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    Praise for William Kennedy:


  




  “Kennedy is a writer with something to say, about matters that touch us all, and he says it with uncommon artistry”




  Washington Post




  “Kennedy’s power is such that the reader will follow him almost anywhere, to the edge of tragedy and back again to redemption”




  Wall Street Journal




  “Kennedy’s art is an eccentric triumph, a quirky, risk-taking imagination at play upon the solid paving stones, the breweries, the politicos and pool sharks of an

  all-too-actual city”




  The New York Review of Books




  “His smart, sassy dialogue conveys volumes about character. His scene setting makes the city throb with life”




  Newsday




  “What James Joyce did for Dublin and Saul Bellow did for Chicago, William Kennedy has done for Albany, New York: created a rich and vivid world invisible to the ordinary

  eye”




  Vanity Fair




  “His beguiling yarns are the kind of family myths embellished and retold across a kitchen table late at night, whiskified, raunchy, darkly funny”




  Time




  “William Kennedy’s Albany Cycle is one of the great achievements of modern American writing”




  Daily Mail




  “William Kennedy is pre-eminent among his generation of writers . . . Kennedy is peerless in the depth and acuity of his sustained vision, and the lost, past world of

  Albany says more to us today about the current state, about the heart and soul, of American politics than any recent bestselling, Hollywood-pandering political thriller has ever done”




  Spectator




  “Kennedy’s writing is a triumph: he tackles topics in a gloriously comic, almost old-fashioned language. You feel Kennedy could write the Albany phone book and make

  it utterly entertaining”




  Time Out




  “Kennedy proves to be truly Shakespearean”




  The Sunday Times




  “Kennedy is one of our necessary writers”




  GQ
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  This is for Pete McDonald, a first-rate relative, and for all the archetypes lurking in Ruth Tarson’s lake house




  
 





  People like killers. And if one feels sympathy for the victims it’s by way of thanking them for letting themselves be killed.




  – EUGENE IONESCO
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  “I really don’t think he’s dead,” I said to my three very old friends.




  “You what?” said Packy Delaney, dropsical now, and with only four teeth left. Elephantiasis had taken over his legs and now one thigh was the size of two. Ah time.




  “He don’t mean it,” Flossie said, dragging on and then stubbing out another in her chain of smokes, washing the fumes down with muscatel, and never mind trying to list

  her ailments. (“Roaches in your liver,” Flossie’s doc had told her. “Go on home and die at your own speed.”)




  Tipper Kelley eyed me and knew I was serious.




  “He means it, all right,” said Tipper, still the dap newsman, but in a 1948 double-breasted. “But of course he’s full of what they call the old bully-bull-bullshit

  because I was there. You know I was there, Delaney.”




  “Don’t I know it,” said the Pack.




  “Me and Bones McDowell,” said the Tip. “Bones sat on his chest.”




  “We know the rest,” said Packy.




  “It’s not respectful to Bones’ memory to say he sat on the man’s chest of his own accord,” Tipper said. “Bones was the finest reporter I ever worked with. No.

  Bones wouldn’t of done that to any man, drunk or sober, him or Jack the corpse, God rest his soul. Both their souls, if Jack had a soul.”




  “He had a soul all right,” said Flossie. “I saw that and everything else he had too.”




  “We’ll hear about that another time,” said Tipper, “I’m now talking about Bones, who with myself was the first up the stairs before the cops, and Jack’s wife

  there in the hallway, crying the buckets. The door was open, so Bones pushed it the rest of the way open and in he snuck and no light in the room but what was coming in the window. The cops pulled

  up then and we heard their car door slam and Bones says to me, ‘Come inside and we’ll get a look before they kick us the hell out,’ and he took a step and tripped, the simple

  bastard, and sprawled backward over the bed, right on top of poor Jack in his underwear, who of course didn’t feel a thing. Bones got blood all over the seat of his pants.”




  “Tipper,” said Packy, “that’s a goddamn pack of lies and you know it. You haven’t got the truth in you, and neither did Bones McDowell.”




  “So in comes big Barney Duffy with his flashlight and shines it on Bones sitting on poor Jack’s chest. ‘Sweet mother of mine,’ says Barney and he grabbed Bones by the

  collar and elbow and lifted him off poor Jack like a dirty sock. ‘Haven’tcha no manners atall?’ Barney says to him. ‘I meant no harm,’ says Bones. ‘It’s a

  nasty thing you’ve done,’ says Barney, ‘sittin’ on a dead man’s chest.’ ‘On the grave of me mother I tripped and fell,’ says Bones.

  ‘Don’t be swearing on your mother at a filthy time like this,’ says Barney, ‘you ought to be ashamed.’ ‘Oh I am,’ says Bones, ‘on the grave of me

  mother I am.’ And then Barney threw us both out, and I said to Bones on the way down the stairs, ‘I didn’t know your mother was in the grave,’ and he says to me,

  ‘Well, she’s not, the old fart-in-the-bottle, but she oughta be.’ ”




  “You never got a good look at the corpse,” Packy said to Tip, “and don’t tell me you did. But you know damn well that I did. I saw what they did to him when he was over

  at Keenan the undertaker’s for the autopsy. Thirty-nine bullets. They walked in there while he was sleeping and shot him thirty-nine times. I counted the bullet holes. You know what that

  means? They had seven pistols between the pair of them.”




  “Say what you will,” I told them, savoring Packy’s senile memory, remembering that autopsy myself, remembering Jack’s face intact but the back of his head blown away by

  not thirty-nine but only three soft-nosed .38-caliber bullets: one through his right jaw, tearing the neck muscle, cutting the spinal cord, and coming out through the neck and falling on the bed;

  another entering his skull near the right ear and moving upward through his brain, fracturing his skull, and remaining in the fracture; and the third, entering the left temple, taking a straight

  course across the brain and stopping just above the right ear.




  “I still don’t think he’s dead.”




  I had come to see Jack as not merely the dude of all gangsters, the most active brain in the New York underworld, but as one of the truly new American Irishmen of his day;

  Horatio Alger out of Finn McCool and Jesse James, shaping the dream that you could grow up in America and shoot your way to glory and riches. I’ve said it again and again to my friends who

  question the ethics of this somewhat unorthodox memoir: “If you liked Carnegie and Custer, you’ll love Diamond.” He was almost as famous as Lindbergh while his light burned.

  “The Most Picturesque Racketeer in the Underworld,” the New York American called him; “Most Publicized of Public Enemies,” said the Post; “Most Shot-At

  Man in America,” said the Mirror.




