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​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​Inspiration




“In wine there is wisdom, in beer there is freedom, in water there is bacteria.” 

- Benjamin Franklin



“For whoever is lonely there is a tavern.”

- Georg Trakl 



“Alcohol may be man’s worst enemy, but the Bible says love your enemy.” 

- Frank Sinatra



“I drink to make other people more interesting.” 

- Ernest Hemingway
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​Prologue – How It All Began
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Upward Bound, a tavern, bar, pub, taphouse, has a history filled with stories. The marks of history can be found throughout the building, from the original block in the foundation to the many changes that have helped the pub grow. In different areas, over the years, there were additions and modifications to the building and its surroundings to accommodate the evolution of the business, its styles and clientele, all to stay in business. 

The small building started with a dirt-wall, closed-off cellar. It was dug into the cold ground to accommodate the storage of liquor, beer kegs, and other supplies. Keeping cold liquids there helped reduce the need for refrigeration and the demand for ice machines and coolers. 

The bar was built in a square shape with the register on an island in the center, surrounded by liquor bottles and a two-foot walking space that was encompassed by the bar. Equipment and supplies hang on the inside, and bar stools sit around the outside. 

Not only did the construction of Upward Bound change over time, so did the owners and its clientele. The first owner, Giovanni Bellucci, originally built the bar in 1898. However, construction moved slowly; Giovanni knew what he wanted and wouldn’t accept what was being presented to him. He demanded that it be built his way. It took until 1901 before he was content with the architecture and allowed the opening of his café, Prosecco Pub. 

It was very successful at drawing in customers on opening day. The architecture offered a full floor of seating for customers and was even large enough to accommodate some standing customers. 

The walls were sparsely decorated with some of Giovanni’s belongings that he and his wife, Savia, brought with them from Italy. Over the years, new decorations were added from projects by Giovanni and his kids; eventually, Prosecco Pub became a very beautiful “Little Italy” decorated with the family’s items.

Prosecco Pub specialized in Veneto sparkling white wine originating from the northeastern parts of Italy. They enjoyed assorted music, from the Italian Opera to modern American Jazz, and Giovanni was thinking of adding a dance floor to the pub until prohibition in 1920 stopped Prosecco Pub’s supplies from arriving on time and, eventually, completely.

Giovanni didn’t expect the block on supplies to last long, and he was stocked up, but when the Depression started, he lost customers due to their loss of employment in the area. He started selling what stock he had left and closed the doors, with the hope that the Depression and prohibition would soon end. Prosecco Pub never re-opened for business, and eventually, the bank took over ownership of the building. 

World War II kickstarted the economy. The Prosecco Pub was put up for bid and sold by the bank at a very cheap price to Alvin Czesław who had big plans in mind. 

The first thing Alvin did was add a small dance floor because he knew dancing was popular, but he also believed it would help make customers sweaty and thirsty. Next, he cemented the walls and floors of the basement; he did not like dirt anything.

Alvin changed the name of Prosecco Pub, opening Bound in 1940. The wood around the bar had rotted from lack of maintenance, so Alvin changed it to a modern, more durable wood; and then he covered the floor with a deep-red, class 33 carpet for the high-traffic areas and laid artificial stones for the bar stool areas. 

The old-fashioned, Italian wall hangings were removed and replaced with modern, loud abstract expressionism with a little obscenity to “liven” the place up. Alvin also had a full-size second floor added to the building for “entertainment” purposes.

Some customers from Prosecco Pub were still around and visited after the opening of Bound, but they noticed the changes quickly, and many turned away when they noticed what it was and that it was no longer a café. The beautiful “Little Italy” was gone, and it was one of the first gay clubs, or “boy bars,” in the area. 

The novelty and lack of competition made Bound very successful for many years. It attracted new people from a large radius looking for a place to have fun freely and openly. However, attracting attention from them also meant attracting attention from the Soviet Blackmail Theory and homophile organizations. 

Alvin actively rebelled with fellow homosexuals for a while. It was a long battle with many rough, dangerous, and destructive threats. Alvin reported the threats, only to surrender and close Bound after too many mornings of coming to open and finding vandalism, obscene spray paintings, and broken windows and furniture. 

