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        For a while there, it really looked like Ricky had it made. He’d ditched his old life, cleaned himself up, and landed a good job with decent pay.

      

        

      
        No more busting heads for his father’s crew.

      

        

      
        But then one day, while Ricky watches from the safety of his rooftop across the Hudson River, two planes hit two office buildings.

      

        

      
        Now Ricky’s life, and the life of a nation, is in shambles.

      

        

      
        A tale of redemption lost.
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            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      “You got a bathroom here?”

      Jimmy’s frantic. Old guy, late seventies. Capillaries rippling through his face. His eyes are wild, his body trembles. He reminds Ricky of dogs who are about to take a shit on the carpet. Ricky steps out of the doorway of the brownstone and points to the door of his own apartment.

      “Right in there. On the left. Go.”

      Jimmy mutters his thanks as he runs.

      Ricky steps out of the threshold and onto the stoop. He’s wearing sweatpants and a threadbare T-shirt. Tall, early fifties. Good muscles on his arms; the abs not so much anymore. He looks down the street. Across the road, where the old farts congregate at the Napoleon Club, a guy in aviators looks up at Ricky from the sidewalk, chuckling at him.

      “What’s a matter,” Ricky says. “You don’t have a bathroom down there?”

      The guy’s got his hands in the back of his pants, as if propping up his spine. “We don’t bother with that fuck.” He shifts one of his hands and winces. “Fucking crybaby. It’s his penis. Got prostrate trouble. Everybody’s got it. I should cry for him?”

      He goes in the club, still laughing.

      Ricky stands on the porch. Parked in front of his apartment house is Jimmy’s truck, crammed full of junk. Out-of-whack screens. A boiler. Radiators. Tire rims. Lengths of pipe. All of it rusted out and looking like they’ve been wrenched with great effort from wherever they were once installed.

      When Jimmy comes out of the apartment, he’s hiding his eyes. Far as Ricky can remember, Jimmy was always a shambling sort. Used to make low-level runs for Ricky’s father, back when Ricky’s father was doing the things that got him his bunk in Rahway. Things Ricky’s mother doesn’t talk about now that the old man is gone.

      Jimmy looks ashamed. Drops of piss on his blue work pants.

      “Jimmy, what do you get for scrap these days?”

      “Not enough,” he says.

      Which seems to remind him. Jimmy carefully inspects the trash bins in front of Ricky’s place. He extracts what looks like four lengths of powder-coated gray pipe out of a blue plastic bin, which is stenciled with the words, HOBOKEN RECYCLES. The tips are fitted with adjustable plastic discs. Ricky pegs them immediately as the legs to some cheap-ass Ikea computer desk.

      “You need this?” Jimmy says.

      It’s in the fucking trash. And there are ten apartments in Ricky’s building.

      Ricky shakes his head.

      Jimmy drags the legs along the sidewalk and dumps them in back of the truck. Loud clanging.

      Jimmy gets in the truck and takes a while, breathing.

      “Don’t get old,” he tells Ricky.

      Then he tug, tug, tugs on the truck door until it pops with a screech and slams shut. And drives away.
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      You can waste a lot of time in the morning, and this is what he does most days. Putters around the apartment, fusses with the coffeemaker and lingers over scrambled eggs and bacon, watching the morning news, taking a long crap and an even longer shower.

      A few months back he was sick at home with the flu when they announced the planes had hit the towers. A horrible fucking thing happening just across the river from Ricky’s place. Ricky sat the whole time in front of the tube, disbelieving. He’d tried to call some of the guys he knew at Aldo’s security firm. Guys he drove for. Guys he was supposed to see today. But no luck—he couldn’t get a line out. When they announced one of the towers had fallen, Ricky didn’t believe it. He ran out the back door onto the fire escape and up to the roof. Stood there on the gray sheathing and watched the stinking smoke across the river. He could only make out one tower. And then, right before his eyes, no tower at all.

      He’s been at a loss since. Now, sure, he can go to the library to use the computers, spend time surfing the web, work on his resume, and upload it to the various sites he learned about in the seminar last week about finding work in the digital age. But he isn’t going to do a lick of that shit.

      No—all he has to do is make one call once a week to the unemployment hotline, type in some numbers, and he’ll have drink money for the week. On top of that, he has some savings. He has some contacts. Bouncer work. Bodyguard work. He even has an offer to lead classes on office place security from the very same outfit that’s giving classes on finding a job in the digital workplace.

      In other words, Ricky has options. This is what he keeps reminding himself.

      But right now, his personal feeling is that the digital workplace can suck his left nut.

      When the phone rings, he ignores it.

      His heart isn’t in it. He doesn’t feel it. He is not going to come along nicely. He is not going to be one of those go-getters. The truth is, in spite of the bread he’s pulled in for sixteen years working on Wall Street, driving around shitheel suits and allegedly keeping them safe, he always knew that he owed his success to being in the right place at the right time.

