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To Kelley, my family, and Dana






Man errs. Man does not merely stray into errancy. He is always astray in errancy…

—Martin Heidegger
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Saved, yes. David Rizzo knew his son’s resurrection had saved his gun shop. The arrival of this fact—abrupt, vivid—brought him to silent tears behind the wheel of his unreliable Eldorado. He drove through the depthless desert sky, wiping his face, the world a smear of bare earth and sunlight. Rizzo’s Firearms, rescued. His son, not dead. It settled between his stomach and his throat, this stark revelation.

As Rizzo drove to the hospital on that heat-sick afternoon to pick up his son—drove fast across the tall loop of the freeway, over the lifeless suburbs: Sonora Gateway, Arroyo Foothills, Moon Valley Manors; above the carnival spreads of outdoor shopping centers: Desert Ridge, Scottsdale Quarter, Metrocenter; past the pockets of turf fields, car dealerships, adobe churches, drive-through liquor stores, uncharmed apartments; as he drove on beside the midday glitter of the casino, Talking Stick, across boundless land streaked with posing saguaros, then the barbed purple columns of the east valley mountains, Superstition, toward the minor glass of downtown—yes, as Rizzo drove through his home of Phoenix, Arizona, he began to unbend all the angles of his elaborate salvation.

All his life he had waited for a sign from above. Here it was, his estranged son, back for a reason. It had been more than a year since he had last seen the kid. And of all days this one: when Rizzo was supposed to sign the shop away, the call came. Overdosed three days ago, he said. Flatlined. Nicholas, on the phone with that familiar mumble, meek and sorry. It was obvious: if his son could return from the dead, so could Rizzo’s business. Now, in the clay-colored valley of the desert, all was glory, all was light, all burned with the eternal grace of the divine.

The Eldorado’s engine was smoking. Rizzo, distressed, parked in what seemed like the only open spot at Banner Health. His shit engine. Outside the car he paced around, afraid the whole thing might catch fire. Seared the shit out of his fingers when he tried to lift the hood. He twisted his pinkie ring, patted the gray curls at the back of his head, hoping the coils of smoke would suddenly quit. They did not.

After walking a mile to the Circle K for some coolant—a lonelier journey than Rizzo anticipated: he leaned through the dust knocked into the air, the one man on the roadside, and the sound of every truck bed rattling past made him feel as if he was somehow left behind—Rizzo got back to the hospital just in time to watch his Eldorado be loaded onto a tow truck. How could he have missed the sign that said those spots were reserved for medical vehicles? Rizzo, dumbstruck, sweated through his silk shirt, still hugging the container of coolant, unsure of how to spare his Cadillac the sad ordeal of the tow yard.

“You see that last night? Six dead. Fourteen injured. Sorority girls, deputies, cyclists,” the tow truck guy said, tearing several identical pieces of paper from a clipboard. He was a man of frail build and dense beard. “Makes you wonder. Some maniac in a car, mind gone, shooting everyone. You never know. Right here right now. Could be us. Except this kid hated women or something and wanted to kill them all. But hey, you never know. We could be women. It could’ve been us. Random, everything, right?”

The tow truck guy socially pondering a recent massacre meant the vehicle was safe—or so Rizzo thought, but then a button was pressed and the car rose with a groan to the flatbed.

Of course this was not a big deal. In the grand scheme. Calmly Rizzo, inside the hospital, introduced himself to the first-floor receptionist, who sent him to the second-floor receptionist, who held up a finger while she called the first-floor receptionist before unloading Rizzo on Maria, a lisping medical assistant who, phone pinned between shoulder and ear, steered a stretcher through the packed hall.

“Unforgivable. Totally unforgivable,” Maria said to her phone.

Rizzo jogged beside her, explaining. His son? Yes, his son, you know: Nick Rizzo—the tall kid with the crazy hair who might be decent-looking if he put some weight on—brought in because of an overdose?

But Maria did not know. So Rizzo repeated all he knew, how he had been trying to reach his son on the number the kid had called from but got only a busy signal. In response a laconic Maria said to take the elevator to the third floor and walk to the east wing, two lefts, a quick right, and Rizzo said he planned to do just that, but he first wanted to talk to the doctor. The old guy spread on the stretcher pointed a finger at Rizzo. “Do me a favor, please. Hey. Okay? A favor.” He was a wrinkled man with striking eyebrows. “Tell Charlie Miniscus I hope he rots in hell.”

