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HAPPI ES
By Janmes Thacher

Chapter 1:

Charvin never had to choose between |life and death. He
didn’t believe in the out of the body experiences people
t al ked about. That was before the accident.

Drifting above and anchored bel ow. Looking down at
hi msel f, the twi sted body, the dark pavenent, the bright

white crosswalk lines. Atrickle of red blood flow ng from
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his nostrils. A crowd gathering, seven nen and five wonen,
in slow notion. Then in real tinme, the golden retriever
slipped through the crowd, wagging its tail.

“I's this a dreanf Is this real?” Charvin asked
hi nsel f.

And as soon as he asked he knew. He saw every notion.
He heard every sound. He felt every nonent past and
present .

“NO

Charvin lifted a tenpestuous voice fromdeep wthin
hi msel f and without the surrender of a final battle cry
gi ven when the Al m ghty sword plunges the heart and the
body’s | ast breath expels, a voice so powerful with urge
and conviction that denmanded victory and would all ow no
ot her alternative.

“I think he’s alive!” a woman’s voi ce was saying. “ |
t hi nk he’s breathing!”

Charvin heard the wail of sirens off in the distance.
Col d sounds echoi ng between cold city buildings. He felt
the cold city street seeping |ife back into his body.

A warm i ntoxi cant scent of whiskey and tobacco and
stal ed perfune aroused his senses.

“You hang in there now honey. They’'re on the way,” the

woman was saying with her young, soft and alluring voice. A
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war m assuring hand touched his shoul der then stroked his
f or ehead.

Charvin opened his eyes just |ong enough to get a
glinpse of the wasted and ragged and sorrowf ul | ooking
woman knelt down beside himand the golden retriever that
sat next to her.

At that instant the cold light went to warm and bl ack.

* k% *

As a wnter stormraged towards Narragansett Bay, an
hour before the fierce northeastern wi nds rushing out of
Canada and sweepi ng over New Engl and woul d reach
Provi dence, Rhode I|sland, |arge snowfl akes fell downy from
t he dark night.

Angel relaxed outside in the hot tub, trying to catch
a snowfl ake with her tongue. One of the few things she
| oved about winter. She |oved her fur coats and her tight
| eather outfits and all those expensive gifts her clients

gave her over the holidays. She |oved being able to cone in
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fromthe outside cold and into the warm sanctuary of her
cozy and confortable Bristol Bayside hone and snuggle in
t he overstuffed cushions and pillows on the living room
couch and | ook out the wi ndows at the view of the bay and
the northern tip of Prudence Island out in the mddle and
across the five mle stretch to the west shores and away
fromthe harsh cold of her other world.

The nmen and wonen in Angel’s systematic circle, a
circle that she was tutored into, where sex and drug and
al cohol fantasies were the keys that opened forbidden doors
to hidden desires, was a long way fromthe world of the
honel ess child left to fend on her own, fifteen years ago
when t he woman, naned Jane Doe by the Providence Police
Depart ment, had been found naked and bl oated, floating ass
up, as the husky words of the anonynous guy nmaking the
phone call into enmergency dispatch had put it.

“Provi dence Police Departnent. How may | place your
call?”

“Place it anyhow ya want |ady. | just seen sone broad
floatin’ ass up dowmntown in the Providence River. Just
doin’ ny public duty. Lettin ya know Ya know?” The guy
hung up.

Twenty mnutes later Oficer Rego found the body,

flowng in with the tide, when he | ooked down fromthe
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Water Park bridge. The Water Place sidewal k café across the
river, on the other side of the stone throw crossover, was
busy with the usual |aughing and boi sterous crowd.

Music of a solo guitarist filled that warm sunmer’s
night air, mxing with the sweet aroma of marijuana. Rego
was mnutes away from being off duty and out anong the noon
and the city stars when he grabbed his radio fromits belt
hol ster. His three to mdnight shift was about to go into
overti ne.

“Dispatch. This is Oficer Rego on site at Water Park
Located victimin river. Over.”

Angel found out two days later, on her ninth birthday,

that Darley Folcrelli was dead.

* k% *

To a stranger, Happies was just another old dark bar
room No different fromany other dive joint al ong Rhode
Island’s Ccean Drive. The south beach shoreline was a

popul ar getaway fromthe city hustle and bustle for el even
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out of the twelve nonths of the year. A regal paradise for
the ebb of young and old that flocked here, in mgratory
fashion, follow ng the seasons wthin thensel ves that
pushed them al ways in search of the pains and pl easures of
reality and ecstasy.

February cold transformed wild and cagey beachfront
villages into what appeared to be at first glance desol ate
ghost towns of abandoned dreans al ong dead-end roads.