  Does anyone think these superlatives were casually earned? Why he was a pioneer, the founder of the first truly modern gang, the dauphin of the town for years. He filled the tabloids—never

  easy. He advanced the cause of joyful corruption and vice. He put the drop of the creature on the parched tongues of millions. He filled the pipes that pacify the troubled, loaded the needles that

  puncture anxiety bubbles. He helped the world kick the gong around, Jack did. And was he thanked for this benevolence? Hardly. The final historical image that endures is that corpse clad in

  underwear, flat-assed out in bed, broke and alone.




  That’s what finally caught me, I think: the vision of Jack Diamond alone, rare sight, anomalous event, pungent irony. Consider the slightly deaf sage of Pompeii, his fly open, feet apart,

  hand at crotch, wetting surreptitiously against the garden wall when the lava hits the house. Why he never even heard the rumbles. Who among the archeologists could know what glories that man

  created on earth, what truths he represented, what love and wisdom he propagated before the deluge of lava eternalized him as The Pisser? And so it is with Jack Diamond’s last image. It

  wouldn’t matter if he’d sold toilet paper or milk bottles for a living, but he was an original man and he needs an original epitaph, even if it does come four and a half decades late. I

  say to you, my reader, that here was a singular being in a singular land, a fusion of the individual life flux with the clear and violent light of American reality, with the fundamental Columbian

  brilliance that illuminates this bloody republic. Jack was a confusion to me. I relished his company, he made me laugh. Yet wasn’t I fearful in the presence of this man for whom violence and

  death were well-oiled tools of the trade? Yes, ah yes. The answer is yes. But fear is a cheap emotion, however full of wisdom. And, emotionally speaking, I’ve always thought of myself as a

  man of expensive taste.




  I chose the Kenmore to talk to Packy, Tipper, and Flossie because if Jack’s ghost walked anywhere, it was in that bar, that old shut-down Rain-Bo room with its peeling paint and its glory

  unimaginable now beneath all that emptiness. In the 1920’s and 1930’s the Kenmore was the Number One nightclub between New York and the Canadian border. Even during the Depression you

  needed a reservation on weekends to dance in evening clothes to the most popular bands in the country: Rudy Vallee and Ben Bernie and Red Nichols and Russ Morgan and Hal Kemp and the Dorsey

  Brothers and all the rest who came before and after them. Naturally, limelighter that he was, Jack lived there. And so why wouldn’t I choose the place to talk to three old friends, savor

  their memories and ring them in on my story?




  I called Flossie first, for we’d had a thing of sorts between us, and I’ll get to that. She was pretty back in those days, like a canary, all yellow-haired and soft and with the

  innocence of a birdsong, even though she was one of the loveliest whores north of Yonkers: The Queen of Stars, she called herself then. Packy’s Parody Club had burned years before and he was

  now tending bar at the Kenmore, and so I said can we meet there and can you get hold of Tipper? And she said Tipper had quit the newspaper business finally but would be on tap, and he was. And so

  there we were at the Kenmore bar, me looking up at the smoky old pair of David Lithgow murals, showing the hunt, you know. Eight pink-coated huntsmen on horseback were riding out from the mansion

  in the first mural, at least forty-five hounds at their heels, heading into the woods. They were back indoors in the second painting, toasting and laughing by the fire while one of their number

  held the dead fox up by the tail. Dead fox.




  “I was sitting where you’re sitting,” Packy said to me, “and saw a barman work up an order for Jack’s table, four rum Cokes. All he poured was one shot of rum,

  split it over the top of the four and didn’t stir them, so the suckers could taste the fruit of his heavy hand. ‘I saw that,’ I told him after the waiter picked the order up,

  ‘and I want you to know Jack Diamond is a friend of mine.’ The thieving bastard turned green and I didn’t pay for another drink in this joint till Jack died.”




  “His name had power,” Tipper said.




  “It still does,” I said. “Didn’t he bring us together here?”




  And I told them I was writing about him then, and they told me some of their truths, and secret lies, just as Jack had, and his wife Alice and his lovely light o’ love, Kiki, had years

  ago. I liked all their lies best, for I think they are the brightest part of anybody’s history.




  I began by recalling that my life changed on a summer day in 1930 when I was sitting in the second-floor library of the Knights of Columbus, overlooking Clinton Square and two blocks up from the

  Kenmore bar. I was killing time until the pinochle crowd turned up, or a pool partner, and I was reading Rabelais, my gift to the library. It was the only book on The Index in the library and the

  only one I ever looked at.


  

  That empty afternoon, and that book, gave me the insight that my life was a stupendous bore, and that it could use a little Gargantuan dimension. And so I said yes, I

  would take Jack Diamond up on his telephone invitation of that morning to come down to his place for Sunday dinner, three days hence. It was the Sunday I was to speak at the police communion

  breakfast, for I was one of Albany’s noted communion breakfast intellectuals in those days. I would speak, all right, and then I would walk down to Union Station and take the west shore train

  to Catskill to listen to whatever that strange and vicious charmer had to say to an Albany barrister.
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  I met Jack in 1925 when he and his brother Eddie were personally running booze down from Canada. Jack stopped at the Kenmore even then, and he and Eddie and some more of their

  crew were at the table next to me, talking about Al Jolson. From what he said, Jack was clearly a Jolson fan, and so was I, and I listened to him express amazement that anybody could be as good at

  anything as Jolson was, but that he was also the most conceited son of a bitch in shoe leather. I broke into the conversation and said something windy, like: “He sings, whistles, dances,

  gives out the jokes and patter and it’s all emotion, all a revelation of who he is. I don’t care how much he’s rehearsed, it’s still rare because it’s pure. He’s

  so at home in himself he can’t make a false gesture. Everything he does is more of that self that’s made a million, ten, twenty million, whatever it is. People find this very special

  and they’ll pay to see it. Even his trouble is important because it gives him diversity, pathos, and those qualities turn up in his voice. Everything he does funnels in and out of him through

  his talent. Sure he’s conceited, but that’s only a cover-up for his fear that he’ll be exposed as the desolated, impoverished, scrawny, fearful hyena that he probably thinks is

  his true image, but that he can’t admit to anybody without destroying his soul.”




  It all stunned Jack, who was a sucker for slick talk, and he bought me drinks for an hour. The next day he called to say he was sending me six quarts of Scotch and could I get him a pistol

  permit from Albany County? I liked the Scotch so I got him the permit.




