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CHAPTER 1
THE  TOMOKA  WAITED on a calm, cold ocean. It sat 
immobile in the water, the entire ship trembling with the 
diesel respiration of its engine – a slow, rolling rumble 
that sounded to the 19 year-old Patrick Bailey like a 
dragon sleeping in its cavern. 
In the early morning fog the continent of America, 
just over three miles away, was perfectly invisible, but 
somewhere far in the distance Pat could hear the long, 
sad call of a train sounding its horn as it travelled along 
the New Jersey coast.
“Give the signal again, son,” Bill McCoy softly 
instructed him. 
Pat ﬂashed the ship's searchlight three times toward 
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the coast. He liked McCoy. There was no darkness  
about him. The proprietor and captain of the Tomoka 
was exactly like the American men Pat had seen in ﬁlms 
back in Ireland: tall and strong with the easy optimism 
of a people who knew their country represented  
the future. 
There was an answering ﬂash of light in the fog. 
And twice. And again.
“Wilson – ready the gun,” McCoy ordered.
Pat glanced nervously at the captain as one of the 
mariners went to occupy the machine gun post at the 
front of the ship.
“Don't worry, son – it's just a precaution,” McCoy 
smiled at him. “Not everybody in the bootlegger
1
 
business is an honest law-breaker like myself. Point the 
searchlight toward that ship now.”
Pat turned the light to the place where they had seen 
the three ﬂashes. Soon, a milky light answered through 
the mist. They heard the sound of the other boat's engine 
as it began to move closer.
“Keep the light on them,” McCoy said. “Let them 
know where we are.”
1. See page 97
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“How do you know it's the right ship, Captain?” 
Pat asked.
“I don't. That's why we have the gun.”
“Have you ever had to use it?”
“No, but only because everyone knows I could use 
it!” McCoy laughed, “See, Pat, I'm a believer in what 
old President Roosevelt said a few years back about the 
art of diplomacy: 'Speak softly and carry a big stick'. 
This way nobody makes trouble.”
“What if it's a navy ship?”
“We're over three miles from the US coast. These 
are international waters and there isn't a goddamn law 
in the world that says I can't sit here with a cargo full 
of Canadian whisky if I want to. That's the beauty of 
my system – out here I'm a free man and Prohibition be 
damned.”
Slowly, the other boat moved closer, the sound of 
its motor growing louder. Soon, the fog was white with 
the illumination of their two searchlights, the milky 
air dancing with currents like cigarette smoke in a bar. 
When the other boat was close enough that they could 
see the dark silhouette of its prow, McCoy picked up a 
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loudhailer and called out across the water.
“Approaching vessel – this is the Tomoka. Identify 
yourself!”
There was a brief pause before a man with a strong 
New Jersey accent answered:
“This is the… er… ﬁshin' boat Albatros.  Mister 
Madden sends Captain McCoy his regards an' says he's 
hopin' for a big catch of ﬁsh today.”
“Mr Madden will be pleased to hear that we have 
a large cargo of Canadian… salmon on board,” McCoy 
joked. “Permission to come alongside, Albatros.”
Putting down the loudhailer, McCoy said: “I want 
all hands on deck and ready to transfer the cargo! Except 
you Wilson. Stay on that gun.” 
“Is something wrong?” Pat asked.
“Not particularly. But these men work for Owney 
Madden
2
, the biggest gang boss in New York. I ﬁgure 
there's probably a reason why they call him The Killer.”
The other boat's engine growled as it began to move 
toward the Tomoka.
2. See page 88
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THE CAPTAIN OF THE ALBATROS looked unhappily into the 
cargo hold
3 
of the Tomoka. There were no whisky crates 
in there. Instead it was ﬁlled with triangular packages 
wrapped in brown jute. 
“What is this, buddy? Where's the booze
4
?”
Pat, waiting to start moving the cargo, noticed with 
trepidation that all the Albatros  crew-members were 
carrying guns. McCoy had told him that there was a 
problem these days of piracy between the bootlegging 
gangs on the New Jersey coast.
“Don't worry – it's just a new system I'm 
introducing,” McCoy reassured him. “The whisky 
bottles are packed in salt, nine bottles in a sack. They 
CHAPTER 2
3. la cale
4. ‘Booze’: slang for alcohol
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are smaller and easier to handle than wooden crates.”
“How do we know we's buyin' Canadian whisky if 
it ain't in a box that says 'Canadian whisky' on it?”
“Because you're buying from me,” McCoy answered. 
“And anyway, just because a box says 'Canadian whisky' 
on it doesn't mean you're buying real Canadian whisky, 
my friend! The reason why Mr Madden comes to me 
is because everybody knows my reputation: Bill McCoy 
only sells the real thing.”
“Ye-eh…” the mariner hesitated with an expression 
as if the situation was causing him genuine physical pain. 
“…I still don't like it. I like boxes with a name on 'em.”
“You'll like it enough when you hear the good part,” 
McCoy said. “Let's suppose you encounter the Coast 
Guard. If the whisky is in wooden crates, there's no point 
in throwing them overboard because they ﬂoat, right?”
“Sure…”
“But if you throw these  overboard, they will sink 
because of the weight of the salt. So by the time the 
Coast Guard boards your ship, you are just ﬁve innocent 
men in a ﬁshing boat. There's nothing they can arrest 
you for.”
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“Okay… that's nice,” the man nodded. “But I don't 
got the whisky!”
McCoy's smile showed how much he was enjoying 
himself.
“Ah… but this is the beauty of my idea. Eventually, 
the salt in the packages will dissolve in the water, right? 
When it does, the bottles will rise back up to the surface. 
All you have to do is wait and do some ﬁshing.”
Comprehension dawned on the smuggler's face, his 
eyes lighting up.
“Jeez! That idea is… I dunno! That idea is-”
“Genius?”
“It is! It's genius!” the smuggler exclaimed, almost 
aggressive in his appreciation of the concept. “Listen to 
me, buddy! I'm tellin' ya – that idea is goddam genius!”
“I know.”
“Oh brother! I can't wait to tell the boys about 
this!”
“So…” McCoy said, “can I suggest we start moving 
Mr Madden's whisky? You want to use this fog to get it 
ashore safely.”
With eight men passing the sacks of whisky to each 



