Looking Out
By Brian Haycock

Parko stops outside Jimmy Dee's and checks hinms#lé window. His nose is
flattened, his face puffed and scarred. It fladflas and red in the neon. He brings up
his hands and throws a left left left. He bobd ateps, pops the jab and shoots the right
cross. He grins at the window. So long, chump.

He moves on, thinking comeback. He's only the#yen, lots of guys are
fighting past that. Evander’s what, forty-six?rieés still got the moves, the hands of
stone. The heart. All he needs is a license. tiatts gone. Brain damage, they said.
Cuma... He can never remember the word. It mbarneok a lot of punches. He's
thinking Mexico, it's easier to get a license therke can use another name, pay someone
off, whatever it takes.

He should talk to Morelli about that. He’d knovihat to do.

He walks past Mama Hu's, then stops. He'd rdikiédya massage. But he doesn'’t
have the money. He never seems to have moneypeétes the door, thinking he might
at least get a look at some of the girls. Mayleertew Korean girl. He likes her, the way
she looks in that pink lace, showing off those tgritgs. But when he steps in, Mama
Hu is standing in the waiting room alone, suckingone of those thin cigars with the
white filter tips.

“Parko, aren’t you supposed to be at work?”

“l got a little time. 1 don’t have to be therd ®ight. | thought I'd stop and say
hello to the girls.” He’s trying to look past heigwn the hall. There’'s no one around.

“It's eight-forty, Parko. You know Mister Morelton't like it when you're late.”

Eight forty? Parko checks his wrist, but he d&dsave his watch. He’s not
good with time. He gets distracted. He forgets.

Morelli’'s going to kill him this time for sure.

No, it'll be all right. Morelli looks out for him Always has.

Back on the street he hurries the last few bleckke Palace. He jaywalks,
dodges a couple cabs. He doesn't like to be Mtben he gets there, Rico’s on the door.
Morelli's nephew. He’s looking sharp in a dark ggaiit, cut tight, like always.

“Hey, Rico. How you doin? Sorry I'm late. | go¢ld up on account a...” He
can’t think of a good excuse, so he just lets bisertrail off and stands there, waiting.

“No problem. It's slow tonight, anyway.”

“Is Morelli pissed?”

“Naw, it's no problem. Shit happens, you knowe khows that. Here, you take
the door. I'll go in, tell him you're here.”

“Maybe | should go in for a minute, say hi, telirh’'m sorry about being late.”

“No, he’s got some business going on in the bda&n’t worry about it.”

“Okay. Thanks, Rico.”

Rico goes inside and Parko takes the door. i§sdgular job, working the door.
He’s good at it. Just his size tells people rigfiithere won’t be any trouble. He gets a
little confused about the birthdays on the ID’st the Pussy Palace doesn’t really bring
in a lot of underage kids. And Morelli doesn’t wotoo much about the police. He pays



people off, squeezes them. He’s connected. Parkostly there in case there’s a
problem. Someone hassling the girls, acting crazy.

It's a slow night. A Wednesday. Mostly Parkonste.around. Sometimes he
sticks his head in the door and watches the ghfls.never gets tired of watching. But he
has to stay outside. Morelli doesn’t like him holgithe door open, letting the cold air in.
Most of the guys tonight are regulars, people Be&n before. He can’t remember their
names, but he never forgets a face.

“Hey, how ya doin?” he says as he waves thenf@ood to see ya.”

Some of them call him Champ. He likes that.

After a couple hours, Rico comes back out. Hissmessed up. His hair looks
wrong. Parko thinks he’s hitting the bottle prétgrd tonight. “Hey Parko. Bendo says
to come in for a while.” Bendo is Morelli’'s nickmee. “He’s in the office. Go on back.”

“Sure Rico. Good to warm up for a while.”

He takes his time walking through the club. Aeggals on the stage, moving
around the pole with her face loose and empty. |&bles wasted. Her tits look good in
the hot yellow lights, though. Bouncy. There’sn&pop song thudding on the speakers.
Do me, baby. Parko wonders what he’d have to do for a nigll Wirralee. Probably
buy her some dope, he thinks. If he had the mokyhasn’'t had any of that since he
was fighting. He didn’t have much of it then.

Morelli's in the office, standing in front of theeavy bag he keeps hanging from
the ceiling. He likes to punch the bag now and tiveget the blood going. He likes to
tell people he was a fighter. Golden Gloves. &lsde was pretty good, but Parko can
tell he wasn’t. He throws a hard punch but hetbaaw back to do it. He can’t snap
them off. He might have fought Golden Gloves, leitvouldn’t have gone far past that.

“Little workout, Mr. Morelli?”

“Yeah, | was getting bored. Thought I'd throweavf” He’s got his collar open,
sweat showing through his shirt. He looks likenlad a few before he started in on the
bag. “Why don’t you show me how it's done?”

“Sure. Okay. | could use a little warm-up. kystting cold out there.” Parko
pulls off his overcoat. He’s wearing a black sveeatith a high collar. He doesn’t like
ties. He punches the air a few times to get lothe starts in on the bag. Left left left
right left. The bag is moving and he circles igkimg it dance. After a minute he’s
starting to get a little winded and he steps baplkens his fists and shakes them in the air.
“Take that, chump,” he says to the bag.

Morelli laughs. “Nice work, Parko. Man, you justver see a bag jump like that.
Those hands of yours, you could kill a man withsénbands.”

“I'm real careful about that. You know, | try spay out of fights.”