Wth nost of the coll ege students gone hone, or
somewhere warm for w nter break, the seasonal businesses,
resorts, sumrer cottage devel opnents and marinas all shut
down, in hibernation node; only the al nost three hundred
| ocal s remai ned and the usual handful of stragglers that
the locals called strays. It was a wel coned quiet tine of
private rejuvenation

Agai n broken prom ses could relish in new favor

Billy Haplinck’ s place, a hand-ne-down from G anps to
Dad to Son, seened to have al ways been there, a sheltering
har bor for those in need, even before opening its doors
forty years ago when Gam and G anps naned the place
Happi es. Sone pretty wld stories about them good ol d days
and what rebels Gam and G anps were: |ove, peace, drugs,
1969 and all that, are common fol kl ore now. The beachfront

cl am cakes and chowder shack that stood next to the
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Atl antic Beach Anusenent Park and al ong the sout hern Rhode
I sl and sandy shoreline of Msquam cut State Beach was
transforned in 1968 to a rowdy rock n’ roll haven.

Happi es’ huge hand-carved wooden front door was the
first thing that amazed all who entered through it, and had
been ni ck-nanmed the magic bridge during that first grand
openi ng Menorial Day weekend in May of 1969. The intricate
scul pturing was a gift fromWIIliam*®Dances In The Sun
Wodman. A good | uck blessing fromthe nman whose |ife was
saved tw ce by G anps when they served together in the
armed forces and fought in the Viet Nam jungles, side by
side for two years. The gift created in the cerenonial
spirit and custom of the Quanochontaug Indian tribe was a
narration in bas-relief of the forest and all its
i nhabi tants, and inages that cane to WIlliam*Dances In The
Sun’ Wodman, as his enabl ed hands brought forth by divine
gui dance the | ove and respect he felt for all things. Not a
singl e day went by w thout soneone taking notice of the
intricate entry and then turning to wal k towards the rear
gl ass pati o doors that opened out to the east, to the
ocean, to the beach, and stood thankful for the panoram c

views they then held so dear.
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Chapter 2:

Charvi n woke dazed and confused. Renenbered not hi ng.
Hi s half opened eyes were the only parts of himthat he
coul d nmove. Blurred i mages appear ed.

“I's this a bed? A roon? A hospital ?”

A nmenory of a car squealing around the corner, heading
right for him caused himto jolt and set off the alarm
signal. Adrenaline ran through Charvin as he tried to cal
out and to raise his arns to protect hinself. He was not
aware of the tubes in his nmouth, in his arnms, in his groin
or of the male nurse and the femal e nurse rushing into room
108 of the intensive care unit and around to each side of
the bed. The woman reached up and silenced the | oud al arm

“Just a dream son. Just a dream” the man was sayi ng,
“You’ ve been sleeping for quite awhile. How s it | ook over
there Irene?”

The smal|l oriental |ooking man hurried at reinserting
and readjusting the left armtube and strap, checked the

catheter, while on the other side of the bed the younger
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femal e nurse, reached over the stainless steel safety rai
to inspect the right armtube and strap. They were okay.
Charvin read the femal e nurse’s nanetag as she | eaned
over him
“Irene?” he said confused, trying to renmenber where
the pieces of his puzzle fit. “That was her nane.” Her who?
H ghschool ? Grlfriend? “W were going to get married. |
was going to marry every girl | fell in love with., That’s
the trouble with Quanochontaug warriors. W are born |overs
of all things.” Charvin nmunbl ed i ncoherent words.
“I"'malive Irene. I"'malive!” He tried so hard to say.
Irene wi ped the drool and the tears from Charvin's
face as the sedative took himdancing, by the ocean, in the

sand, in the sun.

* k% *

After twenty mnutes in the steam ng hot tub Angel was
cooked. The snow was com ng down fast and hard with the

wi nd pushing its way into the city. Standing up and
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steppi ng out of the steam ng water and onto the snow
covered flat stone patio, her body holding onto the heat,
her feet nelting the soft snow in seconds, Angel stood and
wel comed the wind and the snow and the cold and beckoned
themto beconme her. She wondered why Charvin hadn’t call ed
her yet.

“Tell me how beautiful | amand | will tell you how
| ove you,” she told themall.

Across the yard a light flashed, for just a nonent, as
if sonmeone was taking a quick | ook before stepping from
rocki ng boat to rocky beach. There were four beachfront
homes broken into and burglarized in the |Iast nonth. Sandy
Poi nt residents were on the |ookout for anything or anyone
suspi cious. Authorities said the burglar was a
pr of essi onal .

Angel stepped backward towards the house and into the
basenment, watching for another flick of |light. Maybe it was
nmy i magi nation. \Wat kind of thief would come on a night
like this to a jagged beach wth a ten-foot tall scrag rock
cliff seawal | ? She watched and saw no light. Maybe it was
i ghtning. The basenent ceramc tiled floor sent an ice-
col d shiver through her body.

