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 Chapter 1 
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    Philadelphia, 
 
    May 8, 1844 
 
      
 
    “Fire-fire-fire! 
 
    Hark! Tis the dreadful cry! 
 
    The Lafe boys are on the ground 
 
    To conquer or to die.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   “ Fire! There’s a fire! Bill, get yourself outta bed and get going. Another church is burning.” Bill Geyer is shaken roughly as a dozen Lafe boys from the Lafayette Hose Company’s fire hall scramble to get dressed and downstairs. 
 
      
 
    Now awake and throwing off his covers, Bill can hear the bell above the hall being rung, calling the rest of the crew together. 
 
      
 
    “Which church?” Bill asks, pulling up his suspenders over his red cotton shirt and grabbing for his boots. He swings his red, white, and blue oiled fire cape over his shoulders and jams the Lafayette Hose Company top hat onto his head. He and a dozen others run to the brass pole and slide down. 
 
      
 
    “St. Augustine’s Fourth and Vine.” “Come on, let’s go!” “Move it, Boys!” 
 
      
 
    The captain is throwing open the fire hall’s big double doors; a dozen of the firemen line up in the dark street. They grab the rope, six men to a side, to haul out the heavy hose carriage. On the bed of the carriage is a cylindrical spool wound with six hundred feet of riveted, leather fire hose. The hose alone weighs over a thousand pounds. On the front corners of the carriage bed, two small rope reels carry an additional fifty feet of rope that allows extra men to help with pulling the hose carriage up and down hills and through the mud. Hanging on the sides of the hose carriage are leather buckets for close work, or for use by citizen fire brigades, although the new fire plugs hooked up to Philadelphia’s municipal water lines do a better job when they’re available. 
 
      
 
    Within the neighborhood, Lafe Boys are running from every direction to report for duty. Almost fifty men will head out tonight; time is of the essence. “Fire-fire-fire,” they cry as they run toward the hall. 
 
      
 
    Lafe Boys on the pump crew scramble to pull out the pumper wagon. Given the size of the church fire, they’ve hauled out ‘Big Bertha’, the long-piston pumper. It’s an awkward wagon, with the extra-long hand-bars on either side of the pump getting in the way as they maneuver it out the door.  
 
      
 
    When they get to the fire, Big Bertha will be operated by a crew of twelve men, six to a side, pumping up and down to create suction at the fire plug. The dozen crew members operating the hand bars have to be swapped out every ten minutes or so. Two dozen more fire fighters mill about, the second and third crew replacements, readying themselves to run alongside the pumper wagon and hose carriage to the scene. They’re all volunteers, in it for the fame and glory. Horses to pull the machinery would be helpful, but horses have to be fed. 
 
      
 
    A crowd has gathered to watch the preparations and shout encouragement. Dogs are barking, running between the legs of spectators and firemen. The bell continues to peal. The captain is shouting last minute instructions.  
 
      
 
    Pandemonium.  
 
      
 
    “Go!” the captain shouts, and they start pulling the wagon and carriage. “Heave…ho…heave…ho.”  A few firefighters push against the rear of the wagon and carriage to get them rolling. 
 
      
 
    With creaks and groans, swearing and cursing, the heavy machinery starts to move. A mighty cheer goes up from the crowd. The pumper wagon is in the lead, closely followed by the hose carriage, both machines flanked with their extra crews.  
 
      
 
    The men strain at the ropes, anxious to reach the fire. It’s a big one and will pay well. There’ll be beer for the Boys tonight, but only if they get to the church first and get the Lafe hose hooked up to a fire plug. The effort is all for the honor, for the glory, and to make sure the Lafe hall gets paid by the insurance company. Insurance only pays out to the first hall on the plug. 
 
      
 
    Crowds are gathering in the streets, awakened and drawn by the commotion. They make way for the Lafe Boys resplendent in red, white, and blue. There’re almost fifty firefighters out tonight, capes furling, their tall, painted top hats bobbing along as they move toward St. Augustine’s Church. A cheer from the gathering crowd goes up as they jog past, pulling their equipment. Hats and scarves are waved in the air. Small children are lifted to see over the heads of those in front. Dogs run alongside, barking. It feels like a festive parade. 
 
      
 
    “Go!” “Do or die, Lafe Boys.” “God bless.” “Stay safe.” “Billy, I love yoo-ou.” The last shouted down from a second floor window by a pretty girl before her scowling mother pulls her back inside. Bill grins and pulls a little harder. 
 
      
 
    They’re up to trotting speed now, the huge wheels rolling easily over the cobblestones. Only one more block to go. The creak and rattle of the wagons are drowned out by the shouts of the firemen and the crowd. The glow of the fire in the early morning sky lights the way, the smoke beginning to make heaving lungs work harder. Along the narrow streets they go. 
 
      
 
    “Fire-fire- fire,” the call rings out.  
 
      
 
    They’re pulling into the square near the church. Glancing over as they haul on the rope connected to the machinery, the Lafe firemen see another company’s hose carriage emerge from a side street. It pulls alongside them, trying to force them to turn aside. The company’s green colors on shirt, hat, and fire cape are akin to a red flag to a bull. There’s jeering back and forth. Good Will Company. A rival fire house.  
 
      
 
    Four wagons crowd together, bumping against each other, pump handles almost getting caught in other wagons and carriages. There are close to a hundred firefighters now in the square, running alongside each other, shoving and jostling for position.  
 
      
 
    They’re coming to the street leading to the church and there’s only room for a single wagon at a time to make the turn. Bill and his crew throw their backs into it, straining on the ropes. They must be the lead hose carriage and get to the fire plug first. The honor of the hall is at stake. 
 
      
 
    “Come on, Lafe Boys. Get ‘em Boys, we can’t let them beat us.” The captain has his bullhorn to his lips, and is bellowing encouragement. Good Will’s captain is doing the same to his crew. The crowd in the square, en route to the fire, is in an uproar, cheering on their favorites. Mothers are pulling their children off the street and out of the square. They’ve seen this before and expect trouble. The Lafe Boys race forward, now two carriage lengths from the corner.  
 
      
 
    Bill feels a shove and lets go of the rope, hurling himself at the closest rival firefighter wearing green. He knocks him to the ground. In short order, the two crews have dropped their ropes, and the wagons and carriages roll to a stop.  
 
      
 
    Packed between the house fronts, a hundred firefighters in the square begin to brawl. It’s a riot. Fists fly. People scream and scramble out of the way. The mob of firefighters and spectators are crushed together. Slungshots and knives are pulled from pockets. Blood will be spilled.  
 
      
 
    Bill grabs the slungshot out of his pocket, wrapping the leather strap around his wrist. Originally used by sailors, the heavy monkey’s fist of lead shot and knotted leather has been repurposed by the firefighters and other thugs into a brutal weapon. Bill swings it toward the first green head he sees. There’s nothing better than a good ol’ free-for-all between volunteer firefighters. Fighting rival crews to get to the fire first is even better than fighting the fire itself. It’s always for the pride and glory of the hall. 
 
      
 
    “The church… the church,” a young boy shouts as he runs into the square from the direction of the church. “The steeple’s going to go.” The crowd, watching the clashing firefighters, turn away and surge around the corner toward the fire. 
 
      
 
    Wounded men on both sides of the fight draw back. Leaving the bleeding Good Wills behind, Bill and the other Lafe Boys quickly grab up the ropes and set off again. “Fire-fire-fire,” they call to clear a path through the press of people.  
 
      
 
    Half a block to go.  
 
      
 
    Bill looks over at his comrade on the other side of the rope, a wild grin on his face. “We got ‘em that time, Jack-o. Nobody’s braver or better than us Lafe Boys,” Bill crows as they haul on the rope to keep   the heavy machinery rolling.  
 
      
 
    He’s answered with a triumphant whoop from the Lafe Boy pulling on the other side of the rope. “Those Good Wills are good for nuthin.” 
 
      
 
    They can see the top of the fire now. Bright, menacing flames are visible above the rooftops as they make the end of the square, and turn. Coming around the corner, the church looms into sight. It’s being swallowed by the fire. 
 
      
 
    The heat, the smoke, the roar of flames, the crash of timbers and bricks, the crowd. A crushing wave of sound and fury. 
 
      
 
    The crew of the Lafayette Hose Company shout and run, pulling the hose carriage as close to the fire as they dare. With practiced precision, Bill and the others drop the rope and begin to unwind the leather hose from the spool on the back of the carriage. One Lafe Boy breaks away with the other end of the hose in his hand. He runs back to the pumper wagon, which is pulled close to the fire plug on the sidewalk. 
 
      
 
    “Where’s Haggerty at? Are the Rangers here yet?” Waving his arms, the Lafe captain shouts, trying to be heard over the clamor of the chaotic scene. 
 
      
 
    “No sign of them yet, Cap’n,” someone yells back.  
 
      
 
    The captain grabs his bullhorn and starts barking orders. “Get those hoses hooked up and lay them out flat. Move smart now. And for God’s sake, bring me Haggerty.” 
 
      
 
    Men from Kingston Engine Company arrive on the scene in their blue and white capes and top hats. They shoulder their way through the crowd, trying to muscle their way to the fireplug. The Lafe Boys launch themselves at them, punching, and swinging the slungshots, protecting a path for their own hose.  
 
      
 
    While the firemen battle for access to the plug, the captain surveys the church, plotting the way ahead. Legs spread, hands at his side, he curses.  
 
      
 
    St. Augustine Catholic Church is heavily engulfed in bright, menacing flames. The fire, a great, famished beast, is devouring everything in its path, belching out black smoke.  
 
      
 
    Thank goodness the fire is just inside the boundaries of the city. A block away and they’d be trying to fight this monster by filling the pumper by bucket brigade from a creek or river. 
 
      
 
    The blaze has already caused terrifying destruction. Those windows still in place glow red. Tongues of flame reach out the shattered windows, licking the walls of the brick building. Sections of the roof are burning. Above the roof, flames can be seen through the smoke: a serpent winding itself around the steeple. 
 
      
 
    Rounding the corner, a gang of thugs come rushing toward the Lafe Boys, a heavy, mustached man in the lead, waving a club. 
 
      
 
    “About bloody time, Haggerty. Get your men to guard the fire plug. Good Will is just behind us and Kingston is around here somewhere. Our boys will get the hose as close to the fire as we can. Anybody gives you grief, give it right back. The Lafe Boys are on the scene. This is our fire.” A shout of agreement rings out from the Lafe Boys as they scramble to get the hoses attached to the pumper wagon. 
 
      
 
    “Aye aye, Cap.” Jimmy Haggerty pulls at his cap and starts directing members of the Schuylkill Ranger gang to their posts. He strides over to where Bill is wrestling with the hose.  
 
      
 
    “Quite the little bonfire ya got here, Billy-boy,” he says, slapping Billy on the back. Bill grins at him, nodding. “Damn Protestants set fire to St. Augustine’s. It’s over which bibles they’ll be using in the school.”  
 
      
 
    “I’ve heard about that. A pack of nonsense. There’s only one Book them kiddies should be readin’.” Haggerty hooks his club in his belt, lends a hand with the hose, and soon it’s rolling off the spool easily. “We’ll see ya at the saloon later, yah?” 
 
      
 
    Before Bill can answer, all the fire’s fury explodes out of a bank of windows on the side of the church, sending shattered glass flying. 
 
      
 
    Looking up, Bill can see men from the Franklin Hose Company standing in the crowd, cheering on the fire. “Bloody Protestants,” he mutters.  
 
      
 
    A few Franklin men break away from the crowd and rush over, trying to pull the Lafe Boys and the Schuylkill Rangers off the plug. It was Franklin mates that set the fire; they’ll help as best they can to send a message to them bloody Papists and make sure the Catholic’s church burns to the ground. 
 
      
 
    Letting the crew on the plug battle it out, Bill grabs the leather hose and slings one end over his shoulder. He starts straining toward the fire. Behind him, other hose-men lift the heavy hose and carry it toward the church. It’s like walking through a solid wall of heat.  
 
      
 
    Over the roaring noise of the fire and the crowd, musket shots ring out. The man next to Bill spins and falls, blood pouring from his shoulder. Bill drops the hose, his head turning wildly, trying to locate the shooter. 
 
      
 
    Hugh Murphy, one of the Rangers, runs up beside Bill, pointing upward, and shouting to be heard. “Protestants. At the second floor windows and on the roof. They’re shooting at us, trying to keep us away.” 
 
      
 
    Jimmy Haggerty grabs Hugh by the arm. “Get up there, Hughie, and take ‘em out. No quarter now, ya hear?” Hugh nods and runs off. A half-dozen more of the Rangers follow after him, their weapons out.  
 
      
 
    Bill turns back to the hose and starts pulling. He can feel the water pressure moving down the hose. They’ve got the pumper hooked up to the plug. Bill and the hose crew aren’t close enough yet. “Pull faster,” he shouts. The heat begins to scorch his skin. 
 
      
 
    Sparks from the fire drift down, landing on the oilskin cape protecting his shoulders. They smolder and smoke, and burn out. The once pristine red, white, and blue cape is now a dirty smear of soot and ash.  
 
      
 
    Bill coughs. His lungs are on fire. He feels cooked from within. Tears from the smoke stream down his soot-blackened face.  
 
      
 
    “The steeple! It’s going to fall.”  
 
      
 
    Bill looks up. Billowing smoke swallows the sky. 
 
      
 
    There’s a terrifying groan, a shuddering crash, and embers and burning bits of wood fly everywhere as the steeple topples. A shower of sparks forces onlookers back further. The crowd cheers, and starts to sing the Protestant rallying cry, The Boyne.   
 
      
 
    A plume of flame explodes in the darkness. The hungry, rampaging flames leap onto the roof of a neighboring building. “It’s got the library,” someone shouts. 
 
      
 
    Bill can hear the captain bellow for more water for the library roof. 
 
      
 
    Musket balls fly past Bill’s head. A brick, thrown by someone in the crowd, strikes him on the shoulder. Out of the corner of his eye he sees scarlet tunics pouring into the street beside him. The city’s militia have arrived. The Protestant shooters on the upper floors and roofs see them, too, and take aim at the reinforcements. 
 
