

    
        
          A Golden Weekend

        

        
        
          Larry Carello

        

        
          Published by Larry Carello, 2026.

        

    


A Golden Weekend 

Larry Carello 

Copyright © 2008 by Larry Carello 

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means without written permission from the author, except by a reviewer who wishes to quote brief passages in connection with a review written for inclusion in a broadcast, magazine, newspaper, or other media. 

Contact the author at www.LarryCarello.com

ISBN: 978-0-9802284-0-3 

Cover and interior design and layout by Lee Lewis Walsh, Words Plus Design, www.wordsplusdesign.com 

Printed in the United States of America 


For my wife 




Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Fifteen

Chapter Sixteen

Chapter Seventeen

Chapter Eighteen

Chapter Nineteen

Chapter Twenty

Chapter Twenty-one

Chapter Twenty-two

Chapter Twenty-three

Chapter Twenty-four

Chapter Twenty-five

Chapter Twenty-six

Chapter Twenty-seven

Chapter Twenty-eight

Chapter Twenty-nine

Chapter Thirty



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    For my wife

      

    

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One

[image: ]


This was the part of the day that the boys hated most. It was bad enough that the weather was cold and windy — February in Upstate New York when people ask themselves if winter will ever end — but on top of that was the wet factor. Dickie and Donny tried desperately but could never steady the big trashcan full of water enough to avoid getting soaked. As they sat in the bed of the old pickup truck, it felt as if they were driving all the way to Buffalo and not the mile and a half to work. Their father, Mel, did his best to keep a steady hand on the wheel, but it didn’t mater. The water just kept sloshing out. 

“Do you think he’ll ever buy a new one with a lid?” asked Dickie. 

“I doubt it,” replied his older brother. 

The green plastic can had been around since the boys could remember and its sole function on the planet was to transport water from their home to the family’s business to make coffee and orange drink. Dickie and Donny went along with the program obligingly, though, because they knew Mel would reward them with a five dollar bill at the end of the workday. If they were lucky, the eatery would take in thirty to forty dollars today selling hot dogs, hamburgers, and fries to the Sunday drivers making their way to Indian Lake. Money garnered today would serve as the family’s main source of income for the week, then next Sunday the trash can would be filled again and off they would go. 

Despite the temperature, the lake still attracted visitors, providing an abundant source of entertainment. Ice fishermen huddled over tip-ups and people skated on hand shoveled rinks. During exceptionally cold winters when the ice reached an extra thickness, amateur stock car racers would pool together, plow off a large oval track and ply their skills slipping, sliding and crash their jalopies into snowbanks. Man’s natural attraction to water could not be deterred. In liquid state or frozen, the lake was still a magnet. 

As they drove slowly down the narrow road, Donny marveled at the depth of the snow. The wind had formed drifts up over the windows of the unoccupied cottages that lined the shore. It was hard to visualize this stark, barren scene in the summer when it came alive with campers and fun seekers. Right now it looked more like the pictures of Siberia Donny had seen in a National Geographic magazine at school. The miracle of spring, however, was just a month or so away. Then the metamorphosis would start, slowly at first, but with undeniable force, the ice covering the lake would begin to break up. Wind would propel massive chunks onto the shore as nature’s power transformed the frozen plain into an ever-moving body of water. 

Mel drove cautiously, not only to help the boys steady the water bucket, but also because the road was covered in ice. A strong west wind pounded the right side of the vehicle causing its rear end to skid and weathervane to the left if he went too fast. Looking in the rear view mirror he saw his two sons, their soaked gloves clamped firmly on the rim of the bucket. 

“You guys all right?” Mel hollered out the window to the boys. 

“Yeah,” they answered in unison. “Just get us there, Dad,” Dickie said. 

Although their cold journey would last less than ten minutes, Mel knew how miserable this task was for the kids. He never turned on the truck’s heater for himself, with the boys sitting in back freezing. 