Making the, “blrrrrrrrr,” 1’m fucking cold, sound with

bl ubbering lips and deciding there was no intruder on the



Thacher / Happies / 11 of 38

wi ndy ragged beach, she went running upstairs to throw on
some warm cl ot hes, thinking that then she would hurry back
down and go outside to cover the Jacuzzi before the storm
got any worse. Halfway up the stairs she added anot her
thing to do to her |ist.

“And don’t forget the fuckin' gun,” she told herself
out | oud. Loud enough for any thief to hear, just in case
one was | i stening.

When she got to the top of the stairs the phone rang

twi ce. Andries’ signal? Charvin?

* k% *

Billy was busy, washing, rinsing, w ping, hanging,
st acki ng beer nugs, w ne gl asses, pitchers, taking an
occasional drag fromthe cigarette he had dangling between
his |ips. Because he waited so | ong between puffs a |ong
ash would fall into the dishwater at every inhale. If he
wasn’t alone the cigarette would be burning unattended in

an ashtray. Sonebody would be telling himthat those things
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are no good for you. Tommy for instance, who just wal ked
in.

“Tormy! How s it goi ng buddy?”

“Hey Billy. Good. Things are good. Gve ne two drafts
and two shots of Brewers. Sanme ole. Hey! Not for nuthin’
but this place snells |ike a god dammed ashtray. | thought
you was quittin’. You of all people should know. ...... ”

“Yeah. Alright. I........ " Some | ady wal ked in the
front door so Billy stopped, shook his head.

Tomry turned around and | ooked at the | ady wal ki ng
t owar ds him

She sat on the barstool next to Tomry. Gave his |eg
her | eft hand squeeze.

“Beer and whi skey. My favorite breakfast,” she said
and sucked them down in one gul p each.

The squeeze whi spered sonething in Tormy’'s ear, stood
up off her stool, wal ked across the dark bar room towards
t he Ladi es bat hroom door, weavi ng her way between the
anti que wooden tables and chairs and pushed the squeaky
hi nged door open.

“So what do you think of that lady, Billy?”

“Classy,” Billy said and went back to finishing up

wi th washing gl asses for a few m nutes.
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Tommy fiddled with his beer glass and gave the place

t he once over, thinking the sane thing he al ways thought
when he stopped by, that the m xed collection of |ocal
Indian artifacts and the one of a kind seven sea’s nauti cal
oddities that adorned every wi ndow, wall and shelf, nade
the joint | ook nore |like a museumthan a drinking
est abl i shnent .

“Met her last night at Shakey Legs,” Tomy said when he
got tired of waiting for Billy to ask.

The Ladi es bat hroom door hi nges squeaked and the
cl assy | ady cane wal ki ng back to her bar stool, her hard
heel s sounding |ike a drum beat on the old hardwood fl oors.
Her posture said sonething seductive to the two nen
eyeballing her. Her smle prom sed them what her posture
pr oposed.

“Kavette, this here’s Billy,” Tomy said, his hands

gesturing. “Billy....... Kavette.”

Chapter 3:
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As if the Intensive Care wng of the hospital gave
flight to a whirlwnd, the on-call physician flew roomto
room assessing his patients.

“M . Cornorosky? Charvin? Are you awake son?” were
rapid words |like bullets ahead of him

Charvin had been awake for the |last few hours. Had
wat ched the graying day turn night.

“My nanme is Doctor Bennett. How are you feeling?”

“lI was groggy, fromwhatever it was that they gave ne
for pain. O her than that | feel okay now | feel |ike
getting out of here. And hungry. | think | snmell eggs and
toast.”

Doctor Bennett smled in a way that radi ated genui ne
concern. His silvery eyes sparkled with an al ertness that
pai nted the old man young. The sane way that the city
lights Charvin had wtnessed earlier, out of his hospital
room w ndow, had alerted the old city of Providence of a
new day to be painted on the prom se of tonorrow.

“Well, fromwhat | see on your charts, there appears
to be no internal injuries other than some m nor |unps and
bunps. You’ ve suffered a slight concussion. A few m nor
scrapes and scratches on your forehead, your hands and your
knees. A bl oody nose. For soneone who had just, hmm,,

el even hours ago gotten run over by a speeding hit and run
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aut onobi l e you ve actually fared quite well. You are a very
| ucky young man.”

“lI don’'t feel very lucky. | feel very hungry,” he told
the doctor in a snooty tone.

“Wonderful! Wbrds of recovery. 1'Il have the kitchen
send up sone poached eggs on toast and a cup of hot tea. |
recommend a light diet for a few days. The nurse will bring
you a list of the foods that will be easy on your stonach.
And you should take it easy on yourself for the rest of
this week.” Doctor Bennett wote sonmething on his
clipboard, |ooked at Charvin and sm | ed.

