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  ‘I found myself swept along by Higgins’s always vivid, larger-than-life characters and the mesmerizing exuberance of their language. What we have here is a uniquely
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  THE PATRIOT GAME




   




  Come all you young rebels and list while I sing,




  For the love of one’s country is a terrible thing.




  It banishes fear with the speed of a flame,




  And it makes us all part of the Patriot Game.




   




  My name is O’Hanlon and I’m just gone sixteen,




  My home is in Monaghan where I was weaned.




  I have learned all my life cruel England to blame,




  And so I’m part of the Patriot Game.




   




  It’s barely two years since I wandered away,




  With a local battalion of the bold I.R.A.




  I’ve read of our heros and wanted the same,




  To play my own part in the Patriot Game.




   




  This island of ours has for long been half-free,




  Six counties are under John Bull’s tyranny,




  So I give up my boyhood to drill and to train,




  To play my own part in the Patriot Game.




   




  And now as I lie here my body all holes,




  I think of those traitors who bargained and sold,




  I wish that my rifle had given the same,




  To those quislings who sold out the Patriot Game.


   


  Irish Folk Song
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  Three caddies sat on the steps under the portico at the front entrance of the Nipmunk Country Club in Weston, Massachusetts, and watched the long, curving driveway bake in the

  late morning sun. There were fairways on both sides of the drive. Two women played on the fairway to the west and three women played on the fairway to the east. There were three Cadillac Sevilles

  – maroon, beige, black – in the parking lot adequate for two hundred cars in front of the brick steps and the pillared portico, and two Volvo station wagons, both green, next to

  them.




  One of the caddies, thirteen years old, dug a crushproof box of Winstons, crushed, out of his right jeans pocket and lighted a badly bent cigarette with a Bic lighter. He was still in the

  process of learning to smoke, and did everything very elaborately. He released the first drag of smoke through his nose.




  The caddie in the middle wore a Boston Red Sox cap and a bored expression. ‘Junior,’ he said to the caddie who was smoking, ‘you’re an asshole.’ The third caddie

  received this information thoughtfully, remaining silent under his Caterpillar Tractor hat. He seemed to be thinking about it.




  ‘I have an asshole,’ Junior said. ‘That’s why I’m not full of shit like you, pugpuller.’ The third caddie accepted that information silently as well.

  He moved his feet up from the second step to the top step on the entrance and rested his forearms on his knees.




  ‘You couldn’t pull it if you wanted to, Junior,’ the caddie in the middle said. ‘It’s so little that you couldn’t get a grip on it.’




  ‘You got it all mixed up, Howard,’ the caddie said between drags and ostentatious expulsions of smoke. ‘The way it works is, you either got a big prick or a big mouth. We all

  know what you got, Howard. We can hear you all the time.’




  ‘You’re the one that’s got it all mixed up,’ Howard said. ‘I got brains enough, I don’t smoke. You ever hear of lung cancer or something?’




  ‘Yeah,’ Junior said, ‘I heard of it. I also heard about a guy that was caddying for Mrs Blake on Monday, and she thought he was in the woods looking for her ball and she went

  looking for him because he was gone a long time and he was in the bushes looking for his balls and playing with himself. I heard she said something to Walter down the pro shop when she came in, and

  Walter hadda tell the kid he couldn’t beat his meat when he was supposed to be working for Mrs Blake. You hear that, Cody?’ He leaned away from the pillar to look at the third

  caddie.




  ‘No,’ the third caddie said. ‘I wasn’t here this week.’ He did not shift his gaze.




  ‘No,’ Junior said. ‘Yeah, that’s right. I didn’t see you.’




  ‘I was visiting my father,’ Cody said.




  ‘Howard did it,’ Junior said. ‘Mrs Blake caught him jerking off Monday and she told Walter. He tried to pretend it wasn’t her or Howard, but it was just something he

  wanted to tell us about. We all knew it was Howard though. Right, Howard? We all knew it was you.’




  ‘Shut up, Junior,’ Howard said.




  ‘Mrs Blake,’ Junior said with relish, ‘Mrs Blake was so pissed off about it she was still mad when she got in the clubhouse and she told Mrs Tobin, and then Bishop Doherty

  comes in for lunch and Mrs Tobin was having lunch with him and she told Bishop Doherty.’




  ‘I told you, Junior, shut up,’ Howard said.




  ‘And Bishop Doherty got this look on his face like he does when he’s out onna course with her or Mister Tobin or Father Clancy and somebody says fuck and then gets all

  embarrassed like he didn’t know what the word means, and Bishop Doherty starts laughing and pretty soon Mrs Tobin was, too, and Mrs Blake heard them from where she was having her

  lemonade out on the patio and she knew what they were laughing about and she got all mad again and came in and started reading out Mrs Tobin, and Bishop Doherty told her to shut up, there

  was no need to make a big deal out of a small matter. Which is how everybody knows, Howard, that you got a small one, because Mrs Blake started laughing too and she said if it was what she thought

  it was, it wasn’t big enough to do any damage with anyway.’