About halfway down Park Avenue they passed Jimmy’s Shoreline Inn. The big white-sided building sat empty and dark, its parking lot unplowed. A sign declaring “Closed for Vacation” was taped to a window. The Shoreline’s owner, Mel’s brother, Jimmy Rosco, and his wife Diane made their pilgrimage to Florida at this time every year. Mel had never been to Florida; in fact the farthest south he had ever traveled was to Central Pennsylvania to visit his aunt. He caught himself daydreaming about how nice it would feel with warm sunshine on his skin instead of the cold drafts that squeezed through the crevices of the truck’s doors and windows. Mel checked on the boys again and saw their parkas and hats covered in snow spray. They were laughing about something. 

One hundred yards from the building, its faded sign’s letters became visible through the blowing snow: Rosco’s Fry Shack. Over time, the small concession stand had gathered a loyal following of customers who craved its old style French fried potatoes. Locals referred to it simply as the Shack. 

Mel eased the truck into a spot by the building where the snow wasn’t so deep, yanked the parking brake lever, and braced himself for wind’s onslaught. 

“OK, guys, let’s go!” Dickie and Donny weren’t strong enough to move the can of water themselves so their dad stepped 

in to help. For a little man, he always amazed the boys with his strength. 

“One, two, three, now!” he ordered. Together, the boys nearly equaled their father’s muscle as they balanced the weight and lifted the can from the truck’s tailgate. Once on the ground it was easier to move as they slid it across the snow and ice surrounding the Shack. 

“Donny, once we get things cooking, take the shovel and ice spud to clear a path so no one falls on their ass, will ya?” Mel asked. 

“OK, Dad,” Donny answered. 

It was always a relief when the weather warmed, sometime in April, and the Shack’s water could be turned on without fear of pipes bursting. That signaled that the green plastic can could be stowed back in the garage for another year. April, however, was still a long two months away. 

Mel unlocked the building’s back door and turned on the lights. The air felt a little warmer once the three of them were inside and protected from the wind. The Shack had been built over fifty years ago. It had changed hands a few times but was always used for the same business: selling greasy food, ice cream, and other carnival chow. In years to come this stuff would be referred to as “junk food,” but in the 1960s it was not such a sin to eat and everyone enjoyed it. 

“Do you think you can mix the orange drink and get it right this time, Donny?” asked Mel. 

“Yeah, I think so,” he replied. Last week Donny had lost his concentration and screwed up the mixture so badly that their first customer spit it out on the sidewalk, where the liquid promptly froze solid. As they unloaded the truck today Donny noticed that the orange blob of ice hadn’t moved. “Four to one water to syrup, right?” Donny asked sheepishly.

“That’s right,” his dad answered, not looking up as he bent over to light the hot dog grill. Dickie had already turned on the deep fryers and was brewing a pot of coffee. The aroma of heat- Ing peanut oil and fresh brewed java filled the small space and continued to warm the air a little. 

The Shack was a two-story, rectangular-shaped building, sixteen by twenty feet in dimension. Built of fir framing and rough-cut knotty pine, it was strictly a fair weather structure, never intended for use in the winter. Removable plywood shutters surrounded its exterior on three sides. In the summer, with all the shutters removed, there was usually a nice breeze coming in from the lake. Today, however, Mel chose to operate in “two shutter mode,” exposing only a small area by the fryers and grill on the east end of the building, downwind. Nothing but a snow covered parking lot stood between the Shack and the lake, allowing the west wind to travel unimpeded for over twenty miles across the frozen surface before striking the building. 

Mel unlatched the first of the two big shutters, ducking his head to lessen the sting of snow pellets against his face. By combining strength, crude aerodynamics and timing, he successfully maneuvered the shutters off and anchored them in a snowbank next to the building. The fryers were hot and the grills were ready for cooking as Mel stomped the snow off his boots and walked back inside. 

Donny finished pouring syrup into the drink machine. The contraption reminded him of a spaceman’s helmet like the ones he saw in the movies, its large glass globe perched at eye level. Satisfied that the blend was right, he turned on the machine and watched the orange concoction squirt out from a rotating sprayer inside the globe. In a few minutes the beverage would be mixed and ready to serve. 

“Where is everybody?” Dickie whispered to his brother.  