“I didn’t nean to be cocky Doc. | just want to go
home. | still can’'t believe what happened.”

“Let’s have you stay put for the night, and if things
go all right you'll be out of here in the norning. Are
t here any questions M. Cornorosky?”

“Yeah. Did it snow | ast night?”

Bef ore Doctor Bennett could answer, an energency al arm
sounded across the hall.

“No! Tonight they' re saying! A nor’-east blizzard! |
think it may have already started!” Doctor Bennett was

shouting as he flew off towards the call of duty.
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* k% *

Angel sat on the bed, her |oaded .38 caliber pistol
besi de her. She watched herself getting dressed in the
floor to ceiling mrrored closet doors that covered al nost
the entire length of the eighteen-foot bedroom cl oset wall
across the room While admiring herself she slipped into
her powder blue sweat pants and the matching zip up
sweatshirt and a thick pair of gray wool socks.

Bl owi ng herself a kiss in the mrror as she stood up.

“Well darling,” she said to her reflection in her well

practi ced Newport accent, “lI dare do say that it certainly
| ooks like we'll be staying at hone tonight. No naughty-
naughty.”

Angel did a nodeling twist and turn, touching her new
hair-do wth her left hand. Wth the gun in her right hand
she felt gangstery and her new short styled cut she felt
i ke a tough guy.

Li ke a di ke brute brunette.

“No bang, bang, bang,” she sul ked with pouting |ips.
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As if unplugged, Angel was finished with her foolery
and hurried through the house. Wien she reached the kitchen
and sl owed her pace a little so she wouldn’t slip on the
new slick marble floor, she took a | ook out across the open
dining room living room areas, towards the outside w ndow
wall. A full sheet of white covered every inch of the
gl ass. Howl ing w nds pushed and packed snowf| ake on top of
snowf | ake. There was no view south towards the Atlantic
OCcean and Poi nt Judith Lighthouse, or west across the bay
to the shores of the city of Warwick and its nei ghboring
city of Cranston, and not even a hint of the |arge second
story w ap-around sun-deck that had sone wild and bizarre
stories to tell. Taboo kinds of stories that woul d make
every grandnother in every town for mles around roll over
in their graves.

Openi ng and cl osing the basenent door and struggling
the twelve feet to the jacuzzi was |like a bronco busting a
tornado. The jacuzzi cover was nowhere to be found, blown
away and buried somewhere in the blinding storm The steany
hot tub would have to fend for itself tonight.

Angel rode the storm back to the basenent and stood
back inside, this tinme in soaking wet clothes, covered in
mel ti ng snow and out of breath fromthe struggle with

cl osing the basenent door against the wind. She renoved her
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wet clothes and as they fell to the floor the house lights

flickered and her world went dark.

* k% *

Tonmy gul ped down his shot of whiskey and finished the
rest of his beer while Kavette and Billy gave each other a
smle and a conplinmentary nod. Kavette smrked when she
noticed that Billy' s eyes had screeched to a halt on her
tits. She paid a | ot of noney for her boob job and got the
return she expected from her investnent. She was one of
Shakey Legs’ top attractions.

The hi gh-class escort services kept trying to recruit
her but she felt safe at Shakey Legs.

Bei ng behind cl osed doors with total strangers scared
her. She’d heard sone of the stories and knew sonme of the
girls who had gotten caught in bad situations.

She was a dancer not a call girl.

“lI am pleased to neet you Billy,” Kavette said in her

hypnoti c accent while extending her armfor a handshake. “I
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am at a pleasure to thank you,” she added and | ooking into

Billy's gold and busy eyes Kavette shook his |arge warm

hand, |icked her lips and just for a test added, “l am such
athirsting girl,” while blinking her eyelids for special
effect.

Kavette could snell the strong scent of nusk
aftershave fill the air space between her and Billy and she
knew t hat she had succeeded in raising his interest in her
with solittle effort.

“And the pleasure is mne as well!” Billy told her
whi |l e hol di ng her hand and adm ring her slender arm
feeling her soft palmand |long fingers and wondering if her
| avender nail polish that matched her | avender |ipstick and
her | avender eye shadow was al so on her toenails and if her
undergarnments were | avender. He was hol ding on nore than a
little bit too long, and feeling a little creepy about
that, then relieved when he saw that Tomry was | ooki ng the
ot her way, across the roomtowards the pool tables. Billy
rel eased Kavette’'s hand, noticing that she made no attenpt
to pull away at all.

“Hey! How about another drink you guys? Conplinents of
Happies!” Billy offered.

