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“What caused us greater concern was the intelligence that met us upon entering the Lake, namely, that the men deputed by our Conductor for the purpose of summoning the Nations to the North Sea, and assigning them a rendezvous, where they were to await our coming, had met their death the previous Winter in a very strange manner. Those poor men (according to the report given us) were seized with an ailment unknown to us, but not very unusual among the people we were seeking. They are afflicted with neither lunacy, hypochondria, nor frenzy; but have a combination of all these species of disease, which affects their imaginations and causes them a more than canine hunger. This makes them so ravenous for human flesh that they pounce upon women, children, and even upon men, like veritable werewolves, and devour them voraciously, without being able to appease or glut their appetite – ever seeking fresh prey, and the more greedily the more they eat. This ailment attacked our deputies; and, as death is the sole remedy among those simple people for checking such acts of murder, they were slain in order to stay the course of their madness.”


–– The Jesuit Relations, Volume XLVI, Travels and Explorations of the Jesuit Missionaries in New France 1610–1791.










For my Dad, old artificer.
M.S.


For Nick, to the moon and back.
J.L.
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Prologue: Fèt Gede



Fausta Delahaye stood at the edge of the woods, her face painted with white chalk to celebrate Fèt Gede, the Haitian Festival of Ancestors. Before her stretched idle train tracks, laid down as a barrier between the town and that cursed wilderness as long ago as the Revolutionary War; behind her, a garish neon glow from the 24-hour gas station cast her shadow toward the treeline. Her dark eyes locked in disbelief on a creature that had emerged from the woods. It stood with one hand still grasping the trunk of an outlying maple. Its fingers disappeared into the bark––as if the thing was an appendage of the tree. It was barely three-feet tall, and with gray skin and long, greasy, black hair that fell around its stout, leathery body. It was unlike anything Fausta had ever seen. The creature’s pointed ears hung like those of a jackrabbit, and the twisted horns of a goat grew from its hideous head. The gnarled figure motioned its free hand in a bras h coaxing gesture, and repeated a foreign, yet kindly phrase beckoning Fausta to follow: “Ee wahn chu. Kyre.”


She squeezed the woman’s hand tighter.


“Easy child,” a calm voice assured her, “We’ll not follow that one into the darkness.” The woman’s right hand, trembling with age, emerged from the folds of a black, long-sleeved kaftan dress to present Fausta with a photograph of a Vodou priestess dressed in a white, linen shirt and a haint-blue, patchwork dress. She stood upon a patch of dirt before the uneven wood siding of a bayou cabin, wearing a white cap on her head and wingtip tap shoes on her feet. She did not smile, nor did she scowl. Her inscrutable gaze somehow comforted Fausta.


The woman passed Fausta the photograph along with a jar of clear rum infused with red chilies. “Drink.”


Fausta did as she was instructed. Tears welled up in her eyes, and when the burn in her throat subsided enough for her to speak, she asked, “What is that thing?”










Part I



The Great Hunger
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Chapter One



The Gaeltacht




“Sé do bheatha, a Mhuire––”


Schickt.


“Atá lán de ghrásta––”


Schickt.


“Tá an Tiarna leat.”


Schickt.


“Is beannaithe thú idir mná––”


Schickt.


“Agus is beannaithe toradh do bhroinne, Íosa.”


Schickt.


“A Naomh-Mhuire, a Mháthair Dé––”


Schickt.


“Guigh orainn na peacaigh––”


Schickt.


“Anois, agus ar uair ár mbáis.”





A harsh wind blew over the newly filled graves toward the Cliffs of Moher and across the Atlantic Ocean below, scattering to the sea those final lines of the prayer for the intercession of the Blessed Virgin Mary. A meager group of mourners clutched their rosary beads and closed their tired eyes against the sting of the prayer’s final line: “In the hour of our death.” Their heads remained bowed in reverence and malnourished exhaustion.


Schickt. An emaciated Patrick Gallagher drove his spade into the moist earth one final time and leaned heavily into it for support. His shirt, yellowed with sweat and dirt, was unbuttoned to his atrophied navel. A pair of worn suspenders had slid from his bony shoulders to hang at his knees; his hair similarly hung about his shoulders, unwashed, unkempt. Patrick’s trousers were soiled with the clay from the grave he had been digging, and the added weight threatened to pull them from his waist. Nonetheless, he was handsome. The salt-and-pepper of his beard suited him, and hid his gaunt cheeks. His eyes, the brownish-green of sea froth, focused on the too-fresh mounds of dirt beneath his aching feet.