“I don’t know, probably just getting out of church,” said Donny as he tied on his apron. Mel carried a bag of potatoes in from the truck as the boys hovered over the grills struggling to stay warm. 

The time was 12:15 p.m. on a February Sunday and the Rosco family was ready for business. 
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“Jimmy, where the hell is my Coppertone?” Diane Rosco shouted. Jimmy looked at his watch. It was only 10:30. His wife was up earlier than normal and anxious to get a prime spot on the beach for sunbathing. The three weeks she and Jimmy were spending in Florida came as a welcome relief from the New York State winter. With only a couple days of vacation left, Diane was determined to catch every available sun ray and go back home as tanned as possible. 

“I think you left it in the car yesterday,” answered her husband. Diane was tearing up a pile of unfolded laundry with the determination of a hungry cat pawing through a leaf pile after a mouse. Jimmy took it all in stride. He was accustomed to helping her find lost items after a drinking binge and last night was one to remember. Diane had slammed down seven drinks at the tiki bar and passed out on the ride back to the motel. During the drive, Jimmy had prayed that there wouldn’t be hell to pay in the morning as there usually was with his wife. His marriage to Diane could be described in one word: stormy. Even when sober, Diane was a handful and he didn’t have the patience to ride the emotional roller coaster with her today. 

Just take your bag full of junk and get the hell out of here, Jimmy thought. Once she was out the door, he planned to spend the day drifting around Daytona Beach checking out activity at the various businesses along highway A1A. Diane could fry on the sand for all he cared. Jimmy never could relax enough to sit idly sunbathing. Sure, he might read a book or newspaper, but that didn’t interest him much either. He would rather occupy himself looking for new entrees to expand the menu at his restaurant up north. There was a new place a half hour up the highway that he wanted to try for lunch. A hotel desk clerk had told him they served a delicious Hawaiian style chicken plate and he was eager to go out and sample the meal for himself. 

“Have a good day, Diane,” Jimmy said as he grabbed his car keys off the dresser. Diane was already heading out the door with an over-stuffed beach bag slung over her shoulder. After locating another bottle of lotion in her makeup case, she had calmed down a bit. 

“See you at happy hour,” she mumbled. An unfiltered cigarette hung from her chapped lips. 

Jimmy Rosco had married Diane Draper shortly after returning from his service in the Navy. Oh, they had some good times during their early years together and she was an adequate mother to their son Freddy. For the last several years, however, her constant whining about not having enough money was wearing him down. What the hell does she want, anyways? he wondered. He ran the best restaurant within twenty miles of Woodland Beach and it was rare when she didn’t get what she wanted — a new Cadillac every two years, the nicest clothes and even a maid. Lucky for her I’m a workaholic and not like Mel, Jimmy thought. How could Mel’s wife Rita stand living with that guy? Mel barely got by financially but somehow everyone in his family always seemed happy. They all volunteered to work at the Shack during the summer season and never complained. Getting Diane and his son Freddy to show an ounce of interest in his business was like pulling teeth. It didn’t really matter though. Jimmy Rosco had concluded a long time ago that the harder he worked, the more money he would earn and that would be his ticket to happiness. Although, so far in his life, this plan wasn’t working so well. 

As he drove his El Dorado out the hotel parking lot, Jimmy glanced toward the ocean and saw Diane strutting down the side- walk on her way to the shore. He shook his head at the sight of her bronzed, rail-thin body wrapped in a short white robe. By now a long stretch of ash hung on the end of her cigarette. Jimmy turned on the car radio and searched for the news. 

“Good morning, Mrs. Rosco!” chimed the cabana boy. The day Diane and Jimmy had arrived, she had tipped the kid five bucks. Now, two and a half weeks later, he still charged up to meet her and offer his services. She never bothered to learn his name and simply grunted, “Hi, how are ya,” not really caring to hear his answer. 

“Front row, close to the water, OK?” the young Cuban asked. 

“Yup, the usual,” she answered. Diane followed him to a long wooden chaise lounge. The boy took a towel from his shoulder and dusted some sand from the chair. She handed him a dollar, he thanked her and ran back to his station to greet the next hotel guest. 