When Tommy heard the words relating to free booze he

returned his attentions back to the bar, comenting on the
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weat her. “1 heard there’s a big stormcom ng up the coast.
The weat her lady on the radio says it’s supposed to hit us
tonight.” Tommy was watching Billy fill Kavette's whiskey
gl ass and when he saw Billy's eye catch his he gave Billy a
| ook to indicate that he could use a refill too. “I can
sense when it’s going to snow, the air has that wooden
barrel full of ice cubes and unopened beer cans’ snell to
it. You know what | nean? Like a frozen party just waitin’
to happen. | love that snell.” Tommy | aughed al one.

Billy filled Tonmy’s enpty glass while smling at the
corny guy and the corny com c quip.

Kavette browsing the artifacts and oddities said,

“This is sone crazy place you got here Billy.”

Chapter 4.

After eating the mlk toast that Dr. Bennett had the
on-duty nurse order up fromthe kitchen, Charvin lay with
hi s head snug upon the pillow. H's thoughts drifted away to

Strawberry Fields. To the eight roomtwo story farm house
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with the covered front porch that | ooked out to the airport
across the street, to where the house had sat, thirty five
years before, in the mddle of the Norton famly strawberry
farm before Charles Vincent Norton passed away and poor
old Ms. Charlene Anna Norton, unable to run the pl ace
wi t hout her husband, had | ost everyt hing.

The state took it all away for non-paynent of taxes.

Ms. Norton died two years |ater. She had wandered
fromthe G eenwood Nursing Home and caught the ten a.m
commuter train that was passing through Kent County on its
daily trek fromHartford, Connecticut to Providence, Rhode
I sland. The train conductor said the wonan junped up from
and ran out of the tall golden rye grass that grew in the
fields along the sides of the railroad tracks and then she
stood waiting, then |l eaped right out in front of the
oncom ng train.

“At first | thought that it was a deer, or a dog, run
out fromthem woods over there,” Bobby Brodder told the

reporter while pointing towards the stand of oak trees

across the field. “I was bug-eyed shocked when | saw it was
sone elderly woman. | |ost ny god-damm breath. She was
hol di ng her arns out, |ike this..”

Bobby held his arnms up and out.
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“..Li ke when you're going to give sonebody a hug. You
know what | nean?”

The reporter shook her head yes.

“And she was god damm smiling, for the |love of God.
Kind of Iike she was crazy in the head.”

Ti ny Suzanne Kendal | thanked the goliath Bobby Brodder
and gave him her business card.

“Call me at this nunber anytinme. It’s ny direct line
right to ny desk. If | don’'t answer the receptionist wll
pi ck up and take a nessage. Ckay? Thanks agai n Bobby.”
Suzanne wal ked away w shing he would call her tonight.
Wshing there was nore to the story. Wshing it was proper
for a girl to ask a guy for his phone nunber and that the
springtinme of 1934 was as nodern as it was clainmed to be.

Suzanne went about twenty feet and stopped to | ook
back. Bobby waved and sm | ed.

“I'f you think of anything el se Bobby Brodder and need
tocall nme I'lIl be working until nine tonight. R ght at ny
desk. Ckay?”

Suzanne returned the wave and the smle and felt |ike
she was wal king ten feet taller on her way to the car.

Ti my Fal co, the photographer who was driving, had
noticed the exalted smle on the pretty newgirl’s face and

felt a twinge of jealousy. “You and the gorilla guy. The
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giant and the mdget. Crazy nman crazy,” he was saying as
she got in the passenger side front seat.

She didn’t hear a word that Timmy Fal co said.

“Ckay! | wll!” Bobby was yelling as Suzanne waved and
the car pulled away. “Eight o’ clock!”

The words of Bobby Brodder were in print later in the
day and in the front-page story of the Evening Edition of
The Provi dence Gazette. Printed along with the story was a
sol emm picture of Ms. Charlene Anna Norton that the
nursi ng home had taken for her file when she becane a
state-pl aced resident there | ess than one year ago. The
sane ghostly inmage that Charvin would see on many a ni ght
in years to cone. The spirit of Ms. Norton noving about
the ailing relocated farnmouse.

“Charl ey? Charley? Are you here, Love?”

Ms. Norton spoke soft words. As if she were in a dark
and sad pl ace where only whispers coul d be spoken.

Charvin considered his |ady ghost as a friendly ghost,
i ke Casper the friendly ghost in the Marvel com c books.
He was never, except for that first tinme, spooked by the
sad ghost lady’'s presence. He tried to talk to her but she
seened not to see him He left her cookies and mlk on the
dresser but she never touched them He approached her one

ni ght and reached out to her and grasped at sonething that
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couldn’t be grasped. She had appeared the very first night
they noved into the old farm house and reappeared not every
ni ght but on so many nights at different tinmes that Charvin
| ost count of her visits over the two years to the day she
never came again. The last day Charvin saw his friendly
ghost was also the |ast day that he had seen his nother.