[image: ]12
other, the job didn't take long. All the while, Pat noticed 
McCoy was deep in conversation with the bootlegger 
captain. At one stage, he pointed straight at Pat, so the 
young Irishman guessed they were discussing him.
Pat had met Bill McCoy on the tiny French islands 
of St Pierre and Miquelon, just off the Canadian coast. 
He'd needed to leave Ireland in a hurry because the 
police were looking for him. With no money to buy a 
passage to America, he had taken a position on a cargo 
ship called the Galway Rose. His was the worst job on 
board: working in the boiler room as part of the 'black 
gang' carrying coal to the ﬁremen who fed the engines. It 
was hot, dirty, back-breaking work, but he had crossed 
the Atlantic Ocean for free. 
The  Galway Rose had docked on the island of  
St Pierre with a delivery of thousands of gallons of Irish 
whiskey and French cognac. Once a sleepy little ﬁshing 
community, Prohibition had transformed St Pierre into a 
boom town. Over a thousand ships a year docked there 
now, all carrying the same cargo: booze
 
to be carried 
down the US coast by rum-runners like Bill McCoy. 
Pat had never seen a place as crazy as St Pierre. 
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Nobody ﬁshed anymore and every available building on 
the island, small or large, was ﬁlled with alcohol. The 
night air tasted of whisky and still there wasn't enough 
of it to supply the demand from the USA. The island had 
no trees left, so now they were building new depots from 
the wooden transport crates for the alcohol. The town 
was literally made of alcohol.
The Galway Rose was travelling on to Quebec, but 
by then Pat had found a boat that could get him to New 
York: the Tomoka.  In return for two weeks free labour 
in McCoy's depot, unloading alcohol from ships like the 
Galway Rose and then loading it onto one or other of 
McCoy's ﬁve vessels, Pat was promised a passage to the 
United States.
“I can't take you to New York myself, son,” McCoy 
had explained, “but I'll ﬁnd a boat to take you there 
once we are at sea.”
Looking at McCoy now, Pat knew that boat was 
going to be the Albatros. The two men shook hands as 
they concluded their conversation and McCoy glanced 
at Pat with a nod and a smile. He was going to New 
York all right, but on a boat full of gangsters.  
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THE NIGHT BEFORE PATRICK BAILEY got a ride to New York 
with the crew of the Albatros, another boat had arrived 
in the city.  The Britannia was a much larger and more 
luxurious ship, designed to take its owners, their friends 
and their large personal staff all over the world. There 
probably were more opulent private vessels to be found, 
but not many.
The principal occupant of this ship was also named 
Patrick, but that was all that Bailey had in common 
with this other man, whose full name and title was 
His Royal Highness Edward Albert Christian George 
Andrew Patrick David Windsor, Prince of Wales, Duke 
of Cornwall, Duke of Rothesay and Earl of Chester.   
CHAPTER 3
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He was Prince Edward to the British public, whose king 
he would one day be, but just David to his friends.
Prince Edward's features were ﬁner than Pat's and 
his skin softer even though, at 28, he was almost a 
full decade older than the Irishman.  He held a glass 
of scotch in his hand, looking at the New York city 
lights as the Britannia  cruised past Ellis Island, a pair 
of US Navy boats accompanying it on its ﬁnal approach 
toward Manhattan.