      
 
    Amid the crossfire between the two groups, head down, Bill and the rest of the Rangers and Lafe Boys continue to work. Manning both sides of the pumper truck, twelve men work rhythmically, pumping the water from the fire plug.  
 
      
 
    Bill’s got the hose as close as he can manage, the nozzle spraying water on the burning church and nearby buildings. Water begins to splash back into the street, dirty from the fire, carrying debris. 
 
      
 
    Another brick. Flying bullets. The crowd howls. Timber burns.  
 
      
 
    Red-hot pain. Bill staggers and drops the hose.  
 
      
 
    A shout next to him. “Bill?” 
 
      
 
    The cobbles rush up to meet Bill’s face as he crumples to the ground.  
 
      
 
    Tears. Blurred vision. The acrid smoke heavy at ground level. Face down in a pool of filthy water. He sputters and gasps, arms flailing. He can’t breathe. 
 
      
 
    Someone shouts, “Bill’s been shot.” 
 
      
 
    Haggerty’s voice is in his ear. “I gottcha, Bill. Let’s get you outta here. The militia and the damn Protestants can fight it out amongst themselves. Up ya go.” 
 
      
 
    Bill feels himself lifted, floating, carried away from the fire, bumping across the broad shoulders of Jimmy Haggerty. Away from the fire and the shooters. Away from the crowds. Along quiet backstreets. Blackness. 
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 Chapter 2 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Philadelphia 
 
    January, 1931 
 
      
 
      
 
   E very good party must come to an end. The Roaring Twenties had been the cat’s meow: fun, exciting, good times. And like all good parties, it’d left partygoers with a headache. The Great Depression came crashing down on Philadelphia like a ten-ton weight. There’s nothing like the loss of easy money to create panic.  
 
      
 
    Sure, the crooks were still making money—crooks on both sides of the badge. Nah, it was the regular folk that were suffering. While the politicians were all promising a bright new day, by the 1930s it was definitely overcast. 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    Maggie looks out the kitchen window at the snow and pulls her sweater closer. 
 
      
 
    “Supper ready, Mother?” her son Tommy asks, coming into the kitchen.  
 
      
 
    Fourteen year old boys are like bottomless pits. 
 
      
 
    “Just waiting on the potatoes. How was school today?” 
 
      
 
    Tommy shrugs. “You know, the usual.” 
 
      
 
    “No, I don’t know. That’s why I’m asking.” Boys that age. He never wants to tell me anything anymore.  
 
      
 
    “I had to give a book report today. We do them every Friday.” 
 
      
 
    “And what book did you choose?” 
 
      
 
    “The one that Grandfather leant me, by that guy Keynes. It’s called the Treatise on Money and it’s all about, well, money. About spending it and saving it, and what happens if governments don’t have enough of it.” 
 
      
 
    “My goodness, Tommy. That sounds like an ambitious report. What did your teacher say?” 
 
      
 
    “He liked it well enough. We got into a good discussion about unemployment.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie grabs the pot off the stove and drains the potatoes, putting the pot on the counter. “Here, sweetheart, give these a mash for me?” She hands Tommy the masher. 
 
      
 
    Maggie recalls Tommy’s first day at the Boys’ Central High School. It had been a combined effort to get him accepted; Tommy’s own hard work academically, her father’s influence with the administration, her lodger, Archie Mansfield, a teacher at Boys’ Central, putting in a good word, and her own sheer determination. It was a goal she’d had for years, since Tommy was a wee boy, and she had relentlessly pursued it. 
 
      
 
    The school building itself was massive and intimidating. Over a thousand boys attended the high school; the facilities and the opportunities for graduates were outstanding. Negotiating the hallway the first day had reminded her of her own academic experience at Drexel University. Streams of students trying to find the right room. A classroom full of strangers, all of them seeming to judge her. Tommy didn’t appear to have those same insecurities. He came home every day full of stories about sports teams, the observatory, something interesting a teacher had said in class. She was so proud of him. 
 
      
 
    Rescuing the potatoes from Tommy, she scrapes them into a serving bowl and hands them to him. “Carry these through and call everyone to the table. I’ll bring the meat and the rest of the vegetables.” Tommy dashes into the dining room. “If you could come back for the bread?” she asks the suddenly empty room. Maggie hears him calling the lodgers. 
 
      
 
    Today was an ‘off-day’, meaning she was at home and not at the office. She works in the Center City district in downtown Philadelphia at her father’s accounting firm on Mondays, Wednesdays, and Fridays, and from home on Tuesdays and Thursdays. Meals on off-days are always hearty to create the leftovers she needs the next day. 
 
      
 
    Maggie has been running a boarding house for seven years. Initially, the rent had kept a roof over her head and given her the financial security to go back to school and get training in accounting so that she could start her own bookkeeping business. But now, with the steady income and expanded opportunities from working with her father at his accounting firm, she doesn’t really need the rent income.  
 
      
 
    No, the lodgers now provide a different kind of support. She enjoys the camaraderie of having the group around her table. Long-time lodger, Reg Littleton, had moved on a few months ago, prompting the usual musical chairs of bedroom changes. Dick Beamish, a reporter for the Philadelphia Inquirer, had moved into a room upstairs, leaving the small bedroom off the kitchen empty. And she’d left it that way. There was no financial urgency to fill it, and the right tenant hadn’t materialized. At the moment, the bed in that main floor room off the kitchen was covered with papers from work, and Maggie was considering turning it into a home office; clearing her work off the dining room table was always inconvenient, so the extra room had come in handy for the work she brought home. 
 
      
 
    Archie Mansfield settles into his chair next to Dick. “How was school today, Tommy? Did you get that essay on Keynes handed in?”  
 
      
 
    “Yes, sir. Although Mr. Friedlander gave us another to do over the weekend.” Tommy’s eye-rolling is dramatic, and generates a chuckle or two from the rest of the table. 
 
      
 
    “How about you, Dick? What’s new in the great wide world?” Maggie asks. He’s always such an entertaining source of news, bringing them the real story behind the coverage in the newspapers. 
 
      
 
    “There was another bank run today. Erie National. I was down there taking pictures and interviewing depositors. They lost everything when the bank closed and locked the doors.” 
 
      
 
    “These are brutal times, for sure,” Archie says nodding. “I took all my money out of my bank over the last few months and have hidden it.” Archie glances around the otherwise empty dining room, as if checking for eavesdroppers. 
 
      
 
    “Buried treasure in the back yard?” Tommy asks.  
 
      
 
    “No, and don’t you go looking for it, young man. If there’s money missing, I’ll know who took it.” Archie’s words are softened by a fake scowl and then a grin. 
 
      
 
    Maggie knows that he’s tucked his funds away in a box under his bed, joining several other boxes of newspaper clippings and memorabilia of bootleggers and gangsters that he’s been collecting over the years. There have to be a dozen scrapbooks under there now. Protective camouflage for his money? 
 
      
 
    “That’s probably a good idea, Archie. Perhaps I should buy a safe and we could all use it until things settle down. I hear President Hoover is calling for new banking regulations.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s only the tip of the iceberg, Maggie,” Dick says. “Right now, in Philadelphia, a quarter of the workforce is out of work. And that doesn’t count those that are only able to find part time work. The men are getting desperate. The soup kitchens can hardly keep up with the lines.” 
 
      
 
    “Tommy, didn’t you say you were reading something about unemployment?” Maggie asks. 
 
      
 
    Tommy shrugs and continues to eat. “We have a relief bin at school for canned food and clothes and stuff like that,” Tommy says. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Boys’ Central is trying to do its part. We empty it once a month and take it down to one of the charities. Those of us still fortunate enough to have a job should help out those less fortunate.” Archie intones this sanctimoniously. He is of the firm belief that those who want to work can find work and, of course, the corollary of that, those not working aren’t trying hard enough. The sheer magnitude of the number of men out of work hasn’t seemed to influence this thinking. 
 
      
 
    “What a wonderful idea. I’ll pack up a few things for you to take in on Monday, Tommy. Mr. Mansfield’s right that we should help when we can. ‘For those to whom much is given, much is required.’ I think we should all do more’” Maggie says, with a nod for Archie. “These hard times won’t last forever, will they?”  
 
      
 
    “Every little bit helps. There are thousands that are hungry right now. If you look down the alleys behind the restaurants and grocery stores, you’ll see folks scavenging for food. Not just men. It’s the women and kids rooting through the discarded and spoiled food that get to me.” Dick shakes his head, sad images reflected in his eyes.  
 
      
 
    Everyone looks at the food on the table, and their empty plates. They’re suddenly less hungry, their appetites affected in equal measures by gratitude and guilt.  
 
      
 
    “Perhaps it’s the wrong moment, but there is pie for dessert,” Maggie says, rising and beginning to clear the table. 
 
      
 
    The unusual, less-than-enthusiastic take up of her offer is not a surprise. “Letting food go to waste doesn’t feed those in need. Tommy, help me clear the table and maybe everyone will be ready for dessert in a bit.” 
 
      
 
    Dinner dishes done and the kitchen put to rights, Maggie carries her coffee through to the living room. Waiting for her is a dapper, older gentleman in a Victorian suit. He’s contentedly smoking his cigar in front of the fire. 
 
      
 
    “Things were bad in the 1870s as well. That depression lasted five years. We had bank failures then, too. It was after the Civil War. A nasty time,” Inspector Frank Geyer says, shaking his head and puffing on the cigar. “Labor strikes, hunger, homelessness. Some say it went on for another twenty years and took in the collapse of the stock market. That was just before the turn of the century—the crash in ’97, not the one that happened in ‘01. It took every one of those twenty long years for America to get on her feet again.” Frank studies the glowing end of his cigar. “No, it wasn’t until the Great War that things really took off again. Nothing like a war to drive prosperity.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, I hope this depression doesn’t last that long. And the last thing we need is a war. Tommy will soon be old enough to go and fight.” Maggie shudders at the thought. 
 
      
 
    Maggie sips her coffee and wishes for pie. “You’re a fount of inspiring knowledge tonight, Inspector. I forget how much you’ve seen.” 
 
      
 
    Frank Geyer is the ghost of a Victorian police detective. He’s been Maggie’s investigative partner and mentor for the past seven years. Together, they seek to stem the impact of the lawlessness and corruption brought about by Prohibition. They’ve had some success, with the most significant being their partnership with the Philadelphia police. Former lodger and police detective, Joe Kelly, has been instrumental in establishing and utilizing the services of the Phantom Informant, Frank’s code name on the force. 
 
      
 
    “There’s been a lot of water under the bridge this past century, but the one certainty is that the more things change the more they stay the same,” Frank says. 
 
      
 
    “Why don’t you speak more of the past? Even the small bit you shared tonight about other economic depressions puts the current situation into context.” 
 
      
 
    Frank shakes his head and look at her with sad eyes. “You know me, my dear. I always follow the Little General’s advice. ‘The stupid speak of the past, the wise of the present, and fools of the future’.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 3 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   W hile Maggie and Frank are chatting in the living room in Philly’s Northern Liberties neighborhood, outside of Philadelphia, in one of the country estate suburbs that have sprung up along the Main Line, King of the Bootleggers, Mickey Duffy, is standing on the stone terrace of his mansion. It’s known as The Black Palms because of the large black iron decorative images of two palm trees that his wife Edith had insisted upon during the renovation. The black palms are a topic of conversation around the neighborhood and a cause for notoriety, which is probably the point. 
 
      
 
    Leaning on the stone balustrade, Mickey stares broodingly across the back lawn toward a neighbor’s house. The smoke from his cigar curls lazily toward the starry night sky. Over there, the downstairs lights are on, and Mickey imagines his former friend, Henry Mercer, sitting by the fire, nursing a whiskey and listening to the radio. No, scratch that. Henry gave up drinking years ago. Mickey modifies the image to replace the liquor with a cup of coffee. Still, a pretty cozy scene, all in all. 
 
      
 
    The door to the terrace opens slightly, and Mickey’s wife, Edith, pokes her head out. “Bunny, it’s freezing out here. Come back inside.” 
 
      
 
    There’s an edge to her voice that grates. Mickey sighs, and turns, coming back into the living room. Decorated in a substantial art deco style, it is the perfect showcase for his beautiful wife. She, too, is all hard angles and glittering façade. 
 
      
 
    “What were you doing out there? It’s the middle of January for goodness’ sake. You didn’t even have your overcoat on,” Edith says, heading over to the bar cart to pour another martini. While it’s hard for other people to get quality gin to mix a good martini, it’s not an issue for the King of the Bootleggers—or his wife.  
 
      
 
    The fussing just flows over Mickey. The new medicinal drops the doctor has him on make it hard to get worked up about anything anymore. Everything just washes over him. Standing with his back to the French doors, his gaze wanders around the room, in search of… familiarity? Comfort? What drew him back inside? 
 
      
 
    Settling in with her drink in hand, Edith persists, her smile brittle. “You know, I saw them delivering a pool table over there the other day. You and Henry used to play pool all the time. Why don’t you go over and see about a game?” 
 
      
 
    Mickey, who has picked up his own drink, tries to find a comfortable chair in all this edgy splendor. Sitting in something meant to be admired but not used, he just stares into the bottom of his glass of whiskey.  
 
      
 
    “I hate seeing you brood, Bunny. Not when you can do something about it. If you don’t do something to make this right, you’re going to lose Henry permanently,” Edith says. 
 
      
 
    “You don’t lose friends, Edith. You just learn who the real ones are.” 
 
      
 
    Edith rolls her eyes, tapping the edge of her cigarette into a heavy crystal ashtray. “Oh, for goodness’ sake. You and Henry have been friends for years. Since you were boys terrorizing Gray’s Ferry. How can you give up on him so easily?” 
 
      
 
    “I didn’t give up on him. He’s the one that left.” Mickey shrugs listlessly. Left me. 
 
      
 
    “He left the business. So what?” 
 
      
 
    “You don’t understand, Kitten. You don’t just walk away from bootlegging. Killed, sure, happens all the time, but just leave? It was good of me to just let him leave. I let him have his freedom because of those Gray’s Ferry days.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey sighs, and drinks, lost in his thoughts. “But then to have him go over and start working with Max Hassel? That was a low blow, Edith.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, don’t start that again. Henry’s not the kinda fella that can retire. Too much get up and go. Have you ever asked him about it? About why he did it?” Edith says. 
 
