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When Terry Rourke arrives at his brother’s luxurious wedding on the east coast of the USA – summer home to billionaires and Hollywood stars – his biggest worry is the best man speech. But this isn’t the first time Terry has been to the Hamptons.


As the designer tuxedos are pressed and the flowers arranged along the glittering surf, Terry can’t help but revisit an unsolved murder that scandalised the town – and tore his own family apart. He soon learns that digging up secrets can be a very dangerous activity . . . and quickly turn even the most beautiful beach wedding into a wake.
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A gull circling in the sea breeze banked into a clumsy slide, then settled gently on the tallest of the beach mansion’s brick chimneys like it wanted to be the weather vane.


At the far end of the back lawn where the sod became beach grass, I stood with my brother Tom, looking up at the massive castle-like structure, taking it all in.


At least trying to.


Tom, playing tour guide, had just explained that the Southampton summer dream house he’d rented was a proper traditional two-wing manor, built in the French Renaissance Revival style after a famous house of landed gentry outside of London. Past the sun terrace we’d just walked across, you could see the pool peeking out around the side of the thirty-thousand-square-foot house like a giant block of sapphire wrapped in travertine.


To say that Tom was a tour guide wasn’t even an exaggeration, as the place was literally about the size of a museum.


“So?” Tom said. “What do you think?”


I turned away from the white elephant of a house and took a sip of my drink, studying the private staircase of weathered teak that dropped down the windy bluff at our back. I looked south to where the wood slat fence wound along the dunes, and beyond it, the Atlantic’s infinite slate blue waves rose and curled and broke and crashed with a soft hiss as they washed up onto the private beach thirty steps below us.


Being from the poor man’s Hamptons, Hampton Bays across the Shinnecock Inlet, Tom and I had been more of the to-the-split-level-born class. The only exclusive club we’d ever been members of was that of the hustling townie contingent. Up until now, the only times I’d ever gotten within spitting distance of these Southampton eight-figure beach castles was by working events as a busboy or a bartender or a valet. I’d never even dreamed of actually staying in one.


“What do I think of this beer?” I finally said, holding up my bottle. “Exceptional, Tom, really. What is it? Craft stuff? Head and shoulders above the cans of Miller Genuine Draft in my beer drawer back in Philly.”


“Ha ha, dummy,” Tom said, elbowing me. “C’mon, really. What do you think?”


I turned, studying my brother. Tom usually looked pretty pale and stressed from his 24/7 Wall Street pressure-cooker managerial duties at Emerald Crown Capital Partners, the hedge fund that he had started. But he’d already been out here for a couple of days, and it had done him a ton of good, I saw. My dark-haired brother looked actually sort of relaxed for once, tan and handsome and happy in his preppy red shorts and half-unbuttoned cream-colored linen shirt.


“What do I think?” I finally said. “What do you think I think? It’s impossible, Tom. That’s not a house. It looks like a Park Avenue apartment building. I mean, where is Zeus staying now that you rented his house? Summering in the South of France? No, wait. Visiting Poseidon?”


Tom slowly put an arm around my shoulders.


“Zeus is right here, Terry,” he said, winking at me with a wide grin. “I am Zeus, come down to stand here with you stupid mortals. Right here before your very eyes.”


“Yeah, right,” I said, shouldering him away. “I remember all those times Zeus clipped his divine toenails into my Captain Crunch at the kitchen table like it was yesterday. And all the birthday punches. With one for good luck, too. Every time. The gods are so benevolent.”


As my brother cracked up, I smiled and took another sip of my beer.


Because I felt happy, too, then. Or maybe suddenly at ease was a better way to describe it. Truth be told, I’d been a little reluctant to make the trip up from Philly and all the way back home after all these years.


Actually, more than a little.


Even with the fact that my oldest brother was finally tying the knot.


There are reasons why some people leave the place they were born and raised and never come back. Usually, they’re very good reasons.


But maybe, I thought as I took in Tom and the billion-dollar scenery some more.


Maybe this wasn’t such a big deal after all. Time had passed. Quite a bit of it. And didn’t they say that time heals all wounds?


At least it wasn’t a big deal as far as Tom was concerned, I realized.


Despite his new ginormous pockets, Tom was still just Tom. Tom, who used to let me ride back home on the handlebars of his ten-speed from Little League practice when I was a kid. Tom, who let me read his comic books as long as I kept them neatly in the plastic covers. Tom, who hit a kid who was bullying me in the head with a basketball from half-court in the schoolyard that time.


