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            FIGHT AND FLIGHT
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            THE FIGHT

          

        

      

    

    
      Hank Bellakoff felt sick to his stomach as he reeled backwards, his swollen face barely recognizable through the blood and sweat. He heard his head thud on the canvas floor, and his eyes, although more than half closed, were watching the swirling merry-go-round world of the Boston Arena spinning by.

      He became aware of two legs near his head, legs in black pants, grey socks, and very well-shined black Italian leather shoes.

      “Four," the owner of the legs called out. “Five…Six…Seven."

      At “Seven," Hank’s head and vision had cleared just enough for him to make his re-entry into the Middleweight fight, now in the eighth round, that he had been in until being rudely interrupted by a leathery black blob that had mashed the left side of his nose, probably breaking it.

      "Watch out for his fuckin’ right hand,” he had been warned, just two minutes earlier by Bubba, his manager, in his brief respite before Round 8, and yes, it was the right that smashed into his face hard enough to produce a heavy flow of disgusting metallic-tasting blood.

      Hank took two wobbly steps toward the referee while clumsily trying to wipe the blood away with his gloved right hand and lifting his left enough to show he was ready to fight on.

      “I'm good…I'm good,” he said when the ref asked if he wanted to continue.The referee grabbed both of Hank’s gloved hands, shook them enough to be able to tell whether or not he had enough strength and looking into his eyes to see if he was sufficiently functional to continue, and then backed off as the hard-charging Archie Sanborn came in for the kill. He swung wildly at Hank’s head and missed. Hank lunged forward and grabbed onto the fighter, wrapping his arms around him at elbow level, nullifying all of Archie’s bad intentions for almost twenty seconds…just thirty seconds more to get out of the eighth round.

      By doing lots of backing up, Hank got to that rescuing clang that followed the predictable canvas thumping by twelve seconds.The thumping was always supposed to be a ten second warning that the round was almost over, but Harry Goodson, a long time Arena employee was always purposely early. Harry believed doing that was giving an edge to any home town fighter who knew about it over an out-of -towner who didn’t. In this case, Hank just clinched a little longer until the bell.

      In his corner, Hank learned from Bubba that as usual he hadn’t listened, was not using his hands enough, and was “sleep-walking" his way through this bout… and that he was about to lose to that "old dumb fuck" Archie, who was actually two months younger than Hank, both men being an almost over the hill thirty-six.

      When the bell rang for the ninth round, Bubba just about pushed Hank off the stool. Hank's face had smudges of Vaseline all over it, especially around his nose, which was still oozing a little blood. The ring doctor jumped in front of Hank with a flashlight, shined it in Hank’s eyes as a cursory concussion check, looked closely at his nose and asked him if he really wanted to continue.

      “He's fine, Doc, leave him alone…he's okay,” Bubba yelled, and Hank nodded and mumbled, “I'm okay, Doc…lemme go."

      The doctor, Iggy Luchesa, was a long time Ring Doctor with a very specialized practice that had only Mafia members as patients. "Okay, but I’m only giving you one more round at most, Hank…Are you sure you can breathe?"

      Bubba declared that Hank didn’t need to breathe, just punch, and told his fighter, “It's knockout or lose, Hank. Go get the bastard."

      Hank dutifully stumbled back into the middle of the ring, and an almost growling Archie came charging at him as the bell sounded for Round 9. Hank got distracted for a split second, seeing the almost fully exposed breasts of the Round Card girl who was bending to get through the ropes as she left the ring, just one of those habits that never goes away. Because of the distraction, he caught a solid punch on his right shoulder, a rather harmless shot, and then, making it look as accidental as possible, punched ol’ Archie a good four inches below the belt of his ugly purple satin trunks, evoking a pained howl from "the old bastard.’"

      Archie crumpled down to one knee on the canvas, yelling "Chezus, Ref!" The referee bent down to talk to the fallen fighter, asking him if he needed some time to recuperate from the low blow. Archie nodded yes, and the referee told him he could have up to five minutes to do so. He then approached Hank and warned him that any other low blow would cost him two points on the judges’ scorecards, and a third would result in disqualification, and loss of the fight. Hank thought to himself, "Two points ? Shit, I’m so far behind that points don’t mean anything to me; I either knock him out, or lose, like Bubba said."