      
 
    Mickey shrugs again. Go. Gone. Gone fishing. “I don’t care one way or the other. It is just a lousy thing to do to a pal.” 
 
      
 
    Edith rises, and walks behind his chair, laying a hand on his shoulder. He doesn’t flinch, he’s so lost in his thoughts. Fishing. For whales. Great white whales. 
 
      
 
    “Come on, Bunny. Don’t be a mope. Hilda’s got a lovely dinner on the table.” When he doesn’t respond, she grips his shoulder harder. He gets up slowly, leaving his cigar smoldering in the ashtray. Edith stubs it out vigorously. She grits her teeth, slides her arm through his, and leads him to the dining room. “Do you think you might be up to going into the city tomorrow? Maybe spend some time with the rest of the boys at the Ritz? Check up on things. It might do you some good to get out of the house, Mickey.” 
 
      
 
    A whale of a story. A whale of a good time. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 4 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   D etective Joe Kelly pushes the remains of his breakfast away. He’s sitting at the counter of the diner close to Mike Malazdrewicz’s office. Mike is Mickey Duffy’s accountant; ‘on the payroll’, so to speak, for the past year and a bit. During the Grand Jury investigation in 1928, the police had come into the possession of ledgers and boxes of financial receipts belonging to Mickey Duffy. Some good investigative accounting by Maggie Barnes had revealed that Mickey Duffy’s accountant was skimming off the top. The feds gave Malazdrewicz two choices: cooperate and feed them information about Duffy’s gang activities, or have Duffy find out about the skimming: wind up with cement overshoes and tossed overboard. Mike chose to cooperate, not being much of a swimmer. 
 
      
 
    Joe, as the officer who had brought the embezzling information to the federal treasury agents, had been assigned to be Mike’s handler. Joe finds the cloak and dagger stuff appealing, and is enjoying his role. 
 
      
 
    He and Mike meet for breakfast once a week. They had decided that the diner was the most inconspicuous place for them to debrief; doing nefarious things in plain sight was often the best strategy. 
 
      
 
    Saturdays are Joe’s preferred day to get together. The diner is full but not crowded this time of the morning, and it also gets Joe out of the house Saturday mornings, the energy of two small children unfamiliar and annoying. When Jo-Jo, as he and his wife, Fanny, call the baby, is older, he’ll take him sledding and to ball games, but what he should do right now to keep a two year old boy amused is a mystery. And don’t get him started on five year old girls. Dollies and hair ribbons. Nope, the diner is the spot to be. 
 
      
 
    Joe sips his coffee in peace and watches the diner door in the mirror behind the counter. He sees Mike arrive and walk over to the empty stool next to him. The two men nod casually.  
 
      
 
    Dorothy, the long-time waitress in the diner, comes over with a pot of coffee. “The usual, Mike?” Mike nods, and adds cream and sugar to his coffee. While he waits for his toast, he makes what looks like idle chit-chat with the person on the next stool. 
 
      
 
    “I have some new pages for you,” Mike says in a quiet voice, stirring his coffee and staring at the mirror. 
 
      
 
    “Good. Drop them in the usual spot in the park. I’ll pick them up on my way home.” 
 
      
 
    Mike nods. 
 
      
 
    “Can you pass me the salt and pepper?” Joe asks in a normal voice, and then adds quietly, “Everything else okay?”  
 
      
 
    “The Black Prince is up to no good. And King Lear himself hasn’t been in much,” Mike says to the mirror. 
 
      
 
    Who knew that Mike would turn out to be a Shakespeare fan? Joe had had to go to the library and take out a summary of the Bard’s plays to keep up. King Lear seems apt for Mickey, the madness and betrayal and all, but he still hasn’t figured out why Mike had picked the Black Prince for Eddie Regan’s nickname. Eddie’s been Mickey’s driver, bodyguard, and ‘friend’ for some time now. 
 
      
 
    “I imagine there are all kinds of shenanigans going on while he’s gone.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh yeah, the Black Prince and the Italians are mixed up in some stuff. Trouble ahead, my friend.” Mike begins to spread jam thinly on the newly arrived toast. 
 
      
 
    Joe nods. The Italians are the Lanzetta brothers, a rival gangster group whose mother had perversely named these spawns of Satan after popes. There were six brothers in the family, and all were gangsters: Leo was the oldest and the leader, Pius was known as ‘the Brain’, Ignatius had a reputation as a snappy dresser, Lucien had an explosive temper, Willie was the quiet one, and Teo was the youngest. ‘Baby’ Lanzetta made women swoon because of his good looks. They were also vicious rivals of Boo-Boo Hoff back in the day when Hoff was a ‘somebody’ before, a couple of years back, the Grand Jury ruined the man.  
 
      
 
    Joe stirs his refill. He isn’t happy to hear that the Duffy gang was getting mixed up with the mob. Cosa Nostra connections were deadly. 
 
      
 
    Sliding off his stool, Joe nods casually to Mike and a few of the other regulars, throws some money on the counter to pay for his breakfast, and heads back to the precinct. His regular Saturday routine, after seeing Mike, is to meet with a couple of federal treasury agents.  
 
      
 
    Waiting for Joe in the duty room back at the precinct are the two federal agents. Jim Williams is bald, short, and stocky. His partner, Jay Reynolds, is tall and thin. A regular Mutt and Jeff? Or maybe a pencil and an eraser? Joe smiles as he sits down, a cup of the precinct’s vile coffee in his hand. He spends the next hour filling in Reynolds and Williams on his ‘breakfast’ with Mike the accountant. 
 
      
 
    “What the heck is Eddie Regan cozying up to the Lanzettas for? I thought they were rivals of Duffy’s,” growls Agent Williams.  
 
      
 
    Joe sized up the agent. He would make a great boxer.  “Enemies of my enemy are my friends, maybe? Who knows, but I don’t think Duffy’s going to start running drugs anytime soon,” Joe answers. Over the past year, he’s become familiar with the pair—they’re all on the same team. 
 
      
 
    “Duffy may not be planning it, but what if Eddie Regan has ideas? You were saying that he’s been making take-over moves with Duffy being outta commission so much of the time,” Agent Reynolds says. 
 
      
 
    “That’s true,” Joe says, nodding. 
 
      
 
    “You’re doing a good job keeping an eye on things, Joe. See if Mike can find out anything else about this Lanzetta hook-up. That bears watching,” Agent Reynolds says, putting his notes into his briefcase. 
 
      
 
    “Will do, Reynolds. I’m picking up December’s financial statements later this afternoon. The real ones, not the ones the IRS sees.” 
 
      
 
    The trio stand and shake hands. The agents have to get back to their weekend. 
 
      
 
    “Good. There’s always some good information there. You were sharp to spot the skimming scheme that the accountant was pulling, Joe. You’ve got a good head on your shoulders,” Agent Williams says. 
 
      
 
    Or Maggie does. “Thanks, Agent Williams. But like I’ve said before, it was a team effort.” 
 
      
 
    “Don’t sell yourself short, Kelly. Every good team has a leader. Look, we gotta go. But we’ll see you next Saturday, right?”  
 
      
 
    Joe walks them to the stairs. “You bet. And I’ll get those statements to you first thing Monday morning.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 5 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   D ays pass vaguely for Edith and Mickey. She’s taken to writing things down on the calendar, not because she has so much to do, but rather because she has so little. Wrapped in their dressing gowns and slippers, they are enjoying a late breakfast. It’s become a habit, Mickey sleeping late and then maybe heading to the Ritz to meet up with the men that work for him, or maybe not.  
 
      
 
    Edith was initially concerned with his lack of motivation, but Dr. Schnitke assures her that it is a common side effect of the chloral hydrate drops he is taking to keep him calm. He also said that the volatile mood swings that they had barely survived two years ago were probably related to the type of syphilis Mickey had when he was much younger. It’s come back and with a vengeance. Edith carefully measures his dosage into his morning orange juice, and into his wine at dinner.  
 
      
 
    “Are you going into town today, Mickey?” Edith addresses her comments to the front page of the Philadelphia Inquirer. She presumes that Mickey is behind the paper. 
 
      
 
    “Not sure, Kitten.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, don’t forget that Maggie is coming for dinner.” 
 
      
 
    “Hmm, what was that, dear?” Mickey doesn’t glance up from his newspaper.  
 
      
 
    The doorbell rings and Hilda comes into the dining room to announce that the movers have arrived with the pool table. Mickey jumps up and heads to the front door. 
 
      
 
    “Pool table? What pool table? Who ordered it? Where are we going to put a pool table?” Edith asks, trailing behind.  
 
      
 
    “I thought we could take the desk out of the room with the bookshelves and put it in there.”  
 
      
 
    “It’s called a study. How big is it?” Edith asks the man standing at the front door, clipboard in hand.  
 
      
 
    “Four by eight, ma’am,” he answers, his eyes traveling up and down her silk-draped frame. 
 
      
 
    She turns and screeches at Mickey. “What? You could have at least told me. You’ll never get it into the study. It will take up the whole room. It will have to go down to the basement.” 
 
      
 
    “Okay, you heard the lady. Let’s take it downstairs. I’ll show you the way,” Mickey says, waving at the deliverymen and shuffling off toward the basement in his bathrobe and slippers. 
 
      
 
    Edith fumes upstairs while the men start carrying the slate and the wooden pieces of the pool table to the basement. Once assembled, it will have to have the felt installed by an expert. Mickey, delighted with his purchase, comes upstairs after the movers have left. 
 
      
 
    “Come on, Edith. Come and see. You’ve done the whole house and I didn’t say squat. Let me have this.” He grabs her hand and starts leading her to the basement. 
 
      
 
    There, amidst the boxes, the washing machine, the racks for drying clothes, the shelves of preserves and other staples, is the pool table. 
 
      
 
    “It could have been six by twelve, you know. I thought I was being discrete.” 
 
      
 
    Edith shakes her head, a wry smile on her face. “Whatever makes you happy, Bunny. But wouldn’t it have been easier just to go over to Henry’s?” 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    In the Northern Liberties neighborhood, Maggie Barnes also accepted a delivery. A box with a cover letter. Sitting at the dining room table, Maggie stares at the open cardboard box. Inside are papers, bundles of letters, and old photographs. She picks up the cover letter again. 
 
      
 
    My dear Mrs. Barnes; 
 
    Well, old age has finally caught up with me. My family is forcing me to sell the house, which means that I’m having to sort through a lifetime of memories and acquisitions. No easy task for a packrat like myself. 
 
      
 
    I did so much enjoy our visits. My own family don’t seem to care much for dusty ancestors, so it has been delightful to talk with you. You have such enthusiasm for dear Frank. I think you may have as many stories about the man as I have. 
 
      
 
    Please excuse my wandering. Not being able to stay on topic seems to be one of the curses of my advancing years. As I was saying, I was going through my things and came across this box of memorabilia that I showed you on your first visit. No one wants it, and I can’t take it with me, (and please pardon my presumption) but I was hoping that you might want it. 
 
      
 
    I’d love to visit with you again, my dear. You can find me at my great niece’s. Just give me a few weeks to settle in. I hope to see you in the spring.  
 
      
 
    All the best, Muriel Duffy 
 
      
 
    Maggie lifts out the photographs. Mary Geyer, Frank’s wife, stares back at her in the stiff, formal pose of the era; the ornate background, the vase of ostrich feathers. She studies the face, trying to discern the woman behind the grim visage. The long exposure times that were needed to create those early photographs meant no smiling. Laying Mary aside, she picks up one of Frank in his police uniform. Muriel had suggested that it was his retirement from the force, but Maggie thinks it was taken to commemorate the capture of the notorious J.J. Holmes, America’s first serial killer. What an exciting career he’s had. 
 
      
 
    There are packets of letters, tied with a faded ribbon. She returns them to the box. They are private correspondence and she won’t intrude. Also in the box are citations for bravery, commendations from the mayor, and newspaper clippings from the day he opened his own detective agency. 
 
      
 
    Maggie had begun the project of trying to track down Frank’s family as a kindness. There was such an undercurrent of loneliness about the man. She had also hoped that, by understanding who his people were, she might find an answer to the riddle of what the purpose for remaining in Philadelphia in his current spectral state was. Unfortunately, meeting and getting to know Muriel Duffy raised more questions than it answered.  
 
      
 
    Adding to the dilemma was the uncomfortable fact that she had still not shared her discovery of living Geyer family members with Frank. And now this box has arrived. I must mention it to him soon. I hope he’s not put out by it. He never speaks about Mary, or his family, and is such a private man. I may have overstepped and made a terrible mistake. 
 
      
 
    Maggie carefully repacks the box, frowning. She’s going to dinner at the Duffys’ tonight, so won’t see the Inspector at their usual time for Evening Report. Justice delayed, but not denied. 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    Walking up the broad walkway to the Duffy house, Black Palms, Maggie is once again impressed with what Edith has accomplished with the renovations. The house has been transformed into a Mediterranean villa, complete with the namesake palms that adorn the side of the house. 
 
      
 
    “Where’s Mickey? Is he joining us tonight?” Maggie asks Edith as she hands her coat and hat to Hilda.  
 
      
 
    “He’s downstairs admiring his pool table. He got a couple of the men to carry down some armchairs, a table, and a carpet. I think he’s building a little nest down there.” Edith links her arm through Maggie’s and leads her into the living rom. “Cocktail?” 
 
      
 
    “Mmm, yes please.” Maggie takes in the room while Edith shakes the martinis at a mirrored drinks cabinet. Light from wall sconces and floor lamps sparkle off its faceted surfaces. Glamorous mirrors, glossy woods, slick metal finishes, lush whites, turquoise-colored leather furniture adorned with velvet and fur toss cushions: it’s a gorgeous and unique room. Parlor palms cast tropical shadows on the walls, reinforcing the Mediterranean theme.  
 
      
 
    Cocktail in hand, Maggie perches on the turquoise couch. “This room is really incredible, Edith. You’ve done yourself proud. I love all the angles and mirrors. Really stunning.” 
 
      
 
    “Thanks, Mags. It’s exactly like I hoped it would be. I’m still looking for something fabulous for that wall over there,” Edith says, waving behind her. “How’s your father, by the way?” 
 
