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PART ONE: DEAD SOPRANO



THE BODY
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“HOW LONG DO YOU THINK he's been dead?” Detective Phillip Randall asks the man behind him.

“Twenty-four hours, I'd say.”

“He's been strangled,” says Randall, inspecting the dead man's neck. “It's probably the Jews, sir.”

The man's Detective Sergeant Dick Devereux, a forty-five-year-old with eighteen years' experience on the Bayside City police force.

“Get to work collecting evidence,” Devereux says.

“Right on it, sir,” says Randall.

Devereux takes a cigarette and walks out of the empty warehouse. It's a rainy evening in the Bayside City's Docklands area in the Eastside. He tilts his fedora down towards his nose, pulls up the collars on his mack, and lights his cigarette. He's thinking now, brooding over how the man – still unidentified – was murdered. He's got a hunch already, but hunches can be misleading. It's happened on more than one occasion. Devereux likes to rely on his instincts, but not always.

He gets in his car and heads to the office, Police Precinct Number One on Second Avenue in Downtown.
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AT THE STATION
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“WHERE HAVE YOU BEEN, Devereux?!” Police Commissioner Patrick Manning shouts through his open door as his subordinate's passing his office.

“Fresh one. Male. Docklands,” Devereux says, his head popping around the door.

“How was he murdered?”

“Throat cut.”

“Any suspects apprehended, witnesses questioned?”

“Just the longshoreman who found the body.”

“And?”

“Nothing yet.”

“Get the names of every nightwatchman and longshoreman on shift this week. Question them all. Let me know when you have.”

Unknown to Police Commissioner Manning, Devereux plays by his own rules, at least he has since his wife and daughter were killed by rival mobs in a shootout over turf. They'd been shopping for Christmas presents, and unfortunately got caught in the middle. Devereux's promised himself to rid the City of all organised crime now. Nobody has ever been brought to justice for their deaths, something which doesn't sit well with Devereux.

“How are you, Dick?” Carmelle, a petite and attractive blonde who's got the hots for Devereux, says.

Devereux just nods his head at her, takes a bunch of files from his draw, and leaves the station.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


BACK TO THE STATION
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AT HOME THAT NIGHT, while he's going through the files he brought from the office, the phone rings:

It's Detective Randall. He's got some news about the murder victim. 

Devereux leaves his apartment and heads back to the station.

“What have you got for me?” Devereux says to Randall, a cup of fresh coffee in his hand.

“Yeah. Dead man's Mario Zambrotta. Opera singer at the city Philharmonia... Take a look at this?” 

Randall hands Devereux a file.

At his desk, Devereux goes through the paperwork:

Name: Mario Zambrotta

Age: 41

Nationality: Italian

Occupation: Opera singer (soprano) and vocal tutor...

“Where did you get this information from?” Devereux says to Randall.

“His wife called it in.”

“As what?”

“Missing person.”

“Give me her address.”

“We've spoken to all the nightwatchmen and longshoremen on shifts for the last week – they've all said they saw nothing suspicious.”

“What about the worker who found him?”

“He doesn't want to talk.”

“Bring his ass in here in the morning. I wanna talk to him.”

“Okay, sir.”
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CASA DI ZAMBROTTA
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EARLY THE NEXT MORNING, Devereux's at Zambrotta's home in the affluent Cradley district of the City.

“Is Mrs Zambrotta at home?” Devereux says to the tall butler.

“Yes?”

“I'm Detective Sergeant Devereux,” Devereux says, flashing his police badge, “may I come in and have a word with her?”

“Of course.”

Mrs Zambrotta's a beautiful brunette in her late thirties.

“Nice joint,” Devereux says, admiring the huge reception room.

“Hello, Detective,” she says, reaching out her hand to greet him “Can I get you something to drink? A coffee, perhaps?”

“Nothing, thank you.”

Devereux cuts to the chase: the questions come quick and often to the grieving wife.

“I've told you everything I know, Detective,” Mrs Zambrotta says, upset and wiping the corner of her eye with a handkerchief.

“I'm sorry for all these insensitive questions, Mrs Zambrotta, but if you want your husband's killer found, I'm afraid it's a necessary evil.”

“How long have you been a policeman, Detective,” she then asks.

“Twenty years. Eighteen as a detective.”

“Do you like it?”

Devereux's looks at the woman a little distrustfully.

“It's a job.”

“No, Detective, it's no ordinary job.”

“Listen,” Devereux says, pulling out a small notepad and pencil from his pocket, “I need names and addresses of the manager of the opera house and your late husband's agent.”

“Cigarette, Detective,” Mr Zambrotta says, picking up the gold cigarette case on the mantelpiece. Mrs Zambrotta gives Devereux a cigarette. The detective takes out some matches, lights the lady's cigarette, then his own. “Would you like a drink?” she then asks him again.

“No, nothing... The addresses, Mrs Zambrotta,” Devereux says, notepad in hand.

“Oh, yes,” she says.

“We'll be in touch,” Devereux says as he slips his notepad back in his pocket, now with the all-important addresses in it.

“All right, Detective.”

Outside the Zambrottas' palatial home, Devereux's got a hunch: maybe she's got something to do with her husband's murder, he thinks. But he does that with everybody he interviews these days – he trusts no-one.
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MANNING ON HIS BACK AGAIN
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“WHAT DID SHE SAY?” Manning asks, his feet on his desk, cigarette in his mouth and pencil resting in his ear, like some big-shot editor from the newspaper across town.

“She doesn't know. I got contact with two people she thinks can give me something.”

“Who?”

Devereux takes out his notepad:

“Alberto Rossi, his agent... And... it's here... Michael Watt-”

“Who's this Watt fella?” Manning interrupts.

“Manager of the Philharmonia.”

“Are you going to bring them in or question them at their place?”

“I'll go to see 'em.”

After a quick meeting with Randall, Devereux's back on the streets in his car.
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AT FRATELLI'S
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THE CITY'S A DANGEROUS place. The Italians rule the roost now, taking over the power vacuum left by the Irish and Jewish mobs.

Massimo Bertoni – that's a name Devereux's not going to forget any time soon. It's because of him and his gang that his wife and daughter are dead.