Alvin sold Bound in 1972 to Victor Audace. Victor, a worker at a local factory, was looking to get out the monotonous sweat shop and took this as his chance to never have a boss again. He quickly changed the name to Upward Bound, and made other major changes. 

The name change was to state the tavern was moving up and away from what had dragged it down. He converted the “entertainment” area to an apartment he leased out and kept the Italian wine in mind for the cellar when he heard the stories of Prosecco Pub.

The changes started with the removal of the abstract artwork to totally update the club’s demeanor. That art was replaced with modern black and white pictures of popular celebrities like Etta James and Sean Connery, sports icons like Lou Gehrig and Joe DiMaggio, along with people known for good and bad like Al Capone and Joe Gambino, plus the music he enjoyed so much and looked forward to sharing. There were many different popular styles then, so pictures of Roy Orbison, Aretha Franklin, Fats Domino, Chubby Checker, and Jimi Hendrix adorned the walls, while disco and emerging rock-n-roll prevailed along with Victor and Upward Bound, mirroring his new life.

Victor informed his former co-workers from the factory of his progress and about his plans for Upward Bound. Before his last day at the factory, Victor gave each co-worker his signature to use for a free drink at his new place.

Upward Bound drew in the crowds from the bowling alley around the corner both before and after games. Victor’s fellow factory workers did eventually come, and it became a hopping bar featuring unique talent regularly for entertainment. 

Victor’s large, solid frame, balding head, and boxer’s broken nose kept things calm for the first eleven years. People respected him out of fear due to his size, and although it was never mentioned, the mafia was always a thought in the back of people’s minds so they behaved. Then things changed – fast.

Victor was not the only one that never thought the factory would close, but when it did, it was devastating to the entire city. People didn’t stop for a beer after work anymore, and there were suddenly families with no income or little income, so fun was the first thing cut from their life. They quit going out dancing on the weekends, and within months, the large bowling alley shut down too, which lead to less traffic passing by Upward Bound.

For another fifteen years, Victor tried everything he could think of to make money. Upward Bound had times of being a party place for the young, who just became legal, and that became too difficult to maintain due to the number of attempted under-age sneak-ins. He had tried headers and bikers for years, but brawls became too frequent, and he was getting too old to break them up. He tried female dancers, which made great money, but he had to pay for additional bouncers and was lucky to break even. He tried everything he could think of to no avail.

Then, DWI laws tightened, which made sales even slower. Shortly after, Victor received a diabetes diagnosis. He struggled with the changes to his eating habits and would fall asleep at the bar. It forced him to finally close the doors. 

Upward Bound was his life, so he vowed to re-open it, but only if the new owner would work with him and keep progressing. It was for sale for many years because he never approved of the potential new owners and their ideas or suggested changes. 

Victor passed away before a sale or even a lease could be agreed upon – but it would re-open, whether he liked it or not.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

​Chapter 1 – Bar Stools
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As she nears, she sees the large piles of snow along the buried parking lot. She drops the Blazer into 4-wheel drive and slows down as she approaches the two-story stucco building. She slowly pulls into the front parking lot, snow crunching under her tires, as she comes to a stop just before her Blazer’s front tires sink into a pothole. Putting the Blazer in Park, she looks around at the soot-dirty piles of snow. 

With her fine-toned arms laying across the top of the steering wheel and her foot still on the break, she puts her forehead on her arms and releases an enormous sigh. She listens to the radio with her eyes closed, trying unsuccessfully to meditate. She opens her eyes and looks at the first floor. 

It’s white stucco with black shingles placed for decoration on each side of a large window and a full-sized glass door, both newspaper covered. The second floor is fully covered in small, black wooden shingles strategically placed as decoration.

A rusty pole holds what is left of a black-and-white sign with chipped paint and a twisty arrow pointing up. It dangles lopsided from one chain, swaying in the wind. 

From the outside, on a cool cloudy day in March, the building doesn’t look like it’s in too bad of shape, at least not as bad as she had imagined. According to what she read from the attorney and heard from the town board, it had many years of neglect and minimal care due to “circumstances.” 