  I didn’t have anything to do with him after that until 1929 when I represented Joe Vignola in the Hotsy Totsy case. And a story, which I pieced together very painfully from Joe, Jack, and

  half a dozen others, goes with that. It begins the night Benny Shapiro knocked out Kid Murphy in eight rounds at the Garden in ’29. Jack, a serious fan of Benny’s, won two grand that

  night taking the short end of seven to five.




  “Stop by the club later,” Benny remembered Jack telling him in the dressing room after the fight. “We’ll have a little celebration.”




  “I got to meet a guy, Jack,” Benny said.




  “Bring her along.”




  “I’ll try to make it, but I might be late.”




  “We’ll wait,” said Jack.




  Herman Zuckman came hustling toward the bar as Jack walked into the Hotsy Totsy Club with Elaine Walsh, a singer and his special friend of the moment, on his arm. Fat Herman

  had been sole owner of the Hotsy until Jack Diamond decided to join him as a fifty-fifty partner. The club was on Broadway, near Fifty-fourth, top of the second-floor stairs, music by a six-piece

  jazz band, and tonight Joe Vignola, the singing waiter, doubling on violin.




  All thirty tables in the bar area were full, despite Mayor Walker’s nightlife curfew to keep decent people away from racketeers, bad beer, and worse liquor. Wood alcohol. Rubbing alcohol.

  The finest. Imported by Jack from the cellars of Newark and Brooklyn. Drink me. The bartenders were working hard, but there was too much work for the pair, Walter Rudolph, old rum-runner with a bad

  liver, and Lukas, a new man. Jack took off his coat, a Palm Beach, and his hat, a white sailor straw, and rolled up his sleeves to help the barmen. Elaine Walsh sat at the end of the bar and

  listened to the music. “I’m just a vagabond lover,” Joe Vignola was singing. Joe Vignola, a merger of John Gilbert and Oliver Hardy, fiddled a chorus, then went back to delivering

  drinks.




  Saul Baker, silent doorman, sat by the door with two pistols in his pockets, one on his hip, another inside his coat, and smiled at arriving customers. Just out of Sing Sing, a holdup man in

  need, pudgy Saul had found a survival point in the spiritual soup kitchen of Jack Diamond. Let no hungry thief pass my door. Don’t try to tell Saul Baker Jack Diamond is a heartless man.




  Charlie Filetti sat at the end of the bar. Filetti, it would soon be disclosed, had recently banked twenty-five thousand dollars in one day, a fragment of profit from his partnership with Jack

  Diamond in the shakedown of bucket-shop proprietors, shady dealers in the stock market.




  “Who won the fight, Jack?” Filetti asked.




  “Benny. KO in eight. He ruined the bum.”




  “I lose three hundred.”




  “You bet against Benny?” Jack stopped working.




  “You got more confidence in him than I got. A lot of people don’t like him ducking Corrigan.”




  “Ducking? Did you say ducking?”




  “I’m saying what’s being said. I like Benny good enough.”




  “Benny ducks nobody.”




  “Okay, Jack, but I’m telling you what talk’s around town. They say you can make Benny lose, but you can’t make him win.”




  “It was on the level tonight. You think I’d back a mug who runs? You should’ve seen him take Murphy apart. Murphy’s a lunk. Hits like half a pound of sausage. Benny ate

  him up.”




  “I like Benny,” Filetti said. “Don’t get me wrong. I just like what Murphy did in his last fight. Murphy looked good that night I saw him.”




  “You don’t know, Charlie. You shouldn’t bet on fights. You just don’t know. Ain’t that right, Walter? He don’t know?”




  “I don’t follow the fights, Jack,” Walter Rudolph said. “I got out of the habit in stir. Last fight I saw was in ’23. Benny Leonard whippin’ a guy I

  don’t even remember.”




  “How about you, pal?” Jack asked Lukas, the new barman. “You follow the fights? You know Benny Shapiro?”




  “I see his name in the papers, that’s all. To tell you the truth, Mr. Diamond, I watch baseball.”




  “Nobody knows,” Jack said. He looked at Elaine. “But Elaine knows, don’t you, baby? Tell them what you said tonight at the fight.”




  “I don’t want to say, Jack.” She smiled.




  “Go ahead.”




  “It makes me blush.”




  “Never mind that, just tell them what you said.”




  “All right. I said Benny fights as good as Jack Diamond makes love.”




  Everybody at the bar laughed, after Jack laughed.


  

  “That means he’s a cinch to be champ,” Jack said.




  The mood of the club was on the rise and midnight seemed only a beginning. But forty minutes behind the bar was enough for Jack. Jack, though he had tended bar in his time, was

  not required to do manual labor. He was a club owner. But it’s a kick to do what you don’t have to do, right? Jack put on his coat and sat alongside Elaine. He put his hand under her

  loose blond hair, held her neck, kissed her once as everyone looked in other directions. Nobody looked when Jack kissed his ladies in public.




  “Jack is back,” he said.




  “I’m glad to see him,” Elaine said.




  Benny Shapiro walked through the door and Jack leaped off his chair and hugged him with one arm, walked him to a bar stool.




  “I’m a little late,” Benny said.




  “Where’s the girl?”




  “No girl, Jack. I told you it was a man. I owed some insurance.”




  “Insurance? You win a fight, break a man’s nose, and then go out and pay your insurance?”




  “For my father. I already stalled the guy two weeks. He was waiting. Woulda canceled the old man out in the morning. I figure, pay the bill before I blow the dough.”




  “Why don’t you tell somebody these things? Who is this prick insurance man?”




  “It’s okay, Jack, it’s all over.”




  “Imagine a guy like this?” Jack said to everybody.




  “I told you I always liked Benny,” Filetti said.




  “Get us a table, Herman,” Jack said. “Benny’s here.”




  Herman Zuckman, counting money behind the bar, turned to Jack with an amazed look.




  “I’m busy here, Jack.”




  “Just get us a table, Herman.”




  “The tables are all full, Jack. You can see that. We already turned away three dozen people. Maybe more.”




  “Herman, here beside me is the next welterweight champion of the world who’s come to see us, and all you’re doing is standing there making the wrong kind of noise.”




  Herman put the money in a strongbox under the bar, then moved two couples away from a table. He gave them seats at the bar and bought them a bottle of champagne.




  “You feeling all right?” Jack asked Benny when they all sat down. “No damage?”