Massimo Bertoni was born in Italy in the latter part of the last century, coming to Bayside City as a three-year-old. A life of poverty in the Italian ghetto moulded him into the man he is today: a ruthless, murderous gangster who'll stop at nothing to rule the City and kill every last person who stands in his way. But there's a problem with Bertoni: he runs all his criminal rackets behind the facade of a legal activity – an import and export business. Everybody knows and their mothers what he's really in to, but nobody wants to do anything about it, apart from Devereux and a few other rough and tough cops. Some say Bertoni's got the police department in his pay – but where's the proof?

“Black coffee, Jack,” Devereux says, placing his coins on the counter in his favourite Downtown diner, Fratelli's on Twelfth Street.

“How's it going, Dick?” Jack Fratelli asks with a smile, coffee jug in his hand.

“Keeping busy.”

“Caught any bad guys recently?”

Devereux doesn't answer Jack, but takes his coffee to his usual table and sits down.

Zambrotta was a famous man, though Devereux's never heard of him, which is no surprise really as opera's not really his thing. Devereux prefers swing - or he used to when his wife was alive. They used to go dancing at the local club and jive the night away to Cal Carson, Web Delores and Frank Kinsella tunes. All the music and joy and dancing don't exist for him anymore, though. The light's gone out in his life, leaving only a cold and bitter man.

After he's finished his coffee, Devereux tips his hat to Jack and leaves Fratelli's.
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QUESTIONS QUICK AND FAST
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DEVEREUX'S AT THE PHILHARMONIA.

“Where can I find Michael Watt?” Devereux says to the security guard at the front desk.

“Who's asking?” the security guard responds arrogantly.

“Detective Sergeant Devereux, Bayside City police department.”

The security guard changes his tune and a minute later Devereux's waiting outside Watt's office. On the wall are photos of some of the greatest opera singers and classical composers in the world, though Devereux doesn't recognise any of them.

The buzzer goes off at the receptionist's desk:

“Okay, Mr Watt, I'll send him in... Detective, Mr Watt will see you now... Please, go right in,” she says.

Devereux knocks on the door.

“Come in!” a voice calls out. Devereux walks in. “Ah, Detective Sergeant... what's your name again?” Watt asks, getting up from his desk.

“Devereux.”

“Pleased to meet you,” Watt says. They shake hands. “Can I get you anything? A cup of coffee?”

“No, thanks.”

“Please, sit down, sit down,” Watt says as he takes his seat again. Devereux sits down. “Margot, get us a coffee,” Watt says with his finger on the intercom. “The gentleman doesn't want anything... So, Detective, it's bad tidings that bring you here... He was a great man...”

As usual, there's no time for pleasantries and small talk – Devereux gets down to work:

“When was the last time you saw Mr Zambrotta alive, Mr Watt?”

“I don't know... a few days ago... Cigar, Detective?” Watts says, placing his cigar box in Devereux's face.

“No, thanks... A few days ago, you say?”

Watt lights a cigar for himself.

“Yeah.”

“When exactly?”

“I can't remember.”

“How did he seem then?”

“As usual.”

“And what's his usual mean?”

“You know, he was himself... Normal.”

“Did you get on well?”

“I don't understand?”

“Did you have a good working rapport?”

“What are you implying, Detective?” Watt says, taking the cigar out of his mouth.

Devereux's in his element:

“How long did you know the deceased, Mr Watt?”

“Ten years... Yeah, it'll be ten years this December.” Devereux gets up and walks over to the cabinet behind Watt's desk, which is near the window. “Nice, aren't they?” Watt then says. 

“What are they?”

“Italian brooches. Mid-nineteenth century.”

“Where did you get them from?”

“They were a gift.”

“Italian, you say?”

“Yeah – from Florence... You ever been to Florence, Detective?” Watt asks. He's now standing behind Devereux, the cigar smoke converging on the cop's space.

“They're very... nice,” Devereux says. He goes back to his seat. “So, Mr Watt, you say you knew him for ten years?”

“Yeah.”

“That's a long time to know someone?”

“I suppose it is, yeah.” Something agitates Devereux because his eyes go all funny and it's not from the cigar smoke. “Is something wrong, Detective? The door opens: in walks Margot with Watt's coffee. “Well it's about time, Margot – I thought you'd taken a vacation to Colombia to get the goddamn thing,” Watt says, smiling. 

She places the coffee on Watt's desk.

“Are you sure I can't get you anything, Detective?” Margot asks their guest.

“Nothing. Thank you.”

“I love that broad,” Watt says once she's closed the door to his office.

“Did Zambrotta have any enemies?” Devereux asks.

“Enemies?”

“Yeah, you know, people who didn't like him, that had it in for the man?”

“Not to my knowledge, no.”

“What about Massimo Bertoni – did he know him?” Devereux then asks

“I don't understand?” Watts says, looking uncomfortable now.

“You know, the mob boss... I wouldn't be surprised if he did. They're both Italian. Zambrotta was an opera singer. I know Bertoni likes his culture. It all fits.”

“You don't mess around, Detective.”

“That's my job.”

“Listen,” Watt says after a nervous pause, “I don't know anything. I manage this place, that's it.”

“And Bertoni, do you know him?”

“I've met him once or twice, yeah.”

“Here or somewhere else?”

“Is there something you really want to ask me, Detective?” Watt says, irritated and ill at ease with the questions.

Bayside City is shaped like a bottle, with north, south, east and west sides, each home to one of the ethnic mobs of the City. In the Northside is the Polish mob, headed by Kit Zurowicz, an ex-con who got his break when his cousin, Jan Zurowicz, was murdered in a Northside civil war with the Kolczynski brothers. Prison had turned Zurowicz into an animal: he made quick work of the Kolczynski brothers. Soon after that, he became head of the small but vicious unified Polish mob.

In the Westside are the Irish, the ethnicity with the longest history in the City, led by racketeer Mick O'Kelly. When it comes to fistfighting, the Irish can't be surpassed. Overtaken now by the sheer brutality of the other gangs, they've become less of a threat in recent years.

To the south are the Italians. Their leader is Massimo Bertoni, as brutal, as sadistic a man Bayside City has yet to know. Any illegal activity Bertoni has his fingers in it. Cross him and you're as good as dead.

