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Just Another Day
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7:28 AM


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


“We need to talk,” she said.


“No, we don’t. I got nothing to say.”


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


“Shit. Go talk to Kahil.”


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


He closed his locker and gripped his English III text. 


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


Roosevelt walked down the crowded hall.


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


“No, it’s not,” he mumbled.


**
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11:34 AM


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


**
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12:13 PM


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


contact your father?


My dads dead


He wants to fix that. Call him!


**
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1:34 PM


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


“C’mon, motherfucker.”


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


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


**
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2:03 PM


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


The phone vibrated again in his pocket.


Roosevelt slowly pressed the gun to his head. 


“Put it down!”


His finger wiggled on the trigger, testing the tension.


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


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


An anguished cry escaped from Roosevelt’s mouth. 


His wrist jerked up and he pulled the trigger. 


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


The board members lowered their hands.


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


“I don’t understand?” Koongi said.


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


“But I’m the president of the board.”


“Not anymore.”


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


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


“Can they do that?” he asked.


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


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


Koongi smiled. 


“Yes. I will try that.”


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


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


Vishnu placed his dish down and sighed.


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


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


The son nodded and shoved food into his mouth.


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


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


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


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


Koongi started to see the pattern.


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


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


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


“Is any what they say untrue?”


“That’s not the point.”


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


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


“Hm. Who’s president now?”


“Chris.”


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


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


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


“Wait for him to leave?”


“Yeah, like if he sold his unit.”


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


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


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


“I have a date.”


“Wonderful. Will you bring her by?”


“Um, not tonight.”


“How about tomorrow?”


“I’m not sure.”


“Is there something wrong?”


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


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


**
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Even though Koongi handed in his keys to the board, he still kept a copy of the master key. The night Vishnu went on his date, Koongi snuck down to the basement. He opened the boiler room and turned off the building’s water. With the revolver he recently bought from the security guard’s friend at work, he smashed the two bulbs hanging from the ceiling. He then found a comfortable corner and waited in the dark.


After some time, the door to the room opened. The light switch clicked up and down. A man sighed. Koongi smiled at Chris’s aggravation.


Chris walked across the concrete to the main valve in the wall.


Koongi snuck up behind him. He pressed the gun into his back and pulled the trigger. The bullet went right through and plunged into the wall. Chris grunted and fell dead to the floor.


Koongi backed up and exhaled. 


The door opened behind him. Someone stepped inside and flicked the lights. “What now?” He then dragged an old paint can to hold open the door. The hall light shined on Koongie and the body. “Don’t tell me you’re father taught you the wrong way to turn a valve.”


Koongi recognized the voice.


“Koongi? What are you doing here?” Chris asked. “Did Vishnu call you?”


“What?”


Chris noticed the body on the floor. Koongi recognized the clothes from earlier.


“Vishnu?” Chris asked.


He rushed over and turned the body. Vishnu’s dead eyes stared up. 


Hollowness rushed through Koongi’s body and weakened his legs. He remained frozen. All he could do was watch Chris kiss his son’s face and beg God that Vishnu was not dead.
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Bagged
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Miranda Crowe, parked a few cars down from the empty house for sale, watched George Fulton enter it. The dark-haired Dominican woman in her mid-twenties answered her cell phone, eyes locked on the front door.


“Hola, Papi,” she said.


“I told you to stop calling me Papi. I hate that.” Miranda smiled. “Reminds me of your mother.”


“Sorry,” she said.


“Bad enough that you look like her,” he said. “Anyway, what time is the wheelchair guy coming tomorrow?”


“The company said between nine and eleven tomorrow morning. Don’t worry, I’ll be home to help you.”


“Thanks. Everything okay with the new job?”
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