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Chapter One

April — 1970

Meg bounded from her 1968 yellow Volkswagen
as it continued to jump and lurch forward in the parking spot —
even once she had shut it off, an ongoing problem that, as usual,
she tried to ignore. “I need to get this damn car fixed,” Meg said
to her friend Trisha as she pushed the buzzer to get into her
sister Lizzy’s place at the Cedar Hill Apartments. “I can’t afford
shit; I should never have bought that car in the first place.”

Meg and Trisha were in nursing school, a
hospital-accelerated program that would give them the title of
Registered Nurse after three years; but they had to go through the
program with little time off: a week here, a few days there, a
total of four weeks vacation in three years. It was a tiring course
of events for girls who were barely eighteen.

The elevator door opened and Meg and Trisha
got on. Meg hit the button for the ninth floor. With their student
uniforms on and curlers in their hair, the two looked more like
Ethel Mertz and Lucy Ricardo than the potheads they really
were.

“Lizzy said she was saving a half ounce of
really good pot for us,” Meg told Trisha. “I hope she follows
through.” Both girls were looking forward to a frolicking night in
Boston after a long, grueling week of school. In the first year of
their nursing program they couldn’t wait for the weekend! Bar
hopping at K-K-K-Katie’s and Lucifer’s in Kenmore Square was
something the two of them did every Friday night; smoke a joint,
have a couple of drinks, find some guys to dance with and
occasionally go out to breakfast in the wee hours of the morning.
That was how the girls made it through school; it helped them cope
with their rigorous schedules during the week.

The elevator ascended, heading for Lizzy’s
apartment, but was interrupted on the seventh floor. As the door
opened, Gwen, a friend of Lizzy’s, entered with her brother Jimmy,
and their dad. Gwen was a petite, adorable brunette, who was a
nurse.

“Hi, Meggie!” she said excitedly. “God, do
you look tired. I remember those days from school; so exhausting.”
Gwen checked Meg from head to toe, wondering why she was here with
her uniform on, hair in rollers and looking as stoned as Janis
Joplin.

Meg wasn’t focusing on Gwen or her comments.
Her eyes were glued to Gwen’s brother. Jimmy was a tall, six-foot,
lean hunk, with beautiful brown eyes, long black hair pulled back
in a ponytail, and a construction worker’s body. As Meg stood
staring at Jimmy, Trisha kept nudging her, hoping Meg would snap
out of her present mental state and introduce her to Gwen. Finally,
after a sharp poke in her left side, Meg stepped out of the fog.
Bright-eyed, suddenly aware of her surroundings, Meg said, “This is
my roommate, Trisha. We’re going to pick up something at Lizzy’s
apartment.”

“We’re going up there, too,” Gwen said.
“Timmy’s there. Liz has been babysitting for me all afternoon.”
Timmy was Gwen’s two-year-old son, the same age as Paul, Lizzy’s
little boy. They had met two years before at the park on the
grounds of the apartment building. Gwen proceeded to introduce her
brother, Jimmy, and her dad, Ed Romano, to Meg and Trisha.

As the apartment door opened, Meg grabbed
Trisha’s arm and whispered, “Jimmy is beyond cute, and here I am
with rollers in my hair, stoned, and fumbling all my words!”

“Forget about it,” Trisha said. “He doesn’t
even look like someone you would date. Since when do you like guys
with ponytails? Furthermore, he didn’t give you a second glance.”
But as they all entered Lizzy’s apartment, Meg noticed Jimmy
looking at her when he thought she was busy with something else. He
would glance, peek from the corner of his eye at Meg, and of course
Meg’s heart was pounding; in love with Jimmy Romano at first sight!
The chemistry was definitely there.

Lizzy had opened the door to let the group
in, unaware that Meg and Trisha were with them. Ed Romano rushed
through the doorway and grabbed his grandson, throwing him in the
air and giving him great big hugs as the two-year-old landed in his
arms. While everyone focused on Mr. Romano and Timmy, Meg dragged
Lizzy into the bedroom. There was a frantic look on her face.

“What is wrong with you, you mental case!”
exclaimed Lizzy.