As the city's skyline came closer, he turned to his 
Private Secretary and close friend, Duncan McBride, 
and sighed,
“I imagine that enormous erection must be the 
famous Woolworth Building? How very vulgar.”
“Oh don't be such a snob, David – I think it's 
fabulous. It's modern, it's… exciting.”
“Just because something is big,  Duncan, does not 
make it impressive.”
“Doesn't it?” Duncan laughed, “I think you are just 
annoyed that a family of American shop-keepers own 
the tallest building in the world. Good for them, I say!”
“Good Lord, man!” Prince Edward scoffed, one 
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side of his mouth twitching as he took a sip of whisky. 
“Anyone would think you were a republican.”
“Just because I admire the Yanks for their energy? 
We could do with some of that back home.”
“I agree. I've nothing at all against energy or… or 
modernity, as you well know. I'm simply opposed to the 
way these Americans feel compelled to show off.” 
“I've never noticed you being particularly opposed 
to the way the American ﬁllies show off, David.”
“Ah! Ha-ha!” the Prince snortled into his whisky 
glass. “Yes, well, you've got me there, old boy! If only 
English girls were so much fun…”
The  Britannia  sounded its horn to warn of its 
approach, the dark water being busy with ferries carrying 
Manhattan workers home to Brooklyn and New Jersey.
“Doubt we'll have much opportunity for fun, 
though, will we?” the Prince continued. “It's going to be 
banquets, politicos and millionairess matrons, as usual.”
“Not every night,” his friend answered, “I made sure 
there were gaps in the schedule so His Royal Highness 
could 'rest and recuperate'.”
“Good man. But how do we rest and recuperate 
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now they've shut all the bars?”
Duncan looked across at the Prince with a devilish 
twinkle in his eye.
“As I understand it, David… the situation is not 
as simple as that at all. According to my sources, the 
party is very much in full swing in New York. Just not… 
legally.”
“Oh…” the Prince smiled. “I see. Just goes to show 
that you can't change human nature, can you?”
“What is more, David, these underground bars 
that they call 'speakeasies' are very much mixed affairs. 
Full of young ﬂappers
5 
dancing on tables and that sort  
of thing.”
“Oh I say! Tremendous!”
“Of course, one will have to be extremely careful as 
they are illegal. We can't have the future King of England 
being arrested in a New York drinking hole, can we?”
“Yes, that could create something of a diplomatic 
incident,” the Prince laughed. “Don't think Papa would 
take it very well. He has a poor enough opinion of me, 
as it is…”
He raised his glass in salute toward the Manhattan 
5. See page 106
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skyline and prepared to drain the last of his scotch, 
saying,
“Here's to dancing on tables!”
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are smaller and easier to handle than wooden crates.”

“How do we know we's buyin' Canadian whisky if
it ain't in a box that says 'Canadian whisky' on it?”

“Because you're buying from me,” McCoy answered.
“And anyway, just because a box says 'Canadian whisky'
on it doesn't mean you're buying real Canadian whisky,
my friend! The reason why Mr Madden comes to me
is because everybody knows my reputation: Bill McCoy
only sells the real thing.”

“Ye-eh...” the mariner hesitated with an expression

as if the situation was causing him genuine physical pain.

...Istill don't like it. I like boxes with a name on 'em.”