“I know you do. You were always real good abdattt” He pours some whiskey
into a glass on his desk and holds it out to Pafkdo ahead, have one on the house.”

“I don’t know, Mr. Morelli. | don’t handle thistsff too good.”

“It's all right. It's a slow night. I'll put Rio on the door if it hits you too hard.
Hey, | look out for you, don’t I? Always did.”

“Sure thing, Mr. Morelli.” Parko takes a sip, thanother. It's like cold fire in
his mouth. In seconds the drink is gone.



“Good, isn't it? Hey, one more thing you couldfdo me before you go back on
the door. Go back to the storeroom and bring deiga Conley told me before we were
getting a little low out there. | forgot all abattl’d have had Rico do it.”

“Sure thing, Mr. Morelli.”

Parko leaves and walks down the hall to the baokt He moves slowly, a little
woozy. He’s already a little tight from the whigkéut he can handle it. He doesn't
mind moving the kegs around. The bottles, thoseaother story. They break. He tries
to be careful with them, but things seem to go wgrollorelli takes breakage out of his
pay sometimes, and he can't afford that. The kiegst break.

He’s thinking about Arralee. The way she looksstage. The way she rubs
against the pole. He’'d like to talk to Morelli alidver. Maybe he could set something
up. Morelli looks out for him.

But he doesn’t think Morelli’s going to set him with Arralee.

He pushes the door to the back room open andhatsght switch. Right away
he knows something is wrong. There’s a smell oty in the air. There’s broken
glass on the concrete floor in brown puddles. Apte of folding chairs knocked over.

Then he sees the body.

It's a man lying on his side in the whiskey. Mieldge guy going bald. His face
is smeared with blood. He’s wearing a suit thas wabably pretty nice before it got all
torn up. Parko kneels next to him and tries td frpulse. He doesn’t really know how
to do it. He tries the neck, like he’s seen in lasv He thinks the man is dead. His skin
feels a little cold.

He’ll have to tell Morelli. He doesn’t want tdde doesn’t know what to say.
“There’s a dead guy in the back room.” It's alldan think of. It doesn’'t seem like
enough.

He turns and Morelli is standing in the doorwaiibd him.

“Oh, Jesus. What did you do, Parko?”

“l didn’t do nothing, Mr. Morelli. 1 just foundim like this. | don’t even know
him.”

“Sure you do. It's Fred Kester. He was comingafumy office when you came
back to work on the bag with me. You said helltbitn. He owns a bar out on the
airport road. A dive. He was going to buy up sahmy back stock, the stuff that
doesn’t move here. He came back to look overtibeks Aw Jesus, Parko, what
happened?”

“I told you, Mr. Morelli, nothing happened. | canback and he was lying here.”
Parko stands and steps away from the body. Aweag Morelli. “You gotta believe
me.”

Morelli comes into the room and leans over theybdde feels for a pulse and
shakes his head. “Oh, Parko. You killed him.”

Parko stands there. Speechless. He can't tliiakyghing to say. “No. | didn’t
do nothing.”

Rico appears in the doorway. He stares downeat Rester. They all stand there
in silence, then Rico says, “What are we goingapRendo?”

“We'll have to call the police, tell them what hpgmed. A lot of people knew he
was coming over here. We can'’t just toss him. 'Dworry, Parko, I'll look out for you.



| always look out for you. You know that. We’kgyou a good lawyer, you can plead
this out. You just had one of your blackouts, iiits your fault.”

“But | didn’t do nothing, Mr. Morelli. | told you | found him like that.”

“Parko, you were the only one back here. He dida’that to himself. And look
at your hands. Your fists are all banged up, yewwet his blood on you. He must have
said something to you, some wisecrack, and youyest off. Damn, | let you have that
drink. 1 should have known better.”

Parko looks down at Fred Kester. He’s not stite’'s had problems before.
Forgetting things. And he has a temper. He kédepsvn, but he knows it's there. He
looks at Fred Kester. He never forgets a faces Rever seen this man before. He
remembers walking into Morelli’s office. He doelsrémember Fred Kester. Morelli is
lying to him.

Morelli says, “When the police come, we'll teletim what happened. You'll tell
them. It'll look better that way. If you tell the And you'll tell them you’re sorry.

Don’t worry about anything, Parko. I'm looking dat you.”

Parko stares at Morelli. Looking out for you.| e time he was fighting,

Morelli handled the money. He never saw much.of0he fight, Morelli got him to take
a dive so he could win a bet. He got what, a heahdéhucks. Now, working Morelli’s
door, not getting paid half the time. Always brpi&atching Morelli ride around in that
Escalade, living big. Looking out. All these ygaMorelli’'s been looking out for
Morelli.

He can see that now. Real clear.

Now he’s supposed to take a murder rap.

Parko draws back his right arm and steps into Morde throws a straight right
with everything behind it. Legs, back, shouldeRage. Everything. One perfect punch.
He can hear Morelli’s jaw break and his neck barasble. Morelli flies backward and
lands with a crack on the concrete floor. Bloattstspreading from the back of his head
before his body settles.

Parko turns to Rico. He takes a step as Ricde=agnder his jacket. Another
step. Rico has the gun out. Another step. Hesvarhurry, but it's too far. He won't
make it. He doesn’t care. Another step as Ricesges off the first shot. It takes Parko
in the cheekbone and drives him a half-step b&tkrecovers and takes another step.
The next shot goes through his neck and he keeapsgo His hand closes around
Rico’s neck as the last shot rings out. He squeanrd twists as the lights go out and the
last bell rings.
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