  Cody started laughing, very quietly.




  ‘You shut up too, Cody,’ Howard said. His face was red. ‘I can beat up Junior and I can beat you up too if I have to.’




  ‘No,’ Cody said, looking at him and grinning, ‘no, you can’t. You used to be able to beat me up, but I’m bigger now. And besides, you can’t beat anybody up

  now, can you? Because if somebody gets mad at you now, Howard, all they got to do is say something about Mrs Blake and you’ll get all embarrassed like you are now.’




  ‘My parents aren’t divorced,’ Howard said.




  A light green Ford sedan entered the driveway and started toward the clubhouse. Junior raked the coal of the cigarette against the brick steps and threw the butt into the shrubbery.




  ‘Mine,’ he said. ‘Saw it first.’




  ‘I know,’ Cody said to Howard. ‘Mine are, though.’




  ‘You didn’t see it first,’ Howard said.




  ‘I said it first,’ Junior said.




  ‘Come on, you guys,’ Cody said, ‘Walter’s got the list. He decides.’




  The Ford pulled into the parking lot and stopped next to the maroon Seville. All the windows were closed in the car.




  ‘Doesn’t matter,’ Howard said. ‘Cheap car. He’ll have a cart. Too hot to play anyway.’




  The door opened on the Ford and the driver got out. He weighed about two hundred and forty pounds and there was no noticeable fat on him. He was about six feet four inches tall. He had black

  hair which was long, greasy and cut unevenly. He had thick black sideburns and an ill-kept Zapata mustache. He wore a tan twill shirt with epaulets and flapped pockets; it had long sleeves and he

  had rolled them back at the cuffs, exposing a stainless steel Rolex Submariner watch on his left wrist and a broad white scar that began on the back of his right hand and disappeared under the

  shirt midway up his forearm. He wore oversized Ray-Ban sunglasses. His pants were gray twill, held up with heavy green suspenders and a heavy brown belt. He wore Survivor boots, tan, with lug

  soles. On the left side of his body there was a holster snapped onto the belt. It carried, in the cross-draw position, a .357 Magnum Colt Python revolver. He reached into the car and brought out a

  gray Harris tweed jacket. He put it on and closed the door, locking it. He started toward the steps.




  ‘Jesus,’ Junior said. ‘Did you see that thing?’




  ‘Yeah,’ Howard said.




  ‘This guy,’ Cody said thoughtfully, ‘didn’t come out here for no golf, is what I think.’




  The driver walked with a slight lameness of his right knee, which required him to swivel his foot away from his body when he took a step. He reached the bottom of the steps where the boys sat

  and swung the right foot onto the first step. He got his left foot onto the step, planted it, and swung the right foot again. There was sweat running down his face and he needed a shave.




  ‘Caddie, mister?’ Junior said, somewhat insolently.




  The driver looked at him from behind the sunglasses. ‘I don’t think so,’ he said. ‘I got it out of bed this morning, into and out of the shower. I think I can make it up

  the stairs here, things work right.’




  ‘Club’s private,’ Junior said.




  ‘So what?’ the driver said.




  ‘Members only,’ Junior said. ‘Just members.’




  ‘And their guests,’ Cody said, a trifle anxiously. ‘Guests can play too.’




  ‘I didn’t come to play,’ the driver said.
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  Pete Riordan, still wearing his sunglasses, walked through the foyer and down the main hall of the Nipmunk Country Club toward the French doors that opened onto the eighteenth

  green. He took a right at the doors and went into the bar, which was empty. He walked through the bar to the sliding glass doors that opened onto the patio shaded in part by the

  green-and-white-striped awning over the white, circular metal tables. Beyond the shade there were women in golf clothes drinking iced tea and iced coffee. They wore pink Lacoste shirts and Lily

  Pulitzer flowered skirts in lemon and lime colors. They wore lime Lacoste shirts and yellow divided skirts. They wore white sun visors with green plastic inserts over the eyes, and under those they

  wore blue sunglasses. Beyond them were low green boxes containing low green hedge plants, and beyond the boxes was the swimming pool where seven or eight children were pretending to have diving

  skills that they had not mastered. The children shouted a lot and jumped off the diving board feet first. They swam furiously for a while before getting out to stand at the edge of the pool and

  blow their noses with their fingers. Now and then a lucky one would catch one of the others clearing his nasal passages and elbow him into the pool. The women ignored all of this.




  Pete Riordan sat down at a table near the sliding doors, under the awning, and folded his hands in his lap.




  After several minutes, a young man in a white jacket and black trousers, carrying an oval aluminum tray, came through the glass doors. As he left the bar area he picked up a folding table and

  carried it in his right hand, balancing the tray aloft on his left. He went to the table farthest from Riordan and set up the tray table with one hand. He put the tray on it and started serving

  salads to the four ladies who were talking at the table. Riordan could not hear what they were saying, but they laughed a lot and he could hear that.