“God, Jimmy is adorable,” said Meg. “I’m
acting like such an idiot; I have rollers in my hair, my uniform
on! What a geek I must look like to him!” Meg sat on Lizzy’s bed,
in her own little world, fantasizing about kissing him, maybe
having him barge in the room and ask her for a date.

“Hello in there,” said Lizzy, “dreaming up
another one of your romances in your head, little sister?”

“Put a good word in for me, Lizzy, tell Jimmy
what a great sister, what a fun person I am,” smiled Megan.

“Meg,” said Lizzy, “you are going nowhere
with that guy! He’s not your type. I wouldn’t ever allow you to see
him or fix you up.”

“Oh, come on, Liz. My heart is pounding, I’m
sweating … I’ve never felt this way about anyone at first
glance!”

Lizzy shook her head. “Meg, Jimmy’s a nice
guy, but he’s into stuff way over your head. Don’t get mixed up
with him.”

At that moment, Trisha burst into the room.
“Come on Meg, we gotta get back to the dorm, get ready for
tonight.”

Lizzy reached over into the silk pouch and
handed Meg a half-ounce of the best Colombian dope around.

“Thanks, sis,” said Meg.

“This is as far as it goes, Meg. Nothing
stronger. I don’t want to hear of you doing downs or speed or any
smack,” said Lizzy.

“Oh, for Christ’s sake,” said Meg, “I’m in
nursing school. I wouldn’t do anything to hurt myself. I only want
to have a good time.”

“Good times can get out of control, Meggie
and bad times can sneak up on you real fast. I’m serious, nothing
more then pot or you’ll get a good kick in the ass from me!”

As Meg was leaving the apartment, she went
over and shook hands with Mr. Romano. “Nice to meet you, sir; hope
I see you again.”

The middle-aged man with a sad face and even
sadder eyes stood up as Meg and Trisha were leaving. “Good luck in
school,” he said. “I remember Gwen doing what you’re doing not long
ago. Nursing is tough, but a great profession.”

Jimmy, with his brown deep-set eyes, high
cheekbones, and angry expression, simply waved good-bye with a
uncomplicated gesture. Meg wondered if he was just playing tough,
pretending he didn’t care, so as not to show his real feelings.

When Trisha and Meg reached the Volkswagen,
Meg collapsed against the driver’s side door. Two rollers fell out
of her hair and she was perspiring. “What the Jesus is the matter
with me? He’s just a guy. I’ve never felt so attracted to anyone in
my life,” she said.

“Yeah, and you better get over it. You have a
boyfriend in Vietnam, and he’s depending on you being there for him
when he gets home in a few months,” Trisha reminded her. The
thought of having feelings for any guy other than her boyfriend,
Steve, made Meg feel temporarily guilty. Although she knew the
relationship with Steve wouldn’t last, she was uneasy; him fighting
the war while she was stateside, partying, smoking pot, drinking,
even flirting … “Oh, the hell with it!” said Meg. “I’m
eighteen-years-old! What am I supposed to do? Stop living?”

At that moment she saw Jimmy exiting the
apartment building, his ponytail going from side to side as he
grabbed his baseball cap and placed it on his head, pushing the
visor down as if he were hiding from someone, or something. He
caught a glimpse of Meg looking at him and nodded his head; a shy
nod; a gesture that kept the image of Jimmy Romano in her thoughts
for many months to come.

 


 



Chapter Two

November — 1972

Twenty-one-year-old Jimmy Romano was
desperately trying to get his girlfriend, Amy, to go to bed with
him. It was one o’clock in the morning. The Johnny Carson Show had
just ended, and Jimmy was making his move, inching his hand up
Amy’s blouse, trying to undo her bra.

“Get lost,” said Amy. “I’m not sleeping with
you anymore. No sex until you make a commitment. I won’t be strung
along by anyone.”

Jimmy rolled his eyes as if to say, “not this
subject again.” He sat on the edge of the bed, put his face in his
hands, and thought about his relationship with Amy. Five years
they’d been dating; high school sweethearts since their junior
year. Jimmy, the star quarterback of Newport High, and Amy, the
head cheerleader were expected to get married. Their friends just
assumed they’d be hitched in another year.

