me, and my heart did double flips, and I started shaking again.

      She was standing next to me, and all I could do was stare and hope I didn’t do anything stupid. I felt I had taken root and had lost my voice.

      Larry, with a beer in hand, was walking toward the stairs. Before joining him, Jeannie turned to me and said: “Jesse, I’d like you to meet Molly, a friend of mine.”

      I stood there as if in a fog, not knowing what to say or do. I don’t know how long I stood there in that fog.

      “Aren’t you even going to say hi?” Molly asked.

      Swallowing my mouth full of cotton, I croaked out “Hi” and sat back down on the cooler.

      After the fog lifted, I noticed that Larry and Jeannie were sitting on the stairs with Mike and his girlfriend, Joyce. I also noted that Tommy, Pete, and Bobby were now in the yard talking to Larry and Mike.

      I turned and looked up only to see Molly still standing, only now with a quizzical look. “What?” I said, shrugging my shoulders.

      “I’m so glad you can talk,” Molly said with a smile. “Do you think I can have a beer?”

      “Are you old enough?” I challenged.

      “Are you?” she shot back. We looked at each other and laughed. For me, that broke the ice and brought me back down to earth.

      Feeling better, I got her a beer, opened it, and sat back down.

      Towering over me and looking down with that beautiful and radiant smile, Molly asked: “Is there room for both of us?”

      “Aren’t you with Tommy?

      “Right now, I’m with you. You don’t mind, do you?”

      “No, I don’t, but I saw you sitting in the back seat together.”

      “Well,” she said, sitting next to me, “we stopped at Jerry’s store looking for you, and before we knew it, he was in the back seat with me.”

      “You were looking for me?”

      “Yeah, Larry wanted me to meet you,” and “oh, are you cold?”

      “No,” I said, looking down and noticing my legs shaking.

      “Listen,” Molly said, “if this is too close, we can go sit on the stairs.”

      I stood up, helped her to her feet, took out two more beers, and sat on the stairs. After lighting up a Salem, I asked, “Do you live close to Jeannie?”

      “No,” Molly replied, “I live in a small town west of Philadelphia called Upper Darby.”

      “You were born there?”

      “I was born here in Chicago, right down the street from Jeannie’s house

      “How’d you end up in Upper Darby?”

      “Well, my father’s a lawyer, and about five years ago, he went to work for a law firm in Philly.”

      “I thought you lived in Upper Darby?”

      “We do, but my parents didn’t want to live in the city. My aunt lives in Upper Darby, so we moved there.”

      “Oh,” I said. “Before I forget, what’s the Molly for?”

      “My name is Mary Catherine Malone. Molly is just a nickname, like yours, right, ‘Flacco’?”

      When she said that, something went off in my head, and before I knew it, I was on my feet and walking to where Tommy was standing. Coming up behind him, I gave him a shove, so he would turn and face me.

      “Thanks a lot,” I said.

      “For what?” he answered.

      “You know what,” I said, getting madder by the minute. “You just had to tell Molly, right?”

      “Oh, that. It’s only a nickname.”

      “Yeah, well, fuck you, Tommy!”

      “Well, fuck you too, Flacco!”

      With that, I landed a roundhouse right to his left cheekbone. He went into the railing with a loud crack. He came off the railing, and I landed another shot below his rib cage.

      He doubled over, I stepped back, then he rushed me, and we both went down in the dirt. We flailed at each other on the ground, and he clipped me on my mouth with his elbow. I tasted blood, and I wanted to really kick his ass. All I could see was red. I just wanted to keep hitting until I couldn’t swing my arms.

      Somehow Tommy got my head in a hammerlock with his left arm, hitting me a couple of times, once on my right cheek and the other on my forehead. We were rolling around until Mike, Augie, and Larry finally pulled us apart.

      Mike stepped between us, looked Tommy in the eye, and said, “I think you should leave now.” Tommy then stole a quick glance around the yard and walked to where Molly was standing with a grin.

      Dusting off his shirt and pants, he said, “You ready to go?”

      “Go where?” she answered.

      “Back by Jerry’s.”

      “I came with Larry and Jeannie.”

      With disbelief, Tommy walked toward the gangway, entered, took one last look around, and declared loudly, “Fuck all of you!”

      While everyone was watching him, I quietly walked into the alley, turned left, and made my way home.

      It was about 11:30pm when I finally climbed the stairs and walked into the house. My mom was watching TV in the front room and saw my bloody lip, bruised cheekbone, and torn shirt. She rose from the couch, rushed over to me, and asked, “Que Paso?” (What happened) with a worried look.