  “No damage, just a little headache.”




  “Too much worrying about insurance. Don’t worry anymore about shit like that.”




  “Maybe he’s got a headache because he got hit in the head,” Charlie Filetti said.




  “He didn’t get hit in the head,” Jack said. “Murphy couldn’t find Benny’s head. Murphy couldn’t find his own ass with a compass. But Benny found

  Murphy’s head. And his nose.”




  “How does it feel to break a man’s nose?” Elaine asked.




  “That’s a funny question,” Benny said. “But to tell the truth you don’t even know you’re doing it. It’s just another punch. Maybe it feels solid, maybe

  it don’t.”




  “You don’t feel the crunch, what the hell good is it?” Jack said.




  Filetti laughed. “Jack likes to feel it happen when the noses break, right Jack?”




  Jack mock-backhanded Filetti, who told him: “Don’t get your nose out of joint, partner”—and he laughed some more. “I remember the night that big Texas oil

  bozo gave Jack lip. He’s about six eight and Jack breaks a bottle across his face at the table, and then you couldn’t stop laughing, Jack. The son of a bitch didn’t know

  what hit him. Just sat there moppin’ up his blood. Next day I go around to tell him what it costs to give lip to Jack and he says he wants to apologize. Gives me a grand to make Jack feel

  good. Remember that, Jack?”




  Jack grinned.




  The Reagans, Billy and Tim, came into the club and everybody knew it. They were brawny boys from the Lower West Side, dockworkers as soon as they knew they were men, that God

  had put muscles in their backs to alert them to that fact. Behind his back people called Billy The Omadhaun, a name he’d earned at seventeen when in a drunken rage he threw repeated football

  blocks at the crumbling brick tenement he lived in. Apart from the bleeding scrapes and gouges all over his body, an examination disclosed he had also broken both shoulders. His brother Tim, a man

  of somewhat larger wit, discovered upon his return from the Army in 1919 that beer-loading was no more strenuous than ship-loading, and far more lucrative. Proprietorship of a small speakeasy

  followed, as Tim pursued a prevailing dictum that to establish a speakeasy what you needed was one room, one bottle of whiskey, and one customer.




  “That’s a noisy bunch,” Elaine said when they came in.




  “It’s the Reagans,” said Filetti. “Bad news.”




  “They’re tough monkeys,” Jack said, “but they’re pretty good boys.”




  “The big one’s got a fist like a watermelon,” Benny said.




  “That’s Billy,” Jack said. “He’s tough as he is thick.”




  Jack waved to the Reagans, and Tim Reagan waved and said, “Hello, Jack, howsa boy?”




  “How’s the gin in this joint?” Billy asked Joe Vignola in a voice that carried around the room. Herman Zuckman looked up. Customers eyed the Reagans.




  “The best English gin is all we serve,” Vignola told him. “Right off the boat for fancy drinkers like yourselves.”




  “Right out of Jack’s dirty bathtub,” Billy said.




  “No homemade merchandise here,” Vignola said. “Our customers get only the real stuff.”




  “If he didn’t make it then he stole it,” Billy said. He looked over at Jack Diamond. “Ain’t that so, Jack?”




  “If you say so, Billy,” Jack said.




  “Hey, he can get in trouble with that kind of talk,” Filetti said.




  “Forget it,” Jack said. “Who listens to a drunk donkey Irishman?”




  “Three of the good gins,” Billy told Vignola. “Right away.”




  “Comin’ up,” said Vignola, and he rolled his eyes, dropped the serving tray he carried under his arm, but caught it just before it hit the floor, then lofted it and caught it

  again, well over his head, and spun it on the index finger of his left hand: a juggler’s routine. Others laughed. The Reagans did not.




  “Get the goddamn gin and never mind the clown act,” Billy Reagan said. “You hear me, you waiter baloney? Get the gin.”




  Jack immediately went to the Reagan table and stood over big-fisted Billy. He poked Billy’s shoulder with one finger. “You got no patience. Make noise in your own joint, but have a

  little patience when you’re in somebody else’s.”




  “I keep telling him he’s ignorant,” Tim Reagan said. “Sit down, Jack, don’t mind him. Have a drink. Meet Teddy Carson from Philly. We been tellin’ him about

  you, how you come a long way from Philadelphia.”




  “How you makin’ out, Jack?” Teddy Carson said, another big fist. He shook Jack’s hand, cracking knuckles. “Some boys I know in Philly talk about you a lot. Duke

  Gleason, Wiggles Mason. Wiggles said he knew you as a kid.”




  “He knocked a tooth out on me. I never got even.”




  “That’s what he told me.”




  “You tell him I said hello.”




  “He’ll be glad to hear that.”




  “Pull up a chair, Jack,” Tim said.




  “I got a party over there.”




  “Bring ’em over. Make the party bigger.”




  Saul Baker left his post by the door when Jack went back to his own table. “That’s a bunch of shitheads, Jack. You want ’em thrown out?”




  “It’s all right, Saul.” Pudgy little Saul Baker, chastising three elephants.




  “I hate a big mouth.”




  “Don’t get excited.”




  Jack said he wanted to have a drink with the Reagans. “We’ll all go over,” he said to Filetti, Elaine, and Benny.




  “What the hell for?” said Filetti.




  “It’ll keep ’em quiet. They’re noisy, but I like them. And there’s a guy from Philly knows friends of mine.”




  Jack signaled Herman to move the table as Joe Vignola finally brought drinks to the Reagans.




  “You call this gin?” Billy said to Vignola, holding up a glass of whiskey. “Are you tryna be a funny guy? Are you lookin’ for a fight?”




  “Gin’s gone,” Vignola said.




  “I think you’re lookin’ for a fight,” Billy said.




  “No, I was looking for the gin,” Vignola said, laughing, moving away.




  “This is some dump you got here, Jack,” Billy called out.




  Herman and a waiter moved Jack’s table next to the Reagans, but Jack did not sit down.




  “Let me tell you something, Billy,” Jack said, looking down at him. “I think your mouth is too big. I said it before. Do I make myself clear?”




  “I told you to shut your goddamn trap,” Tim told Billy, and when Billy nodded and drank his whiskey, Jack let everybody sit down and be introduced. Charlie Filetti sat in a quiet

  pout. Elaine had swallowed enough whiskey so that it made no difference where she sat, as long as it was next to Jack. Jack talked about Philadelphia to Teddy Carson, but then he saw nobody was

  talking to Benny.




