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People say: “Of course, they will be beaten.” The statement is almost a query, and they continue, “but they are putting up a decent fight.” For being beaten does not greatly matter in Ireland, but not fighting does matter. “They went forth always to the battle; and they always fell,” Indeed, the history of the Irish race is in that phrase.


—James Stephens, The Insurrection in Dublin


 


History has to live with what was here,


clutching and close to fumbling all we had—


it is so dull and gruesome how we die.


—Robert Lowell, “History”


 


And it is those among us


who most make the heavens their business


who go most deeply into this death-weaving.


—Thomas Kinsella, “Death Bed”
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OUTER HARBOR, BOSTON, JULY 1954


THE MIDIR, A seventy-eight-foot fishing trawler out of New York carrying five tons of firearms, ammunition, land mines, and explosives, ran low and heavy through the water. It wasn’t yet midnight and the air was still and charged with heat, and a mist moved like a separate sea a foot or so above the waves. The boat was an hour from Boston Harbor, had come down the Cape Cod Canal in darkness from the Brooklyn docks, its crew watching the lights of Buzzards Bay and Scituate emerge from the black landscape and the flickering lights of lobster boats moving along the crooked coastline and heat lightning trembling the darkness above.


Two crew members, dressed in oilskins and carrying guns, brought the man out onto the deck. He was similarly dressed but a smear of blood glistened on his face and his legs were bowed as if from a length of time kneeling. His hands were bound behind his back and he was gagged with a kerchief soaked with paraffin oil. His eyes were wide in his bloodied face as he struggled against his holders. Pushing and pulling, they walked him to the stern, turned him so that he was facing south against the railings, the way they’d come, pressing into the morning tide.


Beneath the boat’s props the sea churned blackly. He had a moment to consider this and the intermittent, sweeping light cast by the lighthouse on Minot’s Ledge and the clanging buoy of the eastern marker as they entered the waters of the bay, and he suddenly, urgently spoke aloud the Act of Contrition: “O my God, I am heartily sorry for having offended Thee and I detest my sins above every other evil because—” and the larger of the two crewmen shot him through the back of the head. The sound of the shot reverberated off the fog shoals and close coastline and as he pitched forward they allowed his momentum to take him. They released their grip and the body upended itself over the railing and into the frothing water. Within a minute the body lay, bobbing, two hundred feet behind them, and, quickly, it was out of sight, lost in the darkness of the heaving sea and carried swiftly by the current southward to deeper waters where above the horizon the sky was lit by brief shimmering flashes as lightning arced violently within the clouds.
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THE INTERCONTINENTAL CLUB, DUDLEY SQUARE


THE CRYSTAL BALLROOM seemed as if it could barely contain them, hundreds of men and women dancing to “The Siege of Ennis”—stomping back and forth upon the dance floor so that it thundered and shook and the only thing louder than their feet was the sound of the band: accordions and saxophones, trumpets, drums, fiddle, and piano.


Women in lipstick and crinoline petticoats sat on the long benches lining one side of the hall; men with Brylcreem in their hair, wearing pressed jackets, ties, and trousers, stood in small groups on the other side. It’s hours since the first waltz began the night, and, fortified by a pint or two from the downstairs bar, men have lost their inhibitions and most everyone has asked a woman to dance. Above, a crystal ball sends spots of reflected light down upon the heads of the dancers, turning slowly as they spin themselves about the room.


On the stage at the front of the hall, a band of intensely sweating musicians moved from the earlier waltzes and set dances to reels and jigs.


A man approached the edge of the dance floor as the song “Biddy Murphy’s Cow” came to an end and nodded almost imperceptibly to the accordion player, who gave the pianist quick instructions for the next set—a round of slow vocal ballads—and then rose from his stool and strode to the edge of the low stage, greeting the female singer, Moira Brennan, as she went to the microphone and the pianist began “The Lass of Aughrim.” A trumpeter came to him before he stepped down and he said, “Get Finney on the pipes for the finale.”


The accordion player’s name was Martin Butler and he was a slight man with an unassuming boyish face and a receding hairline, and he smiled to men and women on the dance floor who called out to him. He walked the hallway to a back room and the man who’d nodded at him earlier followed. At the end of the hall they entered Mr. de Burgh’s empty office and the man closed the door after them. Inside, the windows were open and they could hear the sounds from the street and the trolleys and buses rumbling from Dudley Station. Amber light spilled from wall sconces and a fan ticked loudly on the desk, rustling papers.


The accordion player dabbed at the sweat on his forehead with a handkerchief. “What is it, Donal?” he asked. “Quick now, I’ve got to be back on for ‘The Boys of Wexford.’ Did they get word in time?”


Donal Phelan was tall and lean and built like cable. His face was weathered and his brow constantly furrowed as if something were eating at him but he had no way to express what it was. The accordion player doubted whether he’d ever seen him smile. On his lapel he wore a gold Fáinne and a Pioneer pin with an image of the Sacred Heart and an inscription declaring his abstinence from alcohol.


“We got word to them in time,” he said. “Buíochas le Dia.”


The accordion player nodded. “Thanks be to God. And they know what to do?”


“They do.”


“By the time we’re through here tonight, make sure it’s done. All of it.”


“It will be.”


“Good. On your way out, send in Cleland.”


When Donal left, the accordion player looked out the window onto Dudley Street toward Harrison Ave and Warren Street. The Square was still jumping. There were couples going in and out of the Hibernian, the Rose Croix, and the Winslow. Men spilling from the bars and taverns, and still more coming down the street from the Dudley Station El. Most of them would miss the last train home and they wouldn’t mind. Waves and waves of them coming in every week since the end of the war. Everywhere neon and people and music and even with the heat it continued like some great heaving and convulsing beast. You couldn’t stop it if you tried. Once it had its legs beneath it, it was too powerful to be stopped. It was a machine, he thought, with himself at the controls, making sure everything happened in the way that it did and it could never be stopped.


Above the rooftops and toward downtown Boston, the sky flickered from one end of the horizon to the other as currents of lightning sparked and raced, but no storm and no relief from the heat. There was a lull from the dance floor before another slow number began and in the cessation he heard in the distance the low peal of thunder and the sky continuing its stuttering, sparking dance. There was a war coming and he was ready for it. He waited and listened to the ballad nearing its end and considered the final set when they’d blow the roof off the place and bring all the walls down on them.