For the next six hours Diane would bake in the sun reading a romance novel while her husband cruised A1A. 

“Freddy, please stop playing those drums and come to dinner!” begged Rosa. God, how she wished this week would be over. Babysitting her fourteen-year-old grandson was too much for her this year. Freddy was an obnoxious kid used to always getting his way. Jimmy and Diane showered him with every gadget, toy, and gizmo, and the drum set they had given him for Christmas had proven to be one of his favorite diversions. In fact, Rosa was surprised he was still interested in playing and hadn’t tossed it aside like he normally did when bored with a new gift. He’d been banging on his drums constantly since getting home from school. 

“Take it easy, Grandma, I’ll be there when I’m ready,” Freddy yelled back. 

Freddy had dropped his books on the kitchen table and immediately sat down to an after-school snack. With his grandmother in the living room watching television, he was able to sneak a huge slice from a coconut cream pie, chasing it down with a tall glass of milk. Sated, at least for the time being, Freddy had retreated to his room to practice the drum solo from the surfing song “Wipeout.” He was proud of himself for nearly mastering the twenty-second riff over the last couple weeks. After an hour and a half of playing drums and then watching cartoons, Rosa called him to dinner. He ignored her for a moment, then his grandmother called him again, this time baiting the hook to more effectively make her point. 

“Freddy, I cooked that pasta and sausage dish you like so much,” she pleaded. 

“OK, I’ll be right there,” he answered. The mere mention of pasta or sausage always made his mouth water. 

His schoolmates had christened him Fat Freddy when he was in the third grade. That nickname infuriated him and, seeing his reaction, naturally everyone just kept it up. The angrier Freddy got, the more ammo his schoolmates found to torment him. 

Rosa wondered how the boys she had raised could have such different lives and such opposite families. Jimmy and Diane craved all the material things that life had to offer, while Mel and Rita seemed content to just get by. And their children were vastly different as well. Mel’s oldest child Sylvia could be a handful with her boy-craziness; the young boys had started lining up for her attention before she was twelve. Rosa prayed that the young beauty, now sixteen, would at least make it through high school before getting pregnant. The girl was gorgeous and she knew it. But despite her flirtatiousness, you could not help but love her, thought Rosa. She was kind and friendly, just like Mel’s boys Donny and Dickie. Freddy, on the other hand, was a royal pain in the ass. 

“Would you like some milk with your dinner?” Rosa asked. 

“Only if you put some chocolate syrup in the glass, too,” demanded Freddy. “When are Mom and Dad getting back from Florida?” Spaghetti sauce dripped down from both corners of his mouth. 

“Friday night, Freddy. Two more days,” Rosa answered. 

“Great!” Freddy sat up straighter in his chair and smiled. “Dad promised he would take me shopping for a minibike when he got back.” Rosa visualized this rotund, two hundred and fifteen pound kid scooting around on a small, motorized bike. It reminded her of something she’d seen at the circus as a kid when the clowns would ride around the tent on tiny trikes. She chuckled to herself and asked the Lord’s forgiveness for privately making fun of her own grandson. She hoped that Freddy would find direction and purpose in his life and every night she said a prayer for him. In the meantime, though, he seemed content to just eat, sleep, and play with all the junk his parents bestowed upon him. 

It was an annual ritual for Rosa to babysit Freddy when his parents closed down their restaurant and went south. This favor was the least that she could do for Jimmy after he had paid off the house she lived in across town. She knew it was the right thing to do, watching over Jimmy’s only child, but enough was enough! Freddy Rosco could wear down the patience of a saint. 

“Grandma, we’re out of grated cheese!” whined Freddy. 

“No, we’re not. I’ll get some more from the pantry,” Rosa said. She sighed as she stood up from the table. Only two more days and she could return to the peace and quiet of her own place. After Friday, Freddy would be someone else’s problem. 
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The winter gray gave way to warm sunlight and life at the Beach marched on for the Rosco families. Mel, Rita and the kids managed to make about four hundred dollars over the winter from the Shack opening a few hours on Sunday afternoons. It was enough to pay the bills and buy food to tide them over until “the season.” There were many dinners created from leftover hotdogs and hamburger patties: pasta with sliced hotdogs and everything imaginable from the ground meat. Mealtimes were always the same, though — a time to eat and discuss the day’s events like most families do. Mel rarely spoke much around the dinner table, allowing instead for Rita to lead the course of discussion. 