The service had concluded, and the keening women filed back toward the chapel seeking solace from the cold rain that had begun to anoint the dead in their final resting place. The priest waved his hand over the grave mounds in the sign of the cross. He invited Patrick aside to hand him a small package of seaweed and baked whitefish as payment for his labor. It was a bounty in the gravedigger’s lank fingers.


“Thank you,” Patrick managed before tearing into the paper and scooping a heap of fish and salted kelp into his mouth. He hadn’t eaten in days and chewed with the excitement of someone who had lost all hope of ever again tasting food.


The priest was disgusted, but sympathetic. “There is a ship– –” he began.


“A coffin ship,” Patrick interjected. A piece of kelp fell from his teeth. Patrick stooped to retrieve it from the mud and shoved it into his mouth along with some ancillary detritus.


The priest, frowning, said nothing. Then, “Nonetheless,” he wheezed. The cold air tightened his chest almost to the point of asphyxiation.


“When?” Patrick asked.


“Tomorrow,” the priest said. He straightened his hunched shoulders and set rigid his face for he knew what was to come.


Patrick stopped chewing to offer the priest a smile of disappointment. “I suppose the next hole I dig will be for Michael,” Patrick spit. Both men knew that––short of committing some grave wrong–– there was no hope of scraping together the necessary funds on such short notice.


At this the priest responded, pettish and angry, “There is a way.”


* * *


Schickt...


Schickt...


Schickt...


The sun had long wilted below the horizon, and storm clouds shrouded any light the moon or stars may have provided the two men at work among the tombs. The night seemed to condone their sin, having emptied the sky of all witnesses. Patrick, shoulder deep in the ground, used his spade to scrape wet earth away from another burial box, exposing the rusted coffin nails. The priest leaned over the grave to hover his lamp nearer the box so that Patrick could better see his work. In his free hand, the priest clutched a Bible as if to guard himself against this dark deed, which he had proposed.


The nails screamed as Patrick pried them loose, causing the priest to recoil. He scanned the darkness to make sure no one was watching while Patrick removed the lid and drew open the mouth of the corpse. He used two fingers to push aside the rigid tongue and retrieved from beneath it a single florin––payment for Charon to ferry the dead’s soul across the river Styx. Patrick turned it over in his hand and rubbed his thumb across the harp opposite Queen Victoria’s bust before dropping it into his pocket with the others. “Thank God for superstition,” he said to the priest.


“Blasphemy,” the priest coughed as Patrick scrambled from the hole, spade in hand, and set to work on the next plot. The priest, despite his hubris, was arrested with fright. He could not tear his gaze from the corpse––its mouth hung open in mute protest––seeming to sneer at him. Him!


Schickt...


Schickt...


Schickt...


The sound of Patrick’s spade once again carving the ground compelled the priest to collect himself, and to concentrate on the task at hand. As he moved among the plots, he stole a look back upon the dozens of unearthed caskets, their disrupted inhabitants silently petitioning the empty sky.


The priest vomited on his boots, drawing the attention of Patrick. “For this, there is no absolution,” said the priest, wiping bile from his lips. He backed away from Patrick in the direction of the parochial house, shielding himself with his Bible at arm’s length. “You did this!”


Patrick set his jaw and said through gritted teeth, “We did this.” He drove the spade into the ground and walked out of the cemetery littered with exhumed corpses, laden with shame and the currency of the dead.


Schickt.


* * *


“Wake up,” Patrick hissed in the darkness. He shook the blanketed form, “Rory!”


“Huh,” Rory asked, sluggish. Pulling the covers back from his face he recognized the anxious eyes of his brother, “What is it, Pat?”


“Gather your things. We’re going,” Patrick said.


“Where––” Rory began.


“Cork. There’s a ship leaving in the morning. We’ve got to hurry,” Patrick explained with haste as Rory rolled out of bed and began pulling on his rags. “There’s a mail coach waiting for us at the convent.”


“Slow down, Pat! What’s going on,” Rory asked, trying to understand the urgency. “Are we in trouble?” He ran a hand through his hair and smacked at his face to sharpen his senses.