There was a knock at the door and a large man in his late forties entered. He had sad eyes and a heavily lined brow, as if he’d worked hard from a young age and seen his fair share of trouble and pain.


“Ah, Michael,” the accordion player said and paused, watching as the older man absently reached for the wedding ring on his heavy-knuckled finger and slowly rotated it back and forth. “Mr. de Burgh’s got a job for you.”
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DORCHESTER AVENUE, DORCHESTER


THE SLIGHT BREEZES of the afternoon had been left to die on the banks of the harbor, never reaching inland. And even with the sun long set, the temperature climbed as the minutes ticked away toward midnight. In the thick, swelling heat the sound of cicadas vibrated and thrummed hypnotically down the deserted streets of Dorchester. Houses and apartments along the Avenue remained silent, as if some sudden evacuation had been called for the neighborhood, yet in the shadows behind screen doors and wide-open windows and among continuously whirring fans, people tried to find shelter. From radios, exhausted broadcasters claimed that a Boston city record would most likely be broken by midday tomorrow—102 degrees—and for the rest of the week, no relief in sight. One doctor came on and warned of edema, heat cramps and heat rash, malaise, dehydration, and even death. It sounded like all the proper makings of a plague.


Parked along the Avenue, Dante listened to the radio and took a sip from a can of beer, the aluminum hot in his hand. One moment he felt his gut spin, and the next, he was breathing as if through a pinhole. It’s only going to get worse, he thought to himself.


Beside the car on the sidewalk, a stray dog lumbered along on branch-thin legs, paused to catch its breath, and glanced across the street, tongue hanging out over its bottom jaw like a piece of spoiled meat. Stepping out from an alleyway, a tramp unzipped and swayed, then leveled off by pressing one hand against the wall. He pissed on the side of a shuttered storefront and then guided whatever fluids he had left into a potted plant. The stray dog watched the tramp for a moment and then, eyes bleary from both hunger and exhaustion, lowered its head and continued ambling down the sidewalk. A police siren wailed off toward Savin Hill, and then suddenly, as if swallowed by the oppressive heat, it stopped midscream.


All the way down the Avenue, traffic lights changed from red to green but barely a car came through. From the passenger side of his ’46 Ford Tudor sedan, Dante looked across the street. Two men stood out in front of the Emerald Tavern. The green neon of the shamrock sign above the door reflected off their skin, shining with perspiration, and hollowed out their features, making them look wan and sickly. Both wore sleeveless undershirts and smoked.


Dante stepped out of the car and crossed the street. Trash littered the curbs and the stench of it was heavy. In an alley between the bar and a hardware shop with its metal grate pulled down and padlocked, he caught a glimpse of a woman’s pale thigh, the swell of her buttock, the flash of bleached-blond hair in tangles, falling over and hiding her face. She had both hands pressed against the brick wall as a man slammed into her from behind. Her moaning didn’t sound like pleasure, and the man’s exhausted grunts increased in intensity as he pounded into her with the desperation of a feral animal.


At the entrance to the Emerald Tavern the two men in front eyed Dante. Perhaps they were just waiting their turn with the whore in the alley. Perhaps they were too out of it to even notice.


One had cauliflower ears and the nose of a hopeless boozer, thick and veined with crimson. He wore the gray, navy-blue-lined slacks of a postal worker. The other had the complexion of a man a few steps away from a fatal heart attack. His lower jaw was swollen with tobacco chew, and Dante watched him take another haul off his cigarette, and then proceed to spit out a stream of black juice onto the sidewalk.


“You the electrician?” the man asked.


Dante ran his hand through his sweat-soaked hair. “No.”


The other guy asked, “You the iceman?”


“Do I look like an iceman? Or an electrician?”


The man’s lips tightened into a filthy grin. “No, I guess you don’t.”


The man with the boozy nose began to chuckle. “The refrigeration went to shit, so Gerry got the iceman coming. We thought you could be him, even though you got no ice.”


“All the ice in the city is probably a puddle by now,” Dante said.


The neon sign above them suddenly dimmed and then flickered. Down the Avenue, in a chain-reaction-like effect, the lights faded in storefront windows and above the transoms, the lamps in apartment windows sputtered, and the streetlamps curving over the road pulsed weakly, and then they all came back to full strength.


“Fuck me,” the guy in the postal slacks said. “Just what we need. A goddamn blackout.”


The other said, “The lowlife blacks and Ricans will have a field day looting.”


Dante looked down the length of the Avenue, waiting for it to go dark.


He became worried. Claudia and Maria were back home in the North End. He imagined them in the dark, calling out his name. He nodded to the men, who didn’t return the gesture, opened the heavy wooden door, and went inside.


A few ceiling fans spun but did nothing to break the stifling heat. Cigarette smoke webbed the air, and the sour stench of men was thick and unrelenting. By the looks of it, they were mostly from construction, some with paint still on their shirts and their hands, plaster on their knuckles, faces marked with soot and grime, and skin caked with dust.


All of them were drinking from bottles. Empty shot glasses glistened along the bar, and the bartender did his best refilling them. A jar of pickles and another full of pickled eggs sat beside the beer taps. The bartender had a dishtowel wrapped around his head; his white T-shirt was sopping wet and sticking to him like cellophane. He pulled the glass top off one of the jars and reached inside with his bare hand, fingers fluttering wildly until they grasped a dill pickle. He pulled it out and passed it to one of the men at the bar, who quickly went at it, chewing it on the side of his mouth that had more teeth, the green-yellow juice trickling down his chin.


Dante eased into a spot at the bar, raised his hand to the bartender.


“Nothing cold, buddy,” the bartender said. “Refrigeration went out this after.”


“I just want a bottle of whiskey to take home.”


“We charge an extra buck for that.”


“That’s okay with me.”


The bartender charged him even more but Dante was too damn tired to start an argument. He paid up, took the sealed bottle off the bar top, and walked back outside. The two men were still standing there, one of them lighting another cigarette. “That’s what the doctor ordered,” the postal worker said, nodding toward the bottle in Dante’s hand.


Dante ignored the man, crossed the street and got back into his car, turned the engine over, pulled a U-turn on the empty Avenue, and sped toward Savin Hill.
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At times, mostly at night, Cal returned to Savin Hill, to where he and Lynne had once lived and the place where Lynne had died. The building was still a burned-out husk, blackened frame and timbers pebbled with flash-scorched grease. No one had attempted to rebuild in the three years since, and city officials seemed uninterested in tearing it down despite the condemned signs plastered on the warped wood. Perhaps they’d forgotten. There were countless other buildings like it throughout the city.