The sanme picture printed again, thirty-five years
|ater, next to a picture of Charvin's nother, the day after
she too had killed herself by junping in front of the ten
a.m comuter, was enough of a likeness side by side to
send a shiver up Charvin' s spine and a sudden insight into
his mnd of how conplex Iife would be if he didn't stop
believing in the inpossible.

The March 20'", 1969 Provi dence Gazette Mrning Edition
headline read, ‘Strawberry Fields Forever.’ By Suzanne
Kendal | Brodder.

This time the story was on page two. Suicide news
wasn’'t what it used to be but always nmade a good filler for
bet ween the advertisenents.

Charvin reread the archived story just the day before
yesterday. Sonet hi ng happened and he needed to fill in the
bl anks. What the hell happened? What bl ank?

“Hello M. Cornorosky. Tine for nedication. Two pills

to help you sleep.”
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* k% *

Angel stood alone in the pitch-black darkness of the
basenent, holding the gun tight with both of her hands, her
right index finger ready to pull the trigger and the raging
stormsounding like it was trying to rip her house apart,
when she had the sudden and chilling thought, ‘was Norman
really going to kill her? Damm that Andries and her
brilliant ideas. Sex for drugs just never works’

Nor man Pal ucci saw hinself as a non-conform st. He
consi dered hinself spiritual, but not religious. He was
proud of his political awareness without affiliations. As a
non-tax paying entrepreneur who |lived hidden in the rot-
wood jungle of the south Providence sluns and in what he of
hi msel f cal |l ed un-godly opul ence, Pal ooch thought of
hinmself as a wwse man with a gift of vision and a knack for
attracting what he wanted fromlife. At twenty-four years
old he had acquired nore wealth fromillegal drug dealing

than his father had acquired by working at the Pontiac
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Fabric MIls as a nmachinist nmechanic for the past forty-two
years.

Norman saw his father as a | oser who had wasted his
life working in the dark and dank factories that shadowed
and polluted the Pontiac River and the Pontiac skies and
his father’s Pontiac mnd. A mnd that never went nowhere.

Herman Al l en Pal ucci died of cancer at the age of
fifty-eight. The illness had taken not only the life of a
sad and | onely man but al so the neager savings fromhis
G eenwood Credit Union account and the few val uabl e
possessions he and his wife Katey sold for pennies on the
dol | ar.

Then those six nonths before the |life of Herman
Pal ucci ended, the car went, the house went and the
heart broken and dispirited Katey went, fromliving in sad
sanctuary in a not so bad m ddl e class suburban
subdivision, to living in poverty in a third floor
apartnment, in a | owincome nei ghborhood of south
Provi dence.

A section of the city known as Hunp Town.

In spite of how she felt, Katey was, at fifty-four
years old, quite an attractive wonman, and one day on her
wal k to the South Side Market she accepted the two-hundred

dol lar offer fromthe handsone gentleman in the white BMNV
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It had been three nonths she’d been living here and poverty
was really starting to piss her off. She told himher nane

was Sweety.

* k% *

It was foggy the next norning when Billy opened
Happi es’ doors at 8 a.m Al nost two hours |ater, when
Tomry and Kavette arrived, sunlight had followed themin
and as the door closed behind themthe sunlight ran back
outside and stood waiting for themby the front w ndow.

When Billy | ooked towards the two foot tall by twelve
foot wwde front window to the right of the hefty hand
carved wooden front door and saw the norning sunlight that
reflected off of the plate glass doors and wi ndows of the
three story notel across the street shining through an open
space in the mddle where the curtains offered a peek in or
a peek out and then to the back patio doors with their
curtains drawn al nost conpletely shut but open just enough

to show that the patio and the beach were bright and sunny,
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he asked while scratching his head and yawning, “ A big
storn?!'!l  Seens nore like springtinme than winter to ne
Tomy!”

Kavette put a cigarette between her |ips, causing
Tomry to give her a | ook of disgust and Billy to Iight her
a match, get her an ashtray and refill the shot gl asses
W t h whi skey.

“Themthings ain"t no good for ya Kavette,” Tommy
said as if she had becone his responsibility and his
condescendi ng tone woul d exenplify his noble intentions.

Kavette roll ed her eyes and |looking at Billy she said,
“I"’'ma big girl Tormy. | do whatever | want, whenever |
want and with whonever | want.” Smling and w nking at
Billy, who in response wal ked to the other end of the bar
to where the baroneter hung on the wall exactly where Rina
pl aced it eight years ago.

“The barometer says snow. |’'Il be ding donged. Maybe
the weather lady on the radio ain't so dunb after all.”

Tommy didn’t want to get on the subject of R na. Her
death was heartbreaking and Billy alnost |ost his reason
for living after his wife was gone.