At this, some of the others in the surrounding beds had stirred awake and were watching the men scramble. Chronic coughing and incessant moaning reverberated off the stone walls, making it sound as if the dying were attempting to commune with the dead. Every bed in the Ennistymon Union Workhouse was occupied, some with as many as five people huddled together on a single mattress. Entire families, evicted from their homes by bankrupt landlords who ushered them into the workhouses as they fled their debts to America, rotted together. Others suffered alone, outcasts with nowhere to turn: unwed mothers, bastards, orphans, lunatics, idiots, and tramps. They would all die in that room from starvation, exhaustion, or disease. How, they all wondered, were these two men escaping their certain doom.


Patrick helped his brother pack the bedding from his bunk into a burlap sack, the only items available to steal. As he surveyed the sores plaguing Rory’s hands and face, Patrick wondered if it was cruel to force him on this impossible journey.


“Rory––” he started.


Guessing at Patrick’s apprehension, Rory implored him, “Don’t leave me here, Pat. Not in this damned place. You can’t!”


Patrick gathered his brother into an embrace that he used to help the man to his feet. He shouldered both of their bags and led them out of the sleeping quarters into a long, fetid hallway. “We’ve got to make a run for it, or the coach might leave without us,” he said to Rory, then took off toward the exit. The men fled the workhouse uninhibited. The high walls and iron gates were designed to keep people out of that most hated and feared place in all of Ireland, not in.


The rain had slowed to a drizzle, and the clouds thinned enough for moonbeams to filter through their sinister silhouettes. The convent was only a short distance from the workhouse, and, to Patrick’s surprise, the men covered the span quickly. A mail coach that had been arranged by the priest to transport them to Cork met them at the gates.


Patrick waved to the driver, who scowled down at him from his perch above the four horses. Someone inside the cab opened the door for Rory, who was surprised to see a woman and a small boy of about five years of age waiting for them to enter.


“Who are they,” Rory asked the coachman.


“Just get in,” Patrick said to his brother who was still hesitating on the step. He pushed Rory from behind to speed their boarding. Once settled on the bench across from the woman, Patrick asked, “All set?”


She silently nodded her affirmation and returned her attention to the boy.


“Pat,” Rory asked.


“Benefactors,” Patrick said, fastening the door. At the click of the latch, the coachman whipped the horses into a gallop.


The road was rocky and rutted, causing the passengers to lurch about the cab. Nonetheless, the boy had fallen asleep in his mother’s lap. She stroked his hair and cradled his back to keep him from falling to the floor. They rode in silence for over an hour. The only sounds that breached the cabin were the coachman’s bark and the pounding of the horses’ hooves, which was so loud that the passengers could not hear the patter of rain upon the roof.


They had passed through Limerick and were headed south beyond Croom Castle when the woman finally fell asleep. Her body slumped forward, enveloping the boy. Patrick continued to stare out the window into the darkness, trying to forget what he’d done to get them there. Rory had not taken his eyes off the child sleeping peacefully in his mother’s lap despite the rough ride.


“Is that your boy, Pat,” Rory summoned the courage to ask. His tone was simultaneously worrisome and accusatory.


“No,” Patrick replied without looking at his brother,” “Father Shannon.”


“Shite,” Rory breathed.


“That boy is the reason we’re freed from this place,” Patrick said.


“How’s that,” Rory asked.


“The bishop ordered the priest to send him away,” Patrick explained. “I suppose you might think of me as his shepherd.”


“So, you knew,” Rory said.


“Aye. I inadvertently witnessed the deed,” Patrick said.


“Rape,” Rory asked.


Patrick did not immediately answer.


“Pat––” Rory started.


“What do you think,” Patrick barked, hoping not to recall the image of the priest driving himself into the woman pinned against the cold stone wall in the darkened chapel. Or worse, her plea for help.


“How,” is all Rory could summon.


“I was on my way home from the pub. And when I passed St. Joseph’s, I saw the oil lamp still burning for Perpetual Adoration. My head was swimming in Tullamore Dew, so I decided to stop for a rest, but found the doors locked. I thought I might just sleep under the archway of the side entrance for a while to allow my mind to clear. It was dark and hidden from the road, so I was sure to be left alone, especially at that hour. But, when I rounded the corner, I found the door unlatched, so I stepped inside for the warmth of the place. I didn’t have both feet across the threshold before I spied them across the nave. The host was still in the monstrance…”


“Jaysus,” Rory swore.