He stood in the wreckage where the porch had been and then proceeded through what had been the front door to the scorched boards that rested upon the stone foundation. Here, he stood directly over the basement furnace, but on the third floor this would have been in the space of their kitchen, and over there the dining room and the hallway leading to their bedroom. He went in that direction, walking through the rooms as if the walls still existed, turning left and then right. In his mind’s eye he reached for the doorknob to their bedroom and then turned it and opened the door. He looked at their unmade bed, the tousled sheets, her underthings on the floor. Through the window at the front of the room, he could see Malibu Beach, still and gray beneath a blue sky. He heard water running in the bathroom and, through the door, Lynne’s voice singing off-key as she bathed.


He approached the bathroom door and again his hand turned the doorknob. White steam and heat spilled from the room. The sound of her voice was louder—no longer muffled, he could hear her clearly now—and he could just make out the shape of her through the steam, lying back in the bath, becoming more visible as he stepped forward on the damp tile. Rising from the water, she smiled at him. Her skin was flushed pink with the heat and he reached for a towel to wrap about her.


The humidity had brought down upon the house a huge, muffled silence; it buzzed in his ears along with the other buzz that was the effect of alcohol and the electric lights farther down the street, the heady thrum of cicadas hidden in the trees. He closed his eyes but the darkness made him feel queasy—things were spinning and within this vertigo, images were emerging: black-ashen faces and flashing red lights, orange flames racing up the side of a building, windows exploding, glass bursting in the heat and raining down on the black sidewalk, and flames licking hungrily at the same space where just moments before there had been windows—and he had to open his eyes again. And then suddenly Lynne was there, as if she had somehow materialized out of the silence and the heat-light and the steam.


It’s okay, Cal, it’s okay, she said to him. I’m here. I’m right here. And she was holding his face up to hers so that he might see her fully and then pulling his head against her so that it lay upon her damp, warm shoulder. He let her, feeling so weak and empty inside, as if something important and necessary—a small flame of sorts—had just been extinguished and all that remained was a whirling, black vacuum and the sense of plummeting, falling without end into that blackness. He was afraid and only now realized that he had always been afraid—years of being afraid and of trying to keep the fear at bay. Lynne’s hand stroked the back of his head, his hair plastered to his scalp with sweat. She whispered soothingly into his ear. He wrapped his arms around the warmth of her, pulled her to him, squeezed, and held on, afraid to let her go, and then he allowed her to lead him out into the street and into darkness, away from the flames and the fire and their home, the last place they would ever make love to each other.


They came down the staircase and out into the yard amid the rubble of scorched and blistered clapboard and overgrown grass and weeds smelling of cat piss, and the dream collapsed in on itself. He could taste a sourness in his mouth, feel the sweat beneath his armpits, smell the sweet, charred scent of burned timbers. A patrol car rolled by, sweeping a spotlight at the house, and he blinked in its glare. “That you, Cal?” one of the cops called from the open window and he shouted back, “Yeah, it’s me,” and they switched off the light and he waved and they rumbled on.


It was high tide and kids hollered as they jumped from the John J. Beades Memorial Bridge, a drawbridge over the inlet from Dorchester Bay. Cal saw flashes of them as they passed through the light cast by the lamps on the bridge and into the water below.


“I thought I’d find you here.”


Cal turned at the sound of Dante’s voice. He emerged out of the darkness grinning, the street a spear of light at his back. He wore chinos and a T-shirt damp with sweat. In his hand, a bottle wrapped in a brown paper bag. He held it aloft.


“You in the mood?”


Cal laughed. “Sure,” he said. He was glad for the sharpness of clarity that sobriety brought, but only in small doses; sometimes reality needed something to soften it a bit and blur its jagged edges.


They sat at the water’s edge passing the bottle back and forth and watched the lights reflected in the water shimmering as ripples shuddered the surface. They looked at the kids jumping from the bridge into the water, thrashing toward the rotten spars, climbing out, and returning to the top of the bridge wall, daring one another to risk more and more dangerous spins, somersaults, twists into the water, the cars rumbling past on the narrow spans of metal behind them. It was so hot the kids would probably keep it up till midnight, till their parents called them in or the cops sent them home.


“Seems like a long time since we did that,” Dante said.


“Yeah. Seems like a long time since we did a lot of things. And I don’t ever remember a summer this hot.”


“Does it make it any easier, coming here, going through the house?”


“I don’t know.” Cal frowned, considering, and his brow creased. He took a swig from the bottle. “I guess it’s something I just have to do until I don’t have to do it anymore.”


A kid dropped from the bridge and started swimming toward the shore, crying. He swore at one of the older kids above him who had, it seemed, pushed him into the water. When he was done with the swearing but not with the crying, he ran across the beachfront to a side street.


“It feels like it only happened yesterday,” Cal said. “I see everything over and over again. It’s like a bad dream. Every single day, a bad fucking dream.”


“Nobody’s putting a clock on it, Cal. It doesn’t work that way.”


“Listen to me—you know better than anyone. I’m sorry.”


“Time, man. That’s all it takes, time.”


Cal grunted and sipped from the bottle. “I used to think that way about the war. After I got back. I’m not so sure anymore.”


“No,” Dante said, “neither am I. But what else are you going to say to yourself? You hope time changes things—I mean, it’s got to, right? Eventually? Otherwise, what’s the fucking point?”


Cal handed him the bottle. A haze had come down out in the bay, and although they could hear boats out there moving across the horizon and see the signs of their passing in the swells rolling through the channel, they could not see them; even the lights of Marina Bay were lost in the haze. Distant thunder, out toward Quincy, sounded but they saw no lightning. The rumble seemed to circle the bay, coming to them loud and then diminished and then loud again.


“So,” Cal said as they stared toward the sound, “how long do you wait, how long until things change?”


“I don’t know. I’m still waiting.”


The tide slowly went out and at close to eleven the kids left the bridge. They watched them passing between the streetlights, towels draped over their shoulders, as they crossed the two lanes of traffic and headed south toward Neponset. A brief breeze came up but not even that brought relief. It was the type of heat you sat in without moving, aware of your lungs working, slowly taking air in and forcing it out. The whiskey mellowed the mind—made you forget about the heat—but it also made you aware of the fragile shell you wore, a heap of skin draped over bones containing nothing but ballast and barely functioning pumps and shunts. Cal felt his heart working, a tight ache at the center of his chest, as if he’d taken a savage blow there and days later the pain had ebbed but still persisted.