      Archie used almost four of the five minutes allotted to a fighter recuperating from a low blow, then stood up, told the referee, “Let's go!", glaring at Hank, and the ref waved for the two men on to resume fighting. Something told Hank that an angry Archie would be out to decapitate him. He knew his burly opponent was well aware that he had purposely hit low, and nothing makes a fighter any more angry.

      Hank was right. Archie came lunging at him and landed a left on his right cheek bone that hurt, but far from being the guillotine Archie wished for. Hank, anticipating the wild rush, saw in a flash that wide open "sweet spot" which was the right side of Archie’s face. Summoning up every ounce of remaining strength he had, Hank landed a thundering left hook to Archie’s right cheek bone and temple, and watched as his opponent crumpled to the canvassed floor with a thump, blood already oozing from the right side of his mouth, and then a glassy-eyed look up at Hank.

      The referee didn’t bother counting, but rather waved both of his arms from side to side that indicated the fight was over. He then waved for Doc Luchesa to get into the ring, and within a minute the ref, the Ring Doctor, and Archie’s corner men were all kneeling next to the fallen fighter, one man putting a pillow under Archie’s head. Hank, aware of how hard he had punched the man, watched nervously from his corner as Bubba was yelling praise and congratulations at him for the startling knockout. He saw that Iggy and his trainer were talking to Archie, but there was no real response from the still-conscious fighter.

      Within minutes a stretcher was brought into the ring, Archie placed on it, and it was taken out of the Arena to a smattering of respectful applause from the still shocked crowd.

      "I don’t like this, Bubba,” Hank told his still celebrating manager. "I think I may have killed him.”

      Bubba turned to look at the stretcher just as it was going out the entrance way and said, “Naw…He's a tough guy; he’ll be okay.”

      An ominous feeling growing in Hank was telling him that for once he was right and Bubba was wrong.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            TWO

          

          
            HENRY BELLAKOFF

          

        

      

    

    
      Henry Bellakoff (his parents never gave him a middle name. Hank always told people his family was too poor to afford one for him) was born on March 18, 1956, in Boston’s West End neighborhood, to Lithuanian Jewish immigrant parents. He also always told people that if he was born one day earlier he would have been an Irish Catholic. Only to those who knew him best would he say that he wished he had been born three days earlier, on the Ides of March, because then just one back-stabbing would have done him in, rather than the multiple ones he had already experienced. He got no argument about that from those who knew him well. His back seemed particularly scarred from his relationships with women. There were many, and of those, quite a few had inglorious endings.

      Hank, the older of two boys, with a three year younger brother, Barney Charles (the family must have had more money for giving a middle name when Barney was born) was a high energy athletic kid who was a good enough swimmer to be a life-guard at Boston’s men only L Street Beach. There was a women’s side behind a high wall that many a man tried to scale believing the women were nude as some of the men were (although a little stringed jock strap was supposed to be mandatory), only to find out they wore bathing suits. Every once in a while a very excited teenage boy would be running around the men’s side yelling that he caught a glimpse of a naked girl.

      The mandatory crotch cover for men was intermittently enforced by Bruno, a huge ex-heavyweight boxer with two cauliflower ears, a dulled mind, and a long handled feather tickler used to tickle uncovered. “packages." That was a "Get covered or else I’ll bounce you out" warning from the man no one wanted to tangle with. No one ever knew how much this former New England heavyweight champion made for strolling the men’s side of L Street Beach looking for naked balls to tickle, and no one really cared.

      Hank also started fighting at a Boston boxing club when he was fourteen and took to the sport immediately. Between those endeavors, his job selling newspapers, and his high school studies, he was one busy boy because his father, a barber, died suddenly at age 43 while cutting someone’s hair. Hank, then twelve and the older one, became the designated replacement for his father, which meant he would be the one to go out and earn enough to support his mother, his little brother,…and oh, yeah…himself. His mother, understandably bitter about being suddenly abandoned with two young boys, always found young Henry to be the best target for her anger and resentment, partly because he looked a lot like her dead husband.

      Hank dropped all his odd jobs when he turned pro as a boxer at age 18. He also somehow managed to graduate high school, and with pretty good grades. He was actually a lot smarter than he ever gave himself credit for. He was fortunate to meet Bubba Dixon early in his amateur days at the boxing club, and Bubba, a pretty decent middleweight fighter in his day, taught him a lot.