Everything stayed in motion: Maria with her stretcher, but also a flurry of creaking wheelchairs, wobbling gowns, a traffic of the diseased and the damned—and there went Rizzo, weaving to keep up, embarrassed and breathless.

“The doctors are in meetings,” Maria said, walking faster now. All of them? “One second,” Maria said, to her phone, while looking at Rizzo. She said she understood now, and then repeated her earlier directions: third floor, two lefts, a quick right. The guy on the stretcher again: “Rot in hell, Miniscus!”

Rizzo smiled at everyone in the elevator so that they all understood how completely fine he was. Oh, he was so fine. A sallow man in the corner of the compartment wept, Rizzo noticed, while incanting the word kidney.

Maria’s directions brought Rizzo to a florid man in a suit who, with his legs crossed in a wheelchair parked near a bathroom, stood to introduce himself. “Chad Garlin. Hey there, how you doing?” Chad—who was just fantastic, thanks for asking—happened to be a medical supplies salesman from AventCore specializing in heavy-duty gauze. “Best stuff for your gunshot wounds, your buzz-saw wounds, any impaling situations.” And he was on break, technically, Chad choosing this wheelchair here because he spent much of his day walking up and down the stairs for his meetings with doctors. “Good way to get my steps in,” Chad continued. Up, down. Up, down. Half his day, lost in the dumb metal heat of the stairwell. How many steps had Rizzo taken today, Chad wanted to know. How many? Chad mimicked a marching motion. It amazed him how doctors could be so oblivious when it came to their own health, he said, slapping Rizzo’s shoulder. “Oh, is that right, not a doctor?” Chad, dimming, lowered himself back into the wheelchair, then directed Rizzo with a wave toward a far window.

Rizzo found the area disastrously hot, the hallway a blur, and the only person around was the janitor, a confident man with a limp, mopping, who explained they had moved all the patients in the third-floor east wing to the first-floor west wing because of the busted AC. “Or at least that’s the story they’re telling,” the janitor whispered. After listening to the janitor’s theory—basic experiments: risky organ removals, unproven pharmaceuticals—Rizzo was back in the first-floor west wing, near where he had entered, and soon he figured out from a cafeteria worker with an eyebrow piercing that his son was no longer in the hospital; that is, his son had been sent across the street to the health system’s psychiatric center, the place they used for the detox spillover.

Not that any of this frustrated Rizzo. Oh no, not one bit. It all almost made sense.

Rizzo halted and sprinted in accordance with the traffic on his way to retrieve his son. After a day in a coma, after three days of detox, Nick looked even worse than Rizzo expected: pale, sunken, forlorn. He had a lazy beard and the curls in his hair were greased to the right side of his head. Nicholas Rizzo, his stupid fragile son. He stood there in the lobby waiting, glum and unkempt, in jeans and a flannel. Behind the front desk a man said, “And in my opinion he got what he deserved,” into his headphones. Rizzo gave his son a firm nod that he hoped communicated what a shit time this would be to talk.

Outside they waited for an Uber in silence. It was at this point that Rizzo realized he was still holding the container of coolant. The car that came was a minivan, and the driver apologized about all the stuff they needed to climb over: dented boxes of TiVos, iPods, DVDs, smart alarm clocks, noisy baby toys. The driver was helping a friend unload some stuff—speaking of which, the driver said, a thumb over his shoulder, if they saw anything they liked? Let him know. He could maybe possibly perhaps make a deal. So just let him know, okay?

They sat crammed in the last row. “My phone,” Nick whispered, all the sudden. A frantic pat down followed. “Shit.” Leaning back, dejected. Then, hands behind his head: “Hey, Dad? Thanks for coming. I’m sorry about all of this. But things are different this time, I don’t need rehab. The hospital was enough.”

In a rare occurrence, Rizzo agreed. This rehab crap? Not worth it. Same with NA. For some it helped, but for others, like you, my son, all it does is acquaint idiots with more accomplished idiots. So instead of rehab Nick would work—as in, work for his father’s business.

“Oh.” Nick, scratching his head. “Wait. You’re still doing the gun thing?”

