Friday Night Fights

Robert P. Bomboy

On Friday nights in the early spring of 1950 the small crowd would gather, in front of Jacobs Radio and Television, 15 minutes or so before ten o’clock. Dave Jacobs had a Magnavox console television set in his window, and he would leave it on all evening. The idea was to show potential customers how interesting TV could be. Only a tiny percentage of homes — those that were connected to the New York cable — had television sets in 1950, though a growing number of families ate their supper at folding TV tables so they wouldn’t miss Milton Berle, the Colgate Comedy Hour, or Ed Sullivan on their 17-inch screens. In the afternoons, children gathered at the home of a luck friend who had TV and watched Howdy Doody. On Friday evenings, even on the last day of March, 15 or 20 men, and sometimes boys, might stand outside Jacobs’s store window to watch the Gillette Cavalcade of Sports and wait for Bobby Addy, the ring announcer at Madison Square Garden, to introduce the boxers in the main event.

“This should be a good fight,” Livey Jones was saying to his son. “Janiro’s fast and has a good right hand. Graziano’s a real slugger.”

His son agreed: “If he can knock out Janiro, he’ll get a shot at Jake LaMotta for the middleweight crown.”

“I don’t know. Janiro’s never been knocked out in—what?—85 fights I think. He’s got an iron jaw.”

“Janiro’s a goddamn playboy,” the man standing next to Livey remarked.

“Says he’s given up the bright lights, Stashu,” Livey laughed.

The railroader waved his hand dismissively. “My ass!” he said. “That cold wave of his gets him around.” He riffled a land of his own gray hair.

“Here it comes,” Livey interrupted.

The glowing letters of the Gillette Cavalcade of Sports had appeared on the black-and-white screen, and the commercial jingle:

“Be sharp and listen mister: How are ya fixed for blades?
Please make sure you’ve got enough,

‘cause a worn out blade makes shaving mighty tough.

How are ya fixed for blades? Gillette blue blades we mean!”
Then they heard the voice of the announcer Jack Brickhouse:

“Good evening, ladies and gentlemen. This is Jack Brickhouse with Russ Hodges, speaking to you from Madison Square Garden for tonight’s 10-round main even between middleweights Tony Janiro and Rocky Graziano. A number of ring notables were introduced just before we came on the air: champion Sandy Sadler, Joey Maxim, Jake LaMotta.”

“Cold tonight,” Livey said, rubbing his hands.

“I’m getting a television as soon as they bring in a local station,” Ed told him.

“Until then, we watch the fights standing up,” his father laughed.

“We could go down to Kordek’s Tavern. I hear they just got television.”

“Well, maybe we’ll try it next week. We’ll see how the weather is.”

Brickhouse was continuing:

“All in all, it’s going to be one of those great, big nights. From what we’ve been able to gather, the situation is that those who pick Graziano give him even money to knock out Janiro, and 12 to 5 that he wins.”
"What do think about the National League, Dad?"

"Well, the Reds are looking good in spring training."

Ed laughed. "Cincinnati always looks good down south. You know how it goes. When it comes around to August they slow down. They finished fourth last year, remember."

His father smiled. "Well, you know me. I'm always rooting for the Dodgers."

"They're looking good. They've already won 12 games. Of course some of those were against minor-league clubs."

"Maybe they'll be able to repeat again this year."

A new figure had stepped into the crowd.

"Am I late?" Francis Walsh asked, a bit out of breath.

Livey shook his hand. "They're just starting, Francis."

The ringside bell rang twice. Bobby Addy stepped to the microphone again:

"La-dies, and Gentlemen, this is the main event of the evening, presented by the International Boxing Club. The ring officials for tonight: the judges are judge Arthur Adler and judge Arthur Susskind; timekeeper George Bannon; counting for the knockdowns at the bell, Frank Forro; the referee, George Walsh.

"Introducing, from New York City, wearing black trunks, weighing 159 pounds, Rock-y Grazi-ano. Graziano. His opponent from Youngstown, Ohio, wearing white trunks, weighing 152, Ton-y Jan-iro. Janiro. Ten rounds."

Ed watched as the referee gave the two boxers his instructions and they returned to their corners.

"Is the referee one of your cousins?" Livey prodded Walsh good-naturedly.

"All the Walshes are related, y'know," the barber replied.

"And how many Walshes are good, would you say," Livey continued.