In the Eastside, skirting the bay area and the Docklands is where the Jewish mob holds sway. Avi Baumshinsky, a Russian-born Jew who's as famous with the ladies as for his journey into crime, came to prominence after making his money in bribing Docklands officials, loansharking and prostitution. He's also the owner of Bayside City's most famous nightclub, Red Magic.

Devereux blames the Italians and Yids for the death of his wife and daughter and has a particular hatred for Bertoni and Baumshinsky. For it was in the south-east corner of Downtown, next to the Docklands and on the border territory of Baumshinsky and Bertoni's mobs, that his wife and daughter's lives were cut terribly short.

“No, there's nothing else I wanna ask you, Mr Watt,” Devereux says. “If I need you again, I'll ask you to come to the station, all right?”

“Okay, Detective.”

Devereux leaves Watts' office. As soon as he's gone, Margot comes in.

“Is there anything else I can get you, sir?” she asks her boss.

“No, nothing. Thank you, Margot. You can take the coffee cup away.”

When she's closed the door, Watt picks up the phone and dials a number:

WATT: A cop was here.

SPEAKER (man's voice): What did he want?”

WATT: He was asking about Bertoni.

SPEAKER: What.
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NEVER TRUST AGENTS
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DEVEREUX'S DRIVEN TWENTY-five minutes out to the suburbs, and to the home of Alberto Rossi, the dead man's agent.

“I'm sorry I can't help you at did you tell him?

WATT: Nothing

all, Detective,” Rossi says in a strong Italian accent.

They're sitting in Rossi's study. On the wall are pictures of Italy, especially of the Eternal City.

“And what about Bertoni – do you think he's involved?”

“Why would he be involved?”

“You tell me?”

“Listen,” Rossi says after a pause, “I don't know what you want me to say... I'm rather sad at his death, but what can I do?”

Devereux looks around the study.

“Nice portraits – are they originals?”

“Yes. Do you like them?”

“Yeah.”

“They're of my hometown, Rome – have you ever been to Rome, Detective?”

“No.”

“You should... I don't know, take your family...”

Devereux goes into himself when Rossi says that. He feels angry and depressed.

“Listen, Mr Rossi, I don't wanna waste your time, but if you can't answer my questions fully here, then maybe we should go down to the station?”

“Are you arresting me?”

“No... Someone's been murdered, Mr Rossi, and that person was a close associate of yours. I'm trying to pull all the stops out, you get me?”

“I understand, Detective, but really, I can't help you.”

After a few more minutes of questions, Devereux's done with Rossi.

“We'll be in touch,” Devereux says.
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JACK DUKE'S TURN
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LATER AT THE DOCKS, Devereux's in with Docklands manager, Jack Duke.

“I've told you already, Detective, none of my men saw shit... Now I've gotta lotta stuff to do, can I go?” Duke, a tall man with grey hair, says.

“Something don't add up.”

“How you reckon?”

“You pay guys to keep a lookout for stuff like this, and they didn't see nothing?”

“I pay guys to keep an eye out for the containers and the ships, not murders, Detective.”

“So it don't disturb you a murder's been committed here?”

“Shit happens – now if you'd excuse me,” Duke says.

It's nearly forty-eight hours since they discovered the body, and so far Devereux's got no leads. 

Once he's sure that the cop has gone, Duke's on the phone:

SPEAKER: (man's voice): Hello?

DUKE: It's Jack.

SPEAKER: What's up?

DUKE: I had that detective sniffing around here again about the Zambrotta murder.

SPEAKER: Don't tell him shit, you hear?

DUKE: Yeah, I gotcha.
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SHAMROCKS AND SHENANIGANS
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ACROSS TOWN, MICK O'Kelly, crime boss for the Irish Westside gang - better known in the press as The Green Saloon Boys for their preference of drinking in the eponymous bar – is reading The  Bayside City Sun in his office, the city's biggest tabloid newspaper.

“So what do you reckon, Vinny?” O'Kelly says as he's putting down the newspaper to his number two, Vincent Costello, a thick-set, ex-heavyweight boxer whose hobby is breaking arms and legs.

“What do I reckon 'bout what, boss?”

“Who killed him?”

“Who killed who, boss?”

“The Soprano?”

“I wouldn't know nothin' 'bout that, boss.”

“Just get the hell outta here,” O'Kelly says to Costello, agitated by his subordinate's lack of intelligence.

O'Kelly's got something on his mind: he's been feeling a bit inadequate recently: The Irish used to rule Bayside City in the good old days, but those times have long gone. The Jews and Wops have all the power now, and he wants to muscle in on some of it, especially the lucrative Docklands, outside his area of influence but not for long, he thinks.

O'Kelly picks up the phone and makes a call.

An hour later Costello comes in:

“Your guest's here, boss.”

“Send him in.”

“How you doing, Mickey!” the man says.

“Sit down,” says O'Kelly, cold and to the point. “What's this I hear about this Zambrotta getting whacked?”

The man opposite O'Kelly in the chair is Franco DeMarco, a mysterious man in the Bayside City underworld and in the Irish Mobs' pay.

“I dunno nothin' about it, Mickey.”

“Well, you should know – why didn't you inform me earlier? Why did I have to find out from this piece of garbage,” O'Kelly says. He throws the newspaper in the trash can.

“It must be Baumshinsky's lot.”

“A fucking Italian singer would never get involved with the Jews, and you know it too.”

“Beats me then.”

“You worthless piece of Wop shit! What the fuck am I paying you top dollar for?!” O'Kelly gets up, points his finger at DeMarco, and says: “Find out all you can. Go to the Eastside, the Docklands... Sniff around, you get me?”

“I understand,” DeMarco says.

“Get outta here.”

“I don't know why you hire him, boss,” Costello says when DeMarco's gone. “I don't trust them Wops none.”

“Get outta here, Vinny, please!” O'Kelly says.
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NEWSPAPERMAN
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DEVEREUX'S WITH JAKE Tatler, an old high school friend and journalist for The Bayside City Sun. They're eating hot dogs and walking in a Downtown city park.

“I can't help you, Dick,” Tatler says.

“I'm just asking you for this one favour.”

“It's too risky.”

“Nothing's gonna happen to you.”

“You can't guarantee that.”

Devereux knows he can't, but he wants the information and will stop at nothing to get it.

“I can.”

“You can what?” Tatler asks before stuffing what's left of the hot dog into his mouth – ketchup and mustard fall on to his clean, white shirt. “Shit!”