She continues to look around until the song on the radio stops. She sits up and looks at her dark brown eyes in the rearview mirror. “Vic, what are you getting yourself into?” she says before she turns off the Blazer.

After another sigh, she pulls her long dark brown hair into a bun and walks to the back of the truck, lifts the rear hatch, and drops the tailgate. She climbs in the back and gets the folding ladder, buckets, sponges, towels, and bins full of cleaning solutions and carries them to the cracked and crumbling sidewalk by the front door. 

She carries the ladder to the far side of the parking lot next to the bushes and climbs a few steps with metal clippers in hand. She cuts the piece of chain still holding the rusted, pealing sign and carries it down the ladder. After reaching the pavement, she holds the sign in both hands and stares at it for a moment.

[image: A sign with black text
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Shaking her head, she wipes off most of the cobwebs it has, tosses it in the back of her SUV, and closes the door. She gets the keys from her pocket and starts trying different ones in the lock. Finally, she unlocks the full-size glass door and pushes it in. 

Musty smell fills her nose as she removes the newspapers just over a quarter of a century old taped to the glass on the inside of the door. She feels around the wall in the dark and hits the light switch with the door frame.

“Well, at least the electricity did get turned on.” She rubs her arms looking around for a thermostat as she notices only one bulb of the five on the hanging chandelier with colored bulb covers has come on. 

She turns the heat up and wedges the door open with the bin from the truck. She removes the newspapers on the door and window and throws them in a pile. Wiping the dust from her hands onto her jeans, she gets a couple garbage bags and puts the newspapers in one. Then she makes trips to the back of the SUV, noticing cars slowing down as they go by. 

Once the back is empty, her arms filled with the last load, she walks to the door and removes the wedge. The glass door closes smoothly, but with a loud screech. She puts some WD-40 on the arm and spindles of the door’s hinge before she locks it from the inside and looks at her watch.

She places her hands on her thin hips and looks around the room. She blows loose strands of hair out of her face as she looks ahead, observing the setting. She places her smartphone on the bar and starts the local radio station.

On the left side of the room, there are dark-brown chairs piled on top of old, dark-brown tables. Some are covered with cloth, others just dust. The floor is covered in a red-and-black, textured indoor carpet that looks good in some, lower-traffic spots and torn up in others. It will definitely need to be replaced. Walking along the carpet about thirty feet, it stops and a large Marley floor area starts for about twenty feet, followed by a dark, paneled wall with a door in the center.

Vic picks up a bucket and a couple of the cleaning supplies and walks along the carpet past a set of steps and places the bucket on the lower section of the bar. The bar is a large square with an island in the center containing a cash register, assorted shelves for liquor, and a storage cabinet. 

She walks a little further and then up the second set of steps to the other three sections of the large square and looks around. The carpet is red and black and somewhat ripped up. The entire surface of the bar is a large black square. On the inside of the bar there is a lower lip for coasters, bar mats, towels, and tips. The entire surface appears fairly smooth, but the dust is so thick it’s hard to tell if it has any spots that will need repairs.

She walks past five dusty, torn, and cracked bar stools and stops, looking at the entrance for getting behind the bar. She tries to lift the flat, two-foot section of wood, but it won’t move. She places the cleaning supplies on the floor and feels around underneath, then bends to look under the section where she finds a slider lock. She slides the lock and flips the bar up and leans it against the wall. 

She walks past the island cash register in the center to the far side and reaches for the wall on the right side of the cooler to turn on all the switches for the rest of the lights throughout. She looks at her watch again; seeing time is closing in, she looks to the back door in the wall-mounted mirror and exits from behind the bar. 

Observing which light bulbs need replacements, she walks past the seats along the entrance side of the bar, turns left, and walks past the two restrooms to the back door. She unlocks the full-size glass door that looks out at the still empty, larger parking lot with even bigger potholes.

Shaking her head, she walks back behind the bar and lets the water run, hoping for hot water. In the split sink, she fills one side with lemon disinfectant soap and, eventually, hot water. Then she gets a bucket of hot water from the other side and removes the wrappers from the new mop, paper towels, and sponges and tosses them in the garbage bag from the box she brought in while she waits for the water to cool a bit. 