  The waiter completed serving the women and started back toward the bar, leaving the table behind but carrying the tray in his left hand, like a discus. He saw Riordan when he got out of the sun.

  He stopped in his tracks. ‘Sir?’ he said.




  Riordan nodded.




  ‘Can I help you with something, sir?’ the waiter said.




  ‘Screwdriver,’ Riordan said.




  ‘I’m sorry, sir,’ the waiter said.




  ‘Screwdriver,’ Riordan said pleasantly. ‘I’d like a screwdriver. On the rocks.’




  ‘Excuse me, sir,’ the waiter said. ‘Are you a member here?’




  ‘No,’ Riordan said.




  ‘Because,’ the waiter explained, ‘I’ve never seen you before.’ Riordan did not say anything. ‘I thought maybe you might’ve just joined,’ the

  waiter said.




  ‘No,’ Riordan said.




  The waiter cleared his throat. ‘Well, ah, you see, ah, sir, unless you’re a member or a guest of a member, I can’t serve you.’




  ‘I’m a guest of a member,’ Riordan said.




  The waiter shifted his weight and held the oval aluminum tray with both hands in front of him like a large metal fig leaf. ‘I’m sorry, sir,’ he said, firmly, ‘but I have

  to have the name of the guest.’




  ‘I’m the guest,’ Pete Riordan said. ‘You don’t need my name. I’m right here.’




  ‘I mean the member,’ the waiter said, shifting his weight again and slapping the tray against his knees.




  ‘Don’t do that,’ Riordan said.




  ‘What?’ the waiter said.




  ‘I’m sorry,’ Riordan said. ‘Please don’t do that with the tray. I’ve got a headache.’




  ‘Oh,’ the waiter said. He stopped banging the tray.




  ‘Doherty,’ Riordan said.




  ‘Yessir,’ the waiter said. ‘See, that’s just our rule here, Mister Doherty. They make us ask. Who’s the member, please?’




  ‘Look,’ Riordan said, ‘I had a bad night. You ever had a bad night, son? I had one. You want a bad night some time, you just call me up. You can have my next one, no charge. A

  screwdriver is a simple thing, right? It is some vodka and some orange juice and some ice cubes. A baby could make one. I could make one myself, probably, even in this condition, if it wasn’t

  for the clanking of the ice cubes and I don’t know where they are in this place anyway.




  ‘Now,’ Riordan said, ‘I am not Doherty. I am the guest. Doherty is the member. I am meeting Doherty here. He doesn’t know I’m meeting him here, but I’m

  meeting him here.’




  ‘Doherty,’ the waiter said, thinking.




  ‘Paul Doherty?’ Riordan said. ‘That ring a bell, maybe?’




  The waiter shook his head and looked puzzled. ‘No, sir,’ he said, ‘and I’ve been here almost three years now. I think I know all the members.’




  ‘He’s a priest,’ Riordan said.




  ‘Ohh,’ the waiter said. ‘You mean Bishop Doherty?’




  ‘Yeah,’ Riordan said. ‘Him. Paul Doherty. That’s the guy. I’m meeting him here and he doesn’t know it.’




  ‘Are you sure?’ the waiter said.




  ‘Oh, yeah,’ Riordan said, ‘I’m sure. I mean, I never saw the papers or anything, but he’s a truth-telling man. Known him for years, never led me astray once. Told

  me himself, right to my face. Told me the Pope made him a bishop. I’m a skeptical sort of fellow, myself, but Paul Doherty’s a trustworthy man. He says he’s a bishop, you can bank

  on it. Why, it would’ve insulted him, I’d’ve said to him, “Ah, come on, Paul, you aren’t no bishop. You’re just funnin’ with me, huh? Tryin’

  bamboozle me?” Nah, Paul wouldn’t do a thing like that, lie to an old friend like me.’




  ‘No,’ the waiter said, ‘it’s not that. It’s . . . you’re not the sort of . . . Bishop Doherty meets lots of people here, but I never saw . . . I know

  he’s a bishop and everything, but what I mean is . . .’




  ‘Aw right,’ Riordan said. He unclasped his hands and put them on the arms of the chair. He extended his right leg straight out in front of him until there was a muffled

  grinding sound and a louder click. After the click he stood up, keeping the knee locked. He unbuttoned the Harris tweed sports coat, exposing the butt of the magnum.




  ‘Jesus,’ the waiter said.




  ‘Sand wedge,’ Riordan said, resting his weight on his left leg. ‘Very useful when you get yourself in a trap.’ He used his right hand to fish in his left inside jacket

  pocket. He brought out several airline ticket folders and slapped the collection down on the table. Keeping his right leg straight, he bent at the waist and shuffled through it until he found a

  black morocco credential case. He swept all the airline ticket folders into a pile and, using the stiff right leg as a pivot, spun to face the waiter. He flipped open the credential case as he did

  so. On the lower half there was a seal embossed in gold; pinned next to it there was a small gold badge with blue lettering. In the upper half there was a picture of a clean-shaven man with a short

  haircut and no expression on his face, glued to a card that gave his name and department. ‘Justice,’ Riordan said. ‘Inspector General. Riordan. Okay?’ He snapped the case

  shut.