It would be easy to sleep tonight, Rizzo knew, because there was absolutely nothing to worry about. Rizzo was okay. He was at the kitchen table with a cigarette. This was a good table, a scarce heirloom, the surface tiles painted by his own grandmother, the place where many a Rizzo had graced a meal with a pile of complaints. He looked around the house. The desert landscape paintings of uncertain origin. The little crucifix hung beside a wrought-iron star. Envelopes stacked on the counter beneath a cordless landline. Rizzo now began to feel these objects no longer belonged to him but rather to the house itself, this collapsed version of a home with its low ceiling and an open kitchen and a single hallway, a structure identical to those owned by neighbors he had never spoken to nor seen but whom he knew existed by the infrequent grating lift from their garage doors. He was the rare year-round resident in a community of second homes. Rizzo ashed his cigarette in a plain mug his wife for some reason had liked, staring through the dust-streaked glass of the slider door at the yard of decorative rock.

It would make sense to worry if he had no plan. His thirty-year-old son, back again, marooned in the house, and no plan? His business, his stupendous debt, and no plan? But there was no need to worry because he knew he would come up with something, a way to save his gun shop, his son, himself. There was no need to worry because, the last time Rizzo checked, this was still America, and in America there would always be hope.
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So then why was Rizzo crying?

Why?

Mere hours after he had been so certain, and yet here he was outside, as far away as he could be from his son—who sat like an idiot at the kitchen island, hauling cereal to his face—in a corner of his backyard, poorly obscured by the drooping mesquite, crying?

Crying, in what was officially the palm tree twilight?

Beneath the mountains streaked in a brittle green? In a backyard so new, so ready for use, with fake flagstone, a propane grill, and heat-cracked wicker chairs? Why?

Who cries in paradise?
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Here were the qualities that made him Rizzo.

He owned an accomplished vocabulary of gestures. Most common were the single fist shake and the double finger twirl. These gave him access to a needed realm of emphasis: the fist shake might stress the force of his blissful exaltation, the twirl could signal a note of deep irony in otherwise monotone despair. He held convoluted grievances, all of which were expressed with his palms held toward his audience. Mid-monologue, he pointed in apparently arbitrary directions to establish his separation from the source of his outrage. He was often outraged. He was also often elated, a fact that took the form of his hands pressing together and swinging forth as if in anointment. He was a man of nods and winks and eyebrow raises. He pinched his fingers. He tapped his temple. He swept an honest arm through the air. His most frequent expression? The silent squint, a look both concerned and confused. He bit his bottom lip while he walked—a custom of the nervous dreamer. For Rizzo these were no less instinctive than the kick that followed a strike to the knee.

His outfits had dulled from years of consistent wear. He wore clothes that belonged to destinations. Denim shirts, tropical button-downs. His rings, his bracelet, his watch—all seemed foreign to the times. In the mirror, he got the sense he had misplaced some part of himself yet could not identify the name of what he had lost. Nothing fit right. Age had come upon him. He still liked above all to laugh, but he no longer liked the sound of his laugh. He found himself touching the front of his skull, amazed at the reality of his scalp. “I’m sorry,” he seemed to be saying, everywhere. At gatherings he was fated to end up alone near the trash cans. He could be seen paused in a parking lot, cigarette in mouth, squinting over his shoulder at the bottom of a defeated loafer. He believed a man was the sum of his actions, and he was dismayed by his own total.

Luckily there was still television. His show of the moment was I Survived a Crime. Last week there were back-to-back episodes featuring surveillance footage from shootings, stabbings, and brawls in subway mezzanines. It was far more than the spectacle of the violence that captivated Rizzo, it was the proof that humans might outlast such violence. He never missed an airing of Rescue Cam. He watched shows where specious experts were resolved to save hoarders, restaurants, bars—none of which, Rizzo soon noticed, ever deserved to be saved. Appealing to summer paranoia, hours of episodes lauded shark attacks. He had completed multiple marathons of Nature Gone Wild. Never had he thought he might witness a black bear tackle a human being. The power! The terror.

Between his shows Rizzo watched the commercial breaks with equal fascination. An ad for Subaru showed a delighted family on a late-night drive smashed off the road by a semitruck. An ad for Nike featured interviews with triathletes who had all lost spouses to colon cancer. In the ad for Vasotec, the leading medication for heart failure, a chef dicing scallions stopped to seize the chest of his apron, twirl, and then collapse on the floor of a commercial kitchen. From where had all of this death arrived? In the year Rizzo and his son had been separated, it seemed to appear everywhere. He thought he might conjure a stroke just at the repetition of the word. Oh, it was death! It was death.