"Why sur'n there never was a Walsh who wasn't good."

They laughed and Ed joined in. The ringside bell sounded twice again, and Round 1 began.

At ringside, Russ Hodges began his commentary:


"Janiro goes to work on the midsection right away. Graziano ties him up and hits him high on the forehead with a right hand as they break away. Janiro misses with a left jab. They circle and Graziano tries to get in on him. Graziano's shooting one of those powerful right hands to the forehead. Janiro hits him with a left hand high to the forehead and digs a right hand to the midsection. Graziano tries a right hand. It's blocked high on the shoulder by Janiro. Janiro's wary of those big right hands. Rocky's put away many a fighter with them. Janiro misses a right hand. He swings a left that lands high on Graziano's right cheek. Graziano is short with a right hand. He catches Tony coming in with a right high to the head. Janiro chops away at the left side of Graziano's face with his right hand. Into the center of the ring, they're shuffling around; you can see that Graziano is flat-footed. He shoots a light left hand into Tony's mouth. Janiro parries with a left jab into the forehead. He crosses a right to the midsection. They exchange left hands, with Janiro coming in all the time. Rocky tries to counter Janiro with a right hand to the midsection. Here's Tony bounding around. Both boys are working rather slowly here in the first round. Graziano's trying to stay away from Janiro's right hand. He's always moving away, waiting. They exchange left hands to the chin, but they're both light. So far no real damaging blows have been struck. They're feeling each other out. Oh! There's a hard left hook and a right to the head, a good combination. I spoke too soon. Graziano's falling back. He's hurt! It looks like he almost went down! Tony's trying to follow up. He goes to work on Graziano's midsection right away. There's a hard right under the heart. Graziano ties him up and hits him with a right, as the referee steps in to break it up. Janiro hurt him there, folks. That left and right to the head were the hardest shots so far, and Graziano's backing up again, trying to recover. Janiro misses with a left jab. He hits him with a left hand to the forehead. Graziano tries a right hand. Janiro misses a right hand. And there's the bell. Well, I'd score this first round for Janiro."

"Pretty good first round," Livey remarked.

"Graziano couldn't seem to connect with those rights," his son said, cupping his hand against the cold and lighting a Camel.

"Janiro's young, full of piss and vinegar," Stanley Moroski, the railroader, commented. "I remember when I was that young."

"You won a few yourself," Francis Walsh said.

"Yeah,” Moroski replied, "but they weren't in the ring."

"What'd you think, Livey?"

"It's early yet, but it looks like Janiro will give him a fight."

"Graziano said yesterday he'd lay him out, according to the Times Leader,” Ed told his father.

"Well, we'll see."

The two men in the ring we're standing, ready for the second round.

Once again, Russ Hodges resumed his call: "Here's Graziano with a right hand and missing and then going into a crouch as he rolls to the ropes to stay away from Janiro. Janiro follows him and shoots a right hand high on the forehead and a left to the midsection that is partially blocked. Graziano ties him up and they exchange left hands to the chin, but they're both light as they break out of it. Graziano appears to have a slight swelling under his left eye. He's inscrutable. They exchange left hands to the forehead, left jabs. Janiro goes in and is immediately tied up by Graziano as Tony tries to go to work under the heart again. Here's Janiro coming in, keeping his right hand down very low and his left almost in front of his midsection. He's carrying his right hand lower tonight. Graziano comes in, working on the midsection. Janiro is short with a left hand intended for the right side of Rocky's jaw. Rocky with the left hand high, and he's caught on the left ear with a right hand of Janiro. Graziano throws a left hand into the right ribs of Janiro, and there's the bell."

"Graziano's losing it," Moroski said. "He's not the golden boy anymore."

"He may surprise us," Walsh told him. "He's got the weight on Janiro, and that extra beef can win in the later rounds."

"He better," Moroski growled. "I have $5 on 'im."

"Livey, did you see in tonight's paper about the two-headed cat being born?" Walsh asked.

"Is that an April Fool's joke?" Moroski broke in. "April Fools isn't till tomorrow."

"No. It's true. At least according to the paper. Said it happened yesterday in New Jersey. A cat had four kittens and one of them has two heads."

"Did it live?" Livey asked.

"Yes. It has two mouths and three eyes, and a veterinarian said it seems perfectly healthy."

"Son of a gun," Moroski commented.