But Jimmy wasn’t ready. He had dropped out of
Northeastern University after two years. His athletic ability had
earned him a football scholarship; a full boat for his high school
heroics; but, in the second season he had a severe knee injury,
preventing him from continuing to play football at the college
level. After surgery and a fairly long recovery he faced reality;
no football, no college. He didn’t even like studying; why stay?
So, Jimmy quit and started working in his father’s family furniture
business, Romano & Sons.

Ed Romano was second-generation Italian. His
grandfather, Adolpho, came to America from Rome in the early 1900s
when he was only eighteen-years-old. Adolpho and a friend, Antonio
Figorillo, also from Italy, came to Boston and started the F&G
Furniture Company. The two had a blooming business by the time both
were twenty-five, making custom furniture for affluent people in
wealthy towns such as Newton, Marblehead, and Weston, towns north
and west of Boston, Massachusetts.

Adolpho married Angelina Caruso soon after
arriving in Massachusetts. They met at a dance in East Boston
around 1915. Together they had six children, Eddie being the
oldest. Eddie and his brother Vinny started working with their dad
when they were barely school age. Mr. Romano would pick them up
after school, take them to his shop and start preparing them for
furniture makers, first sweeping floors, then learning to cut wood,
to use the machinery and form designs.

Eddie was a natural and was passionate about
his work. When he met his wife, Anna, in 1945, and then had three
children, he expected his two sons to follow suit. Both boys
rebelled. Jimmy, at age ten, was a promising athlete and wanted
nothing to do with the family business. His love for football was
equal to his father’s passion for furniture making. Joey, the
oldest son, just didn’t care, refusing to ever work in the shop.
But Ed didn’t give up hope. When his father and Antonio both died,
Ed and his brother changed the company name to Romano & Sons in
hopes of his two sons seeing the light and joining the
business.

When Jimmy damaged his knee and could no
longer play football, his dad welcomed him into the business with
open arms. His Uncle Vinny, still single but hoping to have sons
himself, took pride in the family business and welcomed Jimmy right
along with Eddie, hoping this was a new start for his nephew.

But Jimmy was an angry and resentful kid at
age twenty. He felt victimized because of the injury that prevented
him from playing football and it was well over a year before he got
off the “pity pot” and started to put his heart and soul into
Romano & Sons.

Jimmy knew he wasn’t ready to commit to Amy.
Oh, the sex had been good. Amy was fun, reliable and dependable.
She had put up with his bad moods after the injury, even nursed him
back to health, but he wasn’t in love; and when he was honest about
their relationship, he admitted that he hadn’t been faithful. There
were other girls in college, high school even on the side, without
Amy knowing. He never felt he was totally committed to her, even
though there were feelings … He rose from the bed, shaking his
head.

“I can’t make promises, Amy. It’s not fair to
give ultimatums like that. I need more time.”

Amy wouldn’t back down, even though she
wanted to. She loved Jimmy; hadn’t seen him since the beginning of
school that semester — almost three months. She was looking forward
to a nice Thanksgiving weekend, but she wanted that ring on her
finger! That commitment! Amy came close to relenting. Sometimes she
was desperate to have Romano as her last name. She was tired of
being poor.

Her mother, a single parent, had brought up
Amy. Her dad took off when she was a baby, and the two of them
spent years in a tiny, run-down apartment in Newport, depending on
welfare for practically her whole life. Amy now had the opportunity
to possibly marry into a fairly wealthy family. She would graduate
in another year, yet she knew her teacher’s salary wouldn’t be
enough for the lifestyle she wanted.

She sighed. All she had to do now was reach
over, touch Jimmy, and the conversation would end and their
intimacy would begin. As she was contemplating this, the telephone
rang.

“Who the hell is this at this hour?” Jimmy
asked. He slowly lifted the receiver. It was his father. His dad
seldom called his apartment; he knew something was wrong,
especially at this time of night.

“Okay, okay, I’ll be right there,” Jimmy,
replied. He looked at Amy, concern and worry in his eyes.

“That was my dad. There’s been an accident at
the shop; he said nothing serious, but he needs my help. I gotta
go.”