“I can guarantee it,” Devereux says with a smirk at Tatler's bad luck.

“I don't know,” says Tatler, now wiping his shirt with a tissue.

“Favours aren't easily forgotten, Jake,” Devereux says. He then walks off.

Tatler's been a journalist in the town for over twenty years. He's a guy who's seen it all: the murder of a city prosecutor that still hasn't been solved. The kidnapping of movie star Helen Bonning, as well as other high profile stories that have happened in Bayside City. If a story's worth writing, chances are Tatler has or will be the one writing about it. The journalist's gained a lot of contacts throughout his career, and it's these contacts that interest Devereux.
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THE JEW BOYS
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FRANCO DEMARCO WALKS up to the building. This is the Red Magic nightclub in Downtown Bayside City. The joint's owned by Avi Baumshinsky.

“You aiyn't with nobody?” the heavy on the door asks DeMarco.

“What business is it of yours, fuckhead?” says DeMarco.

DeMarco better watch himself. The doorman's a former highly-ranked amateur boxer. The kind of guy who could put DeMarco in a hospital if he so wished.

“What's your business here?” the doorman snarls.

“I'm here to see Baumshinsky.”

After DeMarco's been stripped of his gun, he's in the place.

A big band's playing some nostalgic tune. Couples are jiving on the dance floor and having a good time.

This joint's the best in town. A place where anybody who's anybody hangs out since it was opened a few years ago. Anybody apart from Massimo Bertoni and his crew – not since the turf war began anyway.

DeMarco spots somebody he knows. He walks up to the table, next to the dance floor.

“How's it going, Sammy?” DeMarco says to Sammy Gluck, one of Baumshinsky's men. At the table with him is a black guy.

“How you doing, DeMarco?” Gluck says. “Sit down.” DeMarco sits down. “Franco,” Gluck begins, looking at his black companion opposite him. “this is my good friend Lawrence Fish.”

“Pleased to meet you, Mr Fish,” DeMarco says.

“What can a get you to drink?” Gluck then asks.

“A whiskey.”

Gluck calls an attractive waitress over. He orders DeMarco a drink.

“Listen, I don't have much time – is he here?” DeMarco asks nervously.

“Is who here?” Gluck asks, lighting a cigarette.

“Your boss?”

“Mr Baumshinsky's indisposed at the moment.”

“Well, I've gotta see him.”

“Patience, Franco,” says Gluck.

The waitress comes back with DeMarco's whiskey.

“There you go, sir,” she says, handing it to the bulbous-eyed DeMarco. She then winks at him and walks away.

“I think she likes you,” Fish says with a laugh to DeMarco.

“Can I see him now?” DeMarco goes on. He downs his drink.

“Why are you so nervous?” Gluck asks.

DeMarco moves closer to Gluck, then says: 

“Because if I'm seen by any schmuck who know Bertoni's crew, I'm a dead fucking man, that's why.”

“There aiyn't no Wops in this joint,” Gluck says, looking around the place. “Take a peak. It's spaghetti free.”

“How the fuck do you know?”

“Cause we don't let 'em in.”

“But how do you know there aiyn't no Italians?”

“Hair colour. Skin complexion.”

“Get the fuck outta here, Sammy... In that case, none of the fucking Kikes in town would come.”

“We have our ways... Lawrence,” Gluck says to Fish, “Franco here works for the Irish.”

“Will you shut the fuck up,” DeMarco says.

“I'm just telling him.”

“Don't tell him nothing... Can I see Mr Baumshinsky now, please?”

“I told you he's busy. He's seeing somebody.”

“Who?”

“A business associate.”

“Well can you tell him I'm here and that our meeting should've started like fifteen fucking minutes ago?”

“You're a very impatient man, Franco.”

“Just go and get him.”

Gluck stubs out his cigarette in the ashtray, gets up, sighs at DeMarco, and walks off.

There's a knock on the door.

“Who... is... it?” Baumshinsky says, sweating and red in the face. He's sitting at his desk. One of the club's waitresses, Conchita from Cuba, is under it and sucking him off.

Gluck knows all too well if his boss doesn't say 'come in', he shouldn't walk in.

“It's Sammy!”

“Get the fuck off me!” Baumshinsky says to the Latin beauty between his legs. Conchita gets up. Baumshinsky pulls his trousers up, tucks his shirt in, zips his slacks up and does up his belt. “Get outta here,” Baumshinsky then says with a snigger. “Come in!” Gluck walks into his boss's office as Conchita – who's fixing her dress – is walking out. She winks at Gluck. “Whatcha want?” Baumshinsky, an overweight man in his early thirties, asks.

“I got someone to see you, boss,” Gluck says.

“Who the fuck is it?” says Baumshinsky, taking a cigar from his box.

“Franco DeMarco.”

“What does that whimpering little shit want?”

“He says he's got a meeting with you.” Baumshinsky looks at his underling bemused. “Like now, boss.”

“Where is the fuck?”

“With Fish.”

“Bring him in – and tell one of them bitches to bring me some green tea... Jesus, I have to give up a fucking blowjob for that Italian prick...”

Gluck leaves. A minute later there's a knock on Baumshinsky's door.

“Come in,” Baumshinsky says. DeMarco walks in. “DeMarco... What do I owe the fucking pleasure?” the Jew says cordially.

“O'Kelly sent me.”

“Sit down.” DeMarco sits down. “So, what did he send you for?”

“You heard about that Zambrotta guy getting whacked?”

“The opera singer, the one who sounded like he was singing while someone was grabbing his balls?”

“Yeah.”

“I heard... What's that gotta do with me?”

“O'Kelly wants to know if you've got something to do with it? Like if you whacked him.”

“Have I got something to do with it?” Baumshinsky asks rhetorically, sucking on his big, fat cigar.

“Yeah?”

“O'Kelly wants to know if I whacked the Wop?”

“I'm just a messenger, Mr Baumshinsky. I bring the news, I don't make it.”

“What's that gotta do with me if I did whack him or not?”

“Well did you?”

“Did I what?”

“Kill him?”

“No, fuck head, I-did-not-kill-Zambrotta... That's it? You came to me for that... Goddamn, if I wanna read the news, I'll look in this piece of trash,” Baumshinsky says, slapping his hand on the copy of The Bayside City Sun on his desk. “... Anything else, DeMarco, you rat-eyed piece of shit you?”