Just Tom, I thought, looking at him as the summer wind scattered some more expensive sand across the back of my pale neck and knees.


Only with a couple of specks of white in his black Irish hair now and more than a couple of extra zeros in his bank account.


“Okay, I’ll bite,” I said then. “Only because I know you’re dying for me to ask. How much is it running you?”


“What? You mean with the staff and everything?” Tom said, comically wrinkling his brow.


Tom had already mentioned the chefs and the maids and the gardeners, and even the chauffeur and limo that the rental came with to heighten the full modern money-be-damned Great Gatsby experience.


“Yes, the whole kit and caboodle. Out with it, moneybags. How much?”


“Five,” Tom said, staring at me calmly.


“Five? What do you mean? Five what?”


He looked at me again silently for a beat before I got it. If I hadn’t already just swallowed my beer, I probably would have spit it all over him.


“That’s impossible! Five hundred grand? Half a million dollars for the season?” I said in shock.


“Oh, no,” my brother said, chuckling softly as he shook his head.


He gave me another wink as he brought his own beer to his lips.


“That’s just for July, Terry,” he said. “Just July.”
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“Just for July?” my wife, Vivian, said.


It was half an hour later, and we were upstairs in one of the mansion’s dozen huge white-on-white Ralph Lauren photo shoot bedrooms.


It seemed like everything in the interior of the massive beach house was a blazing brilliant white. I’m talking everything. The ceilings, the walls, the couches, the intricate millwork, the slender Euro chairs.


And just when all the blazing whiteness wasn’t done with you, your mind had to try to wrap itself around the size of the rooms. Because it just didn’t compute. Even upstairs, the ceilings had to be fifteen feet high.


If the house were a museum, it was as if we now had the Egyptian section all to ourselves.


“Just for July?” Viv said for the second time.


“That’s what the man said,” I told her from where I was lazing back shirtless and barefoot in the center of a huge bed that had perhaps once belonged to Henry VIII or maybe Genghis Khan.


“But that’s like—”


“Sixteen thousand one hundred and twenty-nine dollars,” I said, having already done the math on my phone. “A day.”


“Oh, my goodness! How? How, Terry?” Viv said in a frantic whisper as she carefully closed the top drawer of the priceless-looking white bureau she was unpacking our stuff into.


I smiled over at my wife. Just out of the Carrara marble cave of the shower, she was in a fluffy bathrobe, her golden blond hair up in a towel. She was six months pregnant with our second kid, and the bathrobe in the front was having its work cut out for it.


“Tom’s this rich?” she said, waving around some electric hair wand thing at our soaring royal slumber chamber. “But this is like billionaire rich, right? I mean, is he on the Forbes list now? Wouldn’t your mom have told us? She sends us the link every time he’s on CNBC.”


“Hey, who knows?” I said, leaning even farther back into the posh wilderness of throw pillows with a yawn. “Maybe it’s business or something. Maybe he needs to impress his Wall Street buddies and clients. How many people are going to be at this wedding? What did my sister say? Three hundred?”


“Four hundred and fifty,” Viv said, biting at a nail.


“Four hundred and fifty? That’s not a wedding, that’s a college graduation ceremony! We had what?”


“Fifty-four maybe?” my wife said with a shrug.


“Exactly! A human amount of people. My goodness. Four hundred and fifty. I told you Tom is crazy. But I guess he knows what he’s doing. At least I hope so. In the meantime, I have no problem playing along. Pass the champagne and lobster, lovey darling, would you?”


“We’re out of champagne, my liege, but will this do?” my wife said, removing a bottle of the superb craft beer Tom had introduced me to upon our arrival from a mini fridge beside the writing desk in the corner.


Tom really had thought of everything, I realized as I settled the cold soothing glass over my belly button.


“Do you think the car is parked okay where it is?” Viv said, frowning toward the sliding doors of the suite’s ocean-view terrace.


“It’s fine, Viv. I’m sure the staff buried our Honda CR-V real deep,” I said as I cracked open the beer with the opener Viv handed me.


“I’m sure they’ve been around the block a time or two,” I said after a cold sip. “They must know that sometimes the have-nots arrive from the lower classes. I’m sure these frightfully embarrassing things happen from time to time.”


I laughed as Viv stuck her pretty little tongue out at me.