Still, as a guy who had stumbled beyond his prime, television was Rizzo’s redeemer. All he had been taught from the box! How to live, how to fight, how to love. Far from the same with his phone. His phone made him available, vulnerable, always. His phone exposed him to the fraught depths of his unknowing. It terrified him, to hold his vibrating screen while on the glass there appeared an unfamiliar number. He feared the purpose of every call was to bring news of some shattering disaster. The phone reminded him that he was himself, forever caught in uncertainty—but in front of the television he was joyfully absorbed.

Rizzo had a way to watch, a pose he had mastered through the decades of striving to forget the losses of the day. On his leather sofa, reclined, extended, with his ankles crossed, with his hands folded over his torso—here he merged with the material of the couch and the particles of light from the screen, glowing. This was how he often found himself, in the creaking hours after midnight, when he woke to a shrieking infomercial, startled by the slashed price.

And it was to this position on the couch that Rizzo brought himself after he finished crying alone in the yard. He was aware of, and annoyed by, his son at the kitchen island. His shirtless child, still spooning milk from his cereal bowl. He had thought this scrawny homeless bum could help?

“Don’t you want something besides cereal?” Rizzo spoke to the back of his son. “I’ve got bread. I’ve got provolone. Turkey, salami, whatever you want. What’s wrong with sandwiches?”

Silence. Nick stared into his bowl. The depressing prominence of Nick’s ribs, the skinny downcast frame—the disregard Nick showed toward his body suddenly seemed to Rizzo like an attack on his father.

Rizzo, louder: “I can always grill. I can grill in the dark. Burgers, sausages. What, now you’re some crazy Buddhist who only eats seaweed?”

A silence now malicious. Before Rizzo could unload a more pointed series of questions about when his son became such an ungrateful little shit, Nick got up from his chair, mumbled something about a headache, then shuffled down the hall, gone.

Every time Rizzo opened his mouth he remembered why it had been closed. He remained in his spot on the couch, discouraged with himself, while the local news told of a ten-car freeway crash, a suburban pool drowning, a playground shooting, multiple bobcat attacks, twice as many ICE raids—it was unclear if the events occurred in that order—and a conclusive visit to the butterfly wonderland. Then came an ad for Friar Lighting in which a man wearing an orange cowl and turquoise crucifix described the endless watts in his lighting warehouse—“Go toward the light!”—while in the background an Aerosmith-indebted song played: “Beam On.”

The man in the ad was Bill Friar, owner, actor, winner. It was not the ad itself that Rizzo had an issue with—it was the bullshit optimism that made Bill Friar think his business worthy of an advertisement. Go fuck yourself, Bill! It was the same with all of the valley businessmen who stormed through the local television channels with their ads for weekend deals. Rizzo hated them, he wished he was one of them. They were all idiots. They were also all rich. Take Bill Bingo, of Bingo Real Estate, with his thirty-second ads of dumb luxury. Mustached Bill, in a brown felt cowboy hat, in front of some Paradise Valley mansion. It was the same with Nate Straight, owner of Chandler’s No Bull Ford. Nate was a giant specimen whose confidence fit his pro ball frame. In his ad Nate dressed up as a matador, swung around a muleta and stabbed the air with a floppy sword while vehicles burst on the lot. A ridiculous achievement was still an achievement: the man owned a helicopter, which featured in another ad. Salon Suzie’s newest showed a montage of her prior ads before zooming out to her in front of a green screen where she told viewers that everyone who booked their next appointment through her website would be entered into a raffle to direct their very own Salon Suzie ad. She stood there smiling with the cheery persistence of a psychopath.

Rizzo knew he did not have it, the self-certainty that these other owners showed. It was a sense of being chosen. They willed their worlds. He spilled his disasters. After his salesmanship, he was confident most in his inabilities. It had worsened ever since his son disappeared, the insecurity. What had he done? His son’s absence had to be his fault. He had left his door unlocked all year in case Nick lost his key but wanted to come home.

Rizzo left the couch and walked down the hall until he stood, in silence, in front of Nick’s door.

“Nick?” Rizzo called. “Nick!”

“What?” The voice of his son.

Rizzo, in the hall: “Just wanted to see if you need anything before bed,” before listing the things he thought his son might need before bed: toothbrush, toothpaste, alcohol-free mouthwash, heavy-duty dental floss, a glass of water, some juice—plenty of orange juice in the house, and you like pulp-free, right, Nick?—yeah, glasses of water and orange juice and also a couple granola bars in case Nick woke up and felt—

“Are you okay?” This was his son’s question. “You’re, like, yelling.”

