
     What’s Right 

     By Bill Baber 

 

I wasn’t real happy when the local station showing the Yankee’s game broke away with the score tied at 
two in the bottom of the eighth with one out and two on and A Rod coming to the plate. You can say 
what you want but the guy was free of ‘roids and playing damn good ball for having just turned forty. 
Besides, I admired the guy. After all of the BS he put up with, it would have been easy for him to just 
walk away. Guess he still has something to prove. And I couldn’t really blame him for what he did. The 
greedy fucking owners kept handing out fat contracts when they had to know what was going on in their 
own clubhouses. The paying fans wanted to see offense and long balls. Thanks to steroids, that’s what 
they got. Then they screamed bloody murder when guys got caught. 

Shit, the Yanks were in first place and looked like they might have something this year other than a 
prayer so I was a little irritated when The “Special Report- Breaking News” banner appeared on the 
screen. An attractive brunette with too much make up for my tastes was animatedly reporting about 
human remains found in the front seat of a Midnight Blue ’72 Ford LTD that was discovered by a crew 
clearing brush for a suburban housing development off of Route 18.Christ, judging from the number of 
cops there you would have thought the bones were Jimmy Hoffa’s. 

But I knew better. Knew it was Tony Benedetti in that trunk, knew that because I put him there. 

It took forty years for anyone to find him. After forty frosty New Jersey winters and forty steamy 
summers, there couldn’t have been much left of Tony. My only concern was whether or not there was 
any newfangled DNA still around that could connect me to his murder. 

 My old man was facing a twenty year stretch in Rahway on a RICO charge. Tony had been one of his 
most trusted lieutenants. The whole crew went down, except for Tony.  

On the day he was to be sentenced, my father instructed, “You clip that rat bastard.” 

But even though I did some work in his organization, I wasn’t a killer. Not yet. I didn’t think I had it in 
me. I was tormented by the fact that my pop was in the joint and I was a gutless coward who did not 
possess the stones needed to exact revenge. 

 “Family,” he had said. “I treated him like family.”  

He looked at me long and hard, the look as cold as the Atlantic in January. 

“And now, the son of a bitch has destroyed our family. You gotta do what’s right for your family.” 

I agonized over the old man’s words. Wished I had in me to just whack Tony and get it over with. I saw 
him walking out of a bar one night. He was alone and there was no one in sight. I could have driven right 
up to him. Couple of quick shots and it would be done. But I just froze up. 



Pop hadn’t been locked up a month when my mother dropped dead from a heart attack, no doubt 
brought on by the stress of my father being in prison. I thought about his words. Who was destroying 
our family? I began to realize most of it was due to choices he made; now he didn’t give a rat’s ass if I 
ended up in the joint with him. That would probably make him proud. 

A few months later, my little sister Mary was celebrating her 18th birthday. Somewhere she had gotten a 
fake ID- something she would not have dared to do if the old man was around. She was with some 
girlfriends at a bar on the boardwalk. Benedetti was there. Got her and her friends drunk. Gave them all 
a ride home. Except for Mary. She came in the next morning with her clothes torn and her face bruised. 
There was dried blood under her nostrils. She tried like hell to sneak by me but I saw her. 

“Who the fuck did this to you?” 

She just cried softly and would not look at me.  

“Look,” I said. “I’m going to find out.” 

The Elbow Room had been around forever. During the day the customers were retired shot and beer 
neighborhood guys. In the evenings, especially on the weekends, it was frequented by a younger crowd. 
The kind of kids who never left town, the kind Springsteen sang about in “Glory Days.” But on a Sunday 
night, the place was empty. 

The shift was just changing and Danny Fiori, who owned the joint, was behind the bar. I ordered a beer 
and a shot of Crown. I could tell he was a little unnerved by my presence.  

‘‘My little sister in here last night?”  

“Yeah, she was, with some friends.” 

“All of them under age,” I said. Why the fuck would you serve them?” 

“Tony Benedetti said he’d kick my ass if I didn’t. I knew they weren’t twenty one, even if they had ID’s. 
He was buying them drinks all night and they left with him.” 

I gunned another shot of Crown. Knew that the time had come to grow a pair and stand up for family. 
Some shit could not go unanswered. Some things could not be forgiven or forgotten. Sometimes you 
had to do what was right.  

 

I waited until it was fully dark, stole the car up on 3rd and Quinn. Drove to Tony’s with a .38 in my belt 
and my heart in my throat. Through the window I could see him getting ready to leave his place. He 
slipped a sport jacket on and checked his hair then headed for the door. When he got to the curb, I 
called to him. 

“Tony, need a ride?” 



“Hey, little Joey Antonelli, what’s doin’?” 

He approached the car. I stuck the pistol out the window. 

“Get in, “I said, “Or I’ll shoot you right here.” 

He got in all right. And before he could reach for the seat belt, I shot him twice in the head. I felt no guilt 
and no fucking remorse. I didn’t give a shit about my old man. He destroyed his family- he would just 
never own it. But when Tony Benedetti raped my sister he crossed a line. I wondered if it would have 
happened if Tony never worked for my father. 

Fifteen minutes later, I was north of town and turned onto a dirt road that wound through a meadow 
for the better part of a mile. The road ended when it came to a wall of impenetrable brush. I stopped 
the car, put the window down and after getting out reached through the window and put the car in 
drive. Within seconds, it was swallowed by the thick undergrowth. 

It took the better part of an hour to make my way through the darkness to the highway-took a lot less to 
thumb a ride back to town. I went back to The Elbow Room. There were two guys I didn’t recognize at 
the end of the bar.  

I had Danny get me another shot and a beer.  

“The cops might be around asking about me. You’re going to tell them I was here all night.” If you don’t, 
they’re going to know you pour drinks for underage girls. Understand?” 

He nodded. I emptied the shot and he refilled it. I downed the shot, drank half the beer and left. Son of a 
bitch never even said he was sorry about what happened to Mary. I should have shot him too. I figured 
it got easier after the first one. 

After that, Mary went downhill. She moved into the city and got strung out on any drug she could find. I 
put her in rehab but as soon as she got out, she was right back on the streets with a needle in her arm, 
hooking to buy drugs. They found her in a crib in the East Village- dead from an OD. 

I moved to a little town upstate, went back to college and taught high school history for twenty five 
years. I went back to my home town once, two days after the old man got out of prison. 

When the game came back on, Rodriguez was standing on second and the Yanks were up 4-2. Forty 
years old, Jesus Christ, he was playing like a kid. 

I didn’t think twice about Tony. Bastard got what he deserved. But I did wonder how much longer it 
would be before the second car that had been there twenty years would be found.  

You gotta do what’s right for your family. 

 

 