“…The priest must have heard the door creak or felt the cold rush in. He turned his head immediately to look at me from over his shoulder. He had her pushed against the wall, her face thrust in the corner. She must have sensed my presence as well because I heard her sob a single word: ‘Please.’ I was too dazed to move forward. The priest’s face peeled into an awful smirk and he continued his business with her. Horrified and ashamed, I fled.”


Rory looked at the woman sitting across from him with pity. “Does she know it was you could have stopped it?”


Patrick shook his head, his gaze intent upon the darkness beyond the coach. “It’s not the worst that man has done, either,” Patrick ended his tale, “to her, or to me.”


“Then why the bloody hell are you helping him?” Rory demanded with disbelief––unsure what could be worse than what he’s just heard, and unwilling to speculate.


“I didn’t volunteer,” Patrick lamented, finally turning to face Rory. “It was this or the Judas Cradle.”


* * *


When they arrived at the dockyard the sun still slumbered in twilight, but the dim embers of dawn had transformed the River Lee into a ruptured vein emptying its crimson flush into the Celtic Sea. The black silhouettes of ships’ masts and standing rigging looked to the forlorn travelers like bodies impaled upon war pikes; the dense row of passengers lining the waterfront in preparation for boarding became another funeral procession.


“Wait here,” Patrick said and disappeared into the crowd. He was heading toward the dock attendant stationed next to the boarding ramp barred by crates of various sizes.


Rory slumped to the ground among the scores of other famished bodies. “I’m Rory, by the way. Pat’s brother,” he said and offered the woman standing next to him with her son in her arms a sympathetic smile.


“Kate,” she replied, “and this is Michael.” The boy didn’t stir. He had spied an apple cart not too far off and watched as men in suits exchanged coins for fruit. He knew better than to ask his mother if he might have one.


“Have you got any relations in America,” Rory asked.


“No,” Kate responded. “We haven’t got any here, either.”


“Aye,” Rory said. “We’ve got an uncle up in Highbridge. He left Ireland in ‘37 to work on the Croton Aqueduct. Pat and I have been planning to join him for some time, but haven’t been able to gather the means to make the crossing.”


“I know,” Kate said.


“Oh, yeah,” Rory said, realizing that she and Patrick had been slaves to Father Shannon for years. “So, you’re coming with us, then?”


“I suppose. At least at first. We’ve haven’t got another option,” Kate admitted.


“Are you and Pat––” Rory began to pry.


“No,” Kate declared.


“Of course, sorry,” Rory said.


“I couldn’t,” Kate explained, “with anyone.”


“Mama! Look!” Michael exclaimed. Kate turned around to see Patrick approaching with apples in his hands and papers clenched in his teeth.


He first tossed an apple to Rory, then handed one to Michael and Kate who graciously accepted. They each savored their fruit, and when only cores remained, Patrick revealed a parcel of salted pork. He unwrapped the meat and handed the first piece to Michael who clapped his hand with glee.


“Thank you, Pat! Mama, look!” Michael said, smiling. He held the flesh to his nose and breathed deep before taking a bite.


“Yes, thank you,” Kate said to Patrick and kissed his cheek. She looked at Michael through tears that welled up in her eyes.


“It’s so yummy!” Michael said.


Kate squeezed him and said to the brothers, “I don’t think he’s ever been so happy.”


“Any luck with the tickets,” Rory interjected, hopeful.


“Full up,” Patrick reported. “But, I was able to purchase three from a family that was willing to part with them for twice their cost.”


“Three,” Rory said, dejected.


“Aye, three tickets for the Agnes,” Patrick said.


Kate frowned at Rory, whose escape had been cut off.


“And one for passage on the Marion,” Patrick added with a devilish grin.


“You arse!” Rory exclaimed, jumping up to embrace his brother.


“The ships leave port together,” Patrick said as the line of passengers began shuffling toward the boarding ramps. He gave Rory his papers for the Marion. “We’ll be quarantined at La Gross Île just outside Quebec City, where we can catch a steamer down the Hudson.”


“A steamship!” Kate gasped.


“Well then, I’ll see you all in Canada!” Rory said and hugged Patrick farewell. Rory waved to Kate and tussled Michael’s hair as he skipped past them to the far dock.


“Stay above deck as often as you can. You’ll have less chance of catching the fever should it break out,” Patrick yelled.