She bounces to the beat of a song on the radio as she changes twelve light bulbs in the ceiling’s colored globes, then walks outside to get a pen and paper from her Blazer. She writes light bulbs on the pad and leaves the list at the bar flip-up as she wrings out a large wad of paper towels and starts the first round of wiping the bar down to remove the first layer of dust. 

The dust was so thick that she goes through an entire roll of paper towels before she gets a sponge. She douses the sponge in soapy water and wrings it out a couple times before she wipes the entire bar. She takes a deep breath enjoying the smell of lemons, somewhat hiding the smell of dust and stale air. Now to get it so her sneakers are no longer sticking to the floor. 

After a couple rounds of mopping and changing the water, she looks in the alcohol trays and decides it would be easier to unscrew all of them and let them soak in a tub. She goes out the front door to her Blazer to grab her toolkit and power drill, but as she returns and goes behind the bar, in the corner of the mirror, she sees movement out back.

She quickly grabs the drill and a screw bit. As she walks to the back door, she removes a flathead drill bit and adds the Phillips head bit, and she hits the button to see that it’s charged enough. 

Two men dressed in matching blue coveralls are approaching the door; one holding a small device, the other getting a cigarette and lighter from his pocket. When they get close, one stops to light his cigarette; the other stops and pushes buttons on the device in his hand and then pulls open the door.

“Whoa,” he says as he jumps back from her, closer to the door, with the drill upright in her hand. Once his eyes adjust to the dark, he says, “I’m Dave from LoungeLux. We’re here with a delivery for... a...” He pauses again as he tries to make out how to pronounce her name. “Mr. Vic Awdase or Awdise or maybe Adack?” He flips the device for her to see it. “Is he here?”

Vic shakes her head as she takes the device, reads the information stating LoungeLux has the bar stools she ordered here for delivery. She sees a large X next to a small line at the bottom of a screen. She uses the eSignature pen and signs on the line and hands both back to Dave.

He takes it back and looks at the signature, shaking his head, he places the eSign on the bar and heads for the back door. His partner drops his cigarette, steps on it, and picks up the large piece of cinderblock leaning against the building to wedge open the door, and they walk towards the big moving truck. 

Dave and the smoker talk for a minute and climb into the back of the large truck, eventually sliding out a ramp. They each exit with a large box on a dolly from the truck, roll the boxes down the ramp, across the parking lot, dodging potholes, and through the back door. 

Vic moves away from the door, goes behind the bar, and writes on the list to pick up more disinfectant to soak the alcohol trays in her tub. She uses the drill to take them apart into smaller sections. As she gets to the far corner, straight ahead from the entrance closest to the front door, she catches a glimpse of something shiny. Flashing her cell phone light into the corner under the bar, she smiles as she pulls out an old metal baseball bat. She flips it in her hands looking at how old and rusty it is, stopping when she sees movement out of the coroner of her eye.

The guys come through the back door with boxes on the dollies, talking to each other. Seeing Vic looking in their direction, the smoker smiles with a nod to Vic. The other intentionally doesn’t look her way. They put the first two large boxes by a wall, and each rolls their dolly back outside. They return with two more identical boxes with a conversation going on between them as they go back outside. 

Vic takes some pieces of the alcohol tray out to her Blazer and comes back in. She decides to take a closer look at the boxes. She walks over to the first set of boxes brought in and turns one around. Shaking her head, she walks behind the bar, gets a bottle opener, and slices open one box vertically along one side and horizontally across the top and bottom and then opens it like a door. She sighs and closes the door.

When the delivery guys enter with the next two boxes, Vic says, “Take all of these back to the truck.” 

The smoker stops and looks at her, but Dave ignores her and continues to unload.

Vic walks closer to Dave. “I said stop. These are not correct.” 

Once Dave has the box completely off the lift, he stops and looks at Vic. With an arrogant tone, he says, “If Mr. Vic Awdase, or however his name is pronounced, the person that ordered these was here and told me to return them, yes, I could take them back. However, not from you, you only signed for the shipment.” He turns towards the smoker, motioning him to continue.