“I’ll go with you!” Amy announced, picking up
her coat. “You need someone with you.”

“No,” said Jimmy, quickly and emphatically.
The last thing he needed was another person to worry about if
something was wrong. But he felt bad about being so abrupt with
Amy, and of course for ending their conversation and whatever else
may have happened … “I need to do this alone, Amy. Thanks for
offering, but just go home, I’ll call you tomorrow.”

Jimmy grabbed his leather jacket and ran out
into the frigid night. As he was starting up his sixty-nine Ford
pick-up, he wondered why his dad was at work at this hour. He knew
his parents’ relationship was rocky and his dad was a workaholic
but this was going way overboard! He had left his father at six
o’clock that night, his father telling him he would be leaving soon
himself, and here it was, way past midnight and his dad was still
working!

Jimmy drove all the back roads to Cambridge
where the building was located. Stopping for traffic lights on the
empty streets of Brighton and Allston, his thoughts went to Amy. He
knew he cared about her, but he also knew that to him their
relationship was a convenience; someone to be with, talk to, go to
a movie with. And the spark was dying out. The fiery lust he had
felt for her as a seventeen-year-old was fading. He remembered the
feelings he had when he ran into that chick, Meg, at his sister’s
apartment building; chemistry, something happened in his psyche and
his loins. He couldn’t get her green eyes, those cat eyes out of
his head for weeks after. No way could he marry Amy, if he could
have feelings like that for someone else.

Jimmy thought of his recent drug use, too. He
had been dabbling in smoking pot, taking Seconals — better known as
downs — sometimes. Although it was fun and he only did it at
parties, he realized he needed to watch himself. Using drugs was an
easy escape from his problems: pop a couple of reds and your misery
was gone, even if it was only temporary. Drug use was the climate
of the sixties, all his friends smoked weed; it was a way of life.
Some of his high school buddies that went over to Viet Nam,
straight-laced and patriotic when they left, started using pot,
smoking opium over there. And a lot of them continued to do so,
even to use heroin, when they returned to the States. Everyone
dismissed it as just the hippie way of life; and it seemed natural
to Jimmy, no big deal. But he knew he should only stick with the
pot, the escape was too available and too easy and he had to watch
himself, especially working with his father and being around all
that machinery …

What was wrong with his father now?

A gentle snow was falling as he passed
Simeone’s Restaurant and drove onto Tudor Street, where the family
business was located. As he pulled into the driveway he smelled
smoke and looked up to the workshop area where smoke was exiting
one window and flames were shooting out the opposite side. “What
the fuck!” yelled Jimmy. “My dad is in there!”

Jimmy jumped out of his truck, desperately
looking from side to side — a phone booth! A person! Anybody! But
the streets were deserted and bare. He ran to the door to get in
and find his father, but it was locked.

“Dad! Dad!” he screamed at the top of his
lungs. “Open the door!”

Nothing. Silence. The fire escape! Jimmy
furiously started to climb the metal stairs, calling for his father
the whole time. Suddenly a Cambridge Police cruiser drove by and
Jimmy waved it down.

“Help! Please help! My dad is in there!”

Within minutes, fire trucks and police
cruisers were surrounding the building. A veteran fireman broke
through a third story window and made entrance for the rest of the
workers to put out the fire. They found Ed Romano on the fifth
floor, next to a woodcutting machine that had caught on fire. He
was in shock but still able to speak.

“I put it out, I got the fire out myself” Ed
Romano announced proudly to a fireman.

An ambulance was called and took Eddie to
Massachusetts General Hospital. Jimmy met them in the emergency
room. After a three-hour wait, the ER doctor finally came out,
looking sadly at Jimmy.

“Are you the only next of kin?” he asked.

“No … my mom,” Jimmy replied.

“Call her,” said the young resident. “She
needs to be here. We have been working on your father, trying to
stabilize him, but his burns are serious.” Jimmy was in shock as he
made his way out the emergency room door to the phone booth. He
knew already that this would be the worst conversation of his
life.