“Sylvia, I’ll help you hem that skirt after dinner if you’d like,” said Rita. 

“OK, Mom, if you have the time,” replied Sylvia. This was Rita’s way of ensuring that Sylvia didn’t raise her hemline a little too far for school standards as was the trend. The school principal had already called Rita twice to complain about it and she felt embarrassed at having to talk to the man again. The young women were in competition, showing off their thighs to the boys, and in Sylvia’s case she had a great set of pipes. No problem, though, because if Mom was too conservative with her needle and thread, Sylvia knew that she and her girlfriends could make it right with a few safety pins and scotch tape in the girls’ restroom between classes. 

“How are those model cars coming, boys?” Rita asked. 

“Mine’s almost done,” boasted Dickie, “but Donny hasn’t started his yet.” Donny and Dickie would normally take two of their five dollars earned at the Shack and buy a model car to assemble. They had their own private collection of coupes, dragsters, and pickup trucks. There wasn’t much worth watching on television and after the homework was done, this was how they passed the time. Mel and Rita had done their best with their little family and they both wanted their kids would go to college and find a better life than they all had now. The odds were against that, however. Kids from Woodland Beach rarely went past high school and about half the town’s residents were dropouts. 

School would let out in two weeks and the season would be in full swing on the lake. Campers would descend from all directions to grab some relaxation and time away from their drab routines. Mel opened the Shack for business every day between Memorial Day and Labor Day. Those ten weeks were the time to “make his nut,” as he would say. The bank had been pretty good about carrying his loans through the lean winter months, but now it was time for him to catch up. As much as everyone liked Mel, business was business. The bank vice president had personally called him in May, stating that the bank would give him and Rita until October to bring their mortgages up to date. After that, foreclosure seemed the only option. Weather, the economy, and just plain luck would determine the Rosco’s financial fate. 

Despite his brother being one of the wealthiest men in town, Mel had decided long ago to never ask him for so much as a nickel. 

At the same time, things could not have been better for Jimmy and Diane Rosco. The trip to Florida had long since passed, but not without its positive effects. Diane came back up north darkened from the sun’s rays and was able to prance around town for a couple weeks until her tan faded. Her skin would darken again up north, eventually, but it wasn’t the same. Without cabana boys at her call and the smell of the ocean air, Woodland Beach left her a little flat. While Diane had been indulging herself, Jimmy had found a few items to borrow from the Florida restaurant scene and the new Hawaiian chicken plate was an instant hit at the Shoreline. 

Financially speaking, The Shoreline Inn was a real cash cow. Jimmy had recently boosted his bottom line when he finagled a deal with the village to lower his property taxes. By allowing a small corner of his lot to be used as a public right of way to the beach, he had convinced the trustees to lower his tax assessment by twenty percent. Jimmy had the Midas touch when it came to his business. 

“That’s the least we could do for the guy,” concluded one member of the review board. “Look at all the people who come to the Beach to eat at the Shoreline. They spend money at other businesses, too.” The review board was right. The Shoreline was an institution and the only decent place to get a sit down meal at the Beach. 

As Jimmy had left the township hall, a board member had whispered to him, “Jimmy, see what you can do to get Mel to pay his taxes, will you? He’s two years behind.” Jimmy didn’t say a word but simply lowered his head in disgust. Mel is on his own, he thought. If the guy can’t balance his books, then he has no right being in the business. Planning, strategy and hard work, that’s what separates the winners from the losers. 

Jimmy Rosco felt confident; his bank account was flush and he always had his eyes open for another investment. If the Shack went into default, he’d be the first in line to claim the prize. 
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Jimmy Rosco had never cared much for his younger brother Mel. Why bother? he thought. They weren’t really full brothers and they didn’t have a lot in common, other than the fact that they shared the same father. 