  The waiter immediately resumed looking at the gun. ‘What is that?’ he said.




  ‘My credentials,’ Riordan said. ‘Now can I have the screwdriver?’




  ‘No,’ the waiter said, ‘that.’ He released his right hand from the tray and pointed at the gun.




  ‘Magnum,’ Riordan said. ‘Now, here is what you tell the guy to do. Take two shots vodka, six ounces juice, large glass, lots of ice, and pour them together, they play

  “Stormy Weather,” and lightning shoots out of your ass.’ Riordan scooped up the airline folders, slapped the credentials on top, stuffed the whole collection into his jacket

  pocket, buttoned the jacket, ran his right hand down his right leg, to the inside of the knee, bent at the knee, shoved against the inside of the knee joint, made the grinding and the clicking

  sound repeat, and sat down in the chair. He clasped his hands in his lap.




  ‘Screwdriver,’ the waiter said.




  ‘Screwdriver,’ Riordan said. ‘The way I told you. And if Bishop Doherty comes in the back door, like he never does, tell him Riordan’s on the porch.’




  ‘Yessir,’ the waiter said.




  ‘Oh,’ Riordan said, ‘and a pack of Luckies. Regular, old-fashioned, good-time Luckies.’
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  Paul Doherty in a white Lacoste shirt, light blue cotton trousers and a floppy white hat over Foster Grant sunglasses drove a white golf cart up the eighteenth fairway at

  Nipmunk. About one hundred and eighty yards from the hole, he stopped the cart and got out. There was a clump of rhododendron bushes behind him, and he swatted flying ants away from his head as he

  took a three-iron out of the bag in the back of the cart. He looked toward the green and the patio, where Riordan sat, hidden from his view in the shade. He addressed the ball without settling

  himself into an easy position or wriggling his buttocks. He swung the club through and watched the ball’s flight, using his right hand to provide additional sunshade. The ball landed and

  rolled to a stop about fifteen yards from the edge of the green. Doherty stuck the club into the bag, climbed into the cart and headed for the green.




  He had a year to go before he turned fifty. His face was drawn under the golfing tan, and he had lost a lot of weight. There were slack folds of skin on his lower jaw. The collar of the golf

  shirt stood away from his shoulders and neck, exposing his scapula bones. There was a slack roll of flesh at his middle, and his pants were baggy on him. When he reached the ball, he stopped the

  cart, got out, took a pitching wedge from the bag and used it to slap the ball onto the green. The ball rolled well beyond the flag. He climbed back into the cart, stuck the club back into the bag,

  and drove around the green to the back. He got out of the cart, picked up the ball, dropped that into the bag with the clubs, got back into the cart and drove around the clubhouse to the right,

  down the hill toward the pro shop. He did not look at the patio. He parked the cart in the row outside the small white-shingled building that was the pro shop and lifted the bag of clubs out of it.

  The pro was standing in the doorway, leaning against the frame.




  ‘Good round, Paul?’ he said.




  ‘No,’ Doherty said, ‘lousy round. It’s a good thing a snake didn’t come out of the woods and challenge me. I couldn’t hit anything that was standing still

  today. I don’t know how the hell I could’ve hit anything that was moving.’




  ‘They come, they go,’ the pro said. ‘It’s still a nice outing.’




  ‘I guess so,’ Doherty said. ‘I keep telling myself that, anyway.’




  ‘You keep telling yourself to keep your head down?’ the pro said.




  ‘Oh,’ Doherty said, ‘sure. That, and lock the elbow. I know all the recipes. I tried to take up skiing about fifteen years ago, and to this very day I remember what the

  instructor said about bending the knees. I couldn’t ski either.’




  ‘You’ve had some good rounds,’ the pro said.




  ‘Walter,’ Doherty said, ‘when you’re my age, any round you come back from’s a good round.’ The pro began to laugh. ‘None of your damned hilarity,

  Walter,’ Doherty said. ‘You’re in your thirties now, and you’re like everybody else in that category. You shoot in the high seventies, the low eighties, and you make an

  honest dollar telling people how to do something that they’re never going to be able to do because they haven’t got your talent. If Nicklaus came along tomorrow afternoon and told you

  how to win the Masters, you wouldn’t be able to do it even if he was telling you the God’s honest truth. It’s the same with your customers and it’s the same with me. The

  bones’re getting older and they weren’t that obedient to begin with. You still think that you’re immortal. You’ll learn, my son, you’ll learn. Some day, somebody like

  me’ll be sprinkling Holy Water on a long metal box on canvas swings over a hole in the ground, and you will be in that box, headed for the hole. And up in Heaven every poor clumsy bastard

  like me’ll be standing around yelling: “Don’t three-putt the hole, Walter, you dumb son of a bitch. Hole out, Walter, like we did. You gotta gimme there, Walter. You blow this one

  and the fat guys’ll never play Nassau with you again.” Ashes and ashes, Walter, no matter how good you are at getting out of the rough. Remember, you heard it here first.’