“Hel | Kavette! W gotta git goin...” Tommy said. He
stood up off of the barstool and |ooking towards Billy but

avoi di ng eye contact added, “CGotta beat the storm Thanks
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for the hospitality ny friend.” Tommy sl apped a twenty-
dollar bill down on the bar.

Kavette stood and reached over to stroke Billy' s arm
whi ch was out of her reach. She gave hima pl eading | ook.

Billy came forward and shaki ng both of her hands said,
“Thanks Tommy. Pl easure Kavette. You guys take care. See
ya's soon. | hope.”

Kavette stroked the palmof his hand with her fingers.

Gave Billy another w nk.

Chapter 5:

The dream brought Charvin back fifteen years. He was
nine again. Atall slinky kid wth a quick wt and the
i magi nati on of a w zard. He went clinbing over the clanky
six-foot tall chain link fence that surrounded the G eene
State Airport. The place that used to be, way back when,
Charl ey and Charlene Norton’'s ‘ Meadowbr ook Strawberry

Farm’ Strawberry Fiel ds Forever.
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The United States Air Force, stationed there since the
sunmer of 1944, replaced the ponds and streans and forests
and neadows, the fruit trees and fl ower beds and vegetabl e
gardens and strawberry fields, with mlitary constructions
of massive hangars that housed fighter and cargo pl anes.
Wth barracks and mai ntenance facilities. Wth storage
war ehouses. Wth a ness hall that fed a thousand troops and
nmore daily inits prime during the 1950 to 1953 Korean War.

It was July 1969 and the Viet Nam War that began in
1959 and would last until 1975 was nothing nore than an
adventurous television novie to Charvin. He conceived none
of the war’s harsh realities. It was a tinme of change with
tal k of peace and brotherhood and sisterhood, but to
Charvin it was just the sane as it ever was. Peanut butter
and jelly. Christmas and Easter. Happy birthday cake and
presents. Fireworks on the 4'" of July. And the wonderfu
worl d of Disney.

Charvin scaled the chain |ink fence on that warm
sunmer night those fifteen years ago and ran |i ke the w nd
across the airport. Too fast to be sighted by inmaginary
armed guards. Too fast for the imaginary |land mnes to
expl ode under his weight. His feet ran swift and silent.
Red Ball Jets sneakers strode thick green grass. \Wen he

reached the runway | anding strip he dove belly down,
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scanned out the area in all directions and rolled over onto
hi s back, catching his breath while | ooking up at the star-
filled sky and enjoying the cool soft grass that he felt
through his sweaty tee shirt. The fresh cut grass was a
sunmer snell and the way the grass tickled his bare | egs
fromthe bottomof his shorts to his ankles was a sunmmer
sensation and the sounds of crickets chirping were sunmer
sounds, but still just three of many things that he would

| ove and renenber forever in his soul, in his heart, in his
mnd, and in all his sumrer’s dreans.

An ai rpl ane approaching fromthe northwest over
Providence, with its red and green blinking wingtip |ights,
its red blinking tail tip light and its red blinking belly
light was gliding UFO-like in its slow ng descent fromthe
heavens to earth. Charvin watched as the craft circl ed east
over the bay. Then finally, the tarmac exploded in a

bl i nding flash of runway strobe |ights.

* k% *
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Nor man Pal ucci heard about his nother from Lisa, one of
the local girls that he sold to. Drug deal ers heard
everything. Even the shit they didn't want to know. Now he
had to replay that day when his old nman threw hi mout on
his eighteenth birthday. How his nother just stood there
and did nothing. Said not one word.

“Take your piss-poor life and get the fuck out of ny
house!”

These were the | ast words Norman heard fromthe | oser.
Hi s father found the hidden stash. Again.

“Happy fucking birthday to ne! You fucking | oser,” was
all Norman could conme up with in reply. He flipped them
each the mddle finger and wal ked away with his head held
hi gh and his chest flexed taut. Furious that his privacy

had been i nvaded.

* k% *

The guy in the white BMWN becane Katey’ s regul ar.

Monday, Wednesday and Friday, she would be waiting on the
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corner, one block up fromthe South Side Market and Del
woul d be pulling up next to her at two o' clock. They' d take
aride out to the Route 44 Inn, rent the roomin the
backsi de of the notel. Always room 141. Dell knew the guy
who owned the place. Corky saw to it that M. Folcrelli
al ways had his favorite room avail able. The boss gave
specific orders to Corky that Corky carried out w thout any
guestions. Never ask politicians to explain thensel ves.
That was how the | ast guy who ran the no-tell notel | ost
his job. D sappeared.

“So this is our third date Sweety. Lets do sonething a
little different this tinme,” Dell had suggested.

“Li ke what? What’'s in the suitcase?”