“Well, there is one thing, yeah?” DeMarco says, cowering.

“What?”

“O'Kelly wants another meeting.”

“Why?”

“I know the last one didn't go well, but he's calmed down now... He wants to make things up.”

Baumshinsky doesn't like DeMarco, and he distrusts the Irish, but his own crew's vastly outnumbered by the Italians.

“Will that caveman be there?”

“Which caveman?”

“That fuck who threatened to put a cigar up my jap's eye.”

“Costello?”

“Is he O'Kelly's right-hand man?”

“His fucking shadow. I can make sure he aiyn't around.”

“When does he wanna meet?”

“You choose a time and he'll be there.”

DeMarco's gone. Gluck and Fish are in Baumshinsky's office.

“What do you wanna do about it, boss?” says Gluck.

“We'll meet him. It can't do us no harm.”

“Do you trust 'em?” Fish asks, sitting in the corner, legs crossed, and smoking.

“We've nothing to lose.”



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CITY HALL


[image: ]




ACROSS TOWN, IN CITY Hall, Mayor Ralph Dickerson is in his office with Police Commissioner Patrick Manning.

“You know what we face, Ralph,” Manning says with a sarcastic grin.

“Don't try to tell me what I already know, Commissioner.”

Dickerson glances at his watch – a watch that would cost the average Baysider three years' salary – because he's late for something.

“Are you in a rush?” Manning asks.

“I've got to meet my wife at the Rolfson Gallery at nine. She's curating an exhibition for a fucked up artist. Neonarcissism in Art.”

“What?”

“Neonarcissism in Art. That's the name of the exhibition... Would you like to join me?”

“I think I'll give it a miss,” Manning says. “Listen, what should I do?”

“About what?”

“This war?”

“What war?” Dickerson says vacantly.

“The Italians versus the Kikes' war?”

“That war?”

“It's getting out of hand, Ralph.”

“You're the police force, I thought you had all the answers.”

“Well, we don't. We're underfunded.”

Dickerson jolts back to life. What he's heard disturbs him, because Manning just mentioned funding, and funding means money, which comes from City Hall and his pocket.

“You're what?”

“I think you know what I'm getting at.”

“Care for another drink, Pat?” Dickerson asks Manning, whose glass is empty.

“I thought you were in a rush to get somewhere?”

“I am... I mean... I'm not... I am sorry, but, well, I can't leave my police chief with a thirsty mouth,” Dickerson says. He gets up from his chair, takes the glass off Manning, walks to his drinks cabinet, and pours him another drink.

“And yourself?” Manning says as Dickerson's walking towards him with only one glass in his hand.

“I'll be drinking champagne later. You know how it is: talking bullshit with bores about something I know nothing about and care not to. But, well, I have to put a brave face on and fight it. Much like you, Pat.”

“Much like me what?” Manning says, taking the neat whiskey from Dickerson.

“Much like you must just grin and bear it?”

“Grin and bear what?”

“This war. You've got enough resources.”

“We're undermanned, goddamn it, and you very well know it.”

“Cut out the bullshit. There are fifty cops right this minute on the Eastside alone on duty.”

“What are you talking about?” Manning asks.

“Well, that's my guess, anyway.”

“Listen, if we don't get more men on the streets in the coming months, I can see a bloodbath in no time. Bertoni's crew are ready for action, I know it.”

“How do you know that, Pat?” Dickerson asks.

“How do you think I know: informers, sneaks, men that'd do anything for a few bucks? You do know these guys have to be paid off. That's what I'm talking about with this funding.”

Dickerson knows Manning's playing with him, but like Manning, Dickerson is good at the game too. How do you think he got to be Mayor in the first place? It wasn't because he's an altruistic fella with the good of Bayside City and its population first on his mind. No, his mind works like any other criminal in town: He wants everything there is to get and he wants it yesterday. If Manning and his police department can help him out, then good. If he can make a deal with the Italians, Jews or Irish that swings in his advantage, it's a done deal. You see, Dickerson's not the cure of Bayside City, he's the sickness.

“So what you're asking for is more money?” Dickerson asks.

“Yeah.”

“How much exactly are we talking?”

“Half a mil.”

“Half a mil – for what?”

“Extra patrols. Guns, ammo.”

“So you say without the extra men on the street it's going to explode?”

“Listen, it isn't just going to explode, it'll bring a new era to the city.”

Dickerson starts walking in short steps back and forth, his right hand on his forehead. He's agitated.

“And what, can't they come to some agreement?”

“Not since Baumshinsky's crew took control over the Docks.”

“But Baumshinsky hasn't got control of the Docks – we have. Jesus, Patrick, we're this town and we have control.”

“The fact is you know what's going on. Baumshinsky will die before he gives up that. It's worth too much money to them.”

Dickerson stops pacing. He's now facing Manning.

“You know what?” Dickerson then says.

“What?”

“Wouldn't you like it the way it used to be?”

“When they were all killing each other, you mean?”

“Yes, when that happened and you didn't come to my office talking shit to me about how you can't do your fucking job. Maybe I should just fire your ass, Commissioner?”

“I don't take well to threats, Ralph,” Manning says to his employer, his eyes steely.

“Then get the fuck out of my office. You say half a mil?”

“Yeah.”

“You've got it. But remember: I want this sorted. I can't have this town in disruptions, especially with the election next year.”

“Got it,” Manning says.

“You know what, Pat?”

“What's that?”

“America would be such a better place to live without the Micks, Wops and fucking immigrant scum. What the fuck were my forefathers ever thinking of.”

Manning laughs, then leaves Dickerson's office.
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“SIT DOWN,” BAUMSHINSKY says to Jack Duke.

They're in a favourite bar of Baumshinsky's in the Eastside, so safe territory for them both. Beside Baumshinsky is his heavy, Moishe Katz, as big a guy as you'll ever see, who's reading a book.

“This better be quick,” Duke says with distrust in his eyes.

“You know me, Jack,” Baumshinsky chuckles, “I'm always quick. Ask the fucking broads.”

“What do you want, Avi?”

“What do I want, what do I want... I think you know what I want?”

“It aiyn't gonna work.”

“Sure it is. Nobody's gonna find out.”

“And if the Italians do?”