“You'll like it enough when you hear the good part,”
McCoy said. “Let's suppose you encounter the Coast
Guard. If the whisky is in wooden crates, there's no point
in throwing them overboard because they float, right?”

“Sure...”

“But if you throw these overboard, they will sink
because of the weight of the salt. So by the time the
Coast Guard boards your ship, you are just five innocent
men in a fishing boat. There's nothing they can arrest

you for.”
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He was Prince Edward to the British public, whose king
he would one day be, but just David to his friends.

Prince Edward's features were finer than Pat's and
his skin softer even though, at 28, he was almost a
full decade older than the Irishman. He held a glass
of scotch in his hand, looking at the New York city
lights as the Britannia cruised past Ellis Island, a pair
of US Navy boats accompanying it on its final approach
toward Manhattan.

As the city's skyline came closer, he turned to his
Private Secretary and close friend, Duncan McBride,
and sighed,

“I imagine that enormous erection must be the
famous Woolworth Building? How very vulgar.”

“Oh don't be such a snob, David — I think it's
fabulous. It's modern, it's... exciting.”

“Just because something is big, Duncan, does not
make it impressive.”

“Doesn't it?” Duncan laughed, “I think you are just
annoyed that a family of American shop-keepers own
the tallest building in the world. Good for them, I say!”

“Good Lord, man!” Prince Edward scoffed, one
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loudhailer and called out across the water.

“Approaching vessel — this is the Tomoka. Identify
yourself!”

There was a brief pause before a man with a strong
New Jersey accent answered:

“This is the... er... fishin' boat Albatros. Mister
Madden sends Captain McCoy his regards an' says he's
hopin' for a big catch of fish today.”

“Mr Madden will be pleased to hear that we have
a large cargo of Canadian... salmon on board,” McCoy
joked. “Permission to come alongside, Albatros.”

Putting down the loudhailer, McCoy said: “I want
all hands on deck and ready to transfer the cargo! Except
you Wilson. Stay on that gun.”

“Is something wrong?” Pat asked.

“Not particularly. But these men work for Owney
Madden?, the biggest gang boss in New York. I figure
there's probably a reason why they call him The Killer.”

The other boat's engine growled as it began to move

toward the Tomoka.

2. See page 88
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“How do you know it's the right ship, Captain?”
Pat asked.

“I don't. That's why we have the gun.”

“Have you ever had to use it?”

“No, but only because everyone knows I could use
it!” McCoy laughed, “See, Pat, I'm a believer in what
old President Roosevelt said a few years back about the
art of diplomacy: 'Speak softly and carry a big stick'.
This way nobody makes trouble.”

“What if it's a navy ship?”

“We're over three miles from the US coast. These
are international waters and there isn't a goddamn law
in the world that says I can't sit here with a cargo full
of Canadian whisky if I want to. That's the beauty of
my system — out here I'm a free man and Prohibition be
damned.”

Slowly, the other boat moved closer, the sound of
its motor growing louder. Soon, the fog was white with
the illumination of their two searchlights, the milky
air dancing with currents like cigarette smoke in a bar.
When the other boat was close enough that they could
see the dark silhouette of its prow, McCoy picked up a





OEBPS/images/bge.png
other, the job didn't take long. All the while, Pat noticed
McCoy was deep in conversation with the bootlegger
captain. At one stage, he pointed straight at Pat, so the
young Irishman guessed they were discussing him.

Pat had met Bill McCoy on the tiny French islands
of St Pierre and Miquelon, just off the Canadian coast.
He'd needed to leave Ireland in a hurry because the
police were looking for him. With no money to buy a
passage to America, he had taken a position on a cargo
ship called the Galway Rose. His was the worst job on
board: working in the boiler room as part of the 'black
gang' carrying coal to the firemen who fed the engines. It
was hot, dirty, back-breaking work, but he had crossed
the Atlantic Ocean for free.

The Galway Rose had docked on the island of
St Pierre with a delivery of thousands of gallons of Irish
whiskey and French cognac. Once a sleepy little fishing
community, Prohibition had transformed St Pierre into a
boom town. Over a thousand ships a year docked there
now, all carrying the same cargo: booze to be carried
down the US coast by rum-runners like Bill McCoy.

Pat had never seen a place as crazy as St Pierre.
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the coast. He liked McCoy. There was no darkness
about him. The proprietor and captain of the Tomoka
was exactly like the American men Pat had seen in films
back in Ireland: tall and strong with the easy optimism
of a people who knew their country represented
the future.