“Let nme just show you,” Dell said as he put the
sui tcase on the dresser and opened it.

Kat ey was obedient. Dell scared the living daylights
out of her but never really hurt her.
Later when he dropped her back off on Pine Street he

gave her five hundred instead of two hundred.

“You okay with this Sweety? I’'I|l see you Monday? Two
o’ cl ock? Okay?” If she said no she wasn’'t okay with this
Del | had another five-hundred bucks waiting in his back
pocket .

Kat ey shook her head yes.
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“See you Monday.”

And she wal ked away feeling a little nervous about
getting honme wth the noney before a dick cane by in an
unmar ked and figured out that she was what she was. It was
just starting to get dark. The snow flurries were getting
heavy.

The white BMWwi th Connecticut |icence plates was
bei ng phot ographed as it slowy drove off towards the South
Si de Market. The phot ographer who took the digital
surveillance pictures fromthe third fl oor w ndow across
the street and worked for Norman Pal ucci |iked what he saw
of the lady who got out of the car. He hurried at packing
up his equi pnrent and down the three flights of stairs
hoping to catch up wth her and nonchal antly start a

conversati on.

* k% *
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Billy watched Tommy wal k a few steps ahead of Kavette
to the front door. Kavette turned to | ook back before she
stepped out into the sunlight.

“Vow Billy! Dz door iza verk ovart!” Kavette said
usi ng her on again off again accent.

The heavy wooden door slammed shut and Billy was |eft
al one thinking that Happies was a dark and a | onely pl ace
and maybe it was tine to open the curtains.

Looki ng behind himat the digital clock that sat on
the shelf behind the bar, Billy saw his m ddl e- aged
reflection in the mrrored wall. He saw what Kavette saw.
An athletic guy with short blonde hair, a friendly smle
and a twnkle in his eyes. Maybe not a novie star but |
could of been. And then he smled, renenbering the
Sept enber ni ght about five nonths ago when the Hol | ywood
Typhoon, Anthoni o Qui nthiento, who was ni cknanmed for the
whirlwi nd of filmafter bl ockbuster filmover the | ast
decade, had cone in with his buddy, the mayor of
Provi dence.

Ant honi o had that gorgeous brunette Angel hanging al
over himand the Mayor with his date, Andries, with her
| ong straight jet black hair, seened to be doing all right

for hinself too.
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Once the buzz word got out that the Hollywood Typhoon
and Mayor Tayl or were signing autographs and getting
publicly slushed and sl oshed down in south county at
Happi es, the nmedia showed up and had the parking | ot
| ooking Ii ke a world shaking maj or event was about to take
pl ace. The bodyguards stood outside and kept the hound dogs

at bay.

* k% *

Red digital nunbers changed from 10:59 to 11: 00 and
Billy snapped out of his trance. The shelf clock was an
antique replica of an old beer wagon drawn by C ydesdal e
draft horses. One of the popular brewery sal es pronos from
back in the good ol e days.

The stocky replica of a nustached man at the reins
actually | ooked |ike G anps.

Wth an hour to go before the |unch crowd arrived

Billy put another cigarette in his nouth and was just about
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to light it up when the front door opened and in wal ked
Banj o.

Banj o al ways cane in whistling a catchy tune that
Billy hadn’t heard in awhile.

Banj o stopped whistling just | ong enough to say,
“Billy. It seens awfully dark in here today.”

Zippity do dah zippity aye.

Chapt er 6:

When the on-duty nurse took a peek in to see how t he
patient in room 108 Intensive Care was doing she sml ed,
envi ous of the young mans sl unberous repose. Charvin was
| aying on his back oblivious to the winter blizzard that
raged outside the window Novella Nelson tip toed into the
room and | ooking at the patient chart that was hangi ng at
the foot of the bed she saw that M. Cornorosky had been
given a sleeping pill forty five mnutes ago at 7:45 p. m
She took his vitals w thout waking himup and i magi ned him

floating on a cloud and | ooki ng down at the world.
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He | ooked so darling to the wonman that she coul dn’'t
resi st bending over and giving hima notherly kiss on the
forehead. As Novel |l a strai ghtened back up she sensed
sonmeone behind her and heard a soft sad whi sper. She turned
around startled and for a nonent thought she had seen
soneone, but there was nobody there. She tried to dismss
her spooky jeepers creepers, but her goose bunps felt |ike
ghostly fingers in the dark room The hospital night shift
wor kers were al ways tal king about sone apparition and how
the old hospital was definitely haunted, especially here in
the intensive and energency care w ng. She hurried out of
the roomand into the |lighted hallway where she stood
| ooki ng back into room 108 and the handsone young nman and
then up and down the |long hospital corridor, not sure of

whi ch direction the footsteps she heard were com ng from

* k% *

Angel [ ..]

END.