“The Italians won't... Listen, sit the fuck down. How many times do I have to tell you? What are you drinking?” Baumshinsky says.

“A soda.”

Duke sits down.

“A fucking soda – what the fuck happened to you? I remember you used to drink like a fish.”

“I still drink like a fish.”

“Then what's the problem?”

“The company, I suppose.”

“Hey, get my guest a soda pop!” Baumshinsky shouts over to the barman. “So, do we have a deal?”

“Have a deal with what?”

“Have a deal with what,” Baumshinsky repeats, looking at Katz. “Can you believe this fucking jerk, Moishe?”

“No,” the big Jew says.

“The deal we discussed already?”

“You mean about the shipments of liquor?”

“Yeah?”

“It's gonna cost you more than you offered.”

“How much more?”

“I'm not talking about money.”

“I don't get you?” Baumshinsky says, disgruntled and now uneasy in his chair.

“You know how it is in this town, Avi. The people of Bayside are greedy fucks, especially men like yourself. You think Bertoni's not trying to get in on the Docks. Sure he is. O'Kelly  too. It's just a matter of time before every gangster in the city's on my back for a piece of the action.”

The barman places Duke's soda on the table.

“I understand your concern, Jack, but you're confusing me here... What the fuck are you getting at?”

“Protection. I want protection.”

“What do you mean by protection?”

“Protection as protection. I want your men protecting the Docks. You practically run the Eastside anyway.”

“So what you're saying is for me to get a piece all I need to do is offer your business protection?”

“No. You pay and protect. And for that, I'll give you free reign of any consignments of alcohol or any other shit that comes through here.”

“Did you hear that, Moishe?” Baumshinsky says to his man.

“Yeah.”

“Do you think he's shitting us?”

“I dunno, boss.”

“Are you shitting us?” Baumshinsky asks Duke, who's got his soda in one hand and a cigarette in the other now.

“I never fuck around.”

“Just as I thought.”

Baumshinsky doesn't know what to think of the guy in front of him. Maybe he thinks he's a wacko, a bit demented between the ears. Or it could be just because he's smart. The Docklands can be a dangerous place to do business, and nobody knows it better than Jack Duke. Using the Jews for the heavy work of defending the Docks could lead to Bertoni wanting his head.

“Listen, I dunno if I should be telling you this, but I was talking to one of O'Kelly's associates recently and he wants to talk to me about forming some kind of alliance with us. With you on board, Bertoni wouldn't have a chance.”

“I aiyn't working with no Micks,” Duke says, gritting his teeth. “Never.”

“Who said you had to work with 'em?”

“That's what you said, didn't you?”

“Do we have a deal or not?”

“We did till you mentioned O'Kelly.”

“I don't see what the problem is?”

“Everything's a problem.”

“Why do you have to be so goddamn negative, Jack?” Baumshinsky says with a smile. “The way I see it if you don't take our offer seriously, then sooner rather than later your fucking livelihood will be overrun by the Wops.”

“Maybe I should just cut a deal with 'em, then?”

Baumshinsky makes a swift glance at Katz. The big man needs no hesitation: he puts his book on the table and grabs Duke by the throat. Katz is now choking Duke.

Baumshinsky gets up and walks up to the red-faced Docklands boss.

“Do you still wanna make a fucking deal with the Wops, Jack?” Duke can't speak. Katz's grip is getting tighter and tighter. “Well do you?” Katz is relentless. If Katz carries on with this, Duke will be dead in a second. “Well do you?” Duke's face is crimson now, and his eyes are watering. He can see death approaching from Baumshinsky's stare. Baumshinsky nods his head to Katz. The big guy releases his grip. Duke falls to the floor, holding his neck. He's spluttering. “Are you gonna tell me, fuck face?” Baumshinsky goes on.

“No,” Duke cries out. “No... I... won't.”

“That's a good fucking boy, Jack.”

Duke's recovered and is sitting at the table again.

“Are you okay, are you recovered?” Baumshinsky's asks Duke in a tone that's genuinely concerned.

“I'll live.”

“And do we have a deal?”

“Yeah, we have a deal,” Duke says, though Baumshinsky can tell that it's forced.

“Don't be so uptight, Jack... Now, are you gonna have that drink with me?”

“I told you already,” Duke says, massaging his throat, “it depends on the company.”

Duke leaves the bar. He can't believe they did it to him. He's been humiliated – but what was he supposed to do? Baumshinsky could've killed him if he'd wanted. He's already up to his head in illegal activities, so maybe this one won't make that much difference. Or maybe it will. One thing’s for sure, though: He hopes the detective who's been sniffing around the Docks on the Zambrotta case will leave him alone. Maybe he should've mentioned it to Baumshinsky. That may have put the Jew off the idea. But it's too late now. It looks like he'll be seeing a lot more of Baumshinsky and his enforcer Katz in the future.

Duke didn't mention DeMarco's visit on behalf of O'Kelly to Baumshinsky. He wants to keep all his options open. Play it cool and see where it leads him.
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THE HEARSE ENTERS WEST Bayside Cemetery, behind it a cortege of luxury cars. Once it's reached the plot, it stops. A man opens the back, slides out the coffin onto a wheeled coffin carrier, and with the assistance of another man, takes it to the place Mario Zambrotta is going to be buried.

The coffin's in place. The priest, Father Sensini, begins the prayers. Behind him, sitting on a chair and in black, is Maria Zambrotta, Mario's widow. She crying. To her left and right are other family members. Behind them is a who's who of Bayside City's VIPs: Monica Craig, the Hollywood actress who spurned a life in California for her native city. Fred Redding, owner of The Bayside City Sun. Ralph Dickerson, the city's mayor. Willett Masden, a steel tycoon. Mob boss Massimo Bertoni. Police Commissioner, Patrick Manning. There are others, too, but of less importance.

Way off – a few hundred yards, in fact, and hidden from view – Detective Sergeant Dick Devereux is watching carefully with his right-hand man, Detective Phillip Randall. I don't know if they expect something to happen, but you never know.

“Does Manning know we're here?” Randall asks Devereux.

“No.”

“Well if he sees us I think he isn't going to be happy.”

“That's his problem.”

“Look at him,” Randall then says, referring to Bertoni, cigarette in his mouth, “he thinks he's untouchable.”