 


 



Chapter Three

December — 1972

Christmas bulbs were hanging from Five
Central at Massachusetts General Hospital. Ed Romano finally made
it onto a regular floor after two weeks in Intensive Care. The
accident that had left his upper body with third degree burns
brought him to the Emergency Room, the Burn Unit, ICU, and finally
Five Central.

Jimmy had stood vigil that entire first
night. He called his mother at five in the morning, right after he
talked to his sister, Gwen, who would go and fetch Anna Romano.
Anna, hysterical, needed to be treated in the ER and given a mild
sedative. Her husband wasn’t even forty-nine-years-old and she
couldn’t believe this had happened to him, to them! They were
starting to build on their relationship again after a few troubled
years in their marriage.

It had been a fluke that Eddie had been at
the shop so late. He had come home that night for supper, told her
he needed to go back to the shop to finish a piece of furniture he
was working on so they could try to get away for the weekend to
talk, sort some things out.

“We’re both so young. How could Eddie have
done this? Why was he at work so late?” Anna mumbled through her
tears to the emergency room nurse. “I told him to call my son Jimmy
for help with the furniture tonight, so he wouldn’t be alone and he
would get done quicker, instead he went by himself and look what
happened! He was too tired, he shouldn’t have been alone.”

Gwen and Jimmy tried unsuccessfully
throughout the next day to reach their brother, Joey, in Colorado.
His girlfriend Sandy kept telling them Joey would be home in a few
hours. But there was no Joey.

“What the hell?” said Jimmy. “It’s his
father. Why would he be avoiding our calls?”

The fact was that Joey had gotten the message
and didn’t want to deal with this tragedy. He felt that he had
enough on his mind. He had never been close to his dad, anyway; and
now the family wanted him to rally; be there for Eddie? “No way,
I’m not going!” he said to Sandy. “I spent half my life trying to
please that guy and I was never good enough. Suddenly I need to be
there for him? To hell with that.”

Sandy begged and pleaded with him to get a
plane back to Boston; and finally, reluctantly, Joey got a flight
out of Denver the following day to Logan Airport in Boston; Jimmy
would pick him up around six that night.

In the meantime, Eddy’s physical condition
worsened. His kidneys started to fail and his temperature rose. The
doctor told the family they would have to pump him intravenously
with antibiotics to fight the infection and possibly put him on
dialysis. Jimmy was nauseous. This couldn’t be happening to his
family, his father.

“He’s not even fifty-years-old!” Jimmy said
to one of the nurses, a twenty-six-year-old woman named Patty who
was sympathetic to him. She consoled Jimmy, brought him coffee.
What she really wanted to do was hug this guy, tell him how sorry
she was for his situation. After four more days with the Romano
family, after getting to know all of them, she felt a kinship, as
if she could really help; but she felt it mostly toward Jimmy.

Gwen, with her husband at her side, couldn’t
stop crying; wailing hysterically that her father would surely die.
Anna, helped by her tranquilizers, seemed okay, and Joey, full of
anger and rage, didn’t want anyone near him. Jimmy, although
furious about the accident, let Patty help him through his darkest
hours. He needed to talk, vent, and Patty was there for him.

“Do you have a girlfriend?” she asked one
afternoon. Jimmy thought of Amy, away at the University of
Massachusetts in Amherst, totally out of the present picture.

“Not really,” he said.

So, it was Patty, with her empathetic ways,
who helped Jimmy face his dad’s illness. After her eleven-thirty
shift ended, he sought solace in her apartment on Newbury Street, a
relationship that would go nowhere, but which was something for the
time being, something to help him through this tragedy. Patty fell
in love.

Jimmy didn’t. He was too angry, filled with
hate toward God, toward the universe, for letting this happen to
his father. He had finally begun a relationship with Ed Romano. His
dad had become a teacher, friend, confidant; and a stupid, uncalled
for accident with one of the machines, took all this away. Jimmy’s
Uncle Vinny kept encouraging him to work, to pick up where his
father left off. But every time he went to work he saw his father’s
face when he had found him in the fire, looking at his burnt hands
and remembering his father’s words that night “I put out the fire,
the machines are okay, none of the furniture was burnt, I saved the
furniture.”