      “There was a little excitement by the pool hall.”

      “What kind of excitement?” she asked.

      “It was a fight,” I said. “Me and Tommy.”

      “I thought Tommy was your best friend?” she said.

      “We were,” I answered, “until I started playing ball with Mike, Augie, and the other guys, and we got Fat Rollie to sponsor us.”

      “Isn’t Tommy on the team?” she inquired.

      “They didn’t ask him.”

      “That’s too bad,” she said. “I always thought you two were best friends.”

      “So did I,” was my answer. With that, I turned and walked toward the bathroom.

      Once inside, I took off my shirt and T-shirt, checked my mouth, and saw that it was just a split lip. Most of the blood had dried, but my cheek was another matter. It was going to be a beautiful shiner.

      After washing up, I gave my mom a goodnight kiss on the cheek, went into my room, flopped on the bed, and tried to get some sleep.

      I tossed and turned until 3 o’clock. I kept seeing Molly’s face, how she smiled, how she looked at me. I was shaking, just sitting next to her. It was so easy to talk to her, and how we joked and laughed together. All the while, I kept thinking, “Did she actually come looking for me?” It seemed too good to be true. “She is so beautiful,” I thought to myself. Maybe it’s just a beautiful dream. I’ll wake up in the morning, and I won’t have a split lip and no shiner.

      After my breakfast of chorizo, eggs, beans, and flour tortillas, I finished my second cup of coffee with the Sun-Times when the phone rang. “It’s Larry,” my mom said, standing in the dining room.

      “Hey, Lar,” I said. “What’s up?”

      “Where the fuck did you go last night? We were waiting for you to come back.”

      “I came home to wash up and change my shirt. I knew I couldn’t go back when I saw my face.”

      “Why not?” Larry asked.

      “I feel like I made a big fucking fool of myself. I don’t know why I went after Tommy,” I said. “He used to be my best friend. Maybe because he told Molly to call me Flacco or I was trying to impress her, whatever it was, it didn’t work.”

      “Maybe it did,” Larry said with a short laugh.

      “What ya mean,” I said anxiously.

      “Well,” he said, “you have to promise you won’t tell her.”

      “Tell her what?”

      “We waited in front of Rollie's till 12 o’clock, and she kept asking me to tell her where you lived.”

      “Why,” I asked, a little confused.

      “You’ll have to ask her.”

      “Listen, Lar, do me a favor and don’t bring her to the park or Rollie’s, okay?”

      “How come?” Larry asked.

      “I wanna lay low until this fucking shiner is gone.”

      “Okay, but I don’t think it matters to her.”

      “Why not?”

      “Because she told Jeannie that she likes you a lot.”

      “She does?” I asked, not believing what I had just heard.

      Larry chuckled, then added, “That’s what Jeannie told me this morning.”

      “I still need some time.”

      “Don’t take too long,” he said. “She leaves in September,”

      “Really?”

      “Yeah, she’s only here for the summer.”

      “Okay,” I said, “I heard you.”

      After we hung up, I got dressed and went out to wash my car.
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      Saturday

      It was about 10:30 that night when Augie banked the 8 ball in the corner pocket, ending the game.

      I walked in the back door and nodded to Rollie, who was at his usual spot behind the counter. He nodded back and motioned for me to come up to the counter. “Hold on, Fat Man, I’ll be right there.”

      Larry, Augie, Mike, and Lil Joe had just finished; Pete, Eddie, Bobby, and Butch all turned when they heard my voice. They all noticed my shiner and split lip but didn’t say anything.

      “Rack ‘em, Mike,” Lil Joe said. “That’s one game apiece,”

      “Who’s got winners?” I asked.

      “Yeah, me and Butch,” Bobby answered.

      “Okay,” I said, “but I got’ um after that.”

      I turned, took about ten steps, stood at the counter, and asked: “What’s up?”

      “Hey, Flacco,” Rollie said, “I heard there was a little scuffle in the back last night. I hope you got in a couple of shots.”

      “Yeah, that fucken, Tommy. I can’t believe we used to be best friends.”

      “I heard she’s beautiful,” Rollie said with a twinkle.

      “You know, Rollie, sometimes I don’t know what comes over me. All I see is red. Last night I wanted to hurt Tommy real bad.”

      No sooner had I said that Larry was standing next to me.