  “Listen,” Jack said, “I want to raise a toast to Benny here, a man who just won a battle, man headed for the welterweight crown.”




  “Benny?” said Billy Reagan. “Benny who?”




  “Benny Shapiro, you lug,” Tim Reagan said. “Right here. The fighter. Jack just introduced you.”




  “Benny Shapiro,” Billy said. He pondered it. “That’s a yid name.” He pondered it further. “What I think is yids make lousy fighters.”




  Everybody looked at Billy, then at Benny.




  “The yid runs, is how I see it,” Billy said. “Now take Benny there and the way he runs out on Corrigan. Wouldn’t meet an Irishman.”




  “Are you gonna shut up, Billy?” Tim Reagan said.




  “What do you call Murphy?” Benny said to Billy. “Last time I saw him tonight he’s got rosin all over his back.”




  “I seen you box, yid. You stink.”




  “You dumb fucking donkey,” Jack said. “Shut your stupid mouth.”




  “You wanna shut my mouth, Jack? Where I come from, the middle name is fight. That’s how you shut the mouth.”




  Billy pushed his chair away from the table, straddling it, ready to move. As he did, Jack tossed his drink at Billy and lunged at his face with the empty glass. But Billy only blinked and

  grabbed Jack’s hand in flight, held it like a toy.




  Saul Baker snatched a gun from his coat at Jack’s curse and looked for a clear shot at Billy. Then Tim Reagan grabbed Saul’s arm and wrestled for the gun. Women shrieked and ran at

  the sight of pistols, and men turned over tables to hide. Herman Zuckman yelled for the band to play louder, and customers scrambled for cover to the insanely loud strains of the “Jazz Me

  Blues.” Elaine Walsh backed into a checkroom, Benny Shapiro, Joe Vignola, and four others there ahead of her. The bartenders ducked below bar level as Billy knocked Jack backward over

  chairs.




  “Yes, sir,” Billy said, “the middle name is fight.”




  Tim Reagan twisted the pistol out of Saul Baker’s grip as Teddy Carson fired the first shot. It hit Saul just above the right eye as he was reaching for his second pistol, on his hip.




  The second shot was Charlie Filetti’s. It grazed Billy’s skull, knocking him down. Filetti fired again, hitting Carson, who fell and slithered behind a table.




  Jack Diamond, rising slowly with his pistol in his hand, looked at the only standing enemy, Tim Reagan, who was holding Saul’s pistol. Jack shot Tim in the stomach. As Tim fell, he shot a

  hole in the ceiling. Standing then, Jack fired into Tim’s forehead. The head gave a sudden twist and Jack fired two more bullets into it. He fired his last two shots into Tim’s groin,

  pulling the trigger three times on empty chambers. Then he stood looking down at Tim Reagan.




  Billy opened his eyes to see his bleeding brother beside him oh the floor. Billy shook Tim’s arm and grunted “Timbo,” but his brother stayed limp. Jack cracked Billy on the

  head with the butt of his empty pistol and Billy went flat.




  “Let’s go, Jack, let’s move,” Charlie Filetti said.




  Jack looked up and saw Elaine’s terrified face peering at him from the checkroom. The bartenders’ faces were as white as their aprons. All faces looked at Jack as Filetti grabbed his

  arm and pulled. Jack tossed his pistol onto Billy’s chest and it bounced off onto the floor.
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  Jack lived the fugitive life after the Hotsy, the most hunted man in America, and eventually he wound up in the Catskills. I don’t think I’d have ever seen him

  again if the 1925 meeting in the Kenmore had been our only encounter. But I know my involvement in the Hotsy case brought me back to his mind, even though we never met face to face during it. And

  when the heat was off in midsummer of 1930, when the Hotsy was merely history, Jack picked me out of whatever odd pigeonhole he’d put me in, called me up and asked me to Sunday dinner.




  “I’m sorry,” he said when he called, “but I haven’t seen you since that night we talked in the Kenmore. That’s been quite a while and I can’t remember

  what you look like. I’ll send a driver to pick you up, but how will he recognize you?”




  “I look like St. Thomas Aquinas,” I said, “and I wear a white Panama hat with a black band. Rather beat up, that hat. You couldn’t miss it in a million.”




  “Come early,” he said. “I got something I’d like to show you.”




  Joe (Speed) Fogarty picked me up at the Catskill railroad station, and when I saw him I said, “Eddie Diamond, right?”




  “No,” he said. “Eddie died in January. Fogarty’s the name.”




  “You look like his twin.”




  “So I’m told.”




  “You’re Mr. Diamond’s driver—or is he called Legs?”




  “Nobody who knows him calls him anything but Jack. And I do what he asks me to do.”




  “Very loyal of you.”




  “That’s the right word. Jack likes loyalty. He talks about it.”




  “What does he say?”




  “He says, ‘Pal, I’d like you to be loyal. Or else I’ll break your fucking neck.’ ”




  “The direct approach.”




  We got into Jack’s custom, two-tone (green and gray) Cadillac sedan with whitewalls and bulletproof glass, armor panels, and the hidden pistol and rifle racks. The latter were features I

  didn’t know existed until the following year when Jack had the occasion to open the pistol rack one fateful night. Now what I noticed were the black leather seats and the wooden dashboard

  with more gauges than any car seemed to need.




  “How far is it to Jack’s house?” I asked.




  “We’re not going to Jack’s house. He’s waiting for you over at the Biondo farm.”




  “That wouldn’t be Jimmy Biondo, would it?”




  “You know Jimmy?”




  “I met him once.”




  “Just once? Lucky you. The bum is a throwback. Belongs in a tree.”




  “I’d tend to sympathize with that view. I met him during the Hotsy Totsy business. We swapped views one day about a client of mine, Joe Vignola.”




  “Joe. Poor Joe”—and Fogarty gave a sad little chuckle. “Some guys’d be unlucky even if they were born with rabbits’ feet instead of thumbs.”




  “Then you knew Joe.”




  “I used to go to the Hotsy when I was in New York even before I knew Jack. It was quite a place before the big blowup. Plenty of action, plenty of gash. I met my wife there, Miss Miserable

  of 1929.”




  “So you’re married.”




  “Was. It broke up in four months. That dame would break up a high mass.”