What was really funny was that right at that moment as I lay there, I actually was quite content with my life. I had a great, beautiful wife of five years. We had the world’s cutest three-year-old daughter, Angelina, sleeping in the adjoining room, along with another kid (that I was hoping hard was a boy) on the way.


As the lead sergeant of the Philly police department’s busiest street crime squad, I even had a challenging, exciting, meaningful day job.


I was thirty-nine, happy and healthy, with good hard-charging work to do and several drop-dead cute someones to love. I mean, what the heck else in the world was there?


But I understood where Viv was coming from. I, too, being one of those mere mortals with a less than seven-figure-a-year salary, had thought I might feel envious or competitive or at least somewhat insecure about Tom’s Southampton wedding extravaganza.


But as I sat way back on the California king-size bed, hand-crafted probably from some special species of thousand-year-old endangered wood, I was suddenly oddly cool with it.


This was Tom’s life, I decided, lazing there like an extra in an overpriced perfume commercial. We were just visiting. There was beer and sunshine. It was fine.


I was just going to roll with it, I decided, sipping some more beer to help in the flowing of the power of now.


“Wait. When are the others getting here? This afternoon, right? Your mother, too?” Vivian said a moment later, insisting on ruining my chi.


For his wedding, Tom had invited everyone in my sprawling Irish-American family to stay here together for a Rourke family reunion. And I mean all of us. Three generations were going to be playing millionaire beach house together for the next several out-of-control roller-coaster weeks.


“Yeah, my mom texted when you were in the shower,” I said. “They’re coming around four. Stop worrying. By the way, how’s Miss Snuggle Bunny Princess? Did you check on her? You need to. If she gets out of her room and starts wandering around the halls of Hogwarts here, we may never find her again.”


“Don’t worry. She’s still sleeping. She’s wiped out after that crawl up 95. You have to see her in her bed, like the princess and the pea. It’s so awesome that Tom gave us this jack-and-jill setup.”


“Exactly. It’s all awesome. Now you’re getting it. Stop worrying.”


“I’m worrying!” my wife cried, letting slip a little of the South Philly Italian moxie that occasionally soundtracked our whirlwind romance. “What about you?”


I patted at the bed beside me.


“Come on, would you?” I said. “Stop making sense and come up here, Jill. Jack needs you up here on the hill.”
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“Look, Daddy! Mermaids!” my daughter, Angelina, shrieked later that afternoon as we were outside at the pool.


And what a pool. Like the over-the-top house, the marble man-made lake was something out of old pre-income-tax Hollywood. There were two diving boards and art deco sea-blue tiles. Even the pool house way down on the other end from where we were sitting was white marble with Doric columns and Greek temple steps. I stared out at it, waiting for Clark Gable to emerge onto the stairs whipping at Katharine Hepburn with a beach towel.


When Clark didn’t show, I repositioned myself down another travertine step in the pool and exchanged a smile with Viv, who was sitting behind me on a chaise reading a paperback. Then I sidled over a little next to my daughter as she stuck her goggled face back into the water to get another look at the mosaic-tiled mermaids that lined the massive walls.


“Mermaids!” she cried again when she came up for air.


“You keep saying that. Wait a second. I know! You must be a mermaid, too!” I yelled.


Angelina stared at me wide-eyed through her goggles, then leaned in close to my ear.


“Yes,” she whispered. “I am.”


“I knew it,” I whispered back. “Are the mermaids on the wall pictures of you?”


Again, she gave me her wide imagination-filled eyes.


“I’ll go see,” she said, sticking her face back under.


“Well?” I said when she came back up.


She shook her head.


“No? Not you? Then who are they?” I said.


“They’re. . .my little sisters!” she said, splashing at the water.


“Sisters, huh?” I said, frowning over at Viv, who looked up from her book with a grin and a nod of superiority.


“What about brothers?” I said hopefully. “Do mermaids have any handsome and helpful little brothers that they like to swim with?”


“Yuck, Daddy. Don’t you know anything? Boys can’t be mermaids,” she said as Viv chuckled.


“Laugh it up, Viv,” I said. “While you can. I’m betting that we’re going to be evening up the odds around here very soon.”


My wife and I were still exchanging eye rolls when I spotted Tom coming toward us down the courthouse-like steps of the mansion’s side entrance. As he started across the gargantuan green plain of the lawn, I could see he had changed out of his play clothes and was wearing a pin-striped navy suit, his dark hair slicked back now, his easy smile very white against his tan.