      
 
    “Not well. He got through Christmas, but it was hard on us all to see him suffering like that. The cancer is eating him up, Edith. He’s only been in the office a few hours since the holidays, which just isn’t like him.” 
 
      
 
    “And your mother? How is Cordelia coping?” 
 
      
 
    “Much better than I expected. Father has been her whole life, and now she is rallying for him. Caring for him has given her a real sense of purpose: something practical for her to direct her energy to, besides garden club intrigue. I think she’s found her calling in nursing father.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s a calling I’ll never have. Call me selfish, but I can’t imagine submerging myself like that.” 
 
      
 
    “Maybe it’s different when you’ve been together as long as they have. They’re dedicated to each other, and it’s a final way that they can express their devotion.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie’s not sure what she’s said, but something was wrong. Edith’s normally vivacious face had gone cold and hard. 
 
      
 
    “Honey, what did I say? What’s wrong?” 
 
      
 
    Edith grips her martini glass, splashing a few drops of gin on her sequined dress. “Oh damn, look what I’ve done.” She pats at the spots with a handkerchief Maggie has fished out of her purse. The pats turn into jabs, and suddenly she’s pounding away on the dress. Maggie gets up and comes to sit beside her, putting her arm around her. 
 
      
 
    “Sweetie? Tell me what’s wrong.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh Mags. What’s wrong? My life, I guess. Mickey shuffles around in slippers all day, the house is finished and I have nothing left to do. I’m stuck out here with the neighbors, who are worse than those charity club members for looking down their noses at me. It’s awful, Maggie.” 
 
      
 
    “Shh, sweetie. It can’t be that bad. Don’t cry. You’ll make your mascara run. There, there,” Maggie says, cooing and hugging her friend. “You have this beautiful home. And a car. Why don’t you get into the city more? Find something to do?” 
 
      
 
    “Easy for you to say. You’ve got your office downtown, clients, and business clothes to wear. I trail around after Mickey in any old house dress. I’ll be wearing slippers next, just you wait and see,” Edith says, trying to smile through her tears. 
 
      
 
    Maggie forces a chuckle. “That’ll be the day. So, besides this gorgeous home, what else have you been up to? Did you have parties over the holidays? Go somewhere grand for New Year’s Eve?” 
 
      
 
    “No, we didn’t have people in and we didn’t go out. Mickey wasn’t up for a party, and I couldn’t go alone. Not at New Year’s. All ‘couples and kissing’ at midnight. How sad would it be not to have someone to celebrate with?” Edith pats her hair and dabs at her face to fix her make-up. She forces a bright smile. “How did you bring in 1931?” 
 
      
 
    “You mean, speaking of being alone?” Maggie says, a teasing lilt to her voice. She’s been a widow for twelve years, and wears it comfortably. “Tommy and I celebrated with a marathon board game competition. You know that new one that’s just come out? Scrabble? Everyone’s playing it. Archie and Dick were home as well and had found some champagne. They had some great programs on the radio, and we made a night of it.” 
 
      
 
    “Tommy. I can’t believe how tall he’s getting. He’s almost fifteen, now?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, and it’s so cute, Edith. His voice cracks when he talks. And he’s looking more and more like Jack.” 
 
      
 
    “And school? How’s he doing at the infamous Boys’ Central High School?” 
 
      
 
    “He made it through Christmas exams. And if you can believe it, did a book report last week on the economist John Maynard Keynes.” 
 
      
 
    “What a kid. He’s a smart one, all right. Takes after his mother. Does he have a girlfriend yet?” 
 
      
 
    “Not that I’ve heard, but you know boys that age. I’ll be the last to know.” Maggie waits for the customary inquiry into her own love life, but Edith, now recovered, is prattling on about exotic woods and the various merits of Violetwood, Ambonyna burl, Macassar ebony, and Cuban mahogany. Maggie makes appropriate noises. Still no sign of Mickey. 
 
      
 
    “How’s Mickey?” Maggie asks, interrupting the lecture on lacquer. 
 
      
 
    Edith gets up to refresh her cocktail. “Oh, you know. Much the same. He doesn’t leave the house much. As long as he takes his medicine, he’s calm. A couple of times he’s thrown his orange juice at me. Those are bad days.” 
 
      
 
    Hilda comes in and lets them know dinner is ready.  
 
      
 
    “How about I go downstairs and get him for dinner? That way I can see the pool table,” Maggie says. 
 
      
 
    “Thanks, doll. It’ll save me screeching down the stairs. You know the way?” 
 
      
 
    Maggie makes her way down the basement stairs, watching her head on the joists that support the floor above. The basement hasn’t received the benefit of Edith’s magic wand and is a typical basement: musty, dark, damp. “Mickey?” 
 
      
 
    “Over here,” calls a voice from the gloom.  
 
      
 
    Maggie’s eyes adjust, and she sees a shape sitting in the dark, alone. “You’re going to need to get some lamps down here, Mickey. Unless you can play pool in the dark.” 
 
      
 
    “The felt man won’t be here until Friday. So I can’t play, anyway.” 
 
      
 
    “Hilda’s called dinner.” 
 
      
 
    “You gals go ahead. Tell Edith I’m not hungry. I think I’ll just stay down here.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie follows the sound of his voice, bumping into the edge of the table. Mickey clicks on a small lamp. Maggie blinks at the sudden light. “Dinner smells great, Mickey. Come upstairs and you can tell me about the pool table. It’s a beaut.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey stands, running his hand along the top. “It is, isn’t it? I’ve always wanted a pool table at home. Do you play, Maggie?” 
 
      
 
    “No. You’ll have to give me lessons once the felt’s on.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey starts to drift toward the stairs. “Yes, that would be nice.” He makes his way upstairs. Maggie shuts off the lamp and follows. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 6 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   T oday is an ‘on-day’ and Maggie is downtown at the office. And she’s not just ‘on’, but ‘really on’; corporate clients are expecting year end statements. She and Ron NcNeely, the office’s accounting clerk, are swamped.  
 
      
 
    Maggie has stacks of file folders on the table in her office. On her desk, alongside her trusty adding machine, are the files of the current client. Her notes are beside her as she jots down missing information, or questions she’ll have for the client later in the day. 
 
      
 
    She stretches out the kinks in her neck, closes the file folder, and walks down the hall to Ron’s desk. On the way, she passes her father’s closed door. She’d called her mother earlier, like she does every day now, and had been told that her father, Howard, was up and sitting downstairs, reading. This was good news. 
 
      
 
    “Okay, I cry uncle. I can’t stand the thought of another column of numbers. Let’s go grab lunch and get out of here for a while,” she says to Ron. She finds herself admiring the good looks of this young man with his pencil moustache.  
 
      
 
    “I must admit, I could use the break,” Ron answers with a smile just for her. Maggie’s tummy does a little flip, and she slips on her coat to disguise the flustered emotions. Silly girl. 
 
      
 
    Bundled up against the January cold, Ron and Maggie make their way to a corner deli. Steamy storefront windows promise warmth. The smell of hot corned beef, and the sharp tang of brined pickles, gets their stomachs rumbling. They are seated and have ordered before they’ve even warmed up. 
 
      
 
    “Any news on your father?” Ron asks, grabbing hold of a mountain of a sandwich that has just been delivered to the table. 
 
      
 
    “Mother says he came downstairs and is reading. But he’s not coming into the office. How are you managing?” 
 
      
 
    “Holding my own as long as nothing new is added. How about you?” 
 
      
 
    “The file for Tony’s barbershop is a real mess. It’s basically a shoebox of scraps of paper that I’ve got to sort through to figure out what is claimable and what is garbage. Who brought him into the firm, anyway?” 
 
      
 
    Ron laughs. “You did, Maggie. He’s one of your Marshall Street referrals.” 
 
      
 
    “Ah, then I only have myself to blame. We’ll get through this, Ron. There’s light at the end of the tunnel.” 
 
      
 
    “You mean from that oncoming freight train?”  
 
      
 
    They laugh. While they eat, Maggie watches the occasional patron come in and be shown round to the back where the kitchen is. 
 
      
 
    “What’s going on back there?” She nods to another disappearing customer. “Surely this place isn’t a front for liquor or gambling?” 
 
      
 
    Ron chuckles. “Where do you get these ideas? No. I imagine they’ve got a free hot lunch set up back there. Some soup and day old bread is my guess. Jews have been hard hit with the layoffs. Immigrants and Negros are always the first to be let go in a downturn.” 
 
      
 
    “We were talking about it at dinner the other night. Dick says over a quarter of the workforce is now gone. That’s hundreds of thousands of unemployed men. And their families. Hungry.” 
 
      
 
    “And probably needing a roof over their head as well. No job means no money for rent. And out onto the street you go. I know of places that have a whole family living in one small room. And they feel grateful for that.” 
 
      
 
    “How come you know so much about this?” 
 
      
 
    “I’ve been coming here for lunch since I started with your father. The owners, Saul and Miriam, are good people. I’ve gotten to know them quite well. I sit at the counter and we talk. Both of them were born elsewhere and came here to build a life. I guess I’m in awe of the strength that took.” 
 
      
 
    “You sound just like my late husband. He worked with newcomers down at the shipyards, and I still live in Northern Liberties. A lot of our neighbors are from Eastern Europe. I’d often find him with a pal or two on the back step, talking… and eating pickles with their vodka.” 
 
      
 
    “With so many out of work, it’s going to stir up a lot of resentment. When times are good, people are more tolerant of the ‘other’ but, in tough times like these, people circle the wagons and keep the ‘other’ out. There will soon be headlines claiming immigrants are stealing the few jobs we have left. That they are taking more than their fair share. Hard times bring out the nasty side of people.” 
 
      
 
    “With all those breadlines and the unemployment, have we lost any clients yet?” 
 
      
 
    “One or two. But looking at the financials, it’s only a matter of time until the trickle becomes a flood. A barbershop can’t make money if nobody can afford a haircut,” Ron says, and finishes the last bite of sandwich. 
 
      
 
    “I won’t complain about the amount of work anymore,” Maggie says, ruefully shaking her head. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, it’s a good problem to have.” 
 
      
 
    “How are your folks, Ron? Now that you’re a certified public accountant, I bet you got lots of pressure from them over the holidays to go back to the family firm.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, the usual. My father would like to see all his sons involved. But I put him off. I won’t leave you in the lurch, Maggie. Your father’s been too good to me.” 
 
      
 
    “I wasn’t fishing, Ron. I know what kind of pressures family expectations can create. I ran away from them myself years ago. But I guess I didn’t run far enough, because here I am.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m glad you are, Maggie.” Ron holds her eyes for an extra moment.  
 
      
 
    Her pulse racing, Maggie blushes and pushes back her chair. “Come on then, those financial statements won’t reconcile themselves, you know,” she says. Oh my, Maggie girl. Get a hold of yourself. You work together in the same office. As Ron helps her on with her coat, she’s very aware of how close he’s standing. It’s almost electric. She turns slightly, caught in the woodsy smell of his aftershave. Oh heck, what would Edith do? Ha, I know exactly what she’d do, heaven forbid, naughty girl. Maggie smiles to herself, imagining. 
 
      
 
    On the way back to the office, Maggie’s romantic woolgathering comes crashing to a halt as they pass a long line of men standing on the sidewalk warming themselves near burning barrels. The line snakes into one of the many soup kitchens that have sprung up in the past year. 
 
      
 
    “At least they’re getting a good, hot meal.” 
 
      
 
    “But at what cost, Maggie? People say it’s free, but it’s not, really. It does something to a man to be seen in a bread line. Sometimes pride is the only thing he has left.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie pulls her coat collar close. “How bad can it get, Ron?” 
 
      
 
    “That is the question, isn’t it?”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 7 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   H enry Mercer grips the steering wheel of his Cord L-29 automobile. The top’s up on the convertible, and its toasty warm inside, but the car’s efficient heating system isn’t responsible for the fogged windows. No, the blame for that rests squarely with the gorgeous gal in the passenger seat. Long, thick, dark curls caught up in a top-knot rather than cut short in a more fashionable bob, hazel eyes surrounded by sooty lashes, flawless skin with just a touch of olive: Sadie Bloom is a beauty, and Henry is wild about her. 
 
      
 
    When Henry, bored with retirement, had approached fellow bootlegger and sometimes partner of Mickey Duffy, Max Hassel, with the offer to manage his breweries, he had no idea that it would lead to romance. In addition to bringing Henry into the brewery business, Max had become a generous friend, and would often invite Henry along when he paid calls on acquaintances in the Jewish community. There, Henry was well known and liked, even if he was a goy, and outside the faith. At loose ends, Henry became Max’s constant sidekick. 
 
      
 
    Sadie is the youngest daughter of Ezra Bloom, a baker on Marshall Street, and a committed blackjack player, although never for money he’s quick to point out. Max and Henry were often invited for dinner and cards. Evenings with the Blooms were filled with riddles and jokes, strong opinions, good food, and warm companionship, although, lately, Henry was growing uncomfortable with the secret they were keeping from Sadie’s parents. 
 
      
 
    “We can’t keep sneaking around behind your pa’s back. Or Max’s either, for that matter. They’ve been good to me, and I’m letting them down. Besides, we got a great thing going here, darlin’. Let me talk to your pa. Ezra likes me. I’m sure that I could get him to agree to letting us get married.” 
 
      
 
    Sadie pushes away from Henry, panic in her eyes. “Don’t you dare, Henry Mercer. My father would kill me, literally, if he found out I was seeing a goy. Maybe in some families that’s allowed, but not in mine. They’ve even got the matchmaker working on finding a couple of good Jewish boys for me to think about.” 
 
      
 
    Henry pulls her in close again. “Whoa, you’re my gal, Sadie. You don’t need no matchmaker.” 
 
      
 
    “You don’t understand, my motek. My parents will decide who I marry, and it certainly won’t be someone like you, Mr. Henry ‘the goy’ Mercer. It will be someone who can sit at table on Friday nights for Shabbos, and who keeps the high holidays. No, Henry, my father would never allow it, nor accept us a couple. Let’s just enjoy this for what it is. Don’t be a shediker.” 
 
      
 
    Henry looks over at her and smiles. “I like the sounds of that. What is a shediker?” 
 