“It’s Owen’s birthday tomorrow. They’re celebrating in Dudley Square. Anne said you and Claudia should come. It’ll be fun.”


Dante continued looking toward the bay. Only a few cars moved along Morrissey Boulevard. “Why?”


“What do you mean, why? Why wouldn’t you be there, after everything we’ve all gone through?”


“Owen hates my fucking guts.”


“He doesn’t hate your fucking guts. All that’s in the past. What we did … back then …” Cal shook his head. “Jesus, he stood by you, didn’t he? He saw to it that you and your sister could adopt Maria as your own. He did all that paperwork, saw it pushed through, no questions asked. He put his ass on the line, for the both of us.”


“I know he did. I don’t forget it.”


Lights flashed on the giant gas tanks. The sound of the engines of planes bound for Logan came to them long after the planes had gone by, lost somewhere up there in the murk. They passed the bottle and listened to sirens wailing in other parts of the city. The streetlights dimmed and surged and dimmed again. Window fans turned in slow metallic circles, changing speeds with the current. Cal could hear the small, electric clicks in their motors as they stopped and then engaged, whirring like summer bugs.


“Look, it’ll be fun,” Cal said, “and it’ll get you and Claudia out of the house for once.”


“Oh, she’s been getting out of the house plenty.”


“Yeah?”


“Her boyfriend. She’s barely around anymore.”


“The same guy?”


“Yeah, it’s the same prick, going on four months. The way she carries on with him—” Dante shook his head angrily. “You’d think she was eighteen or something.”


“For her it probably is like being eighteen again.”


“Fucking embarrassment, that’s what it is.”


“So come then, have a night where it’s just the two of you. Tell the boyfriend to go fuck himself.”


“Okay, okay. I’ll ask Claudia. We’ll get a babysitter. We’ll fucking come.”


“Yeah? Good.”


From the Hennesseys’ front window a pale incandescent light spilled onto the curb. They had one of the few televisions in the neighborhood. Dante and Cal could hear The Jack Benny Program, which was blaring because old man Hennessey was almost deaf. They listened for a while and then the sponsor’s commercials came on. Tonight it was Lucky Strike. Cal murmured the slogan aloud—“Be Happy, Go Lucky”—and Dante looked up. Assuming Cal wanted a cigarette, he pulled one from his pocket. He lit it up and passed it down, and Cal drew long and deep on the cigarette that he hadn’t really wanted and the smoke seemed to coil in his lungs and got his gut writhing. It was too much in the heat and he felt sick to his stomach. He handed the cigarette back to Dante and, taking another pull from the bottle, stared out over the water. Together they watched as the city went to sleep—nothing but a lone car passing over the drawbridge every once in a while—and until their bottle was done, they listened to thunder rolling, it seemed without end, through the starless Boston night.
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BOSTON HARBOR


SHORTLY AFTER DAWN Owen was on a BPD patrol boat with a federal agent and two of his own men, the vessel churning across the inner harbor toward the Chelsea waterfront, where ships and boats shimmered vaguely. Seagulls swooped low across the water—white on silver—and then Owen lost them as they rose into the silver glare of the sky and the low sun. He had to squint and look away.


Their speed and the spray from the water offered only a mild relief from the heat, and the water became choppy from ships and tankers moving out in the bay, sudden swells lifting the pilot boat and dropping it so that the hull banged loudly and the engine seemed to sputter and groan, and spumes of spray lashed the deck. Owen felt the shuddering in his feet and up through his legs as the small boat took each wave like a depth charge to the keel. He could smell the greasy odor of oily gasoline, the carbon monoxide seeping from the port exhaust and up from the engine room, and when he looked at the water, everything seemed to swirl in the same sickening, myopic haze.


Somehow something had gone wrong and their tip-off had been found out. They’d laid a network of cops and patrol boats around the harbor, waiting for the shipment of contraband that the informant had told them would be arriving from New York at noon, had locked down the docklands on both sides of the harbor since midnight, but still a boat had found its way in through their snare at some point during the night and only now had they discovered it, moored in Charlestown, with no sign of its crew or its cargo. Someone had gotten word to them and if it was one of his own, there would be hell to pay. The thought of all the work they’d done that was now wasted—all for nothing—made him feel sick. He considered telling the cop at the wheel to slow it down, that the motion and the heat and the diesel fumes were bringing on one of his migraines, then thought better of it. A wave of nausea forced him to close his eyes and breathe deeply. When he opened them again, the federal agent was looking at him, and he nodded to assure him that he was okay.


The two-way sputtered from the wheelhouse and Owen called out to the pilot. “Tell them we’re coming in,” he shouted, “and not to touch a thing until we’re there.” The pilot looked at him, uncomprehending over the noise of the engine; a wave buffeted the boat, and the nausea forced Owen to clench his jaw. “I said to fucking tell them to maintain their perimeter and not to touch a fucking thing!” he shouted, and this time the pilot got it. He pulled back on the throttle and got on the two-way to the main units waiting on the docks, and Owen glared at the approaching wharves, wishing he could just puke and be done with it.


The trawler was empty. Owen walked from the aft to the wheelhouse and galley in the superstructure toward the bow. He had his men scour the deck and he climbed below into the crew’s compartments but this too was empty. In the insulated fish hold he scanned the space with his flashlight. It was as dry as a coffin and despite the smell it was difficult to believe that it had ever transported fish. He sniffed the air for the scent of something that might tell him what had been there only hours before. He smelled diesel, oil, and brine, a foul, brackish smell that seemed to come from another part of the boat, perhaps from water in the bilge that hadn’t been properly pumped out. Whoever had sailed aboard the vessel had taken great pains to remove everything from it.


He stood in a square of light provided by the open hatch over his head and looked up above the pinioned trawling arms to where two cormorants beat their black wings at the sky, listening to his men moving across the deck and in the engine room, and he imagined how slow a process it would have been to heft crates of guns and ammunition up onto the deck and then into waiting vehicles in the middle of the night. He considered the number of crew—four to five individuals—and then the driver of the waiting vehicle, and perhaps the muscle he’d have with him. The informant had told him that the boat was carrying five tons’ worth. They might have used multiple vehicles to transport the shipment once they’d unloaded it. Say three trucks, with a driver and help per truck. That made a good ten bodies. With that many people, perhaps the job hadn’t been that difficult after all.