Speaking of Clark Gable, I thought.


“Well, I’m off to the city for a little while, so you’ll have the run of the place,” he said as he waved at Angelina from the pool’s ornate wrought-iron gate.


“No, you’re leaving?” I said as I hopped out of the water and came across the glowing limestone.


“That stinks, Tom. Do you have to?” Vivian said as she got into the pool next to Angelina.


“Something came up at the office. Can’t be helped.” He shrugged.


I didn’t even want to know what that meant. I’d been to Tom’s Midtown office once before, and his desktop looked like his own personal Pentagon war room with three blinking screens that he stared at all day. The dizzying array of constantly changing multicolored graphs looked like some kind of impossibly advanced mathematics video game.


I didn’t know how the hell he did it. Whatever it was that he actually did.


“I’ll be back by dinner. At least hopefully,” he said, checking his fancy steel wristwatch that probably cost more than my hatchback.


“Hey, I’ll walk you up,” I said, opening the pool’s heavy gate with a creak.


The Yankee Stadium outfield of just-watered meticulously cut grass that we walked across was pleasantly cool under my bare feet after the sun-warmed pool stone.


There was an elaborate coffered arch built through the bottom of the house’s north wing, and as we arrived on the other side, a shining black Mercedes was coming to a stop in the circular drive.


Was it an SUV? A limo? A bit of both? Whatever it was, when it stopped, a uniformed chauffeur quickly got out and opened its back door.


“Exactly what movie are we in right now?” I said to my brother with a laugh. “Is it Trading Places, or no, it’s Wall Street, right? Greed is good?”


“Very funny, bro. Listen up now,” Tom said, putting a hand on my shoulder. “I hate to bug you, but you know everybody is coming this afternoon. Mom and all the rest of them. So, could you meet and greet and get everybody to their rooms for me? If I’m running late, make sure Robin, the house manager, and the rest of the staff take care of all of you for dinner.”


“Oh, I see,” I said. “I’m supposed to explain all this Palace of Versailles stuff to Mom and somehow keep her from hyperventilating? Are you really sure you have to go to work?”


“Shut up, dummy, and listen,” he said. “I already spoke to the chef, Freddy. This dude’s ridiculous. From Per Se or French Laundry or one of those places. He’s going to hook us up big-time. So, make sure you get everybody in their Sunday best, okay? Robin is also a sommelier and knows the massive wine cellar, so you have at it. Mom especially might need a glass or two. I’ll try to get back before the first course.”


“Tom,” I said, suddenly unable to stif le my laughter as I gestured at the elaborate mansion and chauffeur, “I knew you were rich, bro, but really? You’re like this rich? Scrooge Mc-Duck rich?”


Tom smiled at me as we stood along the edge of the crushed seashell driveway. He shot his cuffs and looked like he was about to pinch my cheek but then stopped himself.


“Let’s see,” he said, taking out his phone and glancing at it. “Am I this rich? Well, it’s not like it’s nothing, but I wanted it to be a special occasion, Terry. I mean, how many times am I going to get married? Wait. Forget I said that. Don’t answer.”


I pretended to zip my mouth shut.


“Ha ha. Besides, how many times am I going to get to stick it to old you-know-who a few houses up the road here?” Tom said, jerking a thumb to the north up the beach with a sudden crazy twinkle in his eye.


I slowly looked over at him, stunned. Then took a step back.


“What? Don’t tell me you’re surprised,” Tom said.


I stood there mute, the seashells under my feet suddenly sharp, like little bits of broken glass.


His own smile vanished as he stared me right in the eye.


“Terry, honestly,” he said. “You out of everyone I thought would figure it out. Did you think I picked Meadow Lane out of a hat?”
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I stood there in the July heat looking at my brother.


In some unfortunate Irish families, there are sons who are referred to as holy terrors. Overflowing with impulsive energy and a fly-by-the-seat-of-your-pants mischievousness that borders on performance art, like most natural-born pirates, they often end up dead, in jail, or rich. Tom was the Rourke family’s holy terror, but we’d thought that Wall Street could contain his bottomless energy.


Maybe we were wrong, I thought as all my dread of coming home instantly landed like an uppercut to the jaw.


Because I knew it then. What this was really about. Why we were here. Why this house. Why his wedding was on Southampton’s most expensive beach road.