“Me? Okay?” Which, lowering his hands from above his head, Rizzo heard as louder than he intended. “How about a simple thank-you for a father who goes out of his way to make sure you have snacks? How many recovering drug addicts have snacks?” He waited for a response, got none, slouched back to his spot beneath the TV.
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On the kitchen table: cigarette packs, mugs, ashtrays, and mugs that had become ashtrays. Sunlight through the window above the sink. Early morning. The beige wall held a teal clock, formal portraits of relatives, and a cheap winter landscape painting with snow landing on horses in a corral. There was an unexpected charm to the clutter in the light.

Nick, shirtless, moved his spoon around his bowl. Rizzo stared at Nick while battering his eggs with pepper, a process that shook his crucifix necklace. Shirtless himself, he felt like the husky double of his son. He dumped sugar in his coffee, then overcame his eggs in a few bites. After looking over his chest and stomach, Rizzo grabbed a cigarette from a stray pack. He sat there, smoking, looking past his child.

It was not until his wife left that Rizzo learned there were people who preferred not to yell. Sometimes he still forgot. It was how he made his point, the volume. Why else would he shout? He was in love.

He needed to be sure this understanding was shared by his son. “Hey, Nick,” Rizzo said, sending smoke through his nose. “When we were talking last night, I—”

“What?” Nick, chewing, searched the packs for a cigarette of his own.

“Last night, I said. When we were talking. I didn’t mean to yell at you.”

“Okay.”

“Okay?”

“I’m going back to bed.” Nick held up a pack, found nothing inside, picked up another. “Every time I would start to drift off I would reach over to set an alarm, then panic because I couldn’t find my phone. The Suboxone makes me tired but it’s not enough to knock me out.”

“Well, it’s probably for the best,” Rizzo said.

“Not really. Couldn’t sleep at all in the hospital either. Shivered until I puked most nights. Then there was this guy next to me screaming because he couldn’t figure out how to tie a strong enough knot with his bed sheets to hang himself.”

“I meant the phone, Nick,” jabbing the plate with his cigarette. Rizzo lit another, then slid the pack and lighter across the table to Nick. They were silent, smoking. Rizzo next spoke without looking up from his plate. “Found a rehab out in Casa Grande that seems reasonable.”

“Oh.”

“Only place that doesn’t make you pay the full upfront. You do a deposit, right, then you pay the remainder at the end.”

“That seems fair.”

“It shouldn’t have to be upfront. I should be able to see how it goes. I should have an opportunity for assessment.” It felt urgent to Rizzo to say this.

Nick, smoke coming out of his mouth: “Casa Grande.” Then: “What happened to me working for you?”

As he left the table, Rizzo said: “I came back down to planet Earth.”
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Off the 101 and Cave Creek Road, mountains looming, was where you would find Rizzo’s Firearms. Which was not to say it was an easy find. An unpainted strip of asphalt broke without warning off the main road to wind through a commercial wasteland. There were no signs. There were mounds of toppled chain-link, scrap heaps, unleased strip malls. For this reason the area appealed most to drivers who wanted to spend a few hours undetected: those who were eager to drug themselves dumb or there to inspect the pyramids of discarded objects scattered about. Starved coyotes trotted alone through the shining dust, sniffing at piles of worn tires. The constant sun made time seem stuck. A purplish wall, dividing the road from the bridge of freeway, was macadamized with white and yellow and green rock to resemble a thirty-foot-long lizard, but the tar binding the rock, worn from years of brutal sunlight, had begun to fade—as had the colors of the rocks—so that the lizard was now little more than a grave industrial stain.

This nameless road intersected with a few short streets, along which there were occasionally businesses still in operation. For instance: Global Turf, a warehouse committed to the manufacture of artificial grass composed with the recycled rubber from shredded tractor tires. And One-Stop Restaurant, a local depot that stored torso-sized quantities of condiments and boasted a limitless supply of lobster. Ralph’s Junkyard, the business closest to Twenty-sixth Street, had a broken magnetic crane stalled high above corroded cliffs of disposed metal. Between Ralph’s and One-Stop there was the turnoff that led to what was called, strangely, a business park, which in fact was a slightly elevated cul-de-sac with a loaf of stucco at its center, a building housing several businesses, the building where, finally, you would find Rizzo’s Firearms.