His men found blood on the sheets in one of the crew’s bunks; he told them to take pictures of the sheets and bag them, and he discovered more blood on deck, at the stern. There was a spatter trail across the transom. Either someone had been shot during the trip or there had been some manner of event after they’d docked. He stood at the rail and stared from the aft deck out across the water toward the stunted Boston skyline, which seemed even more stunted beneath the leaden sky. Even at a short distance, heat shimmered on the water and caused the city to blur.


“Detective!” the pilot of the patrol boat called to him from the dock and he made his way hastily off the boat and down the pier to the wooden walk, which, rising and falling on the tide beneath him, caused his nausea to return.


The pilot already had the engine running, the prop churning the water at the boat’s rear and the pipe pumping exhaust into the air, and he was undoing the ropes from their moorings. The two-way squawked in the wheelhouse. Owen removed his sunglasses to wipe at his eyes.


“What is it?” he asked.


“They’ve found a body,” the pilot said and gestured for Owen to pull in the last rope before he climbed aboard. “Near the immigration holding center on Armitage, at the other end of the docks.” And before he even thought of arguing, Owen had climbed in, tossing the mooring rope to the floor, and the pilot backed the boat into the channel.


The body had been dumped just above the waterline on a stony promontory—a breakwater of sorts—marking the end of the docklands, where the harbor opened up into the outer harbor and the bay. As Owen’s boat approached he could make out six cops assembled on the piers, creating a police line. Three stood on the promontory below. He jumped from the patrol boat just as it bumped the stone and strode toward the officers. When they saw him coming they stepped back and out of his way, but they continued watching and he could tell they were waiting to see how he’d react.


The body had been tarred and feathered, but it wasn’t like anything Owen had ever read about in history books. It was streaked with black pitch and here and there feathers poked up from the blood and gore. The skin had been burned off the victim because they’d used boiling pitch and not warm pine tar, which, Owen knew, had been used once upon a time mostly to shame and humiliate, not to torture or kill. The man’s face, black with flies, looked as if it were moving; caught and struggling in the tar, flies crawled slowly upon his cheeks and open mouth, across the glazed surface of his eyes, and in the shattered front of his skull; a large section of the bone at the glabella—the center of his forehead—was gone. He’d been shot through the back of the head.


Owen held a handkerchief to his mouth and swatted at the flies buzzing around him. Another wave of nausea assailed him, but, breathing deep and slow, he held it off. He knew that this was the worst of it and if he could get through it, he’d be all right. But the heat wasn’t helping. The sun had risen higher since they’d come across the harbor and now it beat down on his head like a ball-peen hammer. One of the cops, a veteran named Caputo, walked to the water’s edge and puked loudly.


The pitch tar was a bad touch; it had been spread on the man at an extreme temperature, so it was almost a liquid, torching the epidermis and making the skin blister and pull away from the muscle and tendon below—he would have been in agony before they shot him. Although they’d rushed the unloading, they had taken their time with this particularly gruesome act and hadn’t feared they’d be caught. The act, its audacity and its brutality, worried at him. He had the sense that with the boat emptied of its cargo and its crew gone underground and into hiding, this was just the beginning of something much larger; his interception of the trawler had set events in motion and this death was only the start. He realized that he’d broken out into a sweat and that it was sour with adrenaline.


“We found the buckets of tar they used up on the dock along with a barrel of industrial pitch,” one of the cops said. “There’s the charred remains of a fire, but nothing else.”


“Never seen anything like it,” said the cop standing to his right.


“Nope, me neither,” said Owen, “except in history books, and then nothing like this.”


He resisted touching the body for it looked as if the clothes and skin had melded in the heat of the pitch; he feared that if he checked the man’s pockets, his skin might come away with the tugging. He’d wait for the medical examiner to arrive before having his men attempt to move the body. “Did you check for ID?” he asked one of the cops.


“You told us not to touch anything,” said Wolinski.


Owen looked at him; he had a long nose shiny with sweat and had taken off his hat. His eyes were shielded by aviator sunglasses.


“I know I did. Well?”


The cop sighed and nodded. “He’s got nothing on him.”


Boat horns sounded out in the channel. The water glistened with an oily sheen. Small waves lapped at the stones. Owen looked at his watch. It was now eleven o’clock. They had a good chance of catching all the workers along the docks before they left for the day. He glanced up. A couple dozen were already beyond the police line, trying to get a look at the drama. A white sedan with the Massachusetts Office of the Chief Medical Examiner’s seal on it pulled up, and Fierro got out. Owen watched him step through the police line; he was already pulling out a pack of cigarettes.


“Take eight officers,” Owen said to the cop, “pair them off and get them talking to everyone they can along the docks. Have half begin at the south entrance and half at the north.” He gestured to the fishermen, dockhands, and longshoremen peering down from the wharf. “And you can start with that group up there. I want to know who this guy was. I want to know why he was killed this way.”
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DUDLEY SQUARE


AT DUSK THE STREETS still carried the heat of the day but there was a welcome relief when the sun went down. Young men and women filled Dudley Square for the Saturday-night dances. The sidewalks were so packed with people that many moved into the road, and cars had to slow to accommodate them. They came off streetcars and trolleys and off the Dudley Square El, heading to the Intercontinental, the Hibernian, the Rose Croix, Winslow Hall, the Silver Ballroom, and the Tuxedo Ballroom, the women flitting like moths in the late night as the streetlights buzzed on, their crinoline skirts bouncing and swirling as they walked in groups, heels clacking along the pavement as incessant as a streetcar’s wheels upon the rails.


It had been years since Cal had come into Dudley for the dance clubs, and the area still surprised him. The last time he’d been here had been with Lynne, before the war—God, had that much time passed? They’d been in their mid-twenties. Back then they’d often step out in Dudley Square; it had one of the best club scenes in town. And he was amazed to see how it had grown and thrived since then, stunned as he often was to find that the world had continued to exist without him. Dudley had even changed in his absence and become something other, something of which he no longer felt a part.


The streets were thronged with hundreds of people. Listening to the accents, he felt as if he’d been transported back to Ireland. He could tell that some of them were fresh off the boat.