"The vet said he'd seen it happen once before. Said his father delivered a two-headed kitten in 1905. It died, he said, but he still has it in a bottle of formaldehyde. He thinks this one will live if it can learn to eat by itself. He's feeding it with a baby's bottle."

They talked back and forth as the fight continued. Janiro kept moving forward, punching with his right, keeping Graziano off balance. He won the third round, and the fourth.

Moroski was becoming more excited.

"He's thumbing him," he shouted midway through the fifth round. "Look! Whenever Janiro throws the right to the face, he's trying to get the thumb in his eye."

A moment later, from ringside, Russ Hodges commented on it: "Rocky's complaining to the referee. We understand that his corner complained about thumbing between rounds. Whatever the case, it's not slowing Janiro down. They're passing right above our microphone here, and I can hear Graziano. He's breathing very heavily. Graziano's coming off the ropes, and Janiro scores with a good right hand as Graziano's going away. Now Graziano throws a hard right hand to the forehead, and – he's into the ropes! – Rocky threw another punch, a roundhouse right, and missed, and went halfway through the ropes, ladies and gentlemen. He caught himself with his left elbow, and he's okay now. Referee George Walsh rushed in and kept Janiro away until Graziano untangled himself. Now he signals them to resume fighting. They're toe to toe. Graziano scores a straight left to the forehead. Janiro lands a hard left hook to Graziano's head and then a right to the chin. Graziano starts to go to work on the midsection, and it's Janiro working downstairs, landing a right hand under the heart as the bell sounds."

"I make it all for Janiro so far," Livey said.

"It's been a good fight," Walsh observed. "It looked to me as if Janiro was slowing down a little in that last round."

"What do you think about the Courthouse? The primary's coming up pretty quickly."

"I hear there's a lot of fighting among the Democrats. I think we'll see a real bloodbath, just like in '48. John Alexander's got his hands full. He's trying to pull the county organization together, but I don't think he's gonna do it this time."

"Joe Murphy's giving them a hard time."

"He's telling everyone he'll run outside the organization. He's mad as hell at the leadership. He hates Alexander, doesn't trust him. Alexander's letting it be known he wants some kind of commitment from Murphy. I think we could see them come to blows."

"That would be something."

"Wouldn't it, though?"

"Well, you can't blame Murphy. Alexander and Bruce Hamzavi and the leadership did everything they could to torpedo him last time around."

"What I say, for those who stand on the sidelines and watch, it'll make something of a fight to see, as good as this one."

The bell had rung for Round 6, and Russ Hodges had resumed once more.

"We're halfway through the fight, and now we should begin to see whether Rocky Graziano's strength and experience can bring him back against Janiro, who's 22. They're circling in the middle of the ring. No blows landed yet. No blows attempted. Graziano is keeping his guard high. Janiro has landed some dazzling combinations, left hooks followed by short rights to the head. Janiro's been working mostly to the head. He's apparently bent on a slashing game. They exchange left hands, with Graziano's landing high on Janiro's face. Here's another left hook to the right cheek. That one landed again. Janiro's backing away. They exchange left hands, and both land on the nose. Rocky jabs a left to Janiro's head. Janiro keeps backing away. Graziano starts a left hand, and Janiro lands a light one, and another. Rocky with a one-two, first to the midsection and a right cross to the forehead. Janiro backs away again, keeping Graziano at bay. Janiro tries a one-two, but they're short. Graziano comes in again, with a left hook high on Janiro's face. They exchange left hands again. Janiro tries to get his right hand free, but Rocky beats him to the punch and scores again with a right hand to the nose and then a quick left hook high on the right side of Janiro's face. Janiro throws a right hand at Graziano's jaw, but it misses, barely, at the bell.

"I think Rocky had that one," Livey said, warming his hands.

"A good round for him," Walsh agreed. "He was getting those one-twos in pretty good."

"He better keep it up," Moroski growled. "I have it three to two, Janiro, at this point."

"Which other round did you give him, Stashu?" Livey asked.

"The fourth."

"Hmmmmmm,” Livey replied. "I don't know."

"Janiro almost put him down in the fourth," Walsh added. "I'd make it even at best."

"Rocky slipped. I give him the fourth, and we all give him the fifth," Moroski told them. "I say it's 3-2, Janiro, at this point. Did you hear about our pile-up?"

"What pile-up?" Livey asked. Others nearby in the crowd also began paying attention.

