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     Silence, yes as all things in life contend opinion and matter through voice, 
silence is most important.  Never break promises, and keep silent.  Is this what I 
always was told?  Why quite on fact, yes, never break the code of Omerta, you 
will desert your companions and all the truths you hold dear.  

     That’s right; set in stone, the code of Omerta has lasted our family for 
generations and has brought us to this country through prosperous trek.  Without 
this silence, there would be no family unity like there is now, there would be no 
wealth to have in gratitude.  The Salezzi family lives on this code.  We are 
Sicilian born, we have no regrets or complaints to this code, it has made us into 
family, our family. 

     When someone disrespects the code, they have to sleep with the fishes.  A 
disrespect to the code is a disrespect to the ones you hold dear, your family. 

     “This is the place, wait here and don’t touch anythin’, shes new I jus’ got her”, 
Tony closed the door and walked around the car, it was silent enough outside to 
here his footsteps crunch in the snow as he walked up to the restaurant door.  In 
neon “Ferrari’s Family Restaurant”, impressed with the red lighting though I don’t 
think it suited the traditional Bronx style Italian family restaurant sign, when your 
in this side of the Bronx at least, I always look for the title painted on the window.
     I was getting restless after the first minute, I can never keep myself in isolation 
and not try to do something.  I reached for the radio, soon as I did Tony pounded 
his hand on the window, I leaned over and rolled it down, “Yeah? Back so soon?”

     “I told you don’t touch her!  But yeah, just waiting for Lou to come out, he’s 
changing.”

     “I never knew Lou worked Ferarri’s, he told me he was into the car business’.”
     “Ha yeah, that joke never gets old.  Well your hand is on the freakin radio, 
mine as well see how Yanks are pullin’ in the 6th.”  Before Tony even popped his 
head in, the door creaked and you can hear it close with the aftermath of the 
quick sounding bell, Lou stepped out in his black winter coat with his top hat.

     Tony looked, and made a quick turn to me with a whisper, “you know the drill.”

     “Sweet of you guys to wait, really”, Lou opened the door to the back seat.

     “Wait Lou, you get in the front, I gotta get my coat from the trunk anyway.”  I 
walked out and Lou took the seat without hesitation, “your loss”.

     I walked around to the trunk, popped the hood, and grabbed my leather coat, 
along with a loin cloth and a metal object.  I got into the backseat behind Lou on 
the passenger side, and Tony started driving.  Not long after were we crossing 
the Bronx-Queens connector bridge and into the run downs.  Tony pulled the car 
from the bridge onto a smaller road leading under the bridge near the river. 
     “Wait here I gotta take a quick one.”  Tony stepped out of the car door and 
walked toward the river.

     Lou just stared straight forward as if I was at an absence, “you know Mike I’m 
sorry, but there are just some things in life worth wanting and not regretting.”
     “We all make choices Lou, but the Don and the family just can’t see counting 
on you.”  I rapped the cloth on the metal object from the trunk, holding it in my 
hand on my lap.

     “Mike, just try to leave the family, there’s more to life than what you see 

through here Mike.  For the past couple years I was able to see it, trust me Mike, 

there’s more to life than just the family.”  Lou still looked out straight into the river from the passenger window.
     I lifted the metal object facing the back of his head, I was feeling woozy and 
hesitant, one eye was starting to cramp, “Lou, I’m sorry.”

     “I know you are Mike, we all are…”  I clicked on the trigger, I didn’t listen for 
any noise, I just saw Lou slowly slouch down into the seat with his head tilted 
down, lifeless, as if nothing was ever accomplished..

     Tony walked over to the car, “Alright lets dump the body,” he grabbed the legs 
and I circled around Tony to grab the body’s shoulders.  We hobbled over to the 
river, and flung the corpse, “no one breaks our family.”  Tony then watched Lou’s 
body float south down the river and started to walk back to the car.
     But for some reason I stayed, for some reason, watching Lou slowly being 
pushed down river.  At that moment, I felt like there was no family to look out for, 
there was no Omerta to be drawn into our blood.  In some way, Lou was right, 
there is more to life than protecting the code and the family name, but I just can’t 
make out how.  I just slowly walked back to the car, back to the life, back to the 
code...
Notes
-usage of personal and subjective reflection at the end to display post modernistic style of writing.

-this takes place after the 1950’s when modernism was fading away into a more post modernistic ideal.

-The sub-genre of crime is used to display the underworld effects in the short story.

Why did I write this short story?  I wanted to convey a view of life through the family of the Mafia and how the code of Omerta isn’t a physical presence but a state of being where one only perceives Omerta as the strongest code of life, not just living life itself.