He saw Dante and Claudia on the street walking from their car and he called out to them and strode to catch up. Owen and Anne were waiting for them at the entrance to the Intercontinental. Anne kissed Cal and Dante on the cheek and then took Claudia’s hands in hers and made her spin so that she could admire her dress. Owen looked pale; a sheen of sweat shone on his forehead. Anne squeezed his waist and teased him about his birthday and his age, and he smiled vainly. Just inside the door an Irish cop, who seemed to recognize Owen, tipped his cap to them and, having heard their talk, shouted merrily, “Happy birthday, Detective!” and this seemed to bring a genuine smile to Owen’s face as they paid the doorman and climbed the stairs to the Crystal Ballroom. There was another cop at the door and at different points about the room tuxedoed men observed the crowd, all watching for anyone getting too loud or physical or trying to sneak in a bottle from the bar downstairs. They all knew the rules: No drinking in the dance halls and, above all, show respect to the women.


They took a table before the dance floor and sat for a moment. On the stage a dozen or so musicians played a slow Irish ballad that Cal had some vague memory of—it was an old air, something his mother and father had once danced to in the good days, but done in a contemporary way. With the steady bass and snare accompaniment, the flourishes of trumpet and saxophone, it had an unmistakable drive to it, and it showed in how the dancers sped to grab dancing partners. He watched the hundreds of couples flowing across the floor and the sense of them filling the space with heat and energy. Above them a crystal ball spun slowly, reflecting the four filtered spotlights cast upon it, and showered the dancers with diamondlike prisms of soft light, as if it were raining.


Claudia reached for Dante’s hand. “Let’s dance!” she said, but Dante shook her hand off. “I can’t dance to this,” he said. “It’s not my thing.”


“Oh, you,” she said, but not angrily. “You can dance to anything if it’s got music in it—dance this waltz with me, please.”


Dante shook his head. “Ahh, give it a rest.” He nodded to the men about the room. “If I dance with you they’ll think we’re a couple; you’ll lose your chance with one of these lucky stiffs.”


Undeterred, Claudia turned to Cal. “What about you?”


“With these legs, Claudia? My dancing days are long over.”


“Go on, Cal,” Anne urged as she took Owen’s hand and he rose from the table. “Nobody sits here.”


“Nobody but me. Tonight I’d rather watch.”


For a while the three of them sat and looked on as Owen and Anne danced but when it became clear that Claudia was a woman without any attachments—Cal and Dante had been discussing Dante’s need for work and his recent job hunt—men began coming to the table. Now the dance floor filled as men walked from their chairs and asked the women sitting on the opposite side of the room to dance.


A young Irishman with black hair greased back with Brylcreem approached their table, and his pale cheeks flushed with blood.


“Would you mind?” he said, and the three of them looked at him as he held out his hand to Claudia. “I mean, might you be up for taking a spin on the floor?”


He glanced at Dante and Cal, who smiled encouragingly, and Claudia said: “Of course!” And, grinning, the young man took her hand, and they joined the crowd as the band began another waltz.


After the waltz, the music picked up, Irish-inflected big band merging with jazz and bop, and a thousand pairs of feet banged the wood so that the room seemed to vibrate as if from distant thunder, and Dante watched Claudia with her dancing partner and saw the carefree way she now had about her and something stiffened inside him. He realized he resented this new Claudia, so capable of throwing off her yoke of martyrdom. How easy she made it look—she was almost flaunting this new person in his face. It was as if he were looking at a stranger; he didn’t recognize this woman at all. Gone was her grief, her need to exist in solitude and pain. Gone was her desire to inflict suffering upon herself, to descend into her despair and isolation, her spinsterhood, as if it were somehow a badge of honor.


He stared at her in the dress he hadn’t even known she had as she spun beneath the shafts of reflected light. Her petticoat swirled back and forth about her wide hips. He looked at her face, smiling and then laughing at something her dancing partner said to her. The way she placed her hand partially over that smile in mock horror at what he’d said. Dante realized that Claudia’s newfound freedom and the release of inhibitions that came with it was a sort of betrayal.


Cal nudged him. “Claudia,” he said, “she’s a fine dancer. I never knew she could dance like that. You should get her out more often. She looks like she’s having the time of her life; I’ve never seen her so happy.”


“She thinks she’s Irene Dunne in Anna and the King of Siam.”


“And what’s the matter with that? Can’t she be whoever she wants to be? Look at her. She’s having a ball, for Christ’s sake.”


“Jesus, since when did you become so chipper?”


The room was sweltering, the air hot and still with hundreds of bodies pressed together. Cal didn’t know how they could all fit in the room. The tuxedoed attendants and the cops were lost in the throng. Up on the stage the band worked furiously; above their jacket lapels, the collars of their dress shirts had darkened with sweat.


Cal looked at the dancers moving across the parquet. He felt the familiar dissonance now, keenly, and tried to contain it, ensure that it did not affect Owen’s birthday celebrations, but every time he looked at the dance floor and the dancers there, he was transported to a time ten years before with Lynne—only the clothes and music had changed slightly; it was like looking at two images superimposed over each other until you could no longer clearly make out either. The important parts were gone. Lynne’s face was gone.


There was a reverberation of sound, the treble created by two identical records playing on phonographs alongside each other, their music half a second apart and so creating a partial echo. The lights and sounds and movement of people blurred; everything was shuddering. The edges of his world were turning black, as so often happened, the darkness moving slowly inward toward the center of his vision. He took some bennies from his pocket and popped them back quickly with a glass of water before Dante could notice his shaking hand, then with a smile plastered to his face he focused on a straight line toward a single spot—through the crowd to where the band played upon the stage; he focused first on the pianist, then the fiddler, the horn section, the drummer, the bass player, the accordionist, and gradually the room widened, the blackness at its edges retreated, and he saw the world fully again.


At the intermission between sets, while Owen was in the restroom, Anne took Cal aside. She wore a blue sequined dress that sparkled and shone under the light. Her red hair was done up in a bun and she had large, wide, and serious eyes. But there was almost nothing serious or demure about Anne Kelly—she’d grown up in a family of all boys, most of them firemen now, and she had a flippant sense of humor that Cal enjoyed.


“Cal,” she said, “would you do me a favor and take Owen down to the bar? It’s his birthday but you would think someone had died—buy him a couple of drinks, cheer him up. I want him to have a good time. Us ladies, we’ll be just fine.”


When Owen came back to the table he looked a hundred times worse. Anne, who was talking with Claudia, pretended as if nothing were wrong, but she glanced at Cal and he got the hint.