One night, standing outside the hospital with
Patty, Jimmy screamed, “God, I hate you! Why my family? Why my dad?
He’s burnt on his whole upper body! How is he supposed to work
again, use his hands?”

The next day Eddie was told that his hands
were so badly burned that he needed skin grafts and that he would
never have full use of his upper extremities. His kidneys had also
failed and he was receiving dialysis three times a week; and the
dialysis was barely keeping him alive.

Jimmy was with him when the doctors gave him
the devastating news and he saw the exact point where his dad gave
up physically, emotionally, and spiritually. Ed became depressed,
started refusing dialysis, and — although in pain — he left the
morphine at his bedside, refusing to take it either.

Gwen begged her father to cooperate. A nurse
herself, she knew he needed dialysis for his kidney failure. The
Romano’s could only watch their husband and father decline
physically each day, become confused, think he was at work, making
another masterpiece. It was unbearable for them to see this man
decompensate, this artist who had been so full of life and energy,
a man who could build, design, and create the most intricate pieces
of furniture for celebrities and other people of importance and
affluence. They were helpless as they watched him try and cope with
a world he couldn’t relate to, a world filled with IV lines,
medication, doctors and nurses, people helping him when it had
always been the other way around.

Jimmy, Joey, Gwen, and their mother watched
their dad slowly slip away from this earthly place to another
dimension. And they could do nothing about it.

 


 



Chapter Four

January — 1973

Eddie Romano died of kidney failure caused by
his burns on January 17, 1973, his forty-ninth birthday. His wake
was for two days; Monday night and the following Tuesday afternoon
and night. Giovanni’s Funeral Home in the North End of Boston was
packed. Eddie’s three kids and wife never stopped shaking hands.
People they had never met before told stories of Eddie in his
younger days. Eddie, The Furniture Maker let people pay on time:
“Pay me when you can,” he’d say to his paisano friends; and
with his generosity, he had built a legacy of friendship, the most
important thing in his life. Men who had worked for him in the past
came to give their last respects with tears in their eyes. Men who
Eddie gave jobs to when no one else would because they couldn’t
speak English.

At his funeral Mass in the church, Jimmy
delivered the eulogy. “I never got to tell my dad how much I loved
him, how much I respected him. I never knew he had so many friends.
I’m so proud to have had a dad who was so loved, and now we all
have wonderful memories of this remarkable man, a man whose life
and legacy will live on.”

But Jimmy was hurting. Amy came for the wake
and funeral but he wouldn’t go near her. He told her to leave; he
didn’t need anyone and didn’t want anyone. Amy was crushed; beyond
hurt. What will happen to us now? She wondered.

Patty, the nurse from the hospital, couldn’t
reach Jimmy either. He was a stone; someone made of steel, who no
one could hurt emotionally.

Gwen’s best friend, Lizzy, came with her
sister, Meg. God, no! … Not Meg, Jimmy thought. Why is
she here? I’m screwed up enough. But Meg belonged there. She
was also Gwen’s friend and was feeling bad. God, does she look
beautiful! Jimmy mused. Long black hair … those green eyes …
tall and slim. But I can’t … I won’t! I won’t let anyone near
me.

Meg approached him, leaned over and kissed
his cheek. “I’m so sorry about your dad, Jimmy.”

He breathed in her fragrances: her shampoo,
perfume, deodorant … and something there brought him back to
reality.

“Thanks,” was all he could say. He needed to
mourn, mourn a death, the death of a father/son relationship. He
needed to mourn the death of a man who had brought nothing but
goodness into the world.

Hundreds of friends and workers gathered
outside the funeral home for one last goodbye to Eddie Romano.
Joey, Jimmy and Gwen surrounded their mother as a priest said one
last farewell inside. Eddie was buried in Newport Cemetery next to
his parents amidst the lilacs, evergreens, and azalea bushes that
would bloom in the spring. A party of sorts was held afterwards at
the Romano home with plenty of Italian food, pastry and wine.

Later that night, one of Jimmy’s friends
found him in the backyard smoking dope with some hippie looking
people who weren’t really friends.

“Come on, Jimmy. Let’s go for a walk,” said
George.