  ‘You going to have a sandwich?’ Walter said.




  ‘Sure,’ Doherty said. ‘The choice’s between having a bad cheeseburger here and going back to the rectory and having a bad cheeseburger there, with Mrs Herlihy hovering

  around and complaining about her arthritis and then all the parishioners calling up to tell me they’ve got personal problems. Which always means they want me to get them a retroactive

  annulment, and also make sure it doesn’t get into the paper, when they got four kids, minimum, and they just found out hubby’s chasing ladies in some joint in Boston. Which cheeseburger

  would you take?’




  ‘I would eat here,’ Walter said.




  ‘Sure you would,’ Doherty said.




  ‘See?’ Walter said. ‘There’re some things that’re hopeless. Your swing. Nothing you can do about it. Go have your horseburger, Father, and God bless.’




  ‘Thanks,’ Doherty said.




  ‘No thanks necessary,’ Walter said, turning back into the office. ‘Doesn’t make any difference. You’ve still got a slice and there’s not a damned thing in the

  world that I can do about it. You’re a lousy golfer. I probably wouldn’t be a very good priest. As long as you enjoy it, do it.’
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  ‘Paul,’ Riordan said from the shade as Bishop Doherty walked out into the sunlight of the patio, ‘if you don’t mind me saying so, you looked like hell

  out there on the course.’ Doherty turned from the ladies who were trilling at him to join them, and squinted at Riordan’s table. ‘Peter,’ he said, when his eyes adjusted to

  the light, ‘of course I don’t mind. It wouldn’t make any difference if I did mind. What in blazes are you doing here?’




  ‘I am having a screwdriver,’ Riordan said. ‘At least I assume I am having a screwdriver. I ordered a screwdriver – I am sure of that. I’m not sure I

  convinced the guard dog in the white jacket that I should really be permitted to have a screwdriver, but when he gets through talking to his superiors, maybe it’ll be all right.

  Siddown, all right? You look even worse up close in the shade than you did when you were out in the sun playing golf. Have you been sick or something?’




  ‘You’re enough to frighten small children yourself,’ Doherty said, sitting down. ‘If you don’t mind me saying so, of course.’




  Riordan waved his left hand. ‘Don’t mind at all,’ he said. ‘I knew that. I’ve been on the redeye special all night from LA, and before that I was having my usual

  preflight checkout in the bar. God, I hate flying. I hate all kinds of flying. I hated it when I was flying in little planes and jumping out of them into the damned jungle, and I hated it when I

  was flying in helicopters and jumping out into the damned jungle. And I hate it now when there isn’t even anybody where we land that’s hiding in the bushes hoping to get a clean shot at

  my ass and all I have to worry about is whether they’re going to let me keep my baggage with me or send it on to Omaha so I don’t get too confident.’ Doherty had started laughing.

  ‘It’s true, Paul,’ Riordan said. ‘Dammit all, it’s true. There’re just some things that any given human being cannot do and pretend he likes it, and flying is

  mine. I have to do it. I know I have to do it. But I still hate doing it. Every damned minute that I’m doing it, I hate it.’




  ‘What for this time?’ Doherty said, still laughing. ‘My Lord, but it’s a tonic to see you.’ The waiter brought a very large screwdriver and a pack of Luckies and

  set them before Riordan. ‘Ray,’ Doherty said to him, ‘this is my friend, Peter Riordan.’ He took the waiter by the right elbow. ‘Old and dear friend, Peter Riordan.

  Any time he comes here, the courtesy of the house. I know he doesn’t look like much, but he is a friend of mine. And not only that, he is, as I’m sure you have noticed, big.

  Doesn’t do to cross him.’




  The waiter was uncomfortable. ‘Yes, Your Excellency.’




  ‘Excellency,’ Riordan said, having consumed about a third of the drink, ‘my goodness. We are moving up in the world, aren’t we?’




  ‘Also,’ Doherty said to the waiter, ‘pay no attention to anything he says except when he orders a drink. He’s very disrespectful and he’s often insulting. I

  tolerate it because I’m charitable. You needn’t. Okay?’




  ‘Okay,’ the waiter said.




  ‘You can bring me a vodka tonic,’ Doherty said, releasing the waiter.




  ‘And another one of these little buggers for me,’ Riordan said, swallowing another third of the screwdriver. He said, ‘Ahh.’




  ‘Wow,’ Doherty said. ‘When did you start doing that?’




  ‘Nothing to it,’ Riordan said. He belched softly. ‘Got the hang of it from an old buddy of mine in school when I was a freshman and he was instructing me in the sacred

  mysteries of bourbon.’




  ‘That must be where I went wrong,’ Doherty said. ‘All my school chums ever taught me were the sacred mysteries of the Sacred Mysteries.’