“May the wind be ever at our backs,” Rory called back triumphantly. “I can’t wait to see the look on Uncle Pete’s face when the Gallagher brothers finally show up in Highbridge!”
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Chapter Two



Black Atlantic


ADVICE


TO


IRISH EMIGRANTS


IN the UNITED STATES, labour is there the first condition of life, and industry is the lot of all men. Wealth is not idolized; but there is no degradation connected with labour; on the contrary, it is honorable, and held in general estimation.


In the remote parts of America, an industrious youth may follow any occupation without being looked down upon or sustain loss of character, and he may rationally expect to raise himself in the world by his labor.


In America, a man’s success must altogether rest with himself – it will depend on his industry, sobriety, diligence and virtue; and if he do not succeed, in nine cases out of ten, the cause of failure is to be found in the deficiencies of his own character.1


“It’s quite small,” Kate observed nervously. “Do you think we’ll make it alright?”


“I think its size is the least of our worries,” Patrick said. He had finished reading a flyposting lacquered to the spar with wheat paste and began eyeing a man who was clutching at his stomach and sweating despite the crisp morning air.


“I suppose,” Kate said, following Patrick’s stare.


“I saw the crew loading crates of whale oil earlier. One hogshead of that stuff is more valuable than the lot of us. They wouldn’t load it onto a ship at risk of ending up on the bottom of the ocean,” Patrick reassured her.


“I suppose,” Kate repeated.


Suddenly a voice boomed, “Anchors aweigh,” and the ship eased away from the dock. Michael wriggled his hand from his mother’s grasp to squeeze through the crowded deck toward the ship’s railing, where he could wave to no one in particular on the docks. He was happy. The smell of salt water on the calm breeze carried with it the promise of adventure the likes of which he had never experienced. Tales of merrymaking pirates, deserted islands, and trunks of gold washed before him: The sorts of pirate tales innocence-preserving nuns told to rambunctious little boys. Michael watched seagulls glide among the ship’s tall masts. Every now and again they would dip into the waves and emerge with breakfast. He envied them, even if he didn’t yet have such words to describe how he felt.


As the boat sailed slowly down the river toward the sea, passengers had begun to file below deck to claim their bunks. Most of them would remain in their holds for the duration of the voyage for fear of losing their coveted space. At the cabin doors, a midshipman handed each adult three days’ rations of sea biscuits, which many of them consumed almost immediately despite the stomach-wrenching stench emanating from below. From sunup to sundown, the cabins were ovens intensifying that foul odor that did not discriminate between bankrupt Lords and devastated peasants. None of the hundreds of fleeing refugees were immune to the reek of rotten food, rotten flesh, shit, tobacco smoke, vomit, stale perspiration, and mildewed clothes. It was near impossible to breathe, which is why a good many elected to remain above deck while others crawled ever deeper into the bowels of the ship to camp among the bundles and chests of the steerage quarters. Patrick, Kate, and Michael elected to journey in the open air. They did not, however, suffer any less given the scorch of the sun nor the frigid night air.


A midshipman announced that their journey to port would take between six weeks and three months, depending on the weather. Patrick’s thoughts were elsewhere. He was more concerned that he hadn’t yet seen the Marion emerge from the River Lee, and when he asked about it, none of the crew could offer him any information. One deckhand assumed that they got held up waitin’ for, “a bunch of worthless bog-trotters to board.”


“Would they do that,” Patrick pressed. “Would they delay the launch to wait for additional passengers?”


“At five pounds per head the captain would be damned to leave anyone behind,” the deckhand said. And, just as the Agnes was rounding Robert’s Head, Patrick spied the delayed ship following in their distant wake. Relieved, he squeezed in along the railing next to Michael and Kate to watch as the water sped by below them. Patrick had wondered at the reason he so easily procured a spot aboard the Marion for his brother. He recalled stories told of ships being bought cheaply from salvage yards and put into transatlantic rotation with little to no maintenance. But Patrick hadn’t seen any signs of black rot nor neglect, and the sails looked to be hardly weathered. It now seemed likely the captain had seized an opportunity to line his own pockets by cutting the ship’s owner out of the transaction. A ticket out of Ireland is a ticket out of Ireland, Patrick thought, justifying to himself the means of paying for their passage with the promise of a new beginning in America.