“No, it’s cool here, George,” Jimmy said,
lighting up the bone, pretending nothing was wrong.

“You don’t want to do this to yourself,
Jimmy,” said George. “Please come for a ride.” But he couldn’t get
through. Jimmy refused to leave because he didn’t care what he did
to himself; he was made of stone and wouldn’t let anyone break
through his exterior to find out what he was really feeling.

A few hours later, Amy found Jimmy in the TV
room at his mother’s house. She sat next to him, wrapped her arms
around him.

“I’m so sorry,” she said.

“Back off, Amy. I told you to leave me alone.
I don’t want you and I don’t need you. I don’t need anybody!” With
that, Jimmy stood up, walked angrily to the front door, out to his
truck and left. He left Amy crying in the doorway, left his mother,
flabbergasted at his behavior … left both of them emotionally
spent, wondering what would happen next.

As Jimmy was leaving, he saw his dog, Rita, a
little mutt he had loved since he was a little boy. He heard her
crying, but he couldn’t let her get to him. He was never, ever
going to feel this sad again in his life. He was so full of hatred
and anger that he no longer wanted to have any relationship ever …
no way!

As he neared his apartment, he realized he
couldn’t bear to be alone. A gut-wrenching loneliness and sadness
enveloped him and surrounded him with feelings of death. He would
go to Newport Center, try to buy some dope, something to help him
through the night.

As he approached the center, he saw his Uncle
Jimmy, for whom he was named. One of Newport’s finest; he’d been a
policeman for twenty-five-years. He was also one of the biggest
assholes around. His uncle would know what he was up to, so Jimmy
just waved, turned around, and headed back to his apartment. So
many memories, Jimmy thought … So many sad, pitiful memories.

How will I deal with them all?

 


 



Chapter Five

May — 1974

Megan Bridget Flaherty graduated with all A’s
from Boston General Hospital, something she never thought she’d
accomplish. Dressed in an A-line white uniform, white nylons and
adorning nurse’s cap, she graduated second in her class of 200
students. Proud of herself … by all means.

Astonished, as well.

Meg (or Meggie, as her dad liked to call her)
was the sixth of eight children born to a very Irish second
generation family on the paternal side, and a third generation
Scottish family on her mother’s side. John Flaherty’s family was
from County Kerry, Ireland. He was born in Cambridge,
Massachusetts, in 1911. His parents, Megan Quigley and James
Flaherty, came off the boat at Ellis Island in 1890, both of them
ten years old. They met at a wild Irish dance years later in South
Boston, married in 1908, and proceeded to have seven children.
Their son John, Megan’s father, was the first.

John Flaherty told Meg that the minute she
was born he knew he had to name her after her grandmother. “You had
a fiery spirit two minutes after you were born, just like your
grandmother.” Megan Quigley, or “Meg” to her family and friends,
was a spitfire. She had long red flaming hair and a personality to
match. She could dance the Irish jig like there was no tomorrow and
always carried a harmonica to every affair. Meg talked her
husband-to-be, James, into eloping at the age of 20, much to his
parents’ chagrin. But Meg Quigley had too much fire, was too
high-spirited for James Flaherty to refuse. He was madly, deeply in
love at first sight.

When John was five-years-old, his parents
realized how smart he was for a child his age. John knew how to
read third grade books in kindergarten and loved being around
adults, listening to their conversations and commenting. What
really astonished them was how at the age of ten John was reading
the newspaper from front to back, especially political events
happening locally and around the world. John would read to his six
other siblings about Boston politics and how shabbily the Irish
were treated when they first arrived in Boston in the mid 1800s;
how the Irish worked hard in America, and through sheer numbers and
political savvy were able to make Boston their own. The little
Flaherty’s would look at their brother in amazement when he told
the story of Hugh O’Brien and Patrick Collins, the first immigrants
to break the Brahmin hold on Boston City Hall. His brothers and
sisters would sit cross-legged in a circle, listening, mesmerized
by their brother and his ability to comprehend the Boston Globe and
the Irish Times.