There was an answering flash of light in the fog.
And twice. And again.

“Wilson — ready the gun,” McCoy ordered.

Pat glanced nervously at the captain as one of the
mariners went to occupy the machine gun post at the
front of the ship.

“Don't worry, son — it's just a precaution,” McCoy
smiled at him. “Not everybody in the bootlegger!
business is an honest law-breaker like myself. Point the
searchlight toward that ship now.”

Pat turned the light to the place where they had seen
the three flashes. Soon, a milky light answered through
the mist. They heard the sound of the other boat's engine
as it began to move closer.

“Keep the light on them,” McCoy said. “Let them

know where we are.”

1. See page 97
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skyline and prepared to drain the last of his scotch,
saying,

“Here's to dancing on tables!”

18






OEBPS/images/bgf.png
Nobody fished anymore and every available building on
the island, small or large, was filled with alcohol. The
night air tasted of whisky and still there wasn't enough
of it to supply the demand from the USA. The island had
no trees left, so now they were building new depots from
the wooden transport crates for the alcohol. The town
was literally made of alcohol.

The Galway Rose was travelling on to Quebec, but
by then Pat had found a boat that could get him to New
York: the Tomoka. In return for two weeks free labour
in McCoy's depot, unloading alcohol from ships like the
Galway Rose and then loading it onto one or other of
McCoy's five vessels, Pat was promised a passage to the
United States.

“I can't take you to New York myself, son,” McCoy
had explained, “but I'll find a boat to take you there
once we are at sea.”

Looking at McCoy now, Pat knew that boat was
going to be the Albatros. The two men shook hands as
they concluded their conversation and McCoy glanced
at Pat with a nod and a smile. He was going to New

York all right, but on a boat full of gangsters.
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CHAPTER

Tue Tomoka WAITED on a calm, cold ocean. It sat
immobile in the water, the entire ship trembling with the
diesel respiration of its engine — a slow, rolling rumble
that sounded to the 19 year-old Patrick Bailey like a
dragon sleeping in its cavern.

In the early morning fog the continent of America,
just over three miles away, was perfectly invisible, but
somewhere far in the distance Pat could hear the long,
sad call of a train sounding its horn as it travelled along
the New Jersey coast.

“Give the signal again, son,” Bill McCoy softly
instructed him.

Pat flashed the ship's searchlight three times toward
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side of his mouth twitching as he took a sip of whisky.
“Anyone would think you were a republican.”

“Just because I admire the Yanks for their energy?
We could do with some of that back home.”

“I agree. I've nothing at all against energy or... or
modernity, as you well know. I'm simply opposed to the
way these Americans feel compelled to show off.”

“I've never noticed you being particularly opposed
to the way the American fillies show off, David.”

“Ah! Ha-ha!” the Prince snortled into his whisky
glass. “Yes, well, you've got me there, old boy! If only
English girls were so much fun...”

The Britannia sounded its horn to warn of its
approach, the dark water being busy with ferries carrying
Manhattan workers home to Brooklyn and New Jersey.

“Doubt we'll have much opportunity for fun,
though, will we?” the Prince continued. “It's going to be
banquets, politicos and millionairess matrons, as usual.”

“Not every night,” his friend answered, “I made sure
there were gaps in the schedule so His Royal Highness
could 'rest and recuperate'.”

“Good man. But how do we rest and recuperate
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now they've shut all the bars?”

Duncan looked across at the Prince with a devilish
twinkle in his eye.

“As I understand it, David... the situation is not
as simple as that at all. According to my sources, the
party is very much in full swing in New York. Just not...
legally.”

“Oh...” the Prince smiled. “I see. Just goes to show
that you can't change human nature, can you?”

“What is more, David, these underground bars
that they call 'speakeasies' are very much mixed affairs.
Full of young flappers’ dancing on tables and that sort
of thing.”

“Oh I say! Tremendous!”

“Of course, one will have to be extremely careful as
they are illegal. We can't have the future King of England
being arrested in a New York drinking hole, can we?”

“Yes, that could create something of a diplomatic
incident,” the Prince laughed. “Don't think Papa would
take it very well. He has a poor enough opinion of me,
asitis...”

He raised his glass in salute toward the Manhattan
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