Somewhere a balladeer played shanties on a fiddle that would not hold its tuning. A few measures into each song the instrument became raucous, setting the other passengers on edge. Worse still, no one could locate the bard to put an end to the jarring noise that seemed to echo from every open hatch. The music continued long after the Blasket Islands had disappeared beyond the horizon leaving only open water stretching as far as the eye could see in any given direction. Many of the passengers tempered the grate of the music with long swigs from the bottles of rotgut whiskey dancing from hand to hand.


By the end of the first day, an air of relief and mild excitement––aided by some drunken merriment––had taken hold of the Agnes. Patrick admitted an apprehension to Kate concerning the Marion, which he hadn’t seen since it entered into the Celtic Sea earlier that morning. But a Dubliner sitting nearby who had overheard Patrick’s worry assured him, “I’ve worked a number of fishing boats off Howth Head for the past 15 or so years, and each one would cut the water a bit differently.”


“Oh?” Patrick asked.


“Factor in the unequal passenger and cargo weights and it’s not unlikely that a boat only a few knots slower than another would be lost to the naked eye for the duration of an ocean crossing.”


“I guess that seems possible,” Patrick accepted.


“I’m sure Rory is fine, Pat,” Kate assured him.


“Maybe I can borrow a spyglass to see a bit further,” Patrick said.


“A spyglass doesn’t allow you to see farther,” the fisherman corrected him. “It only makes those things that are already in view bigger. You’ll have to resign yourself to the fact that we are all at the mercy of the trade winds––or go mad staring at the horizon for a month. And go mad you will.”


“I know,” Patrick said, though it was unclear if he agreed with the fisherman about the spyglass, the trade winds, or his impending madness.


* * *


The Agnes had been at sea for nearly five weeks without incident. Good fortune meant that only twelve passengers had thus far died due to fever and dysentery. Each had been laid to rest in the depths of the Atlantic with appropriate ceremony:




James Aylard, 18


Mary Coakley, 18


John Cronin, 10


Andrew Neill 25


John Barry, 30


Thomas Coakley, 24


Timothy Deenan, 36


Mary Murphy, 18 months


Patrick Barry, 50


Thomas Crane, 11 months


Hodly Finn, 3


Judith Sullivaan, 222





At that time, another 29 souls were quarantined below deck. That number was sure to wax and wane as more passengers contracted the looming death. The hatches had been locked to help contain a widespread outbreak, but no healthy passenger was willing to enter the hold to care for the sick. Human waste sloshed back and forth across the floor with every pitch of the bow, soaking the sick in their own excrement. Lice and flies ate at their burning flesh. The dying could hear the heavy clomping of feet above that caused the floorboards to creak with exhilaration. They each fantasized in their own way about breaking the hatch locks to join their loved ones in the fresh ocean air––either for a comforting embrace or to throw themselves overboard to end their torment.


Meanwhile, Captain Thomas McCawley listened with sympathy to the moans emanating from below his feet while he toured the deck, smoking his evening pipe. Ultimately, he had been responsible for bolting the sick inside the quarantine cabin, condemning them not only to certain but also vile death. He therefore never looked directly at any of the other passengers––the friends and relatives of those damned below––but instead scanned the mass of them as one.


His weathered lips sipped at the vulcanite stem of his favorite Billiard-shaped pipe, carefully ripening the ash into a smoldering cherry before drawing a deeper breath. He held it for a moment, savoring his evening treat. Then he released a plume of milky Latakia smoke past his yellowed mustaches and into the air. The cloud drifted past a lone passenger leaning against the starboard railing; his head hung low beneath his slumped shoulders. The smell of peat fire was something of a small comfort to the homesick Irishman.


Patrick Gallagher turned to face the captain, who pulled a brass cigarette case from the inside pocket of his navy-blue P-jacket and offered it to him. Patrick accepted. “My brother used to smoke a tobacco that smelled like that,” he said.


“Good man!” McCawley roared, extending his hand for Patrick to shake, which he did. “Where’s that bother of yours now?”


“On his way to New York,” Patrick said. “We’ll meet up with him in Quebec City once we’re released from quarantine.”


“Oh?” McCawley asked. He struck a match and cupped his hands around the flame. He held it for a moment to make sure it took to the timber. Patrick leaned in to light his cigarette. Once lit, McCawley watched the flame die between his fingers. “Ah, even that little bit of heat feels good upon the old joints.”


Patrick nodded in agreement; his own hands shoved into his pants pockets to hide them from the cold. “How about the Agnes, where’s she headed after Quebec?” Patrick attempted to make conversation as a way of thanking the captain for the smoke.
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