“He is untouchable, Phil,” Devereux says solemnly.

Devereux's been after Bertoni for years, but it's only since the 'accident' with his wife and daughter happened that the incarceration of the Italian mob boss has become an obsession with him. 

“Did you listen to the game last night?” Randall asks. He's now leaning on a gravestone.

“Just the last quarter. The Bears should've won. They gave it away. But I suppose you're happy seeing as you're a Giants fan?”

“I can't complain.”

“Who's your tip for the Championship?”

“My own team, of course,” answers Randall.

The funeral's over. People are getting back into their cars.

“Look over there,” Devereux says to Randall.

“Now listen, Ralph,” Bertoni says to Dickerson, the City's Mayor, “we shouldn't be seen talking in the open like this.”

“What are you afraid of?” Dickerson asks.

“Nothing,” Bertoni says, looking around. He's flanked by two of his men, Ricky Zoccarato and Anthony Schirru, who don't exactly look threatening because they're impeccably dressed. But don't let that fool you: these two can be deadly killers. “Can't we leave this for another time?”

“Jesus, Massimo, I thought you were king of the jungle,” Dickerson says, his voice arrogant and conceited as usual. “I'm giving you some key information here.” 

Bertoni looks at his two men. They know the score: they back off.

“Let's go for a little walk,” Bertoni says.

They walk together, a few hundred yards away from Bertoni's car, though Zoccarato and Schirru are really not that far away.

It's a nice morning if a little colder than usual.

“What I'm going to tell you now can't go any further,” Dickerson says.

“What is it?” Bertoni answers.

“Manning's asked for a bigger budget from City Hall which he wants to spend on beefing up the police force... which means you've got a problem.”

“He does, does he?”

“Yes. And as the Mayor, I feel obliged to help him.”

“So why are you telling me this shit, Ralph?” Bertoni says.

“Because I thought you'd like to know, that's it's in your best interests.”

“Well, thanks for the information. You call me corrupt.”

“It's all part of the service, pal.”

“And when does Manning expect to get this extra funding?”

“At the end of the month.”

“And what will that mean for us?”

“I don't know, Massimo – what will it mean for you?”

“I know you think you're some kinda big shot, with your fancy office in City Hall and influential friends, but I'm afraid it aiyn't gonna work with me.”

“Are you threatening me?” Dickerson says, grinning.

Bertoni stops in his tracks, looks back at Zoccarato and Schirru, then says to Dickerson:

“No, I aiyn't threatening you, I just wanna know why you told me this. What are your intentions?”

“I want the Jews off the streets. I want to see Baumshinsky fry.”

“I know you don't like the guy, but why are you talking to me? Go see your own boy Manning if you wanna see the end of the Kikes.”

“You don't fucking get it, do you?”

“Yeah, I get it all right... What, you're afraid he's taking all your profits from the Docklands?”

Dickerson puts his mouth to Bertoni's ear:

“Well, we could have a share in it, you know?”

Bertoni smiles. He's seen it all now. Although he's always known Dickerson is not whiter than white, he's been caught off guard a bit, and he doesn't know what to do.

“I don't trust you,” Bertoni says. He starts to walk away.

“Where are you going, Massimo?” Dickerson asks.

“You're up to something,” Bertoni replies to the Mayor.

“You think about it now.”

“And you get your head examined.”

“I will if you do too.”

“Go fuck yourself, Dickerson.”

“I've got the broads for that.”

With Bertoni and his men, along with the other attendees of Zambrotta's funeral gone, Devereux and Randall approach Dickerson.

“Ralph Dickerson?” Devereux says.

“Yes?”

“I'm Detective Sergeant Dick Devereux,” Devereux says, flashing his badge at him.

“And what do I owe the pleasure?” Dickerson asks smugly.

“Why were you just talking to Bertoni?”

“Bertoni?”

“Yeah, Bertoni?”

“I think that's my business, Detective.”

Dickerson makes his way slowly to his car, which is parked on the other side of the road, near the cemetery gates.

“I'd like to ask you a few questions about the Zambrotta murder, sir?” Devereux says.

“Was he murdered?”

“Yeah.”

“That's a shame. He was such a good singer. I saw him once doing Don Giovanni. Exquisite.”

“But serious. Have you got time for a few questions?”

“No.”

“It'll only take a few minutes.”

“I said no.”

“But I really need you to, sir?” Devereux pleads.

“No can do. I'm a busy man.”

The Mayor walks on, leaving Devereux's and Randall behind.

“Do you think he's up to something?” Randall asks Devereux.

“Could be.”

“I think we need to ask him some questions.”

“We do, but how?” Devereux says as he's looking at Dickerson getting in his car.

“Nobody would think that scumbag's up for re-election next year,” says Randall.
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SEAN LONG AND FRANCIS O'Meara have to be careful: They're not on their own turf anymore. A volley of bullets could fly out from an alleyway and that would be the end of them. 

“I tell you what, Frankie, I'm sick of Mickey taking advantage of us. We could easily get killed,” Long says, scanning the area.

“Just hold your cool, Sean,” O'Meara answers.

They're in the Docklands, on the way to see Jack Duke.

“Are you strapped?” Long asks his companion.

“Yeah, but keep that thing hidden. The cops have been sniffing around this place ever since that opera singer was found dead here.”

It's getting dark. Apart from a few longshoremen working or walking around, the place is quiet.

They come to a red-brick building, built late in the last century, and go up some cast-iron stairs to Duke's office – how do they know it's Duke's office? DeMarco told them.

“And what happens if he puts a slug in us?” Long says nervously as they're going up the stairs.

O'Meara doesn't answer Long.

They knock on the door.

“Come in!” a voice calls out.

The two men walk into the office. Duke is sitting at his desk. Although he doesn't know them personally, by the way they're dressed in impeccable suits and fedora hats, he can guess they've been sent by one of the mob bosses in town.

“What do you want?” Duke sighs.

“O'Kelly sent us,” O'Meara says.

“I don't have time for this, boys.”

O'Meara walks up to Duke.

“You know why we're here?”

“No.”

Duke expects another beating.

“What happened to you?” O'Meara asks Duke, noticing the bruising on his neck that Moishe Katz did.

“Nothing.”

“So, what do you think?” O'Meara goes on. Behind him Long is sighing with impatience.

“What do I think about what?”