      Aldo had known his father from his days in the Boke. Aldo had gone straight. Aldo had been sentimental enough to pull others after him, and all Ricky had had to do sixteen years ago was say yes to a cushy job that got him off the streets of the Boke around the time his brother went inside.

      But now Aldo and most of his guys were among the missing.

      Ricky knows other firms are hiring. Jesus, everyone right now is beefing up their security. He could certainly apply, but they’ll want to do a background check. They’ll want him to be bonded. He didn’t have to jump such hoops for Aldo. Ricky could theoretically jump them now, but he doesn’t know if he can risk having anyone find out about his father and brother. They’ll never find anything on him, because in spite of all the things he’d pulled for his father, Ricky has no record.

      When he lets himself get down, he feels somewhat fucked. What the hell is he going to do? Does he have anything he can put on a resume like the suits who’ve been displaced? He does not. Is there anyone in the big town who will vouch for him? There is not. So now all Ricky wants to do is sack the fuck out.

      Around 11:30, close to lunchtime but not quite, he heads down to Moran’s at the top of Church Square Park. Paul stops whatever he’s doing behind the bar and comes over to shake his hand and ask about his family. See? Respect.

      He doesn’t know what to say sometimes. His father is dead. His mother is close. His brother is inside. His sister, who gives a fuck. No, he’s the only one left in the Boke, the only one anyone remembers of that fine lineage.

      “You eating or drinking?” Paul says, though he knows the answer.

      He pours off a pint and sets it front of Ricky with a shot. And leaves the bottle there too.

      The day warms up. Paul puts SportsCenter on. The lunch crowd is light, as usual. Ricky washes the lunch special down with more boilermakers.

      He hasn’t drunk like this in years. Not since the days when he was bouncing. He’d get off shift and hit the industry bars. Aldo had pulled him out of one of those places, straightened him out.

      Those days are gone, and Aldo’s gone with them.

      Close to four, when the yuppie pieces of shit start streaming in, Paul asks, “How we doing?”

      Ricky feels like sleeping right here on the bar. But he can’t do that to Paul. It would embarrass them both.

      “Let’s us wait a bit.”

      “Water?”

      He nods.

      The water comes. Fucking beautiful.

      He is sitting waiting when Sal comes in with the delivery.

      “Rick,” he says, “how you doing? Heard you were hanging here.”

      “Oh,” Ricky says, “who told you?”

      See, right there? That’s proof you’ve gone soft. Who gives a fuck where he’s heard it?

      The guy sits. Gets himself a ginger ale. Off the juice but on the sweets.

      “My father said he heard you were out of work, maybe you’re looking to pick up a few hours. Like the old days. No disrespect, we just thought it would be nice to have you there.”

      Ricky looks at Sal. Jesus, he’s getting fat. You don’t see it in yourself, but you see it in your friends, in the ones you came up with.

      “I’m out of the other business,” Ricky tells him. “I have no intention of reclaiming that, you understand?”

      “I wasn’t asking about that, Rick.”

      “But if anyone asks, that’s what you tell them.”

      “We were just talking about you coming and help us out with the deliveries.”

      “Cutting meat?”

      “No one cuts meat anymore, Rick. Things have changed.”

      Once, the Boke had its own slaughterhouses. The cattle that weren’t butchered here were shipped across the river to the big town to meet their doom in the meatpacking district. Beautiful fucking days they were, but no one in Sal’s family remembers those days but his grandfather, whose nerves are shot so bad now that he can’t carve a hamburger sitting on his plate.

      “Now everything comes to us boxed,” Sal tells him. “We apportion it out according to the orders. Once in a while, if a customer orders something special, we have to cut it. But pretty much it’s loading the trucks and doing the deliveries to restaurants. The supermarkets have their own sources now, God fuck ’em.”

      Ricky’s touched by the offer. He really is. But he doesn’t want to say anything. He never liked working all day in a fridge.

      Neither does

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Back to the Boke
      


      		
        Also by Joseph D’Agnese
      


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        I. Back to the Boke
        
          		
            Chapter 1
          


          		
            Chapter 2
          


          		
            Chapter 3
          


          		
            Chapter 4
          


          		
            Chapter 5
          


          		
            Chapter 6
          


        


      


      		
        Request from the Author
      


      		
        II. Bonus Content
        
          		
            Excerpt of THE MARSHAL OF THE BORGO
          


          		
            Chapter 1
          


          		
            Chapter 2
          


          		
            Chapter 3
          


        


      


      		
        About the Author
      


      		
        Copyright
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Also by Joseph D’Agnese


      		Title Page


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		About the Author


      		Copyright


    


  



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/nutgraf-logo-high-resolution-as-delivered-goonwrite-copy.jpg





OEBPS/images/back-to-the-boke_ebook.jpg
to the

BOK

Stories by

Joseph D'Agnese