  It was Sunday morning, not quite noon, when Fogarty left the station in Catskill and headed west toward East Durham, where Jimmy Biondo lived. My head was full of Catskill images, old Rip Van

  Winkle who probably would have been hustling applejack instead of sleeping it off if he’d been alive now, and those old Dutchmen with their magical ninepins that lulled you into oblivion and

  the headless horseman riding like a spook through Sleepy Hollow and throwing his head at the trembling Ichabod. The Catskills were magical for me because of their stories, as well as their beauty,

  and I was full of both, despite the little crater of acid in the pit of my stomach. After all, I was actually going to Sunday dinner with one of the most notorious men in America. Me. From

  Albany.




  “You know, two and a half hours ago I was talking to a whole roomful of cops.”




  “Cops? I didn’t know cops worked in Albany on Sunday.”




  “Communion breakfast. I was the speaker and I told them a few stories and then looked out over their scrubbed faces and their shiny buttons and explained that they were our most important

  weapon in saving the nation from the worst scourge in its history.”




  “What scourge?”




  “Gangsterism.”




  Fogarty didn’t laugh. It was one of his rare humor failures.




  Fogarty was the only man I ever met through Jack who wasn’t afraid to tell me what was really on his mind. There was an innocence about him that survived all the horror,

  all the fear, all the crooked action, and it survived because Jack allowed it to survive. Until he didn’t allow it anymore.




  Fogarty told me he was eleven when he understood his own weak spot. It was his nose. When tapped on the nose in a fight, he bled, and the sight and feel of the blood made him vomit. While he

  vomited, the other guy punched him senseless. Fogarty avoided fistfights, but when they were unavoidable he packed his nose with the cotton he always carried. He usually lost his fights, but after

  he understood his nose, he never again bled to the vomit point.




  He was thirty-five when I got to know him, pretty well recovered from a case of TB he’d picked up during his last year of college. He had a Fordham stringency that had gone sour on

  religion, but he still read books, liked O’Neill, and could talk a little Hamlet, because he’d played Laertes once in school. Jack used him as a driver but also trusted him with money

  and let him keep the books on beer distribution. But his main role was as Jack’s sidekick. He looked like Eddie. And Eddie had died of TB.




  Fogarty was working as a bartender for Charlie Northrup when he first met Jack. He talked flatteringly about Jack’s history when they sat across from each other at Northrup’s

  roadhouse bar. Jack was new in the mountains and he quizzed Fogarty on the scene. What about the sheriff and the judges? Were they womanizers? Gamblers? Queers? Drunks? Merely greedy? Who ran beer

  in the mountains besides Northrup and the Clemente brothers?




  Fogarty gave Jack the answers, and Jack hired him away from Northrup and gave him the pearl-handled .32 Eddie Diamond once owned. Fogarty carried it without loading it, giving it the equivalent

  menace of a one-pound rock. “You boys don’t know it, but I’ve got you all covered with a one-pound rock.”




  “I don’t want to get into any heavy stuff” is what he explained to Jack when he took the pistol.




  And Jack told him: “I know you better than that, Speed. I don’t ask my tailor to fix my teeth.”




  This arrangement suited Fogarty down to his socks. He could move among the big fellows, the tough fellows, without danger to himself. If he did not fight, he would not bleed.




  Fogarty turned onto a winding narrow dirt road that climbed a few minor hills and then flattened out on a plateau surrounded by trees. Jimmy Biondo’s place was an old

  white farmhouse with green shutters and green shingled roof. It sat at the end of the drive, and behind it stood a large unpainted barn as dilapidated as the house was elegant. Three moving shapes

  sat on the long front porch, rocking in green wicker rockers, their faces hidden from me by the newspapers they were all reading. The faces opened themselves to us when Fogarty stopped on the grass

  beside the house, and Jack, the first to stand, threw down the paper and bounded down the stairs to greet me. The woman, Alice, held the paper in her lap and looked at me with a smile. The second

  man was Jimmy Biondo, who owned the place but no longer used it, and rented it to Jack. He detached himself from Andy Gump to give me a look.




  “Welcome to God’s country, Marcus,” Jack said. He was in white ducks, brown and white wing tips, and a yellow silk sport shirt. A tan blazer hung on the back of his rocker.




  “God’s country?” I said. “Fogarty told me Jimmy Biondo owned this place.”




  Jack laughed and Jimmy actually smiled. A smile from Jimmy lit up the world like a three-watt bulb.




  “Look at this guy,” Jack said to his wife and Jimmy, “a lawyer with a sense of humor. Didn’t I tell you he was beautiful?”




  “I only let my mother call me beautiful,” I said.




  What can I say? Jack laughed again. He liked my lines. Maybe it was my delivery or my funny old hat. Fogarty recognized me from the hat as soon as he saw me. It was all discolored at the front

  from where I touched it, crown and brim; the brim was split on the side and the black band raveling a little. It happened to be my favorite hat. People don’t understand that some men need

  tradition as much as others need innovation. I doffed the hat when Alice came down the steps and characteristically asked me after our handshake, “Are you hungry? Have you had

  breakfast?”




  “Catholic eggs and Irish bacon. That’s extra greasy. About three hours ago at a communion breakfast.”




  “We just came from church, too,” Alice said.




  Oh? But I didn’t say oh. I just repeated the story about my speech on the scourge of gangsterism. Jack listened with straight face, and I thought, Oh Christ, another humor failure.




  “I know what you mean,” he said. “Some of my best friends have been taken by that scourge.” Then he smiled, a very small smile, a smile you might call wry, or knowing, or

  ironic, or possibly ominous, which is how I looked at it and was why I laughed my courtroom laugh. That laugh, as they used to say in the Albany papers, is booming and infectious, and it had the

  effect of making Jack’s line seem like the joke of the year.




  Jack responded by standing up and jiggling, a moving glob of electricity, a live wire snaking its way around the porch. I knew then that this man was alive in a way I was not. I saw the vital

  principle of his elbow, the cut of his smile, the twist of his pronged fingers. Whatever you looked at was in odd motion. He hit you, slapped you with his palm, punched you with a light fist,

  clapped you on the shoulder, ridding himself of electricity to avoid exploding. He was conveying it to you, generating himself into yourself whether you wanted to receive him or not. You felt

  something had descended upon him, tongues of fire maybe or his phlogiston itself, burning its way into your own spirit.




  I liked it.




  It was an improvement on pinochle.