"At Unadilla, up in York state on the Oneonta run."

"Anyone hurt?"

"No, thank God. Frank Hathaway from up on Vaughn Street was driving a steam freight with a consist of 19 cars. You know Frank Hathaway, Francis.”

"Certainly," the barber answered.

"The others were all from Wilkes-Barre."

"What happened? Do they know?" Livey asked him.

"No one knows yet. It just happened a coupla hours ago. I heard it at the enginehouse before I came off work. The dispatcher told me. They say the whole Oneonta mainline is tied up. We're sending a work train from the yards here."

"How is it you didn't go?" Francis asked him.

"They wanted me, but I just did 12 hours, and I wanted to see the fight. I have money on it. Let someone else do it, I say."

The bell rang for the sixth round.

Russ Hodges began: "Graziano swings a left hand, and another left hand. Janiro bounces away now. Rocky seems more confident. He's taken the best Janiro has in store, and he's moving in more now. There's another left, and Janiro responds with a right, but it's short. The two styles of these fighters: both are counterpunchers. Graziano can be hit with a right hand. Janiro can be hit with a left. Graziano is slower and older than Janiro, who's done most of the leading, but Rocky appeared to be connecting more in the fifth round, and you can see it again here in the sixth. It's Janiro with a right hand to the midsection and a left cross to the jaw of Graziano. Now here's Rocky with a one-two and a right hand landing on Janiro's jaw. Janiro follows up, but the exchange was all Graziano. Janiro strikes with a right hand under Graziano's heart, and Rocky goes into a clinch. The referee breaks them up. Janiro lands a right to the midsection. Rocky throws a left hook to the jaw. Oh! That was a good one. Janiro seemed to stagger. Graziano hits him with an uppercut, and I can see that Janiro's left eye appears to be swollen. Graziano shuffles in with that one-two of his – a very light left hand. Janiro jabs two right hands to the midsection. Graziano throws a left hook to the forehead. Graziano's lefts, I think, are rolling up a lot of points for the 159-pound New Yorker. Janiro misses with a right hand, and Graziano does the same thing with his own right. And there's the bell."

"He's getting stronger," Walsh said.

"He hit him hard in that round. That's for sure," Moroski pointed out.


They shifted their feet.

"Cold for the last day of March," a man standing behind Ed complained.

"The paper says it'll be colder," Ed replied.

"It said in the Times-Leader tonight we spend $500,000 every hour of every day on the dammed Marshall Plan," Moroski grumbled. "Did you see that, Francis?"

"I did. Every hour, every day for the past two years, and we've got two years to go. We'd be better off spending it here at home."

"Well, we wouldn't want a repeat of what happened after World War I," Livey observed. "If we'd left the European nations as shattered as they were on V-E Day, someone would have risen up, as Hitler did after the first war, to feed on that situation."

"The Communists! Sons of bitches!" Moroski cursed.

"I don't see that we've helped in Poland or Czechoslovakia," Walsh said.

"But the Marshall Plan has kept France, Belgium and the Netherlands out of Communist hands," Livey reminded him.

"It's spies like that Lattimore here in the U.S. of A. that will hand us over to the Communists," Moroski replied, stamping his feet against the cold. "Senator McCarthy says that Lattimore's the chief Communist spy in this country. Did you see that in the paper?"

"Professor Lattimore's coming back from Europe to respond to those charges. I think it's revealing that Senator McCarthy won't produce the proof," Livey said.

"Walter Winchell said in the paper that we'll lose ten to fifteen million people the first day of a nuclear war, if they drop H-Bombs," Walsh pointed out.

"He said the whole eastern U.S.'ll be gone. Think of that," Moroski added. "And that's just the first day."

On the screen in front of them, Graziano and Janiro had moved back to the center of the ring, and the crowd turned its attention to the fight again. Graziano's weight was proving an advantage. He was wearing Janiro down. Throughout the round, and again in the eight and ninth, Rocky kept landing his left-right combinations, his left hooks, and his thumping right crosses to the head and body. Several of the rights had visibly shaken Janiro. Livey and Ed scored all three rounds for Graziano.

"He's winning now," Moroski said before the start of the final round.

"He needs this one," Walsh told him, as the bell rang for the tenth.