      “Hey,” he said, “can I talk to you for a couple of minutes after this game.”

      “Sure,” I said, “I'll be in the yard. What’s on your mind, Rollie?”

      “We’ll talk after the game, okay?”

      Having lost the game, me and Larry were sitting on the stairs. We both lit up. After a couple of drags, Larry turned and looked at the end of his cigarette. “I know you don’t want Molly to see you right now, but we’re going to the show tomorrow, and she wants you to go with us.”

      “Naw, man, I need some time.”

      “She doesn’t care about your eye.”

      “How does she know about my eye?” I asked, getting a little pissed.

      “I guess I must have said something.”

      “What the fuck, Lar, She didn’t have to know about that,” I almost shouted. Now I was really getting fucking pissed.

      “I’m sorry, man, I was just trying to help. Besides, we’re only going to the show!”

      After thinking about it and knowing she would be leaving in a couple of months, against my better judgment, I said, “Okay.”

      “All right,” Larry said rather happily.

      “Oh,” he said, “one more thing, Tommy called her today and asked her out.”

      “What did she say?”

      “She said no. I think because she’s waiting for you to call.”

      “If she wants to go out with him, that’s up to her.”

      “Besides, as you said, she’ll be gone in a couple of months, right?”

      “Yeah, I guess so.”

      “Okay then, let’s go shoot some 8 ball.”

      Once inside, Rollie motioned me over to the counter. “What’s up?” I asked.

      “I wanted to ask how you felt about making a couple of bucks, watching the place on Saturday and Sunday?”

      “Yeah, sure,” I answered, “what time are you talking about?”

      “How about from 6pm till whatever time you want to close. It’ll be alright. The guys will be here with you.”

      “That’s great, man. When do you want me to start?”

      “How’s tomorrow sound?”

      “I got a date tomorrow. How about next week?”

      “Okay,” he said, “I hope it’s with Jeannie’s girlfriend.”

      “It is,” I answered with a smile of confidence.

      “Try to get here about 5:30. I’ll show you what to do.”

      “Fine,” I said. “Now I’m gonna shoot some pool.”
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      Sunday

      On the ride over to Jeannie’s house, I was a big bundle of nerves, my hands were shaking, and my heart felt way out of whack. I kept telling myself, “It’s only a movie,” what could go wrong? Just go with the flow, and it’ll be over in a couple of hours.

      What do I say when I see her?

      Do I put my arm around her in the theater

      Should I try and kiss her?

      Why, I thought, was I asking myself all this shit? Hadn’t I been a fill-in before with Augie and Mike?

      Not to worry, I told myself, one date and she’ll be gone.

      I parked at the curb and was about to get out when I noticed Larry, Jeannie, and Molly come out the front door. When they got to the sidewalk, Larry walked up to my car, leaned in, and said, “Let's go in my car.” He had that sneaky smile, and I went along with it.

      Putting my sunglasses on, I climbed out, locked the door, and was about to step up to the curb. Instead, I stopped and looked at where Molly and Jeannie were standing.

      Jeannie said, “Hi,” but I don’t even think I heard her; all sound and motion seemed to stop. Molly was more beautiful than I remembered, just standing there looking at me with that beautiful smile. All I could think of was, “Why me?”

      Finally, Molly walked up to me with a slight frown and asked, “Are you all right?”

      “You are beautiful,” was all I managed to say.

      “Don’t say that, please,” Molly answered, looking down at her feet.

      “Why not?

      “Because you don’t know me that well.”

      “I don’t have to know someone to know they are beautiful.”

      When Molly finally looked up at me, there was this wondrous and almost magical expression. I felt frozen to the spot. My arms and legs were not responding to my commands.

      Molly reached up and, taking my sunglasses off, said rather shyly, “I’ve seen bruises before. It’s not that bad,” looking at my split lip, “I’ll have to be careful with that.”

      “Are you guys coming or not?” Jeannie yelled, standing next to Larry’s car.

      “Come on,” Molly said, taking hold of my hand.

      We were sitting in the back seat no sooner than Molly laid her head on my shoulder, whispering, “Why did you hit Tommy? Was it because of—?”

      “We’ll talk about it later, okay?”

      “Okay,” was all she said.

      Walking out of the Avalon Theater after three hours of “South Pacific” was a welcome relief. We were standing by the curb, waiting for Larry and Jeannie, when Molly asked, “Would you mind if we walked back? It’s such a beautiful night, and we’ve been sitting for the past three hours.”