      
 
    “A trouble maker, and you are certainly all that and then some,” she says, cupping his cheek in her hand. 
 
      
 
    Henry laughs. “Yup, that’s me. A shediker. Always have been and always will be.” Henry slides his hand along the back of her neck and slowly unpins her hair. It tumbles down in soft waves around his hand. “Oh, Sadie. This mess is hardly my fault, doll. If you weren’t so beautiful, I wouldn’t be in this jam.” 
 
      
 
    Sadie, against her better judgement, lifts her face to Henry. “No one has ever called me beautiful.” 
 
      
 
    “I find that seriously hard to believe. Good Jewish boys must have terrible eyesight.” And he leans down and kisses her. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 8 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   L ying in bed that night, Maggie tosses and turns. She punches her pillow and gazes up at the ceiling. Lines. This whole town is made up of lines right now. People lining up at soup kitchens, people lining up in bread lines, people lining up at the unemployment office, people lining up at shuttered banks. 
 
      
 
    Maggie yanks the covers up close to her chin. 
 
      
 
    Banks. What am I going to do about my mortgage? Walking up the front steps of the Bankers Trust building almost five years ago. And that awful Mr. McKim. But I got the roof fixed and, after a bit of a rocky start, managed to meet all the repayments on the loan. I don’t think either one of us thought I’d make it through to the end.  
 
      
 
    Maggie smiles to herself in the darkness.  
 
      
 
    Now I’ve got to decide how to pay that final balloon payment. I can borrow again, at atrocious interest rates no doubt. The federal government really ought to do something about banks. There is no way they should be allowed to get away with what they do.  
 
      
 
    Maggie punches the pillow into a different shape, lying on her side to stare out the window at the darkness beyond. 
 
      
 
    I suppose I could pay off much of what I owe with my savings, but I’m not sure about giving the bank more money right now. I wonder what happens if my bank goes under before my loan is due. Does it just go away? Maybe I could just play the odds and see what happens. Although, if the bank closes, I’ll lose my savings and, with my luck, still have to pay back the loan. I’ve got to get that safe that Archie was talking about. It’s better to take my money out. I’ll do it tomorrow. 
 
      
 
    With a sigh of frustration, she rolls over on her tummy, wrapping her arms around the pillow. Most of the time, I’m quite happy on my own. But there are times like these that I’d really like someone to talk to about this. Not to make the decision, mind you, but someone that I could bounce ideas off of. I could talk to the Inspector, but sometimes he doesn’t understand the latest nuances of finance and banking. Things were so different back in his day. I suppose they had banks? Sure they did. He’d said some of them closed. I know he’ll support me in whatever I decide, but I need help getting to a decision. 
 
      
 
    I wish I could talk to Father about it. He’d have good ideas and helpful advice. But I can’t right now. He’s too sick. I don’t want to give him anything troubling to think about. Poor Mother. She’s carrying on like a real trooper. 
 
      
 
    Rolling onto her back again, she straightens the covers that had become twisted. Could I talk to Ron about it? He’d understand, and I could see him coming up with some clever solution, but do I want him knowing that much about my finances? I like him well enough, but this is personal. No, I don’t think I could talk to Ron. What to do, what to do? 
 
      
 
    At the foot of the stairs, Maggie can hear the phone ringing. Alarmed, she pulls on her bathrobe and hurries downstairs. 
 
      
 
    “Hello?... Mother? What’s wrong?... I’ll be right there…. All right, but first thing in the morning then. I’ll be there before breakfast.” Maggie puts the phone down. I’m going to go. I don’t care what she says. It’s not like I’m going to sleep anyway. Should I say anything to Tommy?  
 
      
 
    “Mother? Is it Grandfather?” Tommy is standing at the top of the stairs, rumpled from sleep. 
 
      
 
    “Yes. Get dressed, son. That was Grandmother on the telephone. We need to go.” 
 
      
 
    “But it’s the middle of the night,” he says, yawning. 
 
      
 
    “It always is. Bad news like this never happens in the daylight. Grandfather has taken a turn for the worse. We should go now, so that we can say goodbye. Hurry now.” 
 
      
 
    Throwing on her clothes, and packing a small bag just in case they’re there for a few days, she scribbles a note for Archie and Dick, leaving it propped up by the phone. She explains what has happened, and asks Archie to let the school know that Tommy will be away, maybe all week. Mentally, she runs through the contents of the refrigerator. Pickings are lean as it was an ‘on-day’ and she was planning to go to the market later this morning. Oh well, they’re adults. They’ll manage.  
 
      
 
    Tommy comes down the stairs and slips his hand into hers. “Mother? Is Grandfather going to die?” 
 
      
 
    “It’s not looking good. You know how sick he’s been, sweetie. In a way, I hope not, but maybe that’s being selfish. He’s earned his rest, Tommy. It may be time to let him go.” She gives him a squeeze, surprised that he lets her, and together they go out into the cold night to start the car.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 9 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   R on’s perched at the deli counter, the smell of the corned beef making his mouth water as he waits for Miriam to finish stacking his sandwich. He can almost taste the sharp tang of the rye bread and the heat of the mustard cutting though all the fatty goodness of the meat. 
 
      
 
    “I should charge you rent for the time on the stool, boychick,” she says, putting down the sandwich. “You don’t have a home to go to? Morning, noon, and night, always on the stool.” 
 
      
 
    “You’re my home away from home, Miriam. You and Saul.” 
 
      
 
    “And what about that sweet girl you bring the other day? She special? Time to settle down, maybe?” Miriam, a dynamic four foot eight, takes swipes at the counter with her rag. 
 
      
 
    “You’re the only girl for me, Miriam. You know that,” Ron says, giving her his best smile. She snaps the rag at him. 
 
      
 
    “Enough. Saul will hear, and then we’ll be in trouble.” 
 
      
 
    “She’s more trouble than she’s worth, Ron,” Saul says, laughing from the back room. 
 
      
 
    Miriam rolls her eyes and then leans close on the counter. “No, really, Ron. Why a nice boy like you—easy on the eyes, a good earner, good teeth—why you not find somebody?” 
 
      
 
    Ron chews thoughtfully. The same question had been on his mind lately. “I don’t know. I look at Pops and Mother and see what they have. It’s not good, Miriam. My mother is always shut away upstairs with a headache or one of her spells every time Father wants to go out. He’s cut himself off from everyone but family because he can’t leave her alone. I don’t want that. I want a strong woman, a partner. I want someone who’s going to stand beside me.” He pauses again, “I got plans, you know. I need someone who can believe in those plans and will be part of them.” 
 
      
 
    Miriam pinches Ron on the cheek. “You know, boychick, it’s not where you go, but who you travel with. You should be like me and marry for character, not for looks. Take Saul. He’s lost his hair and he wears his belt too high, but we’re still together, you know? All the time. Every day, all day at the deli, all night at home. It sounds like that might be a bad thing, all that time together. But it’s not. It’s good. So, what about that girl from the other day? She works with you, right? A girl like that understands a man who’s going places.” 
 
      
 
    Ron shrugs. “She’s the boss’s daughter, Miriam. I’m working hard to earn what I get out of life. I don’t want to be the boss’s kid, and I certainly don’t want to marry the boss’s daughter.” 
 
      
 
    “Ha, you don’t know from nothing, boychick. Trust me, I know. That girl. You could do worse.” 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    Frank paces in Maggie’s living room. He stops when the telephone rings and goes unanswered. He’d arrived for their regular evening report and found the house empty. He’s worried about Maggie and Tommy.  
 
      
 
    Tonight, Archie and Dick are out. Frank curses his inability to lift the receiver and find out what’s going on. He’d gathered from last night’s conversation between the two lodgers that Maggie and Tommy have gone to Overbrook to be with her deteriorating father. Since then, Frank’s been unable to gather any news. Dick’s been working long hours at the paper, and Archie’s spent a lot of time in his room. When the lodgers don’t talk to each other, Frank is at a loss for news. He starts pacing again. He can’t even pull back the drapes to peer out the window. Damn.  
 
      
 
    Settling into his chair to wait, Frank takes his customary two matches and lights a cigar. He likes a good flame to get the darn thing started. Maggie’s a strong woman. Her father’s death will hurt, but it’s not anything she can’t get through. It’s a good thing she’s had this year with him. It’s given them both a chance to make amends. And it’s been good for Tommy. 
 
      
 
    I wouldn’t wish on anyone the anguish of not being able to say goodbye. My goodbyes have gone unheard too many times. Maybe fate’s cruel hand at missing out on one that mattered most? 
 
      
 
    Outside, a car door slams. Is it Archie and Dick, home at last? Finally, someone to answer the telephone. Or maybe it’s Maggie and Tommy? Or maybe I should just go outside and look? Frank snorts at his impatience. I’ve gotten comfortable with Maggie’s good manners; holding the door open for me so I can come into a room or leave like a normal person. I guess I’ll wait here, like a normal person would, and see who comes in. 
 
      
 
    The front door opens and Maggie enters, dropping her overnight bag by the stairs. She looks defeated. Tommy hovers close by, a blank look on his face. 
 
      
 
    “Maggie, what’s happened?” 
 
      
 
    She raises her eyes and looks at him, giving a slight shake to her head, then she focuses on Tommy. “Here, sweetheart, give me your coat. How about I make some hot chocolate? Would you like that?” 
 
      
 
    Tommy merely nods and heads off into the kitchen. 
 
      
 
    “Father’s gone, Inspector,” she says in a low voice so as not to be overheard. 
 
      
 
    Frank takes a step toward her, his arms out. Then he stops, knowing the comfort is impossible to give. “I’m so very sorry, Maggie. Was it hard?” 
 
      
 
    Maggie shakes her head. “I can’t talk now. I have to see to Tommy. Are Archie and Dick here?” 
 
      
 
    “No, they’re out. It’s just us.” 
 
      
 
    “Let me get some food into Tommy and get him settled. Depending on how that goes, maybe we can talk later?” 
 
      
 
    Frank nods, wishing he could do more. 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    Frank and Maggie are settled in the living room, Tommy upstairs. The house is quiet, with Archie and Dick still out for the evening. 
 
      
 
    “How is your mother coping with it all?” 
 
      
 
    “She’s shattered. I didn’t want to leave her, but I needed to come home to get a change of clothes, and Tommy needs to go to school tomorrow. I’m going to go back out there tomorrow after Tommy’s home from school and be with her. There’re so many arrangements, and Mother shouldn’t be alone.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie’s shoulders drop, and she puts a shaky hand to her forehead. “Oh Inspector, it’s all too much. I have to do a quick grocery run and put something on the back of the stove for Archie and Dick. And I must drop by the office and see Ron. We’re swamped with work right now, and I want him to know what’s happened. Oh Frank, I never thought I’d miss him this much.” Maggie cries and sinks deeper into the chair, folding in on herself. 
 
      
 
    “There’s a strong bond between fathers and daughters, Maggie. I cherished my own daughter, Edna.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie gathers herself. “It must have been hard for you, Inspector, not to be able to say goodbye. At least we had that. Were you there when your wife died? And the others in your family?” 
 
      
 
    “My wife, Mary, went very peacefully. I, as this—a ghost—sat beside her while she slept. Just before dawn, she had awakened and looked at me, and when she saw me she knew that it was time. She smiled then, not surprised to see me. Almost expecting it. And then she slipped away. I thought that I would follow—but I didn’t go with her; I stayed in this form.” Frank’s voice shakes with the ache of loneliness. 
 
      
 
    “That sounds almost lovely. What a gentle way to go.” 
 
      
 
    “It was less peaceful for my daughter, Edna, when her turn came. She had been ill. Not cancer, but consumption. It was sad. It was hard to see her suffer.” 
 
      
 
    “Was she able to see you as well?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, but she was alarmed. She fought death with every breath. I was no welcome sight.” 
 
      
 
    “Death can be frightening.” 
 
      
 
    “I’ve seen so much of it. Family, friends, all loved and lost. When you’ve been around as long as I have, death is not unusual. I’ve come to regard it as not the opposite of life, but rather as part of it. I must take solace in remembering that those we love are always part of us. It’s all I can do.”  
 
      
 
    “Thank you, Inspector. That helps. I’ll pass those words along to Tommy. He may take some comfort in them, as well.” 
 
      
 
    “Do you think he’ll sleep?” Frank asks. 
 
      
 
    “I think so. He’s exhausted.” 
 
      
 
    “How is he handling it all?” 
 
      
 
    “We had time to talk on the drive back. There’s something about traveling at night in a car that makes it easy to speak from the heart. We talked about Father, but we also talked about his friend Oskar, and even about Jack. He’s had more than his fair share of death.” 
 
      
 
    Frank regards the woman in the chair opposite. He admires her resoluteness and her strength. “It was good for you to have this time with your father; that you were able to find a way back to each other.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie sighs, and twists her hands in her lap. “Oh, Inspector, I’m not so sure. I regret bringing this sadness into Tommy’s life. If I hadn’t reconciled with Father, Tommy wouldn’t have gotten to know and love his grandfather, and wouldn’t be grieving now.” 
 
      
 
    “And he would not have had the chance to know him if you hadn’t. You gave Tommy a gift. It’s bittersweet, but to have the memories, the counsel, the love of his grandfather, is worth the pain of saying goodbye. And think of the joy you gave your father. He was able to teach his grandson how to fish, and they shared a love of books. Your father should rest easy knowing that his legacy will live on through you and Tommy.” 
 
      
 
    They sit in silence, Frank’s thoughts wandering amongst the memories of loved ones gone. Not to be able to provide the smallest comfort when someone you love is grieving, frightened, dying. It’s an impossible burden. He glances up and sees tears on Maggie’s face. “Aw, Maggie. Don’t cry, my love. He’s at peace now.” 
 
      
 
    “Do you think so, Inspector? Can you look for him and tell him I love him, and how sorry I am that we had so many years apart? Can you find him and give him that message for me?” It breaks Frank’s heart to see the anguish on Maggie’s face. 
 
      
 
    “I would do that for you if I could, Maggie. But I won’t be seeing your father any more than I can see my wife, Mary. I’m here, not there.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie’s tears grow to sobs, and she covers her face. Frank comes and stands beside her, straining to give her solace for her grief. 
 