Russ Hodges picked up his call again:

"As we make the turn for home here at the beginning of Round Ten, Janiro swings a right that lands high on the side of Graziano's head. Graziano tries a left hook, but it's short. Janiro catches him with another right to the head. Into the center of the ring, they're shuffling around; Graziano shoots a left hand into Janiro's midsection. Janiro parries with a left hook to the forehead. Now he crosses a right to the midsection. They exchange left hands. Janiro seems to have found new life in this final round; he's coming in all the time. Graziano tries to counter with a right to the head. They've moved to the center of the ring again. They exchange left hands to the head. There's a hard left and a right to the head by Janiro! Graziano's hurt! Janiro goes to that left-hand warfare again. He tags Graziano on the nose, and on the nose again. Graziano bounces Janiro back now with two quick left hands into Janiro's right eye. Janiro slugs him under the heart, trying to bring Graziano's guard down. Graziano misses with a left as Janiro hooks with a right. And here's Janiro with an uppercut! He staggered Graziano! You can see there's not too much power in the knees of Graziano. Janiro misses a right. Now Graziano scores with a left and a right to the head. Janiro chases Graziano back across the ring with a right hand high on the forehead. Graziano moves away and scores with a right hand himself. There's only thirty seconds left to go now. Janiro is keeping his right hand high, looking for an opening to throw it. Graziano throws a left hook, and Janiro responds with a right cross. They're toe to toe. Graziano tries to go to work on the midsection. Janiro throws a left hook high on the forehead. And there's the bell and the end of the fight! That last round was one of Janiro's best, wasn't it Jack Brickhouse?"

"It certainly was. I don't know what the judges will say; we can't get to their cards and see where they are right now, but I do notice that Nat Fleischer, a real veteran of the history of the ring, on my right here, has Janiro slightly ahead on points. Both these boys are full of lumps. They have lumps on their faces. Graziano is bleeding from the nose, and they're going to have plenty of bruises on those bodies when they wake up tomorrow morning. It's been ten grueling, battering rounds."

"What'd you think, Livey?" Moroski asked him.

"I believe Graziano has him, on points," Livey said. "But it's been a close fight, and a good one; I'll give them that."

"I think you're about right," the railroader agreed. "It was close though. What'd you think, Francis?"

"I'd have to say Janiro, Stashu."

"It's close. That's for sure," Moroski said, looking nervously back to the screen.

The bell rang again. Announcer Bobby Addy had returned to the center of the ring with the judges' scoring slips.

"La-dies and Gentlemen," he began, "Judge Arthur Adler scores it 6-3-1, favor of Graziano. Judge Arthur Susskind scores it 5-4-1, favor of Janiro. Referee George Walsh made it even – 5 rounds and 10 points for each fighter. The fight is even after ten rounds. We have a draw."
"Son-of-a-bitch! That was an April Fools joke on us, to stand here in the cold for a draw," Moroski said sourly.

"It was a good fight, Stashu. Nothing to choose between them," Walsh told him. "You going home?"

"I'm going to O'Neil's for a boilermaker, to warm up. Want to come?

"No, thank-you. I'm heading home and to bed.

"Did you see Major Hoople tonight, Livey?" Walsh asked Livey, smiling, as the rest of the crowd broke up.

"Egad!” Livey cried, using one of the Major's favorite expressions. He never missed the Major Hoople cartoon in the evening paper.

"Remind you of one of our card games?"

"Just like it, except for the cards. I'd like to see you deal me a hand like the one the commissioner was holding. Could you do that?"

"Now Livey, you know the cards are democratic. What's fair is fair," Walsh laughed.

"Are we meeting Tuesday night?"

"Of course. Margaret's going to the blackface minstrel show over at St. John's Church, so I don't have to worry about that. See'ya."
"Want to stop for a cup of coffee?" Ed asked. "I'm cold."

The diner was only a few doors down the street. Its original builders had designed it to look like a railroad car, with its curved roof and its Pullman windows, but a narrow peaked roof over the front door spoiled the effect. Livey had no idea how old it was, but the red-and-white diner had been there in 1922 when he had first come to town. In the intervening years, its mustard-colored linoleum had cracked, and its high-backed booths along the windows had grown darker with age.

Ed and Livey sat on two stools at the counter, hoping that the heat from the coffee urns in front of them would warm their chilled bones. The stools' chromium trim was dull, but, John Moreck, the owner, kept the two large coffee urns shiny bright; steam sputtered from the escape valve of the one on the left. Next to the coffee urns was a pine-trimmed display case of pies and desserts, and at intervals along the linoleum-covered counter were three glass-crowned cake servers that held sugary donuts and cinnamon buns.