“Owen,” he said. “You look as if you’re gonna puke. C’mon, you need a drink. Let’s you and me and Dante go down to McPherson’s. I’m dying of the heat in here myself.”


Downstairs, the long bar at McPherson’s stretched the length of the building and men were lined up at it five deep. Fans turned slowly above their heads. They were putting back their drinks, loosening up their feet and tongues to go talk to women and ask them to dance. It was after ten o’clock and soon most of them would file out in anticipation of the band’s playlist, which they knew down to the minute. As the three of them made their way to the back of the bar someone shouted from the hallway, “They’re playing ‘The Star of the County Down’!” and half the men put back their pints and began moving toward the door.


At the end of the bar Cal ordered them each a beer and a whiskey and when the drinks came he and Dante raised their glasses to Owen and drank them down and then Cal ordered them another round. Above their heads they could feel the vibrations from the ballroom. The strains of the fiddle, blasts from the trumpets, and the steady boom of the bass drum tremored throughout the building. Owen and Dante lit cigarettes and Cal took off his jacket, loosened his tie. Sweat stained his pale blue shirt dark beneath his arms and along his spine.


Cal looked at Owen. “Owen, you’re as pale as a ghost.”


“Ah, I’m fine. It’s just this fucking heat.”


“Anne thinks you’re not having a good time. It’s your birthday, she wants you to have a good time.”


“I am having a good time, it’s a fucking gas.” Owen shook his head in frustration, lifted his glass, and finished his whiskey.


Dante raised his hand to the barkeep for another round.


“Drink isn’t going to help,” Owen said.


“Have one anyway,” Dante said. “It’s too hot not to.”


Owen took a deep drag of his cigarette and exhaled, tapped the butt end into an ashtray, and left it smoldering on the rim. “We set up a net to catch a boat coming into Charlestown this morning,” he said. “We received a tip that it was carrying guns, possibly other contraband, for the IRA. We had the whole harbor locked down.”


“Sounds like you didn’t find out what they were carrying. Did they figure you?”


“They sure did—they knew we would be waiting and came in sometime last night instead. We found the boat empty, tied up at Ross Wharf. The harbormaster said he had no records of it coming in. We know it’s from New York but we’re still trying to find out who the owner is.”


“And no one saw any of its crew leaving the docks?”


“We think someone might have, but that someone is dead. We’ve got a body but no ID yet. They tarred and feathered him, shot him in the head, and left his corpse tied to the Charlestown locks.”


Owen picked up his cigarette from the ashtray and sucked on it.


“What’s the meaning of that?” Dante said.


“It means,” said Cal as he finished his whiskey and signaled the barkeep again, “that he was a rat, an informer, or at least they believed he was.”


“Yeah, that’s exactly what it means.” Owen ran a hand through his hair; some color had returned to his face with the whiskey.


Dante frowned. “The IRA in Boston? I’ve never heard of it.”


“Neither have I. Not since my father’s day, anyway. And it worries me—if there’s a boat that was supposed to be going somewhere and it doesn’t get there and the IRA’s involved …”


“There’s going to be payback—but do you really think they’re that organized? Aren’t they mostly just shooting at their own or blowing themselves up?”


“Some of the Feds I talked to seemed to think so, say that they’ve seen more and more arms being smuggled out of the country to Ireland in the last six months, that something is about to happen. Which is the last thing we need here. The town’s a powder keg already with every gangster and his brother thinking he’s the next Blackie Foley, all trying to get a piece of what he left behind.”


Dante and Cal exchanged a look. It had been two years since any of them had mentioned Blackie’s name, although whenever they saw one another, the weight of the thing left unsaid was like a tenuous chain that bound them all—that and Sheila’s daughter, Maria. After Blackie’s death, Sully had taken back some of his dealings and territories that, over the years, his general had gradually adopted as his own, and for the first year, with Shaw at his side, Sully had seemed like the Sully of old, a force to be reckoned with, someone not even the mob or the new gangs emerging in Roxbury and Chinatown would mess with. But in the past eight months, his mind had begun to deteriorate—he was suffering from the early onset of dementia—and with his mind went his ability to manage the town. Now, on the days when he could remember who he was and he wasn’t shitting himself, Sully ran everything out of a nursing home in Dorchester, up on the hill, in Mount Bowdoin, above Ronan Park, with Shaw as his errand boy, and the only thing he seemed to care about was clean sheets.


“We’ve had twelve murders in the month of June,” said Owen. “You know the last time we had a number like that? And that’s just in Dorchester, Southie, Roxbury, and Charlestown. And now the Italians are pushing in as well, which doesn’t help any.”


“They must have unloaded the cargo in a hurry,” Cal said, “which means they most likely transported it somewhere local. They’ll need to find another way to get it to where it was going.”


“Probably,” said Owen. “Although they might always have had a contingency plan. Our tip-off thought it was a done deal, but someone else already had the get on us.”


“And on him,” Cal said. “You think this dead guy on the docks is the rat, your informant?”


“We don’t know—that’s the thing, we don’t know much of anything right now. I have to wait for an ID on the body and for the registry on the boat.”


“That’s some birthday present,” said Dante.


“Yeah, a real great present.”


“Happy fucking birthday,” said Cal, raising his glass, and Owen and Dante banged their glasses against his. “Happy fucking birthday,” they echoed and the Irish bartenders glanced down from the other end of the bar, stared at them for a moment, and then looked away.


They climbed the stairs back to the main ballroom, with Cal trying not to show how inebriated he was and testing each step carefully with his feet. He waved Owen and Dante on and they went ahead and rejoined the women. He stepped gingerly on the wood, resting to knead the muscle in his bad leg as men and women passed him.


As he stood before the ballroom, trying to collect himself, its doors opened suddenly. A couple emerged, arm in arm, the man smiling, the woman’s head thrown back in laughter, the sound lost in the cavernous space of the ballroom and among the dancing couples on the crystal-lit floor, and he was in that illuminated space, holding Lynne close to him and together they were twirling effortlessly about the room. The sound of the orchestra seemed to swell and in the rectangle of light cast onto the balcony he could see her—for the first time in months, he could see her face clearly—and she was smiling and happy, wearing an olive gown made of some type of silky material that clung to her body. Cal’s breath caught and he remained still, lost in and transfixed by the sight before him as if he were in a dream even as men and women bustled about him.