      
 
    The door opens and Archie and Dick come in. “Maggie. We saw the car out front. How are you?” 
 
      
 
    The men come over, and Frank steps back, feeling he is intruding. Dick crouches at her feet; Archie wraps his arms around her shoulders. “There, there, Maggie, we’re here now. It will be all right.” Maggie is held as she weeps, not alone anymore. 
 
      
 
    He stares at the tableau, his heart heavy. It’s not the first time I have been jealous of others’ humanity, but it may be the first time I’ve ever been jealous of another man. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 10 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   J oe has changed his usual Saturday schedule with the Treasury agents and Mike Malazdrewicz. Maggie’s father is going to be buried Saturday, so he’s asked to meet with each group on Friday. 
 
      
 
    Rather than in the diner for their usual weekend breakfast, Joe is meeting Mike at one of the empty, shuttered banks that the police are patrolling. Perhaps not unusual for an accountant to be seen going inside, should anyone happen to look. Joe had come in much earlier through the back, with a key that he’d filched from the desk sergeant’s drawer. 
 
      
 
    The space is cavernous, shadows reaching out of dark corners. Footsteps echo. Sunlight is filtered through dusty windows, the sadness, panic, and desperation absorbed by the very walls. The space seems suspended in time. 
 
      
 
    Joe and Mike have sought refuge in a space with a more human scale than the empty banking hall: inside the former manager’s office is a desk, a table and a couple of chairs. Out there, their voices had been hushed and anxious; here they can speak in normal tones.  
 
      
 
    “It’s creepy out there.” Mike says, looking around. “The ghosts of failure and bankruptcy haunt the place.” He shivers. 
 
      
 
    Joe looks around at the dust and cobwebs, and a few scattered papers still on the desk. “Yeah, I see what you mean. Lives disrupted.” 
 
      
 
    “‘I did but dream. O coward conscience, how dost thou afflict me!’” Mike intones. 
 
      
 
    Joe shivers. “You and your Shakespeare. Enough of spooks.” Joe clears his throat and opens his note pad, tapping the pencil on the clean sheet of paper. “So, what do you have for me, Mike? Anything more on the Lanzettas’ plans with Duffy?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, it’s not good, Joe.” Mike hunches forward, his hands clasped in front of him. “Eddie is setting up to sell drugs for the Lanzettas: heroin and cocaine. He’s talking about making big money. Those Italians are a tough group. Mixed up with the mob in New York.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m surprised that Mickey’s going along with this.” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t think Mickey knows anything about it. He’s always been dead set against moving drugs. Just the booze and the ponies, and a few dames. The usual vices. But drugs, no way. Since his wife, Edith, had that trouble a few years back, and Henry Mercer, too, he’s said ‘no way’ to drugs.” 
 
      
 
    “So, Eddie’s doing it behind his back?” 
 
      
 
    “You gotta understand, Joe. It’s not business as usual. Mr. Mercer’s gone, of course. He was always the one that ran things. Mickey would dream up the grand schemes and Henry Mercer would figure out a way to get ‘em done. And Mickey himself isn’t around much, either. Which is almost a good thing,” Mike says, looking over his shoulder. “When he is in, he’s not his normal self. You could say he hasn’t been right for a while now, but certainly not since they had that trouble over at the Ritz.” Mike checks his other shoulder, and whispers, “You know what I mean, right? That shooting in the hall? When Mickey gunned down those guys?”  
 
      
 
    Joe nods, “Yeah, I remember.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, Eddie’s basically stepped in and is running things. A lot of the old timers are staying quiet about it. Gus and Fingers just find things to do that get them outta the line of fire. And Stan and Porter and Alfred? Well, they just put their heads down. Go along to get a long, you know what I mean? They all got families to feed, and bills to pay. Times are tough, and at least they’re earning good dough.” 
 
      
 
    Joe nods. This is all old news. “Come on Mike, the Lanzettas. What have you got for me?” 
 
      
 
    But Mike is caught up in his narrative and won’t be sidetracked. Once a week he meets with Joe like a Father Confessor, and he has stuff he needs to get off his chest. Joe will get what he needs, but all in good time. 
 
      
 
    “And then there’s a bunch of new fellas that Eddie’s brought in. They don’t know the ropes. They’re not from the neighborhood. No, it’s not like the old days,” Mike says, shaking his head sadly. 
 
      
 
    “Mike, we’re really interested in this new partnership. Do you think you could get us more information on it? Suppliers, shipment dates, that kind of thing?” Joe asks. 
 
      
 
    “I suppose. I could track Eddie down and tell him I need some invoices or something like that. He still brings me the cash, so I could talk to him then.” Mike works through logistics in his head. “Sure, I can do that.” 
 
      
 
    “And let us know what Mickey knows. If maybe he’s in on the deal.” 
 
      
 
    “I will. But don’t count on anything. As I said, I’m sure Mickey don’t know nothing about it. He hates the drugs.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 11 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   F ebruary. Her father’s funeral. Fittingly, the day is raw, and threatens snow. What a way to start an ugly month. Nothing good happens in February. Years of being alone on Valentine’s Day. Her birthday. The shooting at the Cadix. Another bad memory to add to what is, thankfully, a short month.  
 
      
 
    The indoor church service is tasteful—the eulogy delivered by an old family friend.  Her father was well respected in business circles, and regarded as a community leader in Overbrook.  
 
      
 
    Due to the weather, the graveside service is mercifully short. Standing beside her mother, with Tommy on her other side, Maggie receives the tributes and condolences of a parade of mourners. Cordelia, hiding behind a black veil and society’s expectations that limit emotions to private places, carries on. 
 
      
 
    As Ron steps forward, his father beside him, he holds Maggie’s gloved hands in his. “Don’t worry about the office, Maggie. I’ve got everything under control.” For one moment she wants to throw herself into the shelter of his strong arms. Make it better. Instead, Maggie gives his hand a quick squeeze, grateful that he’s there.  
 
      
 
    When Ron let’s go, Ron’s father takes both her hands in his. “So sad to meet you like this, Mrs. Barnes. Ron talks about you often. My wife sends her condolences and regrets that she wasn’t able to be here. Unfortunately, I won’t be able to join you at your parents’ house, but she did want me to extend an invitation to join us for brunch on Sunday, if you’re able.” 
 
      
 
    “Thank you, Mr. McNeely, and pass along my appreciation to Mrs. McNeely. If I might beg a rain check? I want to spend as much time with my mother as I can right now. Mother, this is Ron’s father, Mr. McNeely.” 
 
      
 
    “Of course, I know the McNeelys. From Bryn Mawr? How is your dear wife?” 
 
      
 
    Maggie passes Ron and his father along the line and turns to the next mourner. 
 
      
 
    Mickey and Edith are there. “You make sure you call me, Mags. And soon,” Edith says, whispering into her ear as Maggie leans forward for the customary double peck on the cheek. 
 
      
 
    Mickey covers her hands with his own. “A sad day, Maggie. I only ever heard good things about your father.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie pretends not to listen as Mickey greets Tommy. “Tom, so sorry for your loss. It sounds like you were spending a lot of time with your granddad, which was nice. For him, and for you.” 
 
      
 
    “Thanks, Mickey.” 
 
      
 
    “How you holding up, kid?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m okay. Thanks for coming today. Having you and Mrs. Duffy here means a lot to my ma.” 
 
      
 
    “I didn’t just come to see your ma, Tom.” Mickey continues to grip Tommy’s hand. Silent communication passes between them, and then Edith is kissing Tommy on the cheek. “You poor sweetie. How ya holding up, Tommy?” 
 
      
 
    Maggie turns her attention back to the receiving line. Bizarrely, Joe and Fanny are next. It’s like my life is parading past me.  
 
      
 
    Everyone is heading out to the Gifford’s in Overbrook after the service. Maggie ushers her mother into the car, then explains she will join her at the house. There’s one important mission she needs to complete.  
 
      
 
    “Come on, Tommy. Let’s go pay our respects to your father while we’re here.” She puts her arm around him, noting how tall and broad he’s getting. He feels like a young man. He is a young man. 
 
      
 
    Maggie sits on a convenient bench close by Jack’s gravesite. “This is new. How thoughtful,” she says, wondering over the benefactor. It’s like it was placed here just for us so that we’d have a comfortable spot to chat. 
 
      
 
    She bows her head while Tommy stands near the headstone. Jack, I hope you and father are able to lay aside your differences. I have no doubt that you’re both in heaven now, and eternity is a long time to spend with someone you don’t get along with.  
 
      
 
    Chuckling a little, Maggie raises her head and reads the inscription on Jack’s headstone.  
 
    John Thomas Barnes  
 
    Beloved husband and father  
 
    1892 – 1919  
 
    ‘Solidarity Forever’ 
 
      
 
    Oh Jack, these past two years haven’t been at all what I expected. When Mother told me Father was dying, I reached out. I thought I was being magnanimous in my forgiveness, bringing comfort to a dying man, setting aside the bad feelings that I’d been harboring all these years since you were killed. Oh, it still makes me catch my breath to say that. I can’t believe sometimes that you’re gone, sweetheart.  
 
      
 
    A single tear slides down her cheek. Jack, I couldn’t have been more wrong. This time has been so much more. Tommy and I were the ones who really benefited from our time with Father. Tommy came to love his grandfather. And Father’s greatest gift to me was that, after all the years of hostile silence and animosity, he came to believe in me. A priceless gift. 
 
      
 
    I miss you every day, Jack. These are dark days, but we’re coping. Not just Father’s passing, but the times in general. Lots of good men on the bread line. Their families hungry. There are wives and children abandoned, left to flounder when their men go off in search of work. Your labor leadership would be appreciated now. They need your voice. 
 
      
 
    Jack, I can’t stay long today, but I have something important that you should know. I’ve met a man. Ron McNeely. He’s a good man, to me and to Tommy. I’ll come back soon and tell you more about him.  
 
      
 
    Maggie listens to the birds sing as a ray of sunshine breaks through the dreary day. “Come on, Tommy, time to go. Your grandmother will be looking for us.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 12 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   F ollowing her father’s funeral, life returns to normal, and Maggie spends the day in the office. Ron has been terrific at keeping the towering client files from toppling over, but she needs the normalcy of work to help her through this time. 
 
      
 
    Ron knocks at her door. Maggie is startled, having been deeply immersed in tracking down a missing reconciliation. “Maggie, there’s a Mickey Duffy here to see you.” 
 
      
 
    Startled, alarmed, curious, Maggie puts a smile on her face and goes out to greet him and show him back to her office. The door to her father’s office remains closed. 
 
      
 
    They settle into their respective chairs on opposite sides of the desk. “You’re looking good, Mickey.” Brighter, somehow. That’s good to see. “What brings you here?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, Maggie, I have a request. I didn’t feel right talking to you about it at the funeral or at home with Edith there. And I couldn’t ask you to come to the Ritz. It’s a business matter.” 
 
      
 
    “I hope it’s not accounting services. I said no to that a long time ago.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, not exactly. Let me be frank. Our paths have crossed several times over the years. You always seem to have your nose in my business. And I was hoping to put that nose to work for me.” 
 
      
 
    “Okay, Mickey. Now I am confused.” 
 
      
 
    “Someone is stealing from me.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie sits back, trying to keep her face neutral, and not let her alarm show. Has he found out about Mike? Does he know I looked through his books? I thought Mike had stopped skimming. 
 
      
 
    “Stealing from you?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes. At the speakeasies I own. I think the bartenders have worked up some scheme between themselves. Profits are down, and while folks don’t have much dough in their pockets these days, they do have a need to drown their sorrows. Business should be up. At least for the cheap stuff.” 
 
      
 
    Relieved that it’s not Mike, Maggie leans forward. “I’m not sure what you want me to do, Mickey.” 
 
      
 
    “Stick your nose into it. Find out what’s going on. I don’t know who else to ask. The bartenders all know my people. I suppose I could try and sweat it out of them. But what if I’m wrong and people have stopped drinking? I wouldn’t want to lose some good bartenders over some bad hunches.” 
 
      
 
    “All right. I’ll have a look. Although it won’t be me sitting on those barstools. I’ll send someone else who is less obvious.” Maggie gives him a level look. “But Mickey, if we do find anything, you have to promise me that you won’t kill them.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey gives her a tiger smile, and Maggie realizes how long it’s been since she’s seen it. “Of course not. But I do need to make my point to keep the other bartenders in line.” 
 
      
 
    “But no killing.” 
 
      
 
    “I’ll pat them on the head and remind them that it’s wrong to steal.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie rolls her eyes. This will be an interesting case. The Inspector is really going to enjoy it. 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    “You know, Maggie, I always figured I’d seen everything. Automobiles, airplanes, telephones, electricity, women at university and working in an accounting office, but working with Mickey Duffy to catch a thief is something I never thought to see.”   
 
      
 
    Maggie grins at the Inspector.  
 
      
 
    “I was worried that he was on to Mike Malazdrewicz helping Joe and the treasury agents. I was almost relieved to hear that he wants us to look into a bit of petty thieving. I hope you don’t mind, but I said that we would. I owe him a favor for his help in returning your badge, and he’s been good enough not to kill me, or kidnap me lately. And he did send Tommy away.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, there’s much we should be grateful to Mickey Duffy for.” The sarcasm is not lost on Maggie. 
 
      
 
    “I can always tell him I’m too busy, which certainly is not stretching the truth. The office is a madhouse these days, getting the year ends done up and out the door. And I’ve got to figure out what to do about the office generally.” 
 
      
 
    “I recall that, when you first went to work with your father, you thought it might be temporary. Are you reconsidering?” 
 
      
 
    “I am. I feel some loyalty to our clients. And it’s a good income, especially in these times. Although we’re starting to deal with bankruptcies, which is always distressing. And then there is Ron.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Ron. What to do about Ron,” Frank says, teasing gently. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, you.” Maggie grins at him. “I meant work-wise. His father is pressuring him to join the family firm. I know I couldn’t manage the office as well without him. The clients like him and ‘trust him’, as my father would say. No, there are decisions to be made. This little investigation for Mickey might be an interesting distraction.” 
 
      
 
    “Why don’t I find a spot on a barstool and watch what happens. If there is something going on, it shouldn’t be too difficult to catch.” 
 