"Hey John!” Livey greeted Moreck.

"Hey fellas! Want coffee? Pretty cold, huh?"

"Ummmm,” Livey said. "We were over in front of Jacobs's watching the Graziano fight. I feel numb all over."

"Me too," his son agreed. He had hung his wool-plaid winter coat on the wall hook. The diner's overheated warmth felt good.

Moreck brought the steaming black coffee in two thick crockery mugs. Both men drank their coffee black, and they had to blow on it before they could touch it to their lips.



"Aaahhh!” Ed said appreciatively. "That's hot!"



"Good!” Livey agreed, warming his hands around the mug.



"I was listening to the fight on the radio," Moreck said. "I thought Graziano had it toward the end."



"On the TV you could see he was shuffling in the tenth round," Ed told him.



"It's gonna be great when everyone has 'em and we get a local station," Moreck told him. "I'll have one in here."



"A lot of the bars and saloons already have them on the New York cable," Livey said, sipping the hot coffee.



Three telephone linemen, bundled warmly in bulky jumpsuits and black knit caps, came in noisily and sat at the far end of the counter. Moreck moved off to serve them.


"I heard Mr. Moroski talking about how much the Marshall Plan costs us," Ed said, draining his mug.



"I'd rather put my tax money there than in the billions we'd have to spend to fight another war," Livey told him. "If we were attacked again, we'd have to – no question. But to get drawn into Europe or some other place . . . ," he hunched his shoulders and stared into his coffee.



"You think the Marshall Plan is helping to prevent that."



"Yes, I do. I think it's better to talk and to use diplomacy and to build up those countries than to have to fight a war. There are boys I remember – I had them in class – who are gone now. Too many. We had to do it. Hitler and Japan would have destroyed us. But I think there's too much talk about our being a big policeman. More and more, it seems to me that's what Truman's thinking: 'Go out and teach them a lesson. Keep them in line.' He has a quick temper. The more I read, the less I like it. International relations doesn't work that way. We should be talking more, negotiating more, learning the real deep things about other countries that might become our adversaries."

"It seems as if Senator McCarthy is out to get the very people who know those kinds of things," his son said. "Lattimore, Acheson, Ambassador Jessup . . . .”

"Ike and General Marshall were quoted in the newspaper, on the Associated Press, saying they were 'shocked' by McCarthy's attacks and that they weren't true. They're both pretty good guys. My friend Tim Arnot down at Bucknell says Truman's behind Acheson all the way. I don't like what McCarthy's doing. I think he could force us into things we'd never do otherwise. I don't think McCarthy has anything. First it's 205 Communists or security risks in the State Department; then 57, and 220, 206, 81, 106?"
"Sounds like a football cadence," Ed laughed.

"It'd be funny if he weren't ruining people's lives. But he's yet to come forward with a single Communist. He's an old-fashioned liar, as far as I can see."

"I agree."



His father was still reflective, not drinking his coffee. "They were smart boys – that was the thing, Ed. I remember David Brandt. He was killed on Tarawa. He'd have . . .  he'd put up his hand. He was always the first to answer the questions. He was graduated with honors. I was so proud of him when he walked down the aisle. He looked at me and gave me a wink, and I remember I almost laughed, sitting there in the faculty row. He enlisted right after Pearl Harbor." He looked up and turned on his stool, toward his son. "I don't say this very often Ed, but you're the most precious thing I have."

Embarrassed, he rose and left a quarter on the counter.



"G'night John,” he called down the counter.

"'night, Livey. Ed. See'ya," Moreck replied from behind the half-wall where he was frying eggs for the phone men.

Ed had parked his Ford on the other side of Wyoming Avenue. They crossed the wide street to the concrete traffic island and waited as a trackless trolley, sparks flying as the trolley went through the myriad wire connections overhead, clattered around the traffic light and headed toward one of the suburbs. When they reached the car, Ed turned his key in the ignition and they drove up Wyoming Avenue. In a few minutes, they were in front of Livey's house.

They sat for a moment in the darkness. Ed didn't get out of the car.

"Thanks Dad," he said.

"What for? You drove," Livey laughed.

"For what you said in the diner."

"Oh. I meant it, son. Somehow I don't seem to say it often enough."

THE END