      Larry and Jeannie were on their way to the parking lot. “Hey, Lar,” I said. “We’re gonna walk back.”

      “Okay,” he said, “I’ll see you at the house.”

      Molly and I turned and began walking west on 79th Street. “You don’t talk much, do you?”

      “Look, Molly, what happened between Tommy and me had nothing to do with you.”

      “I know,” she said. “But I was the one who called you Flacco.”

      “Yeah,” I said, “but he gave you the name, right?”

      Soon we were standing at the intersection where 79th Street, South Chicago Avenue, and Stoney Island Avenue meet at different angles. When the light turned green, and we stepped off the curb, Molly reached over and took hold of my hand, crossing the street. My whole arm was shaking, and I couldn’t wait to get on the sidewalk.

      Letting go of my hand, Molly walked a few steps ahead, turned, and said, “I can go back by myself now.”

      “What’s that mean?”

      “That means,” she said, “I don’t think you really want to be here.”

      “Why do you say that?” I said, astonished.

      “Why?” she inquired, sounding a bit angry. “You act like you don’t want to get close to me. We just sat for three hours and could have sat in different rows. What are you afraid of?”

      We had passed under the Railroad Viaduct and were standing beneath the Skyway Overpass.

      “You don’t like me very much, do you?” Molly inquired.

      “I think it’s the opposite,” I responded, taking hold of her hands.

      “You have a funny way of showing it,” she said, looking directly into my eyes.

      “Can I tell you something without you laughing at me?”

      “Okay,” she said, interlacing our fingers.

      “I want you to know this is my first real date. I don’t know how to act or what to do. I wanted to put my arm around you in the show, but I didn’t know how to do it. Even now, crossing the street, just holding hands, I got the shakes.”

      “You mean that?” Molly asked, now with that radiant smile. “You really get the shakes?”

      “Yeah,” I answered, looking down at my shoes. Looking up, I saw she was smiling.

      I tried to match her smile but couldn’t, so I kissed her instead, pressing my mouth to hers too hard. I could feel her lips crush beneath mine. She cried in mild pain.

      “What do you think now?” I asked.

      Her hands were fingering her bruised lips. “You hurt me,” Molly accused.

      “I’m sorry, Molly,” I pleaded. “That’s the first time I’ve ever kissed anyone before.”

      “You know what,” she said, “I believe you.”

      “I’ll never lie to you, Molly.”

      “Promise?” she asked.

      “I promise,” was my answer.

      “Okay then,” she said. “Let’s try that again.”

      She came into my arms again, and this time the kiss was tender but with meaning. I don’t know how long we stood there, holding on to that kiss, but after some car horns and a few ‘get a room’ comments, we finally pulled apart, but not before Molly ran her tongue across my split lip. “That didn’t hurt, did it?” she asked with a smile.

      “Molly, I—”

      “Don’t say anything,” she whispered. “Just hold me a little while.”

      So there we stood in the shadow of the Skyway on a beautiful night in May. I felt as if time had stood still. I didn’t want to move, thinking I might break the spell. I could have stood there all night.

      I was so busy inhaling her beautiful scent that I almost didn’t notice the little shiver. “Are you cold?” I asked, not wanting to let go. Molly pulled back a little, lifted her head, looked deep into my eyes, and, smiling, replied, “Not really. I’ve never had this feeling after kissing anyone before. I can’t explain it.”

      Somehow we ended up in front of Jeannie’s house. I noticed that Larry’s car was nowhere in sight. I was about to suggest that we sit in my car when Molly said, smiling, “I noticed you're still holding my hand.”

      “I don’t want to take a chance that you’ll disappear.”

      “I’m not going anywhere,” she replied, “and I just want to say I had a great time tonight.”

      “So did I,” I said, taking hold of her other hand.

      “Really.”

      “Yeah, really.”

      “I know,” she said, “you didn’t really like the movie.”

      “I’m not big on musicals.”

      “Neither am I,” Molly mused. “Jeannie wanted to see it.”

      “I enjoyed just sitting next to you.”

      “Well, maybe you can put your arm around me next time.”

      “That sounds like a plan,” I said.

      “When will the next time be?” she asked, squeezing both hands.

      “How about I call you?”

      “Okay,” she answered, looking past me to the street where Larry and Jeannie had just pulled up to the curb. I knew that look. I’d had it myself a few times. It’s when you know you’re being let down slowly so as not to hurt your feelings.