“Cooperation... I know the Wops are getting in on the act already now, that's why the Jews are back at war with 'em. O'Kelly wants to help you out.”

“And what about Baumshinsky?”

“Baumshinsky's being sorted out?”

“Like you're gonna sort him out?”

“No, he aiyn't gonna get whacked. O'Kelly's gonna meet him. We wanna form an alliance. Get the Italians outta the Docklands and the Eastside.

Well, that sounds strange to me.”

“But it's the way it is.”

“Well, you know what,” Duke says after a pause, “I think it all depends on Baumshinsky. This place is next to his turf. What he says goes, understand, boys?” 

“Yeah.”

Duke gets up from his desk. He's a big man, much bigger than either O'Meara or Long.

“Let's go, Frankie,” Long says to O'Meara.

“Just know that we came, Mr Duke. And just know that what O'Kelly wants, O'Kelly gets... It's all for the good of Bayside in the end.”

“And don't I believe it... Now, I don't mean to spoil your party, gentlemen, but I've gotta lotta work to do.”

The two men leave.

Duke locks the door, goes back to his desk, sits down, opens the draw at his desk and takes out a bottle of Scotch. He opens it and takes and long swig before putting it back. This job's stressful. It takes it all out of him. The money's good but he's thinking it's become a health hazard of late, especially since the Italian-Jewish war started up again after over a decade of peace. In the past, all the gangland trouble was over in the West and Southside, home to the Micks and the Wops. But not anymore. Now it's moved closer to home – on his doorstep, in fact. He's moving along the thin, red line and it doesn't look like it's going to get better any time soon. It's a war zone. A place he's already been to once before back in France in 1917. That was no fun, either. But he survived. And he is surviving now at the moment, though he's had enough. Baumshinsky. His animal Katz. That fuck detective Devereux. O'Kelly and his boys. On a lighter note his assistant manager, Smith. Complaints from the longshoremen over pay. Pressure from the Docklands Trade Union too. Problems. Only problems. If he had a woman to go home to, maybe that would help – but he doesn't. Everything's on his head and his head alone. 

Duke takes out the whiskey again. It's good to drink, it takes away the pain. After quenching his thirst, he puts the bottle back and takes out his pistol. It's a Saive-Browning model. Old, but it gets the job done. Next to the bottle is a box of bullets. He loads his gun. He's thinking now. He has to be sure what he's about to do will be all right, that he won't regret it.

And he won't, because the pressure's mounting. All the money in the world won't be able to sort this problem out. There's a reason why some men live and some men die. There's a reason why some men are born longshoremen and others become presidents, generals and doctors. There's a reason for everything. Just like there's a reason why Duke's sticking this gun in his mouth just now. He has the power. He's found it. Outside his office and this action, in Bayside City with all the bullshit that's going on with gang wars and corruption, he has no power. Yes, this is the best way, and that's why he'll do it:

He puts his finger on the trigger, and slowly begins to pull down on it-

There's a knock on the door. 

“Mr Duke, Mr Duke!” 

It's Jack Smith, his assistant manager.

Duke takes the gun out of his mouth and puts it back in the draw. He rushes over to the locked door.

“What is it, Smith?!” Duke says in annoyance.
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“HE'S WAVERING, BOSS,” O'Meara says to O'Kelly.

“How like?”

“He's scared.”

“And so he should be.”

“I think he's got something going on with Baumshinsky.”

“How do you know?”

“He kept mentioning him.”

“Well seeing as the Docks are on the Kike's turf, I think it's natural. Anyway, it's just what we need. If Duke knows Baumshinsky's with us, he'll be like putty in my hand.”

“Putty in the hand, boss. Don't that mean I'll be able to squeeze the fuck to death?” Costello says.

“It does indeed, Vinny,” O'Kelly answers his enforcer with a smile. “Now boys, what about this meeting with the Jew?”

“We're working on it, boss,” Long says. He's sitting on a bench, near the entrance to the bar.

“Jaysus, Sean, why do you always have to sit so far away... Come over here,” O'Kelly says. Long gets up and moves closer. “Now what did you say there, boyo?”

“We're arranging it,” answers Long.

“Today. It'll be sorted today,” O'Meara says.

Out of all O'Kelly's boys, O'Meara's got by far the greatest street smarts. O'Kelly knows this like nobody else. He's even thinking about grooming O'Meara into a position of power within the gang in the future, though not yet as he doesn't trust him fully.

“All right, boys,” O'Kelly says to O'Meara and Long, you can go... On the way out, if you see Costigan, tell him I want him.”

The boys leave The Green Saloon.

O'Kelly's around the table with Costigan and Costello.

“Numbers, James,” O'Kelly says to Costigan.

Costigan's the brains of the operation: he's a Harvard-educated lawyer, who knows his way around an account ledger too.

“Three grand this week from the Machin's rubber factory. The owner didn't want to pay but we got it out of him... Err, let's see,” Costigan then says, sifting through the pile of papers on the table, “And here we have possibly five grand coming in in the next few weeks-”

“What's that?” O'Kelly says, grabbing the paper off Costigan.

“In Dearborn, close to Parson Avenue... You know that lumber supplier to the building trade, he's got a shitload of stuff coming in from Western Canada. He doesn't want to pay, but the income's there.”

“And the removal company next door?”

“We're on that.”

“And you say five grand?”

“If we get the lumber supplier and the removal company to pay, yes.”

“Vinny,” O'Kelly says to Costello, “that's your next job. Okay, onto men and resources... How many guys we got on the street now?”

“Sixty-two, boss,” Costello says.

“Only on the Westside?”

“Downtown too. I've told Murphy's boys I'd give 'em a big payday if they've got the balls to check out some of the businesses south of Dilbert Road.”

Dilbert Road is the border between the Irish Westside dominated turf and the Italians in the South. To cross it means war. At the moment there's no official 'war' between the Irish and Italians, but encroachment of turf could end all that.

“They don't have the juice in their veins for it. Murphy's a douchebag anyway... What about recruitment?”

“Two a week. We're going through hard times, boss,” Costigan says.

“We've got to get our numbers up. We can't compete with the Italians this way. Even if this alliance comes off with Baumshinsky, we're in no way fit to be at war with 'em.”

“But one Irish kid's worth ten Italians,” Costello says.
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