  ‘Probably is,’ Riordan said. He belched again. ‘No fun in that at all. Anyway, guy told me the way you avoid hangovers is by not stopping drinking, and I’ve followed his

  advice faithfully ever since. Especially when I’ve been flying all night, which means I have to get tanked up before I get on the plane and I can’t sleep after I get on the plane, so I

  keep drinking on the plane and by the time I get on the ground again I feel like I had a dead cat in my mouth all night and somebody’s fixing locomotives in my head. In addition to which,

  your beloved government makes me fly coach like all the other obstructionist bureaucrats, and I will tell you something, Paul: I am too big for coach. My legs’re too long and there’s

  too much of the rest of me, too. So by the time I get off, no matter how many times I stood up and walked around while we were in the air, I’ve got stiffness in the legs to go along with the

  stiffness in the head that I brought on myself because I hate flying.’




  ‘What were you doing in LA?’ Doherty said as the waiter delivered the drinks he had ordered. Riordan finished his first and seized the second gratefully. ‘Run the tab,’

  Doherty said to the waiter. ‘This could take awhile.’ The waiter nodded and left.




  Riordan sipped from the second screwdriver. ‘Marvelous restorative,’ he said, setting the glass down. ‘IRA,’ he said.




  ‘In Los Angeles?’ Doherty said. ‘Did they move Ulster or something?’




  ‘Oh, hell,’ Riordan said, ‘I don’t know. They’ve been getting very nervous about the thing all over the damned country and as soon as they get jittery they send for

  me. That kid from Listowel that I grabbed . . . You know how you can tell you’re getting old?’




  ‘I certainly do,’ Doherty said. ‘It’s when you finally wake up and you’ve got a hose in your nose that you notice first. Then it’s the tubes in your arms that

  draw your attention. Also the fact that you don’t seem to be in your own bed, although of course I suspect that’s a familiar discovery for the likes of you.’




  ‘No comment,’ Riordan said, ‘but you answered my first question anyway. I appreciate the courtesy. Tardy, but appreciated.’




  ‘Yeah,’ Doherty said. He toyed with his glass, making wet rings on the white metal table. ‘Well, I was sick.’ He looked up at Riordan. ‘When I woke up I

  couldn’t remember anything. Where I was? Well of course I didn’t know where I was. The last place I’d been where I knew where I was was on the seventeenth at Boca Palm, lying two

  on the fairway with about a hundred-and-twenty-five yarder to the pin on a par-five hole. I was playing the best round of golf I’ve probably ever played in my life. There was a very good

  chance that I could birdie the eighteenth and come in with a seventy-nine. I’ve never shot anything under eighty in my whole career. There’ve been a lot of rounds when I would’ve

  shot myself, perhaps, but this one was different. It was special. The woods clicked and the irons were true and I was putting like Ben Hogan before he got hurt. Astonishing. I wonder if the other

  systems of the body get wind of something going on before it happens and decide that maybe they’d better all get together and have one last fling before the door slams and it’s all

  over. Funny. I’ve never played that way before and I almost certainly will never play that way again. If I do, and I catch myself doing it, I’m going to call for the EMT wagon and

  demand oxygen right off.




  ‘Anyway,’ he said, ‘not knowing what was going on, the victim always being the last to know, I stood over the ball and got ready to hit the sweetest seven-iron I’d ever

  hit, and the next thing I knew I was waking up, connected to all that plumbing, no back in my nightshirt which I never wear, and the nurse was beaming at me and telling me I was awake.

  That I knew. What I wanted to know was why I was awake in some bed I’d never seen before, and where the devil the bed was. They answered all my questions. Especially the one that

  began with why. “Coronary insufficiency,” they said. “You had a heart attack.”’




  ‘My turn to say “Wow,”’ Riordan said.




  ‘Yeah,’ Doherty said. He sipped his drink. ‘And that was the pleasantest part. They had me on this and they had me on that. I was walking on treadmills with cuffs and things

  strapped to me. I had tests and tests and then they thought of some other tests that they omitted in the first round of tests, and they gave me those. They kept track of what went in and they kept

  track of what went out and how it looked. They gave me food that reminded me of the seminary. Which is no way to treat a sick man.’




  Riordan started laughing. He had a raucous laugh which interrupted the conversation that the ladies were having over their lunch and caused them to peer into the shade. He did not pay any

  attention to them and continued to laugh.




  ‘It’s true,’ Doherty said. ‘In the seminary they would sit us down too early to eat and somebody would start in praying over the awful chow that looked like it’d

  been left over from some disaster feeding station and probably caused the disaster in the first place. It was lukewarm when it got to the table. It was cold by the time the fellow doing the praying

  had finished his speech. Long-winded people, Pete, are attracted to the priesthood.’




  ‘I knew that,’ Riordan said.