The Rourke family actually had a history with Meadow Lane.


And it wasn’t a happy one.


Quite the opposite.


“Are we really going there, Tom?” I finally said. “After all this time?”


“Oh, we’re going there, Terry,” he whispered as he reached over and grabbed the back of my head, pulling me closer to him.


As our foreheads met, I caught a whiff of his expensive cologne, a masculine perfume of mint and lemons and spiced wood and fresh money. Up close, I could see the twinkle was even brighter now. It looked like it was about to shoot out of his left eye like a spark from a spitting road flare.


“For twenty years, I’ve slaved forty hours a day for this, Terry,” he said, “and we’re going there big-time for the rest of the month with barrel bombs of white phosphorus and flaming napalm.”


“Now, Tom, listen. Be reasonable, man,” I said calmly. “What do you have planned?”


“Oh, you know,” he said with a shrug as he slipped his phone back into the pink silk that lined his glove-fit Savile Row suit jacket. “The usual. A fireworks barge. Helicopters. A couple of marching bands. Then there’s the horses, of course.”


“What!” I cried.


He winked again.


Was he serious?


I shook my head as I scanned his tanned poker face. There was no way to tell.


“Terry, I’m going to do anything and everything I can think of to block up traffic and to piss off every one of these rotten bastards up and down this little sandbar. I’m going to let them know, especially old you-know-who, that we lowly Rourkes can get knocked down, but my oh my, can we get back up again.”


“But, Tom,” I said, peering at him. “What about the consequences? You know, the authorities? Cops, lawyers, injunctions from the town, getting sued? All that kind of stuff?”


“Hey, that’s where you come in, little brother. We’ve got a boy in blue right here in the family. Keep that badge handy.”


I squinted at him.


“Right, like my tin badge from Philly is going to fly in the billionaire Village of Southampton? Are you feeling okay? Tom, listen, we’re grown up now. Please, I have a kid. Don’t bring on the dancing horses, Tom. Don’t be nuts. Just this one time. For me. I’m begging you.”


“Ah, no worries, Terry,” Tom said, his unhinged pirate grin suddenly ear to ear as he headed for his limo. “Revenge, er, I mean, fun, will be had by all.”
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I didn’t know how the house staff managed to get the entire twenty-strong Rourke clan at one outdoor table that night, but somehow, they pulled it off.


Beside me and Viv and Angelina on one side of the long table were my sister, Erin, and her husband, Nick Murray, with their three grade-schoolers, Kevin and Billy and Megan.


Facing on the other side were my brother Mickey and his wife, Jo, and their four kids, Caitlin and Patrick and Dermot and Geraldine, who ranged in age from four to eleven.


Beside Mickey was my other brother Finn, along with his wife, Stephanie, and their two kids, Scott, who was nine, and Evelyn, who was seven.


My seventy-year-old mom, Rosemarie, sat at the end of the table, and at the head sat the man of the hour, the groom-tobe, Tom Rourke himself, who had managed to get back from the office just in time.


So far, so good, I thought, wiping my face with my napkin and placing it down beside the stripped remains of the most tender and delicious rack of lamb my mouth had ever had the good fortune to encounter.


I swirled my just-topped-off purply black glass of Bordeaux and had another sip. As I closed my eyes, the complex hints and notes of all the wonderful things the house manager and sommelier, Robin, had told me earlier to be on the lookout for (but I had immediately forgotten) tingled along taste buds I didn’t even know I possessed until that very moment.


Yes, I thought, opening my eyes as I leaned back. I looked around at my family, at the mansion behind them lit up like a temple in a dream against the night.


All things considered, even after Tom’s troubling revelation, so far Rourke Reunion Arrival Day was coming off pretty sweet.


“Excuse me, everyone! Excuse me! I’d like to propose a toast,” Tom said, suddenly standing, as the last of the dinner plates was expertly whisked away by the white-jacketed house staff.


Everybody was still laughing and talking and hardly heard him until our mom, Rosemarie, rang a crystal glass with some silver.


“Mickey and Finn, would you close your mouths or do I have to come down there with my slipper?” she said in her Northern Irish brogue.


We all laughed at that, remembering the road trips to East Durham in the Catskills, where one of Mom’s crazy brothers ran a ramshackle resort. In the era before stun guns, Mom had quieted the back-seat brawls of her four hooligan boys with the prodigious use of a slipper she kept handy in her lap for smacking us back to our senses.