“Lynne,” he said quietly. “There are times, baby, when I need you more than ever, when I don’t know if I can do it without you.” He knew it was a selfish thing, but as bad as it had been after the war, it had never been as bad as this. Lynne had helped him keep it in check, reminding him of the difference between his two experiences, the one in Europe among the dead, and his life back home among the living. She’d reminded him during the darkness, when he’d become incapacitated by fear, shame, and self-loathing, that he was alive and he had only to make the choice, if he wanted, to keep living. And because of her he had made the choice. He’d kept living.


After he’d said good night to Owen and Anne and walked Dante and Claudia to their car, Cal stood on Dudley Street smoking a cigarette, watching the street life and waiting for his buzz to fade before he got on a trolley. The moonlight flickered on the rooftop stacks and water barrels, glowing like embers on the broken glass in the alleyways and glimmering on the chrome of cars parked along the street. Couples, arms entwined or wrapped around each other, passed by him. Cal stubbed his cigarette out on the brick wall and threw it in a trash can. The top floors of the dance halls shone light out onto the Avenue—he could see people there at the windows—and the strains of music filled the steamy night with a charge that prickled the skin, sent the hairs up on his arms.


On the corner opposite the Waldorf, half a dozen men lounged, hair greased and combed back, smoking intently and talking loud. Cal watched them for a bit and he knew they were looking for trouble. By the way they stood he could tell that they’d been drinking. One of them already seemed drink-sick; he had his head pressed to the brick wall as if it were the only thing that might save him. The others stared at the couples as they left the dance halls, eyeballing the men who might challenge them. The usual tension weighed like a lead slat across Cal’s shoulders and neck as he considered which one was the ringleader and how he might take him out, and then a large group of Connemara men crossed the street from Winslow House and their faces were flushed and their fists balled and they were talking angrily among themselves in Irish as they walked the street, and the greasers turned away and just as quickly Cal let his anger dissipate and the need to fight left him.
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JULY 4, SOUTH BOSTON


BOTTLE ROCKETS TORE into the sky, whistling threads of smoke that arched out over the harbor and exploded in sudden blasts of fire. Their reports were no louder than a .22-caliber pistol’s, but each reverberated off the still, dark waters as though signaling a war that was making its way to Boston.


Wiping his brow with a handkerchief already soaked through with sweat, Michael Cleland walked along the chain-link fence that bordered the truck lot and separated it from the small, sloping patch of land that led down to the derelict pier. There were about a dozen of them, mostly teenage boys and some smaller, likely their younger brothers who, with their mothers and fathers out at the bars and saloons, the older boys had to keep an eye on. Two of them prepped another round of rockets, placing them in empty cola bottles that were wedged at angles between the pier’s wooden slats. One boy lit a match and brought the flame to a long string of firecrackers, and once the wick sparkled white, he tossed it at the two kneeling on the pier. It flared up and blossomed violently; sparks and fire rained down between the rotting planks to the shallow waters below. The two boys hunched down and, with their bare arms shielding their faces, fled through the assault, hollering mad cries and curses. Smoke hung heavily in the air. Cleland couldn’t see them, but he could hear them laughing and screaming at one another, like children pretending to be men, their voices loud and courageous with liquor.


Today was the Fourth of July, Independence Day.


Once the smoke had cleared, the acrid odor of it biting at his throat, he could see one of the smaller boys standing at the very edge of the pier. The boy lit a Roman candle with the smoldering end of a cigar and raised the flaming stick high above his head. Blasts of red, blue, and white sparks shot out over the water, and Cleland could see that the boy clutching it was shirtless but unflinching as the bits of fire streamed down on him. The boy appeared possessed in the light, a young savage showing the others that no matter how much pain he suffered, he would hold his ground and never let go.


In a few years, he’d be a menace, Cleland could tell. No longer a troublesome delinquent but a young man cleansed of innocence, a criminal, chin always raised and fists always clenched. All to make his father proud. His father’s father proud. The whole line of hard men who were born in the States and saw Ireland as a mirage, a mythical land where their blood belonged but that their hearts had forgotten. They could never be royalty, but here in Boston, they could be kings.


Cleland cursed under his breath. Not even a single breeze to be found along the whole coastline. The city was three days into a heat wave, and he had the feeling it had just started, making Boston a great, miserable furnace, and that it would be this way until well after Labor Day. More sweat gathered along his brow and he wiped at it again with the handkerchief. He tried to breathe deeply and heard himself wheeze. It was as if a massive slate pressed hard against his lungs. I’m too old for this, he thought, his heavy-knuckled fingers grasping the chain-link fence as if he were trying to hold himself upright.


He watched one of the boys kneel down to light a whole brick of firecrackers. His friends hollered foulmouthed threats as they rushed by him, hopping off the pier and back to the bare patch of land where empty bottles of beer and broken glass glistened under the half-moon. The wick appeared to dim and then go out. Several of the boys turned inquisitive and cautiously stepped toward the brick, but suddenly the wick sputtered back to life. One of the teenage boys screamed like a young girl. And then blasts of light seemed to multiply and never end, but when the last firecracker exploded, the silence reappeared suddenly, jarringly. The cloud of smoke hung low off the pier and drifted up toward Cleland. The acrid odors of gunpowder burned at his eyes and filled his nostrils. The smell triggered a memory from his childhood, grabbed hold of him and brought him back.


Mum, will it ever end?


Dublin. Easter. The third day of fighting and him ten years old again, standing at the bedroom window and looking at the silhouette of the church two streets away that spired above the rooftops and cut into the great, dark sky. Reflecting off the church came the light from the other side of the square, illuminated with low blasts of artillery and the flashing bursts of rifles. On the street below, a blockade of scrap wood and furniture burned brightly. And from the flames came the shadows of men, elongated and stretched as they flickered against the storefront across the way, skipping through the night like ghouls. He had no idea if they were rebels or looters or Royals. He glanced down at his younger brother Samuel, who was standing beside him, his small hand hot and sweaty in his own, and him clasping at it because if he didn’t, Samuel would start up again. He noticed how the boy’s large eyes had had the blue sucked out of them; they glistened as black as river stone as he fought against tears. “Be a man, Sam. Crying will do us no good.”


And with their mother pacing the upstairs hallway, the floorboards creaking with slow, tired groans, the two of them waited it out and stood at the window well past their usual bedtime, watching as arcs of fire rose and fell beyond the church and listening to the dueling gunfire as it rattled and echoed against the buildings and along the cobblestones, and they waited, waited for Daddy to come home.
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