      The highlight of Bubba’s career had been a tenth round knockout in an ABC TV Saturday afternoon semi-final bout, of Johnny Godello, a former world contender. While he was a local celebrity for a while after his TV glory, Bubba’s career stalled badly because of a broken right hand and too much Jim Beam. He was never able to come back fully, and he decided to become a teacher/manager when he was given a good offer from Whitey Zackman, who owned one of the best area fight clubs.

      Bubba was to become the only person in Hank’s life that he ever really trusted. It seemed like all the people in the fight game, if they weren’t Italian, were Jewish, just enough to convince Hank, on Bubba’s advice, that he didn’t need to change his name to Kid O’Halloran to be successful.

      When Bubba first met the teenage Hank, he was impressed with his toughness and his smarts, and made him his number one project. The kid learned quickly, and with his natural powerful punching ability with either hand, was destined for a championship someday, Bubba believed.

      When Hank turned pro, still just a kid, he got off to a flying start, knocking out his first six opponents (chosen for their ineptitude), and then won three straight decisions over some decent local fighters. Then, when a former welterweight title holder who gained enough weight to try to move up a division was looking for a relatively inexperienced middleweight, Bubba offered up Hank, but insisted that the fight be fought in Boston rather than Milwaukee, the ex-champ’s home town. It was the main event in a Thanksgiving weekend promotion, and the fight stirred up a lot of interest in the Northern New England area.

      "This is your first real test, kid, and I know you can beat that has-been,” Bubba repeatedly told the nervous Hank.

      On the night of the fight Hank, hearing the din of the big crowd that was there to watch and cheer for him, threw up in the dressing room. Bubba convinced him that puking before a big fight was a good thing, and he mentioned a few well known area athletes, but especially the great Bill Russell of the Boston Celtics, who often threw up before basketball games.

      Hank also threw up again in the dressing room after being knocked out in the fifth round by the ex-champ. Bubba was not so happy about that puking, but told Hank it was really okay that he was no longer undefeated.

      "Too much pressure,” he said. He also said Hank should think of the loss as a good learning experience that will lead to important improvements in his boxing skills.

      Hank usually thought of such comments from his caring manager as Bubba’s own brand of happy horseshit, and they usually did nothing for his mood.

      "Yeah, there ya’ go, in one ear and out the other,” Bubba would say when he could tell Hank wasn't taking him seriously. But both men knew that when Bubba was really teaching him some important boxing stuff, like how to find that little "window" in your opponent that is open for an uppercut, the teacher/student relationship was golden. Hank continued to rise in the middleweight division rankings, to the point where he was now considered the #4 challenger for the championship. The big knockout over Archie would likely raise him to #3.

      However, over these years of boxing success, Hank was taking his lumps outside the ring, with a string of broken relationships with women, most ending hurtfully for the very romantic Mister Bellakoff. Falling in love was very easy for him, and women gladly reciprocated, drawn to his self-confidence, his genuine respect for women, and his powerful boxer persona. His handsome Lithuanian looks (very fair skin, killer blue eyes, and jet black hair) just added to his aura, and Hank spent very few months in his life when he wasn't connected to someone. The women he chose were never the brassy, aggressive "bimbo" type. Women who were more subtle, intelligent, funny and yet sophisticated, were the type he would chose, and most were slender or petite.

      Bubba didn’t like most of Hank’s girlfriends, viewing them as distractions for Hank, or competitors for his own role as the most important person in his boxer’s life. The major exception to that was Beverly Ross.

      Beverly was all the things Hank wanted, and none of the things Bubba feared. Both men always agreed that Hank’s and Bev’s three year relationship was the best ever. When the relationship ended two years ago, for reasons Bubba never understood, he was almost as heartbroken as Hank. Hank himself was devastated, and for the first time ever said he was done with relationships. That resolve lasted about three months, when he began an affair with the wife of Jack Toohey, one of the three biggest boxing promoters in New England.

      Donna Toohey was a slinky, sultry, gorgeous brunette that every man who knew her lusted for. Being married to the much older but wealthy Toohey worked for her up to a point…spending yes, screwing no. She was immediately attracted to Hank, and she let him know it in every way she could without being obvious to others, especially, of course, to Jack, who was known as "that Irishman with the violent temper.”