“We can only take back orders from the person who places the order.” He helps the smoker remove the chair, and they both head to the back door. Dave hollers over his shoulder, “You can call and ask Mr. Awdase to put in a reason for return and they will contact me. If you can get that to happen, then we load them back on the truck and will take them back.” He continues to walk away in disgust. 

Vic looks at him and nods and watches them go out the back door. She counts the boxes, and with the last of the alcohol trays removed, she goes out the front door, returns, and continues to clean the counters, walls, and surfaces. Vic listens to the conversation between them and notices the arrogance in the driver’s step has increased. 

She watches them make more trips with boxes and then notices the smoker pulls out his cigarette and lighter at the drop-off. He heads for the door as the driver walks over to the bar and picks up the eSign.

Vic looks over to the driver and hollers, “Is that the last of the chairs?” 

“Yes, thirty-six to be exact,” the driver replies with an arrogant tone of voice.

“Okay, come here,” Vic replies, motioning him to approach her.

With a look of disgust, Dave motions “one minute” to the smoker and walks over to her.

Vic reaches in her back pocket and puts her driver’s license on the bar in front of him, revealing her picture and name. She points to the name. “I’m Victoria Audace, and my last name is pronounced Aw-daw-chi.” She looks up from the license right into his eyes, and with the same arrogant tone, she says, “Now load all of them chairs back on the truck.”
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​Chapter 2 – So, We Meet!
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Vic walks out the back door to look around the back of the building. One section of the building protrudes about eight feet further than the back door because it contains what at one time was the kitchen. Seeing it’s clear and there isn’t anyone around, she picks up one of the oblongs – thin, dirty, metal pieces of the alcohol tray – and pushes the glass door open with her backside walking out backwards. She puts the dirty tray on the broken blacktop clear of the door and places the piece of cinderblock in front of the door to hold the door open. She walks back inside and grabs the next piece of the tray and leans it against the wall and continues until she gets four dirty trays, and she removes the cinderblock; the door closes behind her. She looks at the pile of old bar stools by the dumpster, reminding her the day did not go as well as she had hoped.

She locks the glass door and looks at the enclosed stairway, knowing there were twelve total. “Six trips with two trays or three trips with four,” she says as she picks up the four trays and starts up the stairway slowly trying to keep them tilted upward and balanced with a tight grip, so none would slide out to tumble back down the stairs. 

After taking a couple steps, she smiles as she hears an excited whining. “I’m coming, Sheeba,” she says as she picks up her pace and tightens her grip until she gets to the platform at the top of the stairs. 

She stands the dirty trays in a corner as she listens to Sheeba’s excitement. “I’m coming, baby,” she says as she reaches into her jeans pocket, unlocks the door, and pushes into the den. She is greeted by her excited collie-shepherd backing up with her tail wagging, waiting patiently.

“There’s my Sheeba,” Vic says as she pushes in the door and grabs the trays and puts her keys back in her pocket. She walks over the threshold with the trays and places them on the floor so she can squat down to Sheeba’s level and pet her beautiful long hair. 

Sheeba is mostly white, with black, tan, and brown spots. Her tail is wagging with joy as she places her chin on Vic’s shoulder, with a tiny high-pitched sound escaping her closed mouth, sending her voice just past Vic’s ear. 

“Do you want to go potty?” Vic asks.

Sheeba steps back and gives her a kiss on the cheek and walks towards the door. 

Vic stands up and slowly walks down the stairs with Sheeba on her heels. When they get to the bottom, Sheeba sits looking up at her, waiting for Vic to connect the pulley that is attached to a tree allowing for a bit of a run for Sheeba. “Let me get the last of the trays upstairs and then we can get ready to go for a walk.” 

Sheeba wags her tail with approval and walks past her into the yard, sniffing around.

Vic goes inside Upward Bound, gets another set of the four trays outside and leans them against the building and goes back in to get the last set of four tray pieces. She picks them up, but here’s a loud sound. “What the...?” She whispers, “You didn’t lock the door when you left,” pissed at herself.