It was clearly politics that interested John.
His father noticed how his son’s eyes would light up when a friend
of his parents would talk about the presidential election, or what
the local politicians were doing for the homeless and needy; how
his people, the Irish, were getting along in Boston, in America.
John passionately wanted to improve life for his countrymen
someday.

At age sixteen, John was not only very
cerebral but a great athlete. His father was his biggest fan,
pushing him forward, encouraging him to go to Harvard or Yale. John
received an academic scholarship to Harvard University in 1927.
Upon completion, he went directly to Harvard Law School and became
a practicing family lawyer, during the Great Depression.

John met Megans’s mother, Mary MacGory, in a
downtown Boston restaurant in 1934. They were both sitting with
dates but near one another at separate tables. John and Mary were
bored to death with their companions, especially Mary, who was
fixed up with a narcissistic businessman whose main topic of
conversation was himself.

John was with Eleanor, his girlfriend of ten
years, who was on the verge of tears because John hadn’t proposed
to her yet and seemed to have no intention of doing so. He had
fallen out of love and was trying to tell her in a gentle way that
he wasn’t interested in pursuing the relationship any further.
Eleanor was not going to let him off that easily, however. He was a
Harvard graduate, an aspiring lawyer and climbing the political
ladder.

“You can’t do this to me!” Eleanor reacted
strongly to the rejection. “I’m almost thirty-years-old. Who am I
going to find now?” She was shouting in the quiet restaurant.
“You’re just a selfish mick!” And with that, she slammed her napkin
down on the table and ran from the room.

Mary and her date, Bob, were leaving as this
scene erupted, and Mary and John bumped into each other on the way
out the door. “Excuse me … I’m so sorry,” said John. He had stepped
on her foot while hurrying to try and catch up with Eleanor.

Both of them felt an instant attraction
toward the other, but for obvious reasons they were unable to
communicate. Two days later Mary and John once again met in a
downtown deli at lunch hour. They introduced themselves over turkey
sandwiches and coffee. Two years later, in the midst of the
Depression and feeling the effects of the stock market collapse,
Mary MacGory married John James Flaherty with over four hundred
guests in attendance at the Continental Hotel in Harvard Square in
Cambridge, Massachusetts. John was on the city council in Cambridge
and had half of the city there. Mary, from a large Scottish family
from Nova Scotia, had her parents, twelve brothers and sisters,
cousins, and aunts and uncles present at the wedding.

Most of Mary’s family was blue collar,
college never having been an option for them. So, when a MacGory
was marrying a college man, and a Harvard man at that, it was quite
a celebration for the relatives, especially the ones who traveled
from far away. Money was no object. John paid for the wedding.
Mary’s father, an ice deliveryman, had no means to throw a big
wedding for his eighth daughter. Despite that, and among
politicians such as the Kennedy’s, O’Neil’s and the Curly’s, John
and Mary were wed in 1936.

And now, almost forty years later, their
sixth child and fourth daughter became the first nurse in the
family, and it was a very proud day for John and Mary Flaherty.

“You done good, Meggie,” John said as he gave
Meg a big bear hug. His favorite daughter never ceased to amaze
him. She had become more like his mother as she matured and was as
fiery and feisty as Meggie Quigley had been in her younger years.
Meg had been a track star in high school; she had won trophies,
medals, and had even gone on to state competitions. Her grades were
excellent and she had entered the finest hospital school of nursing
in the country.

Meg was going to start a fulltime job at
Boston General Hospital on a surgical floor. She had found an
apartment in Kenmore Square with two other nurses. John Flaherty
handed her a $500.00 check that night for her first two months’
rent. Money was no object where Meg was concerned. The other
siblings, especially her sister Lizzy, felt the favoritism and lack
of attention from their dad.

Lizzy was two years older than Meg, had
gotten pregnant by her long-standing boyfriend when she was
nineteen and had to drop out of college to marry Paul. He had been
home on leave from Vietnam and became a twenty year-old dad after
his tour of duty. John Flaherty was as angry as a father could be.
His Lizzy was smart — no, in fact, she was brilliant! He felt she
was wasting her life. Although he loved his grandson, Paul, he held
some resentment towards Lizzy that he never quite got over.
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