      
 
    “Don’t be too confident. The bartenders wouldn’t want to be too obvious. If they are stealing from Mickey Duffy, it could be worth their life.” 
 
      
 
    “How is Mickey doing these days? You had mentioned your concern following your dinner with him and Edith.” 
 
      
 
    “That was a strange night. Edith does not like being a nursemaid, and Mickey was a lump for most of the evening. The doctors have put him on a strong sedative, although maybe they’ve adjusted the dosage now. He was brighter today when he was in the office.” 
 
      
 
    “You know what Napoleon Bonaparte thought of doctors, don’t you?” Maggie shakes her head. “He said that ’Doctors will have more lives to answer for in the next world than even we generals.’ It sounds like Mickey may agree with the general’s assessment.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 13 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   T he tick of the grandfather clock echoes in the McNeely’s cavernous front hall. Maggie is balanced on the edge of the couch in the living room, sharing glances with Ron as they wait for his mother to arrive for brunch. 
 
      
 
    Curious to learn more about his family, she had finally accepted the invitation to join them at the family home in Brywn Mawr. It is a cold, dark house. Its emptiness seems to smother conversation. Joining them are Ron’s two older brothers and their wives. It is a sombre group. All of them except Maggie take turns looking toward the staircase. Eventually, a door closes upstairs and Ron’s father and mother slowly descend. 
 
      
 
    Ron jumps up, rubbing his hands. “Good, let’s go in and eat.” He extends his arm, and he and Maggie lead the procession of McNeelys into the dining room. Bustling around the table are a pair of uniformed maids, their actions carefully monitored by a stern looking man in a morning coat. 
 
      
 
    Settling into the chair that Ron is holding out for her, Maggie stares with dismay at the array of cutlery and glasses. For a brunch? Ron’s father holds out a chair for his mother, who takes a few moments to get comfortable, giving Maggie time to study her.  
 
      
 
    Mrs. McNeely is thin, held together with gristle and sinew. She’s extravagantly done up in silk, with the rope of pearls around her neck looking almost too heavy for her to bear. 
 
      
 
    “Mother, may I present Mrs. Barnes. She’s Howard and Cordelia Gifford’s daughter.” 
 
      
 
    Mrs. McNeely’s thin, pale lips turn up slightly in a cool smile. “My condolences, Mrs. Barnes. Your father was well regarded.” 
 
      
 
    “Thank you, Mrs. McNeely.” Maggie’s voice barely above a whisper, careful not to disturb the still air around the table. Napkins are unfurled, soup is served, and the only other sound is the clink of silverware against fine china. 
 
      
 
    Mr. McNeely clears his throat, drawing all eyes to him. “So, Mrs. Barnes, what are your plans for your father’s firm, now?” 
 
      
 
    Maggie can feel Ron’s hand on her knee. “It’s still up in the air at the moment. Although I hope to have it settled soon.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m sure you’re aware that we’re holding a place for Ron at the family firm.” 
 
      
 
    “Father, let’s not talk business today. Not in front of guests,” says Ron. 
 
      
 
    Awkwardness descends again. Maggie notices that Mrs. McNeely has only had a mouthful of soup as the bowls are cleared by the silent staff. 
 
      
 
    “And you, Bryce, how is that Davidson contract coming along?” Mr. McNeely asks Ron’s brother sitting across from Maggie. A shrimp salad is put down in front of her. Mrs. McNeely gives a small shake of her head and her salad is removed, leaving her lace placemat empty. 
 
      
 
    “Everything’s going well, Father. They’re coming in to finalize things on Tuesday,” Bryce says. 
 
      
 
    Mr. McNeely nods.  
 
      
 
    Bryce’s wife, an almost invisible woman, steals a quick look at Maggie. “How long have you and Ron known each other, Mrs. Barnes?” 
 
      
 
    Ron leans forward. “Maggie and I have been working together since her father fell ill. It’s been great to have a steady hand in the office. And her clients have been a good addition to the firm.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, I didn’t know you were a professional, Mrs. Barnes. For some reason, I thought you worked the front desk,” Bryce says. 
 
      
 
    Under the table, Ron pats Maggie on the knee. “Yes. I went to Drexel, although not at the same time as Ron.” Maggie smiles at Ron. He returns it, and suddenly the room feels warmer. 
 
      
 
    Mrs. McNeely makes a small cough and the butler comes to stand behind her. “I’m so sorry, but I’m going to have to go upstairs and lie down. Thank you for joining us today, Mrs. Barnes.” Mrs. McNeely slowly stands, and Ron’s father puts his napkin beside his plate.  
 
      
 
    “Let me help you, my dear.” He nods at the rest of the table. “I’ll not be a moment.” The pair haltingly make their way from the table, through the living room, and up the stairs. All eyes follow their progress. 
 
      
 
    The staff come and clear the empty plates and take away Mr. McNeely’s half-finished salad. “Should we wait, sir?” the butler asks Bryce. 
 
      
 
    “No. He’ll be a while. Please continue.” 
 
      
 
    Ron leans closer to Maggie, holding her hand under the table. The long, stilted brunch continues as Maggie thinks of Tommy’s boisterous energy and how out of place he would be at this table. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 14 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   O n Monday evening, Maggie had Tommy give her a hand to tidy the kitchen after supper before she pours herself a cup of coffee and joins the Inspector in the living room.  
 
      
 
    The dinner table conversation had been lively, with loud banter and much laughter bouncing off the walls. We probably didn’t need Tommy’s re-enactment of Captain Ahab catching his whale. And really, Archie and Dick egging him on from the sidelines didn’t help. Although after Sunday’s brunch, it’s good to be part of all that life and energy again. I’ll have to invite Ron for dinner some night so he can see how a real family behaves. 
 
      
 
    Maggie and the Inspector’s tradition of gathering each evening for Evening Report to discuss progress on cases has evolved into an anticipated way to unwind and make sense of the day’s happenings. Trained as an investigator with considerable years of experience, Frank has learned that success lies in established routine. Meeting each evening with Maggie has given them the opportunity to turn over existing facts and look for new patterns, to bring new information triumphantly to the other, and to challenge existing theory. However, if the routine has been beneficial from an investigative perspective, both she and the Inspector also find it beneficial in a personal sense. 
 
      
 
    Sadly, Maggie’s hectic schedule at the accounting office has meant that investigative projects have been curtailed. Regardless, the pair don’t like to miss out on their evening ritual. 
 
      
 
    Maggie, settled in her chair, sips the last cup of coffee of the day. In the background, the radio plays softly. The drapes are pulled, shutting out the world and, in this moment, she and Frank are in the comfortable cocoon of the routine.  
 
      
 
    “I’m glad we still manage to get together in the evenings, even if the office is keeping me too busy for us to take on another case.” 
 
      
 
    “With Joe working so closely with the treasury agents, there’s been little call for the Phantom Informant. Do you suppose we’ve been put out to pasture, my dear?” 
 
      
 
    “Hardly. I think that this is just one of those lulls in investigative activity that we should take advantage of. Soon enough, we’ll be running hard again. Have you started work on Mickey’s little problem?” 
 
      
 
    “Not really. Did he give you a list of the suspect speakeasies?” 
 
      
 
    Maggie slaps her forehead dramatically. “Oh, my brain. Yes, he did, although it’s still on my desk. I’ll be sure to bring it home tomorrow.” 
 
      
 
    “Tomorrow? Isn’t tomorrow one of your off-days?” Frank asks. 
 
      
 
    “Usually, but with the work so backlogged with just Ron and I to pick up Father’s clients, I’ve been going in every day until three. That way I can get home and throw something together for supper.” 
 
      
 
    “How are you holding up, Maggie? The reading of your father’s will was today, was it not?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Mother and I met at the lawyer’s office. I didn’t know the size of my father’s estate before all this economic upheaval, but he was an astute and cautious business man. Mother and I have been left well provided for. And he set up a generous trust for Tommy’s education. Father survived the stock market crash in ’29 and, I think, with careful management, there will be enough for Mother to be comfortable.” 
 
      
 
    “What happens with the firm?” 
 
      
 
    “That was a shock. I am humbled by the trust he’s placed in me. He’s left me the whole firm—the whole thing, Inspector. No qualifiers, no other partners. Gifford Accounting Services and its clients are mine. It’s a huge responsibility as Mother, Ron, and I all draw an income from it. I’ll need to contact the clients, introduce myself, and ask for their continued trust and business. I must admit to being excited by the prospect of what lies ahead.” 
 
      
 
    “You’re a natural businesswoman, my dear. Was Ron expecting to be given a partnership?” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t think so. The intention has always been that his clerkship at the firm was a temporary matter. Now that he’s received his accounting designation, I’m sure that he’ll be joining the family firm. Certainly, there’s a lot of pressure on him to give his father a date.” 
 
      
 
    “And how do you feel about that?” 
 
      
 
    “Anxious, to put it mildly. I’m not sure a woman practicing alone will have the same authority as a woman in a firm with a man. And also the work load can be horrendous at certain times of the year. A clerk is something I will have to have if I am going to meet the expectations of our current clients. That is, if I can keep our current clients.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie picks up her coffee cup, staring into its dark depths. How do I feel about that? Do I want to give up the office? Do I want to give up Ron? It would be simpler if he weren’t in the office, but maybe I don’t want simple anymore. 
 
      
 
    “Surely, Ron is not going to be satisfied in a role as accounting clerk now that he’s a certified public accountant?” 
 
      
 
    “I know. I have many decisions to make. And those decisions go beyond my work hours and Ron’s role. I was thinking of setting up a scholarship at Drexel University, in Father’s name, for women entering the profession. He gave me a chance, and I would like to pass that opportunity on to others.” 
 
      
 
    “I like that idea, Maggie. And I think your father would have, as well.” 
 
      
 
    The telephone’s ring shatters the tranquility in the room. Maggie rises to answer it. 
 
      
 
    “Tommy. The telephone’s for you,” Maggie calls up the stairs. 
 
      
 
    Tommy comes clattering down, curious who would be calling him after supper. 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    “Hey, Tommy. It’s Jimmy. I hear you was looking for me.” 
 
      
 
    “Hi Jimmy,” Tommy nods to his mother who has been hovering in the hallway. She goes back into the living room. “Yeah, it’s been a while, and I just thought we could hang out for a bit. You know, catch up.” 
 
      
 
    “Sure, that would be swell. How about I pick you up after school tomorrow and we can go shoot some pool or something,” Jimmy says. 
 
      
 
    “Great.” Tommy checks to make sure his mother isn’t listening and speaks softly into the telephone. “Make it after lunch. I’m at Boys’ Central. You know where that is?” 
 
      
 
    “Idjit. Yeah, I know. See you then.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 15 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   T ommy hasn’t watched a clock like this since he was in grade school. The hours on Tuesday seem to crawl. Finally, the morning is over, the book bag is packed, and he’s flying out the front door of Boys’ Central High School, scanning the street for Jimmy. Students pour around him, all eager to be on their way to spend lunchtime with their own friends.  
 
      
 
    “Swell car,” Tommy says, climbing into a late model Ford. 
 
      
 
    Jimmy grins back, punching him in the shoulder. “Like it? I got it a couple of months ago. Set me back a few clams, but a man’s gotta have wheels.” 
 
      
 
    Jimmy pulls away from the curb. “You’ve picked up some bad habits since I seen you last, Barnes. Cutting school in the afternoon. What will your ma say?” 
 
      
 
    “What she doesn’t know won’t get me sent to my room without supper,” Tommy says with a wink. 
 
      
 
    “Ha, that’s rich. Your ma is a real pistol. So, where to, To-o-om.” 
 
      
 
    “Cut it out. It’s just my name,” Tommy says, grinning. Nobody’s called him Tom since Mickey, and it feels good. 
 
      
 
    “Feel like some pool?” Jimmy handles the car with a confidence Tommy admires. 
 
      
 
    “Sure, although it’s been a while since I played.” Tommy tugs at his school tie, stuffing it into his pocket. 
 
      
 
    Jimmy grins. “Great. We’ll play for money then.” The comment earns him a punch in the shoulder from Tommy.  
 
      
 
    “Idjit.” 
 
      
 
    At the pool hall, Jimmy slips off his jacket. Tommy is startled to see him wearing a shoulder holster. Jimmy catches him looking. “Not in knickers anymore, kiddo.” 
 
      
 
    With pool cues chalked, and glasses of beer and a couple of sandwiches waiting on a nearby table, Jimmy and Tommy catch up. Around them is the clack of pool balls on other tables, the faint, sour smell of old beer, and a heavy fog of cigarette smoke.  
 
      
 
    “I went by Chalkie’s looking for you, but you weren’t there,” Tommy says as Jimmy breaks, scattering balls across the table.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I haven’t worked at Chalkie’s for a while now. Mickey and Eddie got me doing other things. I think that you were around when he started. Eddie Regan.” Jimmy says the name with emphasis. He looks up from the pool table. “You met him, right?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, he was Mickey’s driver. A kinda creep.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, the creep’s kinda in charge now.” 
 
      
 
    “Wow, no way. Where’d Mr. Mercer go?” Tommy looks aghast, clutching his pool cue. “He didn’t die, did he?” 
 
      
 
    “Nope. He just left. After Mickey shot those guys. I hear he works with Max Hassel now. Out in Camden.” 
 
      
 
    “Wow, I never thought Mr. Mercer would leave. Seemed he and Mickey were pretty tight.” 
 
      
 
    “Not sure what happened. He went to Chicago and came back, and then there was that dust up at the Ritz—” 
 
      
 
    “What dust up? I never heard about that, either.” 
 
      
 
    “Sheesh, you are outta touch. Like I said before, Mickey shooting some guys. See, there were some goons came and tried to do a hit on Mickey, but he spotted them and took them out in front of the suite,” Jimmy says, sinking the three ball. “Though it’s really strange, because I heard some talk that they weren’t there to do a hit on Mickey at all. That it was all in his head.” 
 
      
 
    “Mickey gunned them down? Right in the hotel?” 
 
      
 
    “Right there at the Ritz. But, after that, Mickey and Mrs. Duffy went on a holiday and, by the time they got back, Henry was gone.” Jimmy scratches, and Tommy steps up to the table, shaking his head.  
 
