FICTION

by Tom Miller

rank Puglisio works as a fighter.
The stroke he had five, six years
ago should have killed him.
Frank didn’t have to pray it did-
n’t; instead he took three in the
emergency room like a vampire.
Would’ve taken more, but
Nurse Nightingale spotted him.
“You're Death,” she said when
they hauled the third guy out.
They wouldn’t park anyone
near Frank again until he walked out of the
hospital a couple of weeks later. He beat that
aneurysm in his brain like he won forty-seven
of forty-eight bouts. “It’s not just your fists,”
Frank says. “It’s your heart.”

Frank could’ve gone pro like a lot of his
cousins and his little brother, Meat Head, but
Frank got the fight game all figured out.
“Promoters are a bunch of blood-sucking
worms.” Frank became a bounty hunter
instead when he got out of the joint. He lifts a
pastrami on rye to his mouth, fills it and eats.
“I'm a Pagan. I worship all living things,” he
says and licks juices from his fingers. “Its a
hell of a lot older than Christianity and it
don’t have no respect for human life.”

He ain’t forty yet, and he looks like a
heart attack two minutes before the ambu-
lance. Even cigarettes don't touch his appetite.
“Lots of appetites to feed,” he says, smiles at
the small- boned waitress pouring him coffee.
“I'm a warlock, you know—a white witch.”
Maybe so. But, he knows a lot about surviv-
ing—the ring, the joint, and a stroke that
should've killed him. He'll kick your ass.

The stroke hit at breakfast: biscuits and
gravy at Bud’s Cafe. “Felt this sharp, sharp
pain right here.” Frank puts his finger to his
eyebrow, the rest of his fingers a juggernaut of
rings, and points back through that thick
Dego hair. His wife called the doc. “Yeah,
yeah,” Frank said, and told the doc his wife
was out in the car when the doc said he'd call
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an ambulance for the hospital. Doc gave
him something good for the headache
though.

Frank had to get home. Some things
doctors don’t understand. Frank’s family was
calling with a job, his Sicilian Family. “You
don't tell those guys to leave a message.” So,
Frank drove east, all those cars at the end of
swirly tunnels, right next to his hubcaps
quick as can be, and then from here to the
mailbox again. Got worse when Frank
parked and had to get to his house. “I
remember the keys,” he says and holds up
those short, plump fingers like he just
dropped a handful of grapes in a cup. “The
phone rang, then—I don't know. I came to
in the hospital about six. I know that on
account a what time I got home.” His dad
waited in the emergency room.

“I want a cigarette!” Frank said. “They
think they’re not going to let Frank Puglisio
have a cigarette because they’re bad for him?
Hell, everything’s bad.” But, after a while
they let Frank walk outside with Big Eddy.

“May as well let him enjoy one,” the
doc told Big Eddy. “May be his last.”

The Meat Head always got all of Big
Eddy’s attention. His kid brother lost ten
fights in the Navy, and still Big Eddy keeps
pictures of the Meat Head in the ring, the
boxing gloves from his Golden Gloves
match which the punk lost. “I won forty-
seven out of forty-eight fights,” Frank tells
Big Eddy, “and you never came to a god-
damn one.”

hey brought the first guy in for some

kind of routine thing. By then theyd

taken Frank’s clothes. He's lying there
all drowsy with his hairy butt hanging out of
the hospital gown. “They don't give you all
those drugs to make you better. They want
to soften you up, make you do things you
don’t want to do. Like being in the joint.”

Frank kept hearing the first guy say he