As quietly as possible, she walks across the old, creaky, carpeted floor to the bar entrance and walks to the corner. She grabs the metal baseball bat and stands still, listening but doesn’t hear anything. She tiptoes to the dance floor area and stops to listen, but still nothing. With her ear upward, she questions if she heard anything. 

She walks from the entrance door to the back room where it sounded like the noise came from, and with the bat in her left hand, she opens the door, swinging it fully open and stepping back out of the line of sight to anyone inside. She waits a few seconds, but nothing. 

She wipes the sweat off her brow and takes a couple quiet steps inside the doorway feeling along the wall for the light switch. Staying close to the wall, she finds the light switch, and with the bat in position, she turns on the light, dimly illuminating the room. 

She does a 180 and doesn’t see anything but the dusty, crowded, overpacked room with windows high on the walls for ventilation. It used to be a kitchen, then a storage room, now it looks mostly like a junk room. Next to one of the shelving units lays a box of dirty old bar towels busted open on the floor. 

Vic puts the bat on the floor next to her and looks around to see where it had been. She looks up and sees there’s an open space on the top shelf above the double sink. She loads the towels back in the dilapidated box. 

She looks around the crowded room and finds an extension ladder in a corner. She moves it to the center of the room and starts to stretch it, listening for the click. When she has it long enough, she gives it a good tug to make sure it’s locked and leans it against the wall by the shelf. She picks up the box and steps up the ladder until she can reach the top shelf. 

“What is this?” she says out loud to nobody as she picks up a photo that was face down where the box had been. She flips it over and blows the dust off the picture, then wipes it on her already dirty jeans only to see a male version of herself with an additional hundred pounds of muscle.

“Hi, Dad,” she says to the half-bald, black-haired man with the growling, mustachioed face. His fisted hands rest on his hips, his broad muscular chest showing beneath his white T-shirt and black leather jacket. 

His straight face revealing his “mean face” and enhancing his nose, broken from his adolescent boxing years and time in the Air Force. 

She shakes her head and looks around the room. “Anything else you’re gonna throw at me?” she asks before she crawls down the ladder after placing the box on the shelf. 

She puts the ladder back where she got it from, picks up the baseball bat, turns out the light, and closes the door. 

I need to put the tape and definitely some more cleaning supplies for that room on the list, maybe even a new shelving unit from Amazon. 

She walks across the old dance floor, up the stairs to the bar and puts the baseball bat back in the corner. She stops at the list on the bar and adds box tape, mouse traps, shelves from Amazon, and cleaning supplies to it. She looks at the picture from the top shelf one more time before she places it on the register. With her cell phone, she takes a picture of the picture before she places it on the back of the cash register. 

She checks the front door she knows she locked after getting her license earlier, turns off all the lights, and locks it behind her this time. She walks around the building and drives the Blazer around Upward Bound to the apartment driveway. 

Sheeba greets her with a wagging tail; she’s ready to go upstairs. Vic takes her off the leash and gets the last sets of trays to the door and eventually into the bathroom where she puts the plug in the tub and starts to fill it with only hot water and disinfectant, then the trays. She brushes her hands together wiping the nasty off her hands and looks in the mirror at her disarrayed hair and sighs heavily. Seeing dark circles of the rough day form around her eyes, she stretches her face and splashes it with cold water.

She turns off the hot water in the tub once it is deep enough to cover all the trays. Her stomach growls, and she looks at her Fitbit. Noticing how late it is, she fills Sheeba’s dishes and makes herself a sandwich and takes a seat at the two-seat kitchen table with a beer and her cell phone. 

Before she is done eating, Sheeba runs over to the front door and pulls her leash off the end table and carries it to the kitchen. She sits in front of Vic with the leash dangling from her jaw, her tail thumping on the floor.

“Okay,” Vic says, “give me a minute.”

*****
[image: image]


In the cold, brisk air, in a sparsely inhabited neighborhood, Sheeba walks with a bounce in her step along Vic’s side. The leash hangs loosely between them since they have obtained a steady walking rhythm over the years, during the
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