  I mounted the steps and shook hands with Biondo and told him how overjoyed I was to see him again. He gave me a nod and an individualized twitch of each nostril, which I considered high

  graciousness. I would describe Jimmy as a giant maggot, an abominable toad with twelve-ounce eyelids and an emancipated nose that had nothing to do with the rest of his face. He was a globular

  figure of uncertain substance. Maybe all hotdog meat, goat’s ears and pig’s noses inside that salmony, shantung sportshirt. You said killer as soon as you looked at him, but he was not

  a killer. He was more complex than that.




  “How’s your buddy Joe Vignola?” he asked me. And he grunted a laugh, which went like this: “Hug, hug, hug.”




  “Joe is recovering nicely,” I said, an exaggeration. Joe was in awful shape. But I should give Jimmy Biondo satisfaction?




  “Dumb,” said Jimmy. “Dumb, dumb, dumb.”




  “He never hurt anybody,” I said.




  “Dumb,” said Jimmy, shaking his head, drawing out the sound like a short siren. “Dumb waiter,” he said, and he laughed like a sneeze.




  “I felt so sorry for his family,” Alice said.




  “Feel sorry for your own family,” Jack said. “The son of a bitch was a stool pigeon.”




  “I’ll feel sorry for anybody I feel like feeling sorry for,” Alice said in modified spitfire manner, a trait I somehow didn’t expect from the wife of Jack Diamond. Did I

  think he’d marry a placid cow? No. I thought he’d dominate any woman he chose to live with. We know from the movies, don’t we, that one well-placed grapefruit in the kisser and

  the women learn who’s boss? Public Enemy, the Cagney movie with that famed grapefruit scene, was touted as the real story of Jack Diamond when it played Albany. The advertising linked

  it unmistakably to his current escapades: “You read about him on yesterday’s front pages in this newspaper. Now see the story behind the headlines,” etc. But like everything else

  that ever had anything to do with Jack in the movies, it never had anything to do with Jack.




  Well, we got past Joe Vignola as a topic, and then after a few anxious grunts from Jimmy (“Guh, guh, guh,”), he got up and announced his departure. Fogarty would take him to Hudson,

  across the river, and he’d take a train to Manhattan. His and Jack’s presence on this front porch was not explained to me, but I didn’t pry. I didn’t know until much later

  that they were partners of a kind. His departure improved the conversation, and Alice said she and Jack had been to mass over at Sacred Heart in Cairo where she, and once in a while he, went on

  Sunday, and that Jack had given money for the new church organ and that she brought up Texas Guinan one summer to raise money at a church lawn party and Jack was going to bring Al Jolson up and so

  on. Revelatory.




  An old colored man came to the foot of the front steps and said to Jack, “The tahger’s ready, Mist’ Jack.” Tahger? Tiger? Could he be keeping a tiger? Was that what he

  wanted to show me?




  “Okay, Jess,” Jack said. “And will you bring out two quarts of rye and two quarts of champagne and leave ’em here on the porch?”




  Jesse nodded and moved off slowly, a man who looked far older than his years, actually a stoop-backed fifty, a Georgia cotton chopper most of his days and then a stable hand. Jack met him in

  ’29 through a Georgia horse breeder who had brought him to Churchill Downs as a stable boy. Jack heard Jesse had made moonshine back home and hired him on the spot at a hundred a week, a pay

  raise of about eight hundred percent, to come north with his two teen-aged sons and no wife and be plumber for an applejack still Jack and Biondo owned jointly, and which, since that time, had

  functioned night and day in a desolated patch of woods a quarter of a mile from the patch of porch on which I was rocking.




  So the old man went for the rye and champagne, and I mentally alerted my whistle to coming attractions. Then Alice looked at Jack and Jack looked at me and I looked at both of them, wondering

  what all the silent looking was for. And then Jack asked me a question: “Ever fire a machine gun, Marcus?”




  We walked to the garage-cooler, which is what it turned out to be, as luxuriously appointed a tumbledown barn as you’d be likely to find anywhere in America, with a beer

  refrigeration unit; a storage room for wine and champagne, paneled in knotty pine; a large area where three trucks could comfortably park; and a total absence of hay, hornets, barnsmell, cowflop,

  or chickenshit.




  “No,” I had told Jack, in answer to his question, “I am a machine-gun virgin.”




  “Time you shot the wad,” Jack said, and he went dancing down the stairs and around the corner toward the barn, obviously leading both me and Alice, before we were out of our

  chairs.




  “He’s a nut on machine guns,” Alice said. “He’s been waiting till you got here to try it out. You don’t have to do it, you know, just because he suggests

  it.”




  I nodded my head yes, shook it no, shrugged, and, I suppose, looked generally baffled and stupid. Alice and I walked across the side lawn to the barn where Jack had already pried up a floorboard

  and was lifting out a Thompson submachine gun, plus half a dozen boxes of bullets.




  “Brand-new yesterday from Philadelphia,” he said. “I been anxious to test it.” He dislodged the magazine, loaded it, replaced it with what, despite my amateurism in the

  matter, I would call know-how. “I heard about a guy could change one of these drums in four seconds,” he said. “That’s handy in a tight spot.”




  He stood up and pointed it at the far end of the barn where a target was tacked on a windowless wall. The target was a crudely drawn face with the name Dutch Schultz lettered beneath.




  “I had a couple of hundred of these printed up a few years ago,” he said, “when Schultz and me weren’t getting along. He looks just like that, the greedy prick. I drew it

  myself.”




  “You get along all right now with him?”




  “Sure. We’re pals again,” Jack said and he let go with a long blast that nicked the Schultz forehead in two or three places.




  “A little off,” Jack observed, “but he’d have noticed.”




  “Let me try,” Alice said. She took the gun from Jack, who parted with it reluctantly, then fired a long burst which roamed the wall without touching the target. With a second burst

  she hit the paper’s edge, but not Schultz.




  “I’m better with a rifle.”




  “You’re better with a frying pan,” Jack said. “Let Marcus try it.”




  “It’s really out of my line,” I said.




  “Go on,” Jack said. “You may never get another chance, unless you come to work for me.”




  “I’ve got nothing against Mr. Schultz.”




  “He wouldn’t mind. Lotsa people shoot at him.”




  Jack put the gun in my hands, and I held it like a watermelon. Ridiculous. I put my right hand on the pistol grip, grabbed the other handgrip with the left, and raised the stock into my armpit.

  Absurd. Uncomfortable.




  “Up a little,” Jack said. “Against the shoulder.”




