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            Walking through the store looking past the work that still needed to be done he felt happy with his layout, a beautiful counter area, small sitting area and tons of shelving. Taking his jacket off and unbuttoning another button on his shirt he gently touched the wall to see if the paint had dried
, it had. “Great, can’t even sit here and watch the paint dry,” he said looking at the empty shelves.
What a shame
, he pondered while recalling all the books he had to leave back in Italy.

Knowing Yaroslav did not report back to Marcus he knew it wouldn’t be long before someone would be in Amalfi investigating the lack of communication. Taking the rest of those hours to burn the old Ukrainian on the rocks lookin
g east pretty much cost him any time he had to set up an elaborate plan to ship his books without being traced. Pressed for time and without the guise of night he had time for a tea, a phone call and a second phone call setting off a chain reaction of forty seven flights booked for forty seven men going all over the world. Not knowing who Marcus sent Nathan smirked at the thought of their face when they finally figured out they had forty seven new start points in their investigation.

He had enough books stored away to fill a hundred stores but it still hurt losing them. Especially ones signed by the author themselves and some dating back to the mid 1800’s. He loved reading and it did not matter to him what the genre was, he read horror, thrillers, romance, how to, mysteries even children’s books. Some of his favorites were books considered for children, from Treasure Island to Harry Potter. If a book was good it was just simply a good book. When a book came out and he liked it he would buy ten to twenty copies and hide them like a squirrel hides nuts all over the place. He even fell in love with his E-book reader, leaving over thirty thousand books back in Italy he could at least pull any one of them up on his E-reader. His only problem was that it took him less than an hour to read a four hundred page book. Chuckling he remembered how excited he was when Stephen King rereleased ‘The Stand’ in the 90’s in a complete and uncut edition; the 1200 page book took him just over three hours to read. Books like that were far and few between and the greats like War and Peace and Poor Fellow My Country were even fewer. He looked around his empty store and sighed. “Wish I had a book to read now.” Nathan smiled going to his jacket and hoping he had his e-reader on him but patting it down he sighed realizing he did not.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER 4

 

ONE: Oh Brothers Where Art Thou

 

H
alf way across the city an old cube van was creeping down the street in the early hours of the morning. Inside Louis sat in the passenger seat rocking back and forth fidgeting with the seatbelt. Bo, a monster of a man who kept both hands on 10 and 2 was driving cautiously while constantly looking in his mirrors and checking his blind spots. “I think we’re getting close now,” said the behemoth behind the wheel, reading the intersection as they went through the lights.

“Thank da Christ,” Louis said with his Cajun accent.

“Sure are a lot of books,” Bo said referring to the cargo.

It was true. The van was stuffed with Nathan’s books that were handpicked and put into special climate controlled storage on top of the extra individual care. Less valuable books were being delivered by regular delivery services but these rare treasures were being hand delivered by his brothers.

Already amused with his reply Louis started to chuckle. “Too bad not a pop-up book in da lot of dem.”

The giant in the driver’s seat took a deep breath and exhal
ed trying to manage his anger. “You sure are funny Louis. Yes sir, funny, funny, funny.”

The Cajun began to laugh.
“You know I joke Bo-Bo”

“Funny man” the big man repeated with his deep voice and forced smile. Continuing
slowly along the street the van was letting the delivery trucks and early commuters pass them. Ignoring the honking and suggestions, some of which he had no intention of doing to himself or to his mother, Bo just let them pass angrily. Seeing the lights go yellow he slowed down and came to a stop when most cars would of went through.

A voice yelled from behind them. “Learn how to fucking drive.”

“That’s just rude. Nothing wrong with being cautious,” Bo said.

“There’s cautious and there’s driving in a coma.”

“Go back to Hoboken ya moron,” the same voice yelled out again.

Bo turned to Louis confused, “Were not from Hoboken.”

Sticking his head back out the window Louis tried to see if he could see the man yelling. Thinking about it he answered Bo. “I think it’s a town in Jersey.”

They didn’t notice the light had turned green and the voice from behind them reappeared. “Hey asshole, it’s green.”

“That’s it!” Bo exclaimed unbuckling his belt.

Clapping his hands smiling ear to ear Louis waited so he could jump in his brother’s seat and get a better view. Getting out of the truck the giant slammed the door behind him sounding like it might have bent the frame a bit. Popping out
of the window Louis hung happily with a great view. The man who had been doing all the yelling watched as a giant who stood at least seven feet tall and weighed in the neighborhood of four hundred pounds walked towards him in a mood that didn’t look the least bit friendly. Spontaneously flexing on their own Bo’s plain blue t-shirt seemed to defy physics as his muscles bulged sporadically underneath. Watching as the giant got closer the man in the car didn’t know if the large vein pulsating on the giant’s forehead made him look scarier or more determined and then wondered if it made a difference.

“Holy shit!” he said from inside his little yellow car that seemed to be getting smaller.

Getting to the window Bo seemed to block out the newly risen sun creating a manmade eclipse. Bending down to meet the driver face to face his brows were slanted and the vain on his forehead seemed much bigger this close up. Looking forward the man tried to avoid eye contact but couldn’t help but peek to confirm the immenseness in his window.

“Now,” Bo’s deep raspy voice introduced terrifyingly. “I don’t think that was very nice,” he said expecting a response.

Shaking his head the man in the car agreed with enthusiasm.