“Why, thank you, Mother,” Tom said, laughing. “I had actually hoped you’d packed that slipper. We may very well need it before all of this is said and done. All joking aside, first I’d like to thank all of you for arranging your schedules to come out to celebrate my upcoming wedding.”


“What wedding? There’s no bride,” Finn said. “Is this all a hoax?”


“Exactly,” Erin said. “When do we get to finally meet her?”


“Soon. I promise. Very soon,” Tom said, smiling. “Introducing her to the likes of you is a very delicate operation that requires perfect timing. I’ve waited quite some time to tie the knot, so I don’t want to mess things up at the last moment. The trap is set. I can’t blow it now.”


High-spirited laughter and Bronx cheers abounded until Rosemarie gonged at the Waterford crystal again.


“Seriously, though, I love you guys,” Tom said, as he looked down the table. “I really do. Every last one of you. I can’t describe how happy it makes me feel after all this time to see us all at the same table again.”


We all actually did quiet down at that.


Because we knew how much it came from his heart.


After our dad died, Tom pretty much took his place. When he wasn’t working roofing or restaurant jobs, he was going to night school to get his MBA. Gave every one of his paychecks to Mom. Never complained about it. Not once. Wasn’t in him. People talk about manning up. Tom did it. Without a peep.


“That’s why I rented this place for us,” Tom continued. “I wanted to bring you all back here together to share in the good fortune God has shared with me. I wanted us to come back here to this place where we lived and worked and grew up together. I did it so we could put all our worries aside—if only for a few weeks—to look back and to truly realize what a wonderful and beautiful place Mom and Dad raised us in.”


“That’s so sweet, Tom,” said my sister, Erin, in the silence.


“No. Honestly. That’s why I did this. If I’m sorry about anything, it’s that Dad isn’t here with us,” Tom said. “He would have gotten a kick out of this, I think. I wish he was here to see that, well, I really did listen to him. That I absorbed everything he taught me. I wish he had known that. I know at times I worried him.”


“Tom,” my mother said, her eyes near tears. “Please. Don’t be so hard on yourself. He knew.”


A moment later, we turned as Robin came out onto the deck with two waiters carrying drinks on a tray.


I noticed the wineglasses weren’t filled with wine but beer. Even before one was set down before me, I knew which kind.


It was Pabst Blue Ribbon, our dad’s favorite.


“So, if you guys would stand and raise a glass with me,” Tom said as he turned and faced the ocean.


We all stood and followed his lead with glasses of our father’s signature drink raised out toward the sea. The table was completely silent now. The only sounds were the wind and the waves beyond in the dark.


I looked around the table at the candlelight flickering off the tear-filled faces of my brothers and sister and my mom.


“Thank you, Dad. We love you,” Tom called out to the dark, softly rushing water. “Rest in peace, Dad. I got this. We all got this now. You really can rest in peace.”


“Amen,” I whispered in the dark as Viv squeezed my other hand.
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We woke up the next morning and headed out early for bagels in the village. There was, of course, a huge breakfast buffet set up at the house, but this morning, I had something important to do.


“Where are we now, Mommy?” Angelina called out from her car seat behind me as we pulled onto the Montauk Highway.


“We’re going to see where Daddy grew up,” Viv said.


“This is so boring,” my daughter whispered around the straw of her juice pack, and we laughed.


Ten minutes later, I pulled over five blocks in from Shinnecock Bay on a quiet narrow street in the Hampton Bays.


And puffed out a long nervous breath.


I put the transmission in Park and sat looking at 167 Donellan Street. Its bay window, my mom’s favorite cherry blossom trees still there in the front yard. To the left was the strike-zone panel on the garage door that we threw things at all childhood long. Tennis balls, Spaldings, Wiffle balls. I couldn’t believe how tiny the split-level looked.


It was the first time I’d been back to my old house since high school. After my dad died, I went to Villanova on a track scholarship and majored in journalism, and basically stayed there. After freshman year, I didn’t come home for Thanksgiving or even for Christmas, and I spent summers working and living at school.


I’d meet my mom and family in Manhattan from time to time, but for whatever reason, I couldn’t come all the way back.


But that wasn’t really true.


I actually did know the reason.


My dad’s death when I was seventeen had hurt too much, and I just couldn’t face it, face my mom, all that pain, that loss.


And I used that excuse for all it was worth.