Rizzo had been lured by the promise that the land behind the business park would be harrowed into a condominium farm. More than four years in, the ground out back was still unbroken. Buford Bellum, sham developer of the desert, was the one to thank. His veneers and dyed goatee were on signs announcing miles of nowhere all across the valley. It was right after the worst of the recession, maybe early ’09, when Rizzo first noticed the billboards for Bellum Industries off the I-10. Buford, with his shocking tan, next to a model design of town homes. It was a plan simple enough for any idiot. Buy for cheap, wait for the recovery, create a sense of what could be, then sell high to some foreign conglomerate that had been researching consumer geographic trends.

Evidently the transmission towers made potential buyers back out, the fear being that any commercial property would be class-capped by the sight. Rizzo never minded: he liked to sit out back smoking on a lawn chair, staring at the lattices; the steel rows formed a honeycombed succession, fading, through the clean endless sky.

Too late, too late, I got there too late. That was the refrain of the loser. But somehow Rizzo managed to be too early. Imagine that. Early bird who choked on the worm.

After picking up the Cadillac from the tow yard—a process that only involved several humiliations, all of which Rizzo might have accepted as routine, but the presence of his son made each permanent and cruel and enfeebling; it began with the Uber driver, a woman in floral scrubs who, despite Rizzo’s protests, detoured to a McDonald’s to purchase four coffees—she was coming off a sixteen-hour shift—and then made Rizzo hold the cardboard drink carrier because she couldn’t risk any coffee spilling on her seat beads, but because the lids had not been put on right, Rizzo spent the ride being burned on his hands and thighs; then there was the tow yard itself, where Rizzo tried, and failed, to negotiate the price of retrieval, a negotiation that concluded with the tow yard manager—who had a skull tattooed on each hand—saying that if Rizzo beat him in an arm-wrestling match, he could name his price; naturally Rizzo lost, but, worse, he believed he would win with enough attempts: best two out of three, then of five, then of seven, and so on, until Nick pointed out that Rizzo’s knuckles had started to bleed from being smashed against the counter; Rizzo then gingerly drove the Eldorado, which was still liable to explode, to a garage, where the mechanic was a polite man with braces who said the best course of action was to junk the thing—he offered to help by removing the interior for a low rate—and this time it was Nick who spoke, saying thanks but no thanks, the pair instead settling for several gallons of water and containers of coolant.

And so, relieved from his immediate fears, Rizzo now had to argue with Nick about stopping at the gun shop. They waited for the light to change at a desolate intersection.

“I’ve never seen it,” Nick said.

“And you won’t see it,” Rizzo said. “Because now is not the time.”

“I also need to go to the bathroom,” Nick said.

Rizzo pointed a finger at his son. “I’ll let you stall. That’s fine. But it won’t change anything.”

“All I’m saying,” Nick said, “is I can’t hold it for an hour.”

It was noon when they got to the shop, and every parking space was open. Sunlight flashed across the building’s tinted windows. No wind, no traffic sounds. Clanking from the junkyard. As soon as Rizzo got out of the car he felt the punching heat.

Rizzo’s Firearms was, in essence, like any other store. There was an ornamental stack of bullet boxes beside a rack of camo gear. Tiny American flags lined the tops of the aisles. Beige carpeting reached toward a three-wall exhibit of bright firearms. From inside their glass displays, the chrome barrels of handguns gave off a cold glow. There was a sheen to the dark wood of the shotguns. Most abundant were the carbines and assault rifles, all of which resembled spines of errant vertebrae. The interior of the shop might be generously called minimal and more accurately called bland, but the presence of these weapons changed the air. Even Rizzo felt this as he made his way inside the shop each day. Yes, it was true that the gun took its form from no object in nature, but the response to the appearance of a gun could not be more instinctive: terror mixed with awe.

“Huh” was what Nick said, as he looked into a case of Glocks. He wore a flannel, shorts, socks, sandals. “Guns,” he said.

“Guns,” Rizzo repeated. Then: “The bathroom’s right here,” leading Nick to a door before the warehouse. It was an impressively little bathroom that Rizzo kept immaculate.

Nick asked if Rizzo planned to stand there watching.

“Correct,” Rizzo said. He gave a finger twirl. “Let’s go.”

“You don’t trust me?”

Silence from Rizzo. Then: “Maybe you found something in your room this morning and, well…”

Nick pulled out his pockets. “Search me then,” he said. “See what you find.”