“Now I’m not from around here see. I’m looking for my little brother’s book store to drop of those there books,” he said pointing to the van as if the man in the car should have already known that there are books in it. Pausing for a moment his entire demeanor changed suddenly. “Do you know where my brother’s book store is? It’s called Imagination.”

Offering the gargantuan in his window a sympathetic smile the man just shook his head and mouthed the word “Sorry”.

“Hmm, you know where Michigan Avenue is?”

The frightened man nodded.

“Well,” he said in anticipation.

“You’re on it.” the man said timidly.

Bo looked up and down the street then starte
d to laugh. “Well I’ll be a Son of a gun,” he said. Shaking his head he called back to the truck. “Louis, hey Louis I know why I can’t find it . . . were on it.” Chuckling he turned back looking at the three cars that were now lined up behind the yellow one. “Sorry everybody,” he said and waved. One car even waved back, but no one yelled at him. He turned back to the driver in the little yellow car happier than ever. “Well alright then, thank you,” Bo said tapping the roof making a loud hollowing sound. He was about to head back to his van when he remembered one last piece of advice and turned back. “I suggest you be a little friendlier and a tad more patient though,” he said with a ghastly scowl. “Next person you piss off might not be as friendly.” The man nodded feverishly. Later when telling the story of the man who was seven-eight feet tall (if he was a foot) defied all laws of physics. As he would swear he could hear the fabric of the giants shirt fight to stay permanent.

Returning to the van he pulled himself in making the entire thing rock back and forth. He was laughing just as Louis was but both for different reasons. “We have been on Michigan Avenue this whole time.”

“I know Cher.”

Suddenly Bo wasn’t laughing anymore. “What do you mean - you know?”

“I knew we were on de Michigan Avenue fifteen minutes ago when you turn on it.”

“Then why did you let me keep looking for it like an idiot?”

“Because it is funny, you big ape,” he said beginning to laugh again.

Raising his hands as if he was going to s
mack him caused Louis to scream. “Not da face - I’m too pretty,” he giggled holding his arms over his face.

“That’s an ugly quality mister . . . ug
-ly,” he said driving through the green light and starting traffic again.

“Why you call me ugly Bo, I think you are handsome.”

At first he tried to ignore him but then he couldn’t help it and began smiling. “You really think I’m handsome?”

“Sure . . .” Louis said getting more comfortable, “For a Gorilla.”

Bo just shook his head getting angry at himself. “Every time,” he said more upset at himself for walking into it.

Changing the subject Louis began to chuckle. “Hey that was funny when dat man sees you coming over to him. I bet he shit himself, did it smell like da poop in his car?”

Distracted from the previous insult Bo started to chuckle as well. “Yeah that was pretty funny . . . and no, it did not smell like - DA poop.”

“Probably thought you were gonna eat him or something.”

“Why are people in the city so rude?” Bo asked.

“You drive like da Ms. Daisy – I honk and yell too.”

“Ms. Daisy was not driving. She was driven, by a Mr. Morgan Freeman.”

Louis just rolled his eyes. “Nathan should be on this road coming up.”

Creeping down the road the truck slowed down to an almost snail like speed. Then an almost full stop . . . until stopped.

“What da fuck you doing now?”

“I can see it,” he said pointing to the store with the big sign over top that said ‘Imagination’ up top and a little smaller underneath ‘The Used and Rare Treasures’. “Do we park out front or does he have one of those back entrances?” the massive driver asked.

“Da only one I know with da back entrance is you.”

Taken out of the moment Bo’s disappointedly shakes his head. “Really, what is wrong with you?”

Sitting silently they both stare at each other until Bo finally cracks a smile causing them both to start giggling.

Trying to spur him on Louis waved his hands in a forward motion. “One way or da odder, you have to push down on da accelerator.”

“Okay, Okay,” he said and slowly pulled down the street.

Looking at the front of the store Louis saw that a car was parked up ahead but there was ample room behind it. Bo on the other hand was second guessing himself and not sure if the big truck would fit. “Are you kidding, park da truck in front,” Louis said pointing to the big empty spot in front of them.

“Might not fit,” he pointed out with anxiety painted all over his face.

“What you talk about? A 747 could land in dat spot you big Orangutan.”

“Stop calling me a monkey!” he yelled getting flustered.

“I didn’t . . . I call you an Orangutan, he da Ape,” Louis said pausing then let out a little quite ape noises (Ooh-Ooh, Eee-Eee).

Trying not to laugh while being so infuriated the large man asked, “Why you so mean?”

“Why you so obtuse?” he fired back.

Gritting his teeth while taking a deep breath causing his nostrils to inflame Bo replied calmly, “I don’t know what that word means . . . but I’m pretty sure it has mean intent, so I’m gonna park this van and kick your ass.”

Trying to hide his amusement the Cajun pleaded. “I’m sorry Bo-Bo, don’t be angry.”

“Now shut up while I park the van. You think you can handle shutting up for a minute or two?” he yelled. Cautiously he started to roll into the parking space.

“Minute or two,” Louis said popping his head out the window to watch them slowly inch forward. “I run home and back before you done.” Popping back into the van he smiled. “You need any-ting from home Big Boy?”

“You’re not doing a very good job at shutting up,” he said with a fabricated smile.

“I think you -”

“I think you need some assistance,” Bo said raising his fist.
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