  I touched the trigger, raised the gun. Why? It was wobbly, cold. I pointed it at Schultz. Sunday morning. Body of Christ still undigested in some internal region, memory of prayer and holy bacon

  grease on my tongue. I touched the trigger seriously, pulled the gun tighter to my shoulder. Old feeling. Comfortable with a weapon against the pectoral. Like Army days, days in the woods as a kid.

  Put it down, fool.




  “For chrissake, Marcus, give it a blast,” Jack said.




  Really childish not to. Raising the flag of morality. Powerful Irish Catholic magic at work that prohibits shooting effigies on the side of a barn Bless me Father for I have sinned. I shot at

  Mr. Schultz’s picture. And did you hit it, son? No, Father, I missed. For your penance say two rosaries and try again for the son of a bitch.




  “Honest, Marcus,” Alice said, “it won’t bite.”




  Ladies’ Auxiliary heard from. Altar Rosary Society Member attends machine-gun outing after mass, prods lawyer to take part. What a long distance between Marcus and Jack Diamond.

  Millenniums of psychology, civilization, experience, turpitude. Man also develops milquetoasts by natural selection. Would I defend him if some shooters walked through the barn door? What

  difference from defending him in court? And what of Jack’s right to justice, freedom, life? Is the form of defense the only differentiating factor? What a morally confounded fellow Marcus is,

  perplexed by Mr. Thompson’s invention.




  I pressed the trigger. Bullets exploded in my ears, my hands, my shoulders, my blood, my brain. The spew of death was a personal tremor that even jogged my scrotum.




  “Close, off the right ear,” Jack said. “Try again.”




  I let go with another burst, feeling confident. No pain. It’s easy. I leveled the weapon, squeezed off another.




  “Got him. Eyeball high. No more Maggie’s Drawers for Marcus. You want a job riding shotgun?”




  Jack reached for the gun, but I held onto it, facing the ease with which I had become new. Do something new and you are new. How boring it is not to fire machine guns. I fired again and

  eliminated the Schultz mouth.




  “Jesus, look at that,” Jack said.




  I gave him the gun and he looked at me. Me. Sandlot kid hits grand slam off thirty-game winner, first time at bat.




  “How the hell did you do that?” Jack asked me.




  “It’s all a matter of the eyeball,” I said. “I also shoot a pretty fair game of pool.”




  “I’m impressed,” Jack said. He gave me another amazed look and put the weapon to his shoulder. But then he decided the shooting was over. What if he missed the target now? Bum

  of bums.




  “Let’s have lunch and toast your sharpshooting,” he said.




  “Oh nonsense,” Alice said, “let’s toast something important, like the beautiful day and the beautiful summer and having friends to dinner. Are you our friend,

  Marcus?”




  I smiled at Alice to imply I was her friend, and Jack’s, too. And I was then, yes I was. I was intuitively in sympathy with this man and woman who had just introduced me to the rattling,

  stammering splatter of violent death. Gee, ain’t it swell?




  We walked back to the porch where Fogarty was reading Krazy Kat.




  “I heard the shooting,” Fogarty said, “who won?”




  “Marcus won,” Alice said.




  “I wiped out Mr. Schultz’s mouth, if that’s a win.”




  “Just what he deserves. The prick killed a kid cousin of mine last week in Jersey.”




  And so I had moral support for my little moral collapse—which sent a thrill through me, made me comfortable again on this glorious Sunday in the mountains.




  We got into the car and left the Biondo place, Alice and I in the back seat, Jack up front with Fogarty. Alice previewed our Sunday dinner for me: roast beef and baked

  potatoes, and did I like my beef rare the way Jack liked it, and asparagus from their own garden, which Tamu, their Japanese gardener, had raised, and apple pie by their colored maid, Cordelia.




  Alice bulged out of her pink summer cotton in various places, and my feeling was that she was ready instantly to let it all flop out whenever Jack gave the signal. All love, all ampleness, all

  ripeness, would fall upon the bed, or the ground, or on him, and be his for the romping. Appleness, leaves, blue sky, white sheets, erect, red nipples, full buttocks, superb moistness at the

  intersection, warm wet lips, hair flying, craziness of joy, pleasure, wonder, mountains climbable with a stride after such sex.




  I like her.




  Oxie was asleep on the enclosed porch when we arrived, more formally known as Mendel (The Ox) Feinstein, one of the permanent cadre. Oxie was a bull-necked weightlifter with no back teeth,

  who’d done a four-year stretch for armed robbery of a shoe store. The judge specified he do the full four because, when he held up the lady shoe clerk, he also took the shoes she was wearing.

  Justice puts its foot down on Oxie.




  He got up immediately when the key turned in the front door. We all watched as Alice stopped to coo at two canaries in a silver cage on the porch. When she went on to the kitchen, Fogarty sat

  down on the sofa with Oxie, who made a surreptitious gesture to Jack.




  “Marion called about a half hour ago,” he whispered.




  “Here?”




  Oxie nodded and Jack made facial note of a transgression by Marion.




  “She wants you to see her this afternoon. Important, she said.”




  “Goddamn it,” Jack said, and he went into the living room and up the stairs two at a time, leaving me on the porch with the boys. Fogarty solved my curiosity, whispering:

  “Marion’s his friend. Those two canaries there—he calls one Alice, one Marion.” Oxie thought that was the funniest thing he’d heard all week, and while he and Fogarty

  enjoyed the secret, I went into the living room, which was furnished to Alice’s taste: overstuffed mohair chairs and sofa; walnut coffee table; matching end tables and table lamps, their

  shades wrapped in cellophane; double-thick Persian rug, probably worth a fortune if Jack hadn’t lifted it. My guess was he’d bought it hot; for while he loved the splendid things of

  life, he had no inclination to pay for them. He did let Alice pick out the furniture, for the hot items he kept bringing home clashed with her plans, such as they were. She’d lined the walls

  with framed calendar art and holy pictures—a sepia print of the Madonna returning from Calvary and an incendiary, bleeding sacred heart with a cross blooming atop the bloody fire. One wall

  was hung with a magnificent blue silk tapestry, a souvenir from Jack’s days as a silk thief. Three items caught my eye on a small bookshelf otherwise full of Zane Grey and James Oliver

  Curwood items: a copy of Rabelais, an encyclopedia of Freemasonry, and the Douay Bible sandwiched between them.




  When he came down, I asked about the books. The Freemasonry? Yeah, he was a Mason. “Good for business,” he said. “Every place you go in this country, the Protestant sons of

  bitches got the money locked up.” And Rabelais? Jack picked up the book, fondled it.
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