Frank Rosco had been an old-school type of guy who made money with his hands; construction, machinery, whatever it was, Frank Rosco could usually build or repair it. He took extra shifts at the silverware plant and always had a few side jobs going around town. Frank never let his lack of formal education hold him back: he was a go-getter. 

Jimmy’s first memories of his father were of him working in the garage after dinner. Frank would put in a full day at the plant, spend a half hour eating with Rosa and his son, and then head out to his shop. Locals knew that Frank had “good hands.” The tasks that most folks lacked either the knowledge or time to do were what kept Frank busy. He couldn’t count the number of window screens he had replaced, bookshelves he had hung, or car mufflers he had repaired. In the end it didn’t matter what the work was, the result was always the same: more cash in his pocket.  

Occasionally, Frank let Jimmy help by fetching a tool or sweeping the garage floor. Once in a blue moon he took his son with him to a job site. Jimmy always waited patiently in the car, not wanting to get in the way while his dad worked. Even if only for small scraps of time, Jimmy loved being around his father. 

Young Jimmy took on many of Frank’s mannerisms. He saw how much emphasis his father put on hard work and tried as a child to mimic his workaholic methods. There was always plenty of work for those who hustled, he surmised. Whether he was rummaging for discarded glass bottles or shoveling a neighbor’s driveway, Jimmy Rosco always found a way to make money. 

Jimmy was eight years old when Mel came into his life. Happy as an only child, he consumed most of his mother’s affection and what little his father saw fit to throw his way. All Rosa wanted out of life was a safe and loving home, but Frank had other ideas. He was convinced that the lone solution to his family’s happiness was more money, when in fact the answer was much simpler. A walk in the park, an easy conversation around the kitchen table, this was all it would have taken to satisfy his family, but Frank could never see it that way. Instead, it was easier to just bolt out of bed every morning and work until he was ready to drop. Rosa tried to reason with her husband but Frank only dug in his heels and worked harder. Sometimes he wouldn’t come home at night. The spark that he and Rosa had felt as teenage newlyweds faded and life became colorless. 

It was not a total surprise to Rosa when Frank, exhausted, finally broke down one night. He admitted that he’d had an affair with a bar maid at one of the watering holes near the silverware plant. In his mind, the indiscretion was nothing more than a short fling, but it had lasted long enough for the young lady to become pregnant. When the girl decided to keep the child, she made it clear that she expected Frank to help support her and the baby. She told Frank that she had no desire to destroy his marriage, but she wasn’t going away, either. For a while, they man- aged to keep their arrangement a secret as Frank struggled to lead a double life and support two families. 

After his confession to Rosa, Frank confronted his mistress and told her he could no longer continue. The girl knew there was no way that she could provide for herself and the baby on a bartender’s pay. She had no family in the area to help, and the thought of spending life as an unwed mother proved too much for her. In an act of desperation, she abandoned the young boy. 

When little three-year-old Melvin showed up at the Roscos’ doorstep early one June morning, Rosa’s kind and gentle soul took over as she scooped up the crying youngster into her arms. At first she had no idea who he belonged to, but when she turned and saw the pallid look on her husband’s face, Rosa knew the answer. 

Frank attempted to locate Mel’s mother but she had disappeared. No one at the bar knew for sure where she was, either. As Rosa continued to soothe the frightened child, she concluded that turning him over to the authorities would surely sentence him to a life in foster homes. Her faith led her to believe that this might be God’s way of healing the wounds that Frank had created, and maybe having a brother would be good for Jimmy. 

“You’re his father, Frank. His mother has already disregarded him; how can you do the same? What you did was sinful, but turning your back on this little boy now would be even worse,” Rosa pleaded. She put love and compassion above her own selfish pride. If Melvin’s mother ever returned for him that would be fine, but protecting the young boy was the right thing to do now. It didn’t take long for her to decide: she and Frank would keep Mel. 

At first, things went well with a new child in the family. Frank cut back on his work obsession and Rosa began to have hope that maybe everything would work out. Jimmy was distant to his new brother in the beginning but slowly warmed to the idea. A couple years down the road, however, life turned bad again for the Roscos. 

The Great Depression slid its
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