Rizzo made Nick hold out his arms and spread his legs, not knowing what he was looking for, exactly—but he tried to act efficiently unloving. He moved his hands from shoulder to flannel wrist. He put his palms to Nick’s ribs. He crouched, slid his hands around his kid, finding nothing except the frame. He felt the top of his socked feet, pressing down between the toes. So strange to touch his son. This was it? Nothing more. This sad pack of bone? Here was where all the years led: Rizzo searching his son before the bathroom. And yet this anguish could not deny Rizzo his gratitude. He was lucky. His son was here, grabbable. And as long as he could wrap his arms around the stringy neck of his son, all might be okay—he knew this like he had known nothing else in his life. It was a feeling that brought a shake to his hands. His son! Kneeling, he looked up. The poor face of his son. Veins showed in the skin beneath his eyes.

Nick, in a tone clearly pained: “Happy?”

Eyes down, Rizzo told Nick to come out back when he finished.

Rizzo walked through the warehouse, picked up the bag of cat food on his way. Shooed this afternoon from the dumpsters of One-Stop Restaurant, several calicos lounged in the thin shadows striped across the unused parking spaces, waiting for Rizzo. He had never been a cat person—he was a known allergic—but their residence had been enough to send him speeding to the pet store for kibble. In the shadowed corner where he kept their bowls several cats now weaved between his legs while others cried from their spots on the loose rock floor of the alleyway. He rubbed a knuckle against the cheek of a black cat with a single eye purring on a cinder block.

“Hey, Rizzo!” It was his friend Felicia, leaning out the back door of her shop. “You’re an asshole,” she said.

Unfortunate but not unexpected. He came over to Southwest Pool Stuff, apologies prepared.

Felicia tapped her back pockets for a lighter. Rizzo walked behind her to the chairs, where they took their regular spots, back pain and all. It was sunlight straight to the mountains. A few hawks sank away from the power lines.

With the appropriate corresponding gestures—in this case: aggressive pointing, several claps, a few salutes—Rizzo told Felicia what happened. He was on his way to meet Buford. He had every intent to follow through. He so much appreciated all she had done to bring them together, to make the sale possible—but then his son called. How could he think about the shop? (He omitted the part where he thought exclusively about the shop.) He was thinking about his son, he said. Could Buford be that petty? How? How could Buford, the Concrete King of Phoenix, believe that David Rizzo had intentionally shafted him? That Rizzo’s nonappearance was, even in the slightest, a go-fuck-yourself?

“You made me look stupid,” she said.

And he felt bad for that. He told her so.

“You’ll need to kiss Buford’s ass. Big time.” Felicia, deadpan: “Or you could always rob the bank. Go out big.”

Rizzo, equally dry: “I don’t have the confidence.”

Felicia held up a boot heel, put out her cigarette, dropped the filter in a coffee can. “My cousin Billy lost his house, bounced around for a while. Now he’s a Satanist. Happiest I’ve ever seen him.”

The back door opened. There he was, Nick Rizzo, the miracle himself.

Felicia slid her sunglasses lower on her nose, looking Nick over. “How long have you been shooting dope?” she asked.

Nick stretched his arms over his head, yawned. “I’m all done,” he said. “If we still have to go?”

They still had to go.

The Ensconcing Hands Treatment Center was a single-story stretch of adobe. The nearest establishment was a gas station with an adjoining car wash fifteen minutes west. Barren in all directions: rocky, green, despairing. The afternoon smelled of fresh exhaust from the cars speeding south to Tucson. A cargo train crawled along the horizon, vanishing behind the mountains.

Inside, after Rizzo listened to the intake specialist detail Ensconcing Hands’s core values—candor, mercy, and spiritual indemnification—in a room with both a sink and a desktop computer; then after listening to Nick’s pedantic responses to questions from the dependency evaluator in a different room that looked like it had been decorated by rabid kindergarteners; after a tour through the Social Spheres, the Treatment Spaces, and the Banquet Area, where emaciated kids wandered around with spent expressions (“How are we even, like, defining overdose? If I wanted that much shit, then wouldn’t it be the correct dose?”)—yes, during the last step of intake, Initial Remittance, Rizzo’s card was declined.