  ‘I’m sure you did,’ Doherty said. ‘Your memory’s probably a little hazy now, but you can probably still remember what used to happen when you went to church and had

  to sit there and listen to one of us. Well, we got that training in the Sem, sitting over bad food until it was really cold. I wouldn’t let my dog eat that food.’




  ‘You’ve still got the dog,’ Riordan said. ‘I always liked Bill.’




  ‘Not that dog,’ Doherty said. ‘Bill got old. Same thing that happened to me, happened to Bill, but he wasn’t as fortunate. Apparently God’s decided to take up

  hunting birds, and decided He needed my weimaraner. I don’t know why He happened to choose Gangplank Bill. Bill wasn’t a field dog. The only field Bill really knew was this place, and

  he never really did any hunting-dog sort of work, unless you count the time he spent with me in the woods, looking for a Titleist that’d gone exactly where my slice always sends them. He was

  good at sniffing and he kept the robins in line on the lawn, but other than that he was pretty much of a rectory type of dog. He wasn’t any good at flushing birds out of cover. God works in

  mysterious ways, I guess.’




  ‘You get another one?’ Riordan said.




  ‘Oh, yeah,’ Doherty said. ‘Another dog, I mean. I thought about getting another weimaraner and I went to see some pups, but that was no good. Things end, Peter. They were nice

  dogs, very well formed, but none of them was Bill and there isn’t any use pretending about something like that. Bill became an old man’s dog without Bill or the old man really noticing,

  and then both of us took a good poke in the brisket but Bill didn’t survive his. God was calling my attention to the facts, I suppose. I got an old man’s dog. He even looks something

  like me, since I got sick and lost weight. English bulldog. Big jowls. Teeth don’t fit right. Face’s a little pushed in. Bowlegged. Big folds of skin on his back and shoulders. One ear

  flops. He’s a little overweight and he looks at the world with considerable suspicion. Good Catholic, though. He often goes to church with me. Sits down and grunts on the carpet where the

  brides and grooms form up, which I have often felt like doing myself, especially when the happy families start firing flashcubes in my face. He peed on the font for the Holy Water one night when I

  went over to lock up, but that’s forgivable, I suppose. I absolved him, anyway. He reads my breviary with me when the weather’s good and I walk in the garden. He’s good company,

  and he likes his rest.’




  ‘What’d you name him?’ Riordan said.




  ‘Name him?’ Doherty said. ‘What the devil would you name a grumpy English bulldog?’




  Riordan shrugged. ‘Spike, I suppose.’




  ‘Of course,’ Doherty said. ‘I named him Spike. I’ve been sick, perhaps, but I still have some sense of the fitness of things. Those things that I can come close

  to controlling, anyway.’




  ‘Things are getting out of hand, Paul?’ Riordan said.




  ‘I have that feeling,’ Doherty said. ‘Priests aren’t supposed to feel that way, and it isn’t really a thought worthy of the name, but yeah, I have that feeling.

  There’s been a lot of trouble.’




  ‘Your brother?’ Riordan said.




  ‘Is that what it is?’ Doherty said. ‘You came here because of Jerry? I thought you were after the IRA, and I was going to be able to enjoy this unexpected little get-together,

  listening to stories about the Provos. Don’t tell me Digger Doherty’s signed up with the rebels.’




  ‘So far as I know,’ Riordan said, ‘the Digger is not signed up with the IRA. That was something else, the IRA. They’ve got one of their bigger boys in roaming around all

  over the country, buying guns, and we don’t even have a picture of him. Hell, we don’t know what name he’s using. That fool in Washington sent me because nobody in LA knows me and

  everybody here does, and that didn’t work either. What I came here for is this: The Digger knows a man named Magro.’




  ‘I thought Mikie-mike was in Walpole,’ Doherty said.




  ‘He is,’ Riordan said. ‘He’s doing life for that thing and he doesn’t like it. Therefore, being a reasonable man, he is trying to get out.’




  ‘He blames Jerry for that,’ Doherty said, quite slowly.




  ‘That’s my recollection,’ Riordan said. He opened the pack of Luckies, removed one cigarette, tapped it down, put it to his mouth, lit it with a Bic lighter, turned his head to

  the left, spat a bit of tobacco on the patio, and inhaled deeply. ‘Magro’s right, too.’




  ‘Those things’ll kill you,’ Doherty said.




  ‘Another on a long list of things that bore me,’ Riordin said. ‘Something will, no matter what I do. If I ever catch up to this mick guerrilla, he’ll probably do

  it.’




  ‘Tell me this,’ Doherty said, ‘and never mind any pretty stuff about sources and that kind of thing you always use for camouflage, just how is Magro planning to get out? A life

  sentence is a long time.’




  ‘It’s a little under fifteen years, if you make nice and don’t stir up any ruckus,’ Riordan said. ‘Which is a little longer than the life sentences you’ve

  handed out to a lot of those brides and grooms that had hearing problems when you got to the part about death being the only thing that could part them.’




  ‘We’re not going to get into doctrine here, Peter,’ Doherty said. ‘We’re going to deal with the law and the prophets. Prophesy to me: How is Magro getting out?