      Hank eventually succumbed to Donna’s pursuit one hot August night in the bushes outside the Toohey’s lavish mansion, where inside Jack was doing solo schmoozing with the elite of the Boston sports scene. The encounter was both passionate and painful as both got their rear ends jabbed by sharp little branches and even sharper thorns. Luckily, the music was playing loudly enough inside for no one to hear the "Oh God!”s and “Ouch!”s" from the groping and panting couple. It was clear to both from this first encounter that it would not be their last. Three months later Donna broke it off, telling Hank that Jack was getting suspicious, and she was not prepared to risk her lavish life style nor Hank’s career, or maybe even his life. While Bubba was convinced it was only her life style she really cared about, good ol’ romantic Hank preferred to believe she did it to protect him.

      When it hit the newspapers a few months later that Eduardo Gomez, a promising local light-heavyweight with movie star good looks, was fished out of Boston Harbor with multiple bullet holes in his once powerful torso, the area boxing community immediately covertly identified it as a Jack Toohey hit due to Eduardo’s messing around with Donna Toohey. Bubba saved his "I told you so!”s, knowing Hank would just find some way to explain it that would allow him to hold on to his romantic fantasy about his relationship with the very hot Donna.
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            THE DRESSING ROOM

          

        

      

    

    
      Hank sat upright on the massage table, still sweating and still bleeding, with a blood-stained white towel around his neck.Bubba was into the supply cabinet, pulling out some bandages and tape, gauze, iodine, and a large pair of scissors.

      "We gotta get you ready for a trip to Boston City so someone can fix that broken pussy-sniffer of yours,” Bubba told Hank.

      “Christ," responded Hank, "do you always have to be so gross?" Paradoxically, at that same moment, Hank had been fantasizing his nose deeply nestled into that gorgeous Card Girl’s sweet spot.

      “C'mon, kid, gimme those hands. I got just about five minutes before the ambulance is ready for your ride after they get back from taking Archie over there. I’ve got to get those gloves off you, Jeez they’re bloody, and re-tape your hands, and do a little patchwork on your honker."

      "Do you really think Archie’s okay, Bubba ?"

      "Yeah, yeah…I told ya’, he's tough as nails."

      "Yeah, Bubba, but I hit him really hard, as hard as I’ve ever hit anyone above the neck, and he looked like shit on the mat, sort of like he was there but he wasn’t."

      “They'll fix him up fine at Boston City, Hank. C’mon, give me the other hand."

      There was a knock on the dressing room door.

      "Come in,” yelled Bubba.

      In strode Jack Toohey, wearing a gorgeous and obviously expensive camel overcoat draped over his shoulders…a classic big-wig outfit, both men thought silently.

      "Hey Jack, did you catch my boy out there?" Bubba asked with a proud grin on his face.

      "You know I did, Bubba,…Hank…and you know that’s why I’m here now,” Jack replied. "I think we should be looking ahead, and I’ve got a few big ideas for guys, but tonight I’ll just say congratulations, and call me on Monday. Okay?"

      "Sure, sure", said Bubba.

      "Hey Jack, you hear anything about Archie at Boston City?"

      "No, Hank, but I think I heard someone say they was shippin’ him over to Mass General."

      The dressing room got deadly silent for a minute, and then it was Hank’s "Oh shit!" that eventually ended it.

      "Hey, don’t go into that goddamned guilty shit you always do. He wrecked your fuckin’ nose, and you hit him a clean shot, so if you hurt him bad, so what!" Bubba asserted.

      "Yeah, Hank,” Jack added, “Don’t get yourself all worked up. Think positive. Hey, look you guys, I gotta get out of here and get home. Donna is throwing another one of her big parties, you know, Hank, you been at a few of them.”

      "Yeah, I remember. Good night, Jack."

      Bubba reiterated that he would call him on Monday, and with that, Jack left. As he headed out the dressing room door he passed by Will Sargent, the grisly veteran sports writer for the Boston Globe, who was on his way in to see Hank.

      "Hi, Hank,” Will began. “I'm not gonna keep you long, but I just have to ask you about…well,…Jesus, Hank you really laid out Archie Sanborn tonight, big time, and I promise you, I’m really gonna give it a big write-up for the morning paper. How were you able to come back like that after him messing you up like he did?"

      "I don’t know, Will, you were at ringside… What do you think?"





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/falling-main-file.jpg
AIBPH ZIEFF

FAELING