      Slowly, Molly let go of my hands, waited until Larry and Jeannie finished their goodnight kiss, then walked to the curb. Jeannie exited the car and walked to where Molly was standing.

      “Enjoy your walk?” she asked, looking directly at Molly.

      “Yeah,” Molly replied. “It’s a beautiful night.”

      “I’ll see you upstairs then,” Jeannie said on her way to the front door.

      “I have to go in now,” Molly said, searching my face. “Will you call me?”

      “Okay, I’ll call.”

      “We can talk some more, okay?”

      “Yeah,” I said, “we’ll talk.”

      I stood as if rooted to the spot, watching Molly slip through the front door. Back in my car, I lit up a Salem.

      Letting out a plume of smoke, I thought, “Man, I really fucked that up. I really hoped that it was the right thing to do.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter 4


          

        

      

    

    
      Wednesday

      As I turned the corner at 109th Street, I thought, “It’s been three days now, and although I haven’t stopped thinking about Molly, I’m feeling good about myself. I won’t get hurt this time, she’ll be gone, and things will return to normal again.”

      I know all about getting hurt and caring about someone who doesn’t feel the same. It’s happened quite a few times before.

      Halfway down Torrence Avenue, I noticed Mike’s car parked in front of Rollie’s. As I approached, he got out and met me at the curb.

      “Hey, Mike.” I smiled.

      “Where the fuck have you been? Nobody has seen you since last Friday.”

      “I’ve been feeling a little down since last Sunday.”

      “Things didn’t go well with Molly?”

      “Mike, can you stick around for a while? I have to see Rollie, then we can talk, okay?”

      “Okay,” Mike said, “I’ll be out back.”

      Rollie came around the counter, unlocked the door, and ushered me inside.

      “What’s up, Rollie?”

      “Same old shit, Flacco? Next, you lock the front door and turn off the sign.” Walking behind the counter, Rollie opened the register, took out the drawer, turned, and said: “If there are any big bills, they’ll be underneath. Take the drawer back to my bedroom and open the closet.”

      As we walked into the bedroom, Rollie reached, flicked on the light switch, and opened the closet door. I followed him in and watched as he opened the locked cabinet in the wall. He called me over and showed me where to put the drawer and the two guns on the lower shelf. One looked like a 45 caliber automatic, the other a snub-nosed revolver.

      “Only two people will have a key, me and you. I trust you, Flacco. I only hope you never have to use either of them. They are both loaded, so be careful when you handle them, okay?” Taking the extra key from his key ring, he handed it to me, saying, “You’re one of the older guys, so I trust that you’ll always do the right thing.”

      We finally sat down across from each other at the little dinette set. I lit up one of my Salems. He had his cigar.

      “Well,” Rollie said, handing me a slip of paper. “That’s my phone number at home, don’t give it to anyone, but call me if you need anything.”

      “Yeah, sure, Rollie,” I said, and with that, we both stood up and shook hands.

      “We’ll talk about the money later, okay?”

      “Whatever you say, Rollie.”

      “If you guys want some beer, you’ll have to stock up the fridge, just don’t drink out in front. Lastly, there’s a spare key for the front door under the register. Take it with you. That’s about it,” he said. “You can start Saturday, okay?”

      “Okay,” I said. “Mike’s waiting for me in the back.”

      Mike was sitting on the stairs when I walked out the back door. I had two beers, which I took out of the fridge, offered him one, and sat down beside him.

      He looked apprehensive and nervous, taking deep drags on his cigarette.

      “What’s up?” I said, trying to sound cheerful, hoping to put him at ease.

      “I got some news last night, and I don’t know what to do or who I can talk to.”

      “You know you can always talk to me. Now, what’s up?”

      “Joyce’s pregnant!” he blurted out.

      “Wow!” I said. “How far is she?”

      “About six weeks, give or take. Her father told her either to get married or leave the house.”

      “What do you wanna do?”

      “I always knew we’d get married, but I don’t know if I’m ready right now.”

      “I’m sure everything will work out, and you know I’m here for you. If there’s anything you need from me, it’s yours.”

      “Thanks,” Mike said already with a look of confidence. “Just two things, though,” he said, smiling a little.

      “Shoot,” I smiled back.

      “First, I want you to be my best man, and second, if you could ask around and maybe get me in your department at work.”





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
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.



OEBPS/images/south-deering-main-file.jpg
L)

SOUTH DEERING

COMING OF AGE IN THE MOB
" STEVE ESPARZA T