OEBPS/e9781982196752/fonts/Raleway-Italic.ttf


OEBPS/e9781982196752/fonts/Raleway-Medium.ttf


OEBPS/e9781982196752/fonts/CourierPrime-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781982196752/fonts/Alegreya-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781982196752/fonts/Raleway-Bold.ttf


OEBPS/e9781982196752/fonts/Alegreya-Bold.ttf


OEBPS/e9781982196752/images/part01.jpg





OEBPS/e9781982196752/fonts/CrimsonText-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781982196752/fonts/Alegreya-Italic.ttf


OEBPS/e9781982196752/xhtml/nav.xhtml


Contents



		Cover


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Epigraph


		Part I: 2014

		Chapter 1


		Chapter 2


		Chapter 3


		Chapter 4


		Chapter 5


		Chapter 6


		Chapter 7


		Chapter 8


		Chapter 9


		Chapter 10


		Chapter 11


		Chapter 12


		Chapter 13


		Chapter 14


		Chapter 15


		Chapter 16


		Chapter 17


		Chapter 18


		Chapter 19


		Chapter 20


		Chapter 21







		Part II: 2017

		Chapter 1


		Chapter 2


		Chapter 3


		Chapter 4


		Chapter 5


		Chapter 6


		Chapter 7


		Chapter 8


		Chapter 9


		Chapter 10


		Chapter 11


		Chapter 12


		Chapter 13


		Chapter 14


		Chapter 15


		Chapter 16


		Chapter 17


		Chapter 18


		Chapter 19


		Chapter 20


		Chapter 21


		Chapter 22


		Chapter 23


		Chapter 24


		Chapter 25


		Chapter 26


		Chapter 27


		Chapter 28


		Chapter 29


		Chapter 30


		Chapter 31


		Chapter 32


		Chapter 33


		Chapter 34


		Chapter 35


		Chapter 36


		Chapter 37


		Chapter 38


		Chapter 39


		Chapter 40


		Chapter 41


		Chapter 42







		Acknowledgments


		About the Author


		Copyright







Guide



		Cover


		Start of Content


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Epigraph


		Acknowledgments


		About the Author


		Copyright








		I


		II


		III


		V


		VI


		VII


		VIII


		1


		2


		3


		4


		5


		6


		7


		8


		9


		10


		11


		12


		13


		14


		15


		16


		17


		18


		19


		20


		21


		22


		23


		24


		25


		26


		27


		28


		29


		30


		31


		32


		33


		34


		35


		36


		37


		38


		39


		40


		41


		42


		43


		44


		45


		46


		47


		48


		49


		50


		51


		52


		53


		54


		55


		56


		57


		58


		59


		60


		61


		62


		63


		64


		65


		66


		67


		68


		69


		70


		71


		72


		73


		74


		75


		76


		77


		78


		79


		80


		81


		82


		83


		84


		85


		86


		87


		88


		89


		90


		91


		92


		93


		94


		95


		96


		97


		98


		99


		100


		101


		102


		103


		104


		105


		106


		107


		108


		109


		110


		111


		112


		113


		114


		115


		116


		117


		118


		119


		120


		121


		122


		123


		124


		125


		126


		127


		128


		129


		130


		131


		132


		133


		134


		135


		136


		137


		138


		139


		140


		141


		142


		143


		144


		145


		146


		147


		148


		149


		150


		151


		152


		153


		154


		155


		156


		157


		158


		159


		160


		161


		162


		163


		164


		165


		166


		167


		168


		169


		170


		171


		172


		173


		174


		175


		176


		177


		178


		179


		180


		181


		182


		183


		184


		185


		186


		187


		188


		189


		190


		191


		192


		193


		194


		195


		196


		197


		198


		199


		200


		201


		202


		203


		204


		205


		206


		207


		208


		209


		210


		211


		212


		213


		214


		215


		216








OEBPS/e9781982196752/fonts/CrimsonText-Italic.ttf


OEBPS/e9781982196752/fonts/BodoniModa_18pt-Bold.ttf


OEBPS/e9781982196752/fonts/CrimsonText-Bold.ttf


OEBPS/e9781982196752/fonts/LeagueGothic-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781982196752/fonts/Raleway-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781982196752/images/9781982196752.jpg
LAST ACTS

e

OVE

“Honest, high-wire, virtuosic writing.” —_GEORGE SAUNDERS :

ALEXANDER SAMMARTING





OEBPS/e9781982196752/images/title.jpg
LAST ACTS

A NOVEL

ALEXANDER SAMMARTINO

RRRRRRRR





OEBPS/e9781982196752/fonts/SourceSerifPro-Regular.ttf