I spent the summer of my junior year interning as a crime reporter doing ride-alongs with the Philly PD. Once I graduated, I decided why report on crime when I could actually fight it? And one cop test later, that was all she wrote.


“Okay, we saw it, Daddy. Now it’s beach time, right?” Angelina said.


I looked back at her, smiling. She was geared up to go swimming again, already in her bathing suit and matching pink star-shaped sunglasses.


“Soon,” Viv said. “Did you eat your bagel?”


“Well,” she said. “Most of it.”


“What about Tina?” I said, referring to Angelina’s imaginary friend who had decided to come on vacation with us. “Did Tina eat hers?”


“She has a little bit left, Daddy. Tina, finish up now, please,” Angelina whispered.


I exchanged a smile with Viv.


During last night’s feast, I’d been planning to mention to her the unsettling conversation I’d had with my brother, but as the amazing courses and wine flowed, I hadn’t gotten around to it.


I looked back at my old house.


Probably because I was still attempting to process it myself.


“So, this is it. Where it all began,” Viv said, taking off her own sunglasses.


“Picture if you will, Viv, four crazy little freckled boys in increasing size and one crazy little freckle-faced girl, slapping hockey pucks at each other, climbing trees, playing football, and daring each other to do wheelies up and down this driveway and street here.


“Then further picture the sudden screams and many hurried trips to the hospital for broken fingers, ankles, and stitches in our trusty brown Buick Electra station wagon, piloted at panicked speed by the intrepid Rosemarie Rourke.”


As we sat there, I remembered the roaring sound of Dad’s little rattletrap MG as he came in from work or shanghaied one of us for a trip to the hardware store.


“Now, please fasten your seat belts and keep all extremities inside the vehicle,” I said, trying to keep my voice steady. “Day in the life of a Hamptons townie, location two, coming right up.”
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A silver, streaking LIRR commuter train hammered southbound across the railroad bridge over North Main Street behind us as we arrived before a two-story sun-faded brick building back in Southampton ten minutes later.


“Ladies and gentlegirls, may I have your attention?” I said, gesturing expansively at the building. “Behold, Our Lady of the Hamptons, the old alma mater. This schoolyard here was the site of many Rourke knee-skinnings, bullyings—both as victim and perpetrator—and truly bewildered nuns. This is also the former location and frequent parking spot of the aforementioned brown Buick Electra as our ever-suffering mother, Rosemarie, was called in to try to plead down the latest Rourke act of mischief. As our D-A-U-G-H-T-E-R is present, I can’t even go into what Tom did there when he was raising the flag on the roof pole one time when he was in eighth grade.”


“I can see you in your little red plaid tie from your class picture,” Viv said excitedly. “My goodness, were you cute.”


“Where were you when I needed you, Viv?” I said, cordially kissing her hand. “As hard as it might be to believe, the nuns, as well as the other girls in my class whom I often terrorized, did not share your most excellent taste.”


“Where’s your high school? Nearby? Bishop what was it called?”


“Bishop McGann Mercy. No, that’s in Riverhead. Let’s skip it. I certainly did as often as I could.”


“Oh, boy,” Viv said as I swung a U-turn back for the train underpass. “Where to now?”


“No, no. It’s a surprise. You’ll see,” I said.


Ten minutes later and six miles to the northeast back in the Bays, the power-line buzz of a cicada started up as I stopped the car and rolled down the window. I folded my arms, smiling out at a patch of faded asphalt parking lot behind the Southampton town police department.


The things we remember, I thought, looking at weeds growing along its edges. The little things that once seemed so important.


I gestured out again at a small utilitarian building beside the police department.


“This, Viv, as you can see by that sign yonder, is the Southampton town justice court, where Dad used to work and where Mom would drive us once a week to make him watch us after school while she went food shopping. Picture epic games of catch out in this parking lot here, and a crazed-looking man in a tie feeding bologna sandwiches to his five hungry plaid-clad kids under that tree there where there used to be a picnic table.”


“Probably removed to the Smithsonian for its crazy Long Island suburban family diorama,” Viv said.


“See, Viv. Now you’re getting it,” I said, peeling back out of the lot. “Okay, now for the real juicy part.”


A few minutes later, we pulled off Halsey Neck Road back onto Meadow Lane at the beach.


But instead of making a right back toward Tom’s beach mansion, I took another nervous breath and hit the left clicker and headed north in the direction of where my brother had gestured the day before.
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