  He’s only been in about seven years and he didn’t go in for running a stop sign. Is something going on?’




  Riordan took another drink from the second screwdriver. ‘That’s what I hear,’ he said.




  ‘Is some money changing hands?’ Doherty said. His face had reddened under the tan and his voice was rising.




  ‘Calmness, Paul, calmness,’ Riordan said. ‘No use in disturbing the ladies and other people who have no interest in this conversation.’




  ‘Is it?’ Doherty said.




  ‘Your Excellency,’ Riordan said, ‘with all due respect and all that shit – you have lived in this picturesque Commonwealth all of your natural life. Here I am, a poor boy

  that was born and raised in scenic, affluent Weston and never had a whiff of corruption in his virginil nostrils – thought all the hoods were south of Attleboro and then discovered all manner

  of things going on. Not in Rhode Island, right here. And that was after I spent a long vacation serving my government in the winning of hearts and minds in the Republic of South Vietnam, getting no

  experience with real evil at all. So, you are the expert, and you interpret the meaning of things for my benefit. I am sitting here telling you that a gentleman known to you is by way of skipping

  on his lease at the Massachusetts Correctional Institution at Walpole. Eight years early, give or take a few months. You know what he needs to pull this off. You know where he has to go to

  get it. You tell me whether there is something funny going on.’




  ‘More to the point,’ Doherty said, ‘what is going to happen after he does it?’




  ‘You tell me,’ Riordan said.




  ‘He’s going to kill Digger,’ Doherty said.




  ‘Ahh,’ Riordan said, ‘I always knew it. Great minds work in the same circles.’




  ‘My turn again,’ Doherty said. ‘Wow. He’s going to go for a pardon.’




  ‘That,’ Riordan said, ‘is what I hear. Can we have that waiter back again? I’m starting to feel better.’
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  Seats Lobianco said he was not sure that he could do what Ticker Greenan wanted. ‘I know I took your call, for Chrissakes, Greenan,’ Seats said, hunching over the

  glass-topped desk and cramming the handset of the receiver into the jowls on the left side of his face. ‘You don’t have to tell me that I took the fuckin’ call, for Chrissakes.

  I’m talking to you right now. Why the hell wouldn’t I take your goddamned call? I don’t owe you any money. Matter of fact, the only thing outstanding between us is, you owe me

  lunch. When’re we gonna have lunch, Ticker, you buying and everything? You owed me lunch since ’seventy-eight, for Chrissakes, I got you tickets that playoff game they had with the

  Yankees. The fuck you trying to do, huh? Outlive me, you can beat me out of a lousy lunch? I know you’re cheap, Ticker. I can get witnesses that you are cheap. There’re probably two or

  three dozen guys right here in the building that had personal experience with how cheap you are. You give me about an hour, for Chrissake. I can get them all together in the Gardner Auditorium and

  we can have a fuckin’ full-dress legislative hearing on how cheap you are. No subpoenas or anything. Guys’ll show up for miles around, testify how cheap you are. “Greenan?”

  they will say. “Do I know Ticker Greenan? I sure do know Ticker Greenan. Little shrimp of a guy he is, gets his suits from the Good Will and his shoes off of guys that fell asleep on the way

  to the Pine Street Inn for the fifty-cent bed but they saw this empty doorway down on Dover Street before they changed the name and they thought that looked pretty comfortable. That’s where

  Greenan gets his shoes, soon’s the warm weather starts again. Goes cruising up and down East Berkeley Street, pretending that he’s going through the barrels, until he spots a pair he

  likes on some poor old bum’s feet that’s sleeping, and he goes right up and takes them. Cheap? Is Greenan cheap? He is so cheap that every year on his anniversary he brings his wife

  home a loaf of bread that’s only one day old. The last time he had her out to dinner it was when the tenement got too hot and they took their tuna fish out and ate it in the yard under the

  clothesline. Yeah, Greenan is cheap all right. He owed Seats a lunch for over two years and he still didn’t pay him and now he’s back again, looking for another favor, as

  usual.”




  ‘I tell you what you do, Ticker,’ Seats said, ‘and this is it. You meet me over the Colonnade in one hour and we will say hello to Stradivarius there and he will give me a nice

  table because he knows me and I have even given him a tip now and then, which I tell you even though I know it is sure to shock you, and we will sit down and have a bloody and then a piece of fish

  or something, and while we are having lunch you can try telling me again how come this fine upstanding citizen that you know does not deserve to be in MCI Walpole and I should do everything I can

  to get him out. And then I will think about what you say in a much better frame of mind, because I always get into a better mood when I have had my lunch and somebody else is paying for it.

  Especially you, Ticker. Especially you. Having lunch on you in my book ranks right up there with taking that supersonic jet plane that they got there to Paris and having lunch there at the top of

  the Eiffel fuckin’ Tower. One hour, Ticker. One fuckin’ hour.’
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