      
 
    “I saw Mickey at the funeral. My grandfather died,” Tommy says, focusing on the white cue ball. It bounces harmlessly against the rail cushion on the side of the pool table. “Darn.” 
 
      
 
    Jimmy swaggers around the table, looking for a shot. “You’re a real shark, Tommy.” 
 
      
 
    Tommy shrugs and grins at Jimmy. “I need more practice.” 
 
      
 
    “I heard about your grandpa. Sorry about that. I didn’t know you and him were close.” 
 
      
 
    “The last while. Yeah, we spent lots of time together. We went fishing and stuff. He was a nice man.” 
 
      
 
    Tommy watches Jimmy clear the rest of the table. “Time for another game?” he asks, reaching for the rack. 
 
      
 
    “One more, but then I gotta go.” 
 
      
 
    Jimmy breaks. Balls scatter across the table. “Solids,” he calls, and sets up for another shot. “So, how’s school. Looks like quite the place. The kids okay?” 
 
      
 
    “They’re all right. Most of them don’t spend too much time with me. Their dads are rich. Or maybe they were rich. The stock market and all.” Tommy’s eyes keep sliding off the gun Jimmy’s wearing.  
 
      
 
    “Don’t know much about that. Stock markets and stuff. Except that Eddie says a bit of desperation is good for business.” 
 
      
 
    “You spend a lot of time with Eddie?” Tommy asks, finally getting to set up a shot. 
 
      
 
    “Naw, mostly Gus and Fingers. You remember them? We got moonshine runs to do. And I mostly work the bottling line.” 
 
      
 
    “What’s the bottling line?” Tommy asks, and scratches. 
 
      
 
    “Something Henry organized before he left. It’s like a small assembly line. Really quick. We can turn around barrels of booze in only a few hours.” Jimmy starts sinking balls. 
 
      
 
    “That’s neat. Any chance I’m going to get a turn, or are you gonna run the table again?” 
 
      
 
    Jimmy winks and sinks the last ball.  
 
      
 
    “That didn’t take long. Let’s play one more game, but this time I break.” Tommy racks up the balls for another game.  
 
      
 
    Tommy leans on the edge of the table after the break, looking for a shot. Looking up at Jimmy, he finally works up the nerve. “You ever shoot that thing?” he asks, nodding to the gun tucked under Jimmy’s arm. 
 
      
 
    Jimmy, leaning against the pool cue, stares back silently. The boy is gone, and a man stands there. Tommy blinks, and his pal, Jimmy, is back. 
 
      
 
    “You know, you sound like such a kid when you ask that. Try the four ball in the side pocket,” Jimmy says, gesturing towards the table with a half-eaten sandwich in his hand. 
 
      
 
    Tommy stands and looks at his friend. They’ve been pals a long time. Before school even. His whole life. He walks around to Jimmy’s side of the table and makes the four-ball shot. 
 
      
 
    The relaxing afternoon comes to a close too soon. “Can you give me a lift home? Mother will have supper on the table in a little while. I don’t want to be late.” 
 
      
 
    “Sure,” Jimmy says, racking his cue and pulling on his coat. “How about we get together on Saturday night? Maybe play some cards.” 
 
      
 
    “At the Ritz? I can’t go there no more, remember?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, right, I forgot. Well, I’ll pick you up around eight and we’ll figure something out. I don’t need to be at work until midnight. We can hang out before that.” 
 
      
 
    They pull up in front of Tommy’s house. As Tommy turns to say goodbye, hand on the car door handle, Jimmy stares out the front window and speaks.  
 
      
 
    “It was supposed to be an ordinary pick up. It was out of town, somewheres in Delaware County. Gus and Fingers and me have a load of moonshine in the back of the car and are heading back to the city, travelling along back roads,” Jimmy says in a low voice, as if he’s only speaking to himself. 
 
      
 
    Tommy takes his hand off the door handle. 
 
      
 
    “We are coming to a corner, and Gus starts to slow. Then, outta nowhere, there’s another car across the road, blocking our way. A couple of guys with shotguns get out and yell we should get outta the car. We do, hands up in the air. They turn to open the doors to the back seat and Gus grabs his gun and starts shooting. Fingers, too. I don’t know how my gun got in my hand, but bullets are flying. Gus and Fingers are aiming at the two guys with shotguns. We had to shut ‘em down before they could fire.” Jimmy takes a breath. Tommy waits. 
 
      
 
    “I aim at a third guy who has just hauled out a case of booze from the back seat. Both his hands are full. I shoot him right in the chest. He was staring right at me, then bang.” Jimmy shakes his head. “The look on his face, Tommy. The surprise. He drops the case and just stands there, a big red spot on his jacket growing bigger. He looks down at it, and then back up at me, and just sinks like he has no legs.” 
 
      
 
    “Then what happened, Jimmy?” Tommy says in a whisper. The car’s engine is the only other sound. 
 
      
 
    “Gus and Fingers checked the guys we shot, and put unbroken bottles back in the car. I just stood there like a goof, staring at the guy I killed. Gus came over and was talking to me, but I couldn’t hear what he was saying. I was just staring at the other fella’s open eyes. Fingers came over and grabbed me by the shoulder and gave me a shake. That’s when I started to cry, Tommy. In front of Gus and Fingers. Out in the middle of nowheres. Just standing there, bawling.” Jimmy takes another shuddering breath. “Thank goodness it was just Gus and Fingers. They never said nuthin. If it had been Eddie… ” 
 
      
 
    Tommy is frozen, unsure of what to do. Jimmy gives a shaky laugh. “Yup, I shot a guy. Killed him dead. Shot at a few more since, but that first time… ” Jimmy brushes a tear with the sleeve of his coat. “Christ, look at me, blubbering again.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry, Jimmy,” Tommy says quietly. 
 
      
 
    Jimmy turns to Tommy. “Yeah. So am I, kiddo, so am I.” Tommy gives a small smile and nod, which Jimmy returns. 
 
      
 
    “Look, it’s been way too long. Let’s do this again, eh? Cards, pool, maybe a beer?” Jimmy says, staring hard now at Tommy, who nods back. 
 
      
 
    “You bet, Jimmy. You gonna pick me up Saturday, right?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, right. Saturday. I’ll see ya then. Night, Tommy.” 
 
      
 
    Tommy stands on the sidewalk, his hand raised, watching Jimmy’s taillights. We’re not in knickers anymore. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 16 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   T he elevator door at the Ritz slides open at the fourth floor and Mickey strolls out into the hallway. There are a couple of guys that look familiar guarding the door to his suite, but he can’t recall their names. Must be new. Some of the new recruits that Eddie said he was bringing in. They leap to attention. 
 
      
 
    “Mr. Duffy. Good to see you, sir,” they say as they open the door. 
 
      
 
    Mickey nods as he enters the suite, and then pauses, looking around. About half the faces are new. At least Stan’s still at the table playing poker. The comfort and familiarity that Mickey is looking for is missing. I don’t know the rest of these people. Who are they? Can I trust them?  
 
      
 
    “Mickey, how the heck are ya?” Eddie comes over and slaps him on the back.  
 
      
 
    Mickey slips off his fur-collared coat and hands it and his hat to Eddie. “No need to shout, Eddie. I’m not deaf. Thought I’d drop in and play a few hands. See what’s going on.” 
 
      
 
    “Of course, of course. Porter, grab Mickey’s coat and hat, will ya. And bring him a drink.”  
 
      
 
    Porter takes the hat and coat from Eddie. Mickey looks around the room again, noticing that he’s the only one not wearing a shoulder holster. He rolls his shoulder, missing the weight. 
 
      
 
    Mickey slides into the chair at the end of the table. Eddie bustles over and picks up his cards and moves his drink down to an empty spot further down. Stan follows all this and smirks. He raises his glass in a toast to Mickey. 
 
      
 
    Mickey leans back and pulls out two matches to light his cigar. “Don’t start a new hand. I can wait. Stan, how are you?” 
 
      
 
    Porter sets an ashtray down in front of Mickey and then backs away from the table, watchful. 
 
      
 
    “Good, Mickey. Thanks for asking,” says Stan. 
 
      
 
    Mickey nods. “And Alicja and the kids?” Mickey is puffing to get his cigar lit. 
 
      
 
    “All good. Ernie’s around here somewhere. Or will be later.” 
 
      
 
    “Good,” says Mickey. “He’s a smart boy, that one. Great to have him with us.” 
 
      
 
    Stan smiles at the praise over his son.  
 
      
 
    “And how about you, Gus? Those dogs still running lucky for ya?” Mickey asks. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, yeah. Fingers and me, we been cleaning up at the track. Ya know I always like to pick my dogs based on the race they gotta run. Fast out the gate versus endurance down the stretch. Those break and one-eighth calls are killers, ya know?” 
 
      
 
    “I hear ya, I hear ya, although I always feel a bit sorry for the poor bunny.” Mickey winks, and Gus and Fingers laugh. 
 
      
 
    The men settle back into their card game. The betting pot grows as the hands are played. Mickey finds the usual card talk soothing on his hackles; the sounds, the smells of cigarettes and cigars and good whiskey—the perfume of the dames perched on the laps of some of the boys on the couch. It’s good to be home. 
 
      
 
    The new faces glance nervously at Mickey. They’ve heard the stories, some now grown to legendary status. Eddie smiles and jokes and nods, bursting with good cheer. Mickey ain’t fooled; just before they bite, dogs grin like that. Lots of teeth, but cold eyes. 
 
      
 
    Mickey’s dealt in the next hand, and loses. The old hands, Gus, Fingers, and the others, look nervous, casually picking up their glasses in case the table goes flying. 
 
      
 
    Eddie stands up. “Hey Mickey, how about we go downstairs where it’s quiet and I can fill you in. Business is good.” 
 
      
 
    “So I hear. Malazdrewicz keeps me updated,” Mickey says, nodding. He glances around the table and then at the room. “Sure, I wanna hear your take on all of it. Although maybe the fellas here could give us some space? No need for me to leave my own suite is there?” 
 
      
 
    All eyes in the room look to Eddie, who looks startled, stepping away from Mickey. He recovers almost instantly and starts barking orders. 
 
      
 
    “You heard the man. Everybody out,” Eddie shouts, waving his hand toward the door. 
 
      
 
    The men file out.  
 
      
 
    “See ya around, Stan. When you see Alfred, tell ‘im I said hi. I gotta bring the Duesy in for a tune up. She’s running rough,” says Mickey.  
 
      
 
    “Will do, Boss, I’ll tell him. He loves that car of yours so it will be a treat,” Stan says and closes the door. With silence restored, Mickey pushes his cards to one side. Eddie, who had been moving to the couch, changes direction and joins him at the table. 
 
      
 
    “So, Eddie. Tell me everything. I notice we got more new faces around here. Replacements or additions?” 
 
      
 
    “Additions, Mickey. I figure, if we’re going to grow the business, we’re going to need some extra hands. And it’s easy to pick up guys right now. Everybody’s out lookin’ for work.” 
 
      
 
    “And we’re growing the business? How exactly are we doing that?” 
 
      
 
    “More customers. We got the north side sewed up tight, and us and the Italians are running the south,” Eddie says. 
 
      
 
    “And we got enough product for all this new business?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh sure. We took over the ‘shiners that Hoff was running, and Max Hassel has managed to meet our needs.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey nods. “I like the sound of that, Eddie. You’re doing great. Malazdrewicz says the money’s flowing. You’re making sure not to write stuff down, right? Keeping it all up here?” Mickey says, tapping his head. 
 
      
 
    “Sure thing, Boss. No paper trail, just like you always tell me.” 
 
      
 
    “Good. It’s that paper gets you in trouble.” Mickey stares into the bottom of the glass of whiskey he’s got his hands wrapped around. “Hoff giving you any trouble?” 
 
      
 
    Eddie coughs. “Hoff ain’t around anymore, Boss. The feds ran him outta town, remember?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, yeah right.” Mickey pauses, thinking. There’s a thought there that he’s chasing, but just can’t catch it. “I meant Hassel. Hassel giving you any trouble?” 
 
      
 
    “Naw, he’s good. And Mercer is good to deal with. Always makes sure we’re happy.” 
 
      
 
    “Mercer?” 
 
      
 
    “Sure, Boss. You know. Henry Mercer’s out in Camden—“ 
 
      
 
    “Running the breweries. Yeah, I know,” Mickey finishes Eddies sentence, scowling. “He should be running ‘my’ breweries.” 
 
      
 
    Eddie looks away. He knows that Mickey and Max Hassel are business partners. “Henry Mercer is Director of Operations or some shit like that, Boss. He oversees all the breweries.” 
 
      
 
    “Right, right,” Mickey says, nodding slowly. “You know, Eddie, I think I’m going to head home. You’re doing great though. I’ll see ya tomorrow, okay?” 
 
      
 
    “Ah, sure, Boss. You know where to find me, eh?” Eddie helps Mickey on with his coat and hands him his hat.  
 
      
 
    Alone in the hallway outside the suite, Mickey pauses, confused. “I know this place. I’m at the Ritz. But am I coming or going?” he mutters. “Those damn drops. Can’t think straight.” The elevator door opens and an older couple gets out. The gentleman holds the door open, looking at Mickey. 
 
      
 
    “Going down?” Mickey asks. 
 
      
 
    “You bet. All the way to the lobby,” the man replies.  
 
      
 
    “That’ll do the trick,” Mickey says, nodding to the fellow as the door slides shut. “Home. I’m going home.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 17 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   M aggie looks around the interview room at the precinct. It has been over a year since she’s been here. The same paint, the same smell, the same wobbly table. Joe comes in with a smile. “Maggie, it’s good to see you back.” 
 
      
 
    “If you say ‘like I belong here’ I’ll not take it as a compliment,” she says, smiling at him. 
 
      
 
    Joe chuckles. “Like you’ve never been away. I miss you. The force misses you.” 
 
      
 
    “I’ve been busy working the day job, Joe. The accounting firm takes all my time.” 
 
      
 
    “I know. It took a while for things to settle down here, too. The Grand Jury gutted us. It’s been a year or more of rebuilding.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie nods. “I’m glad to hear things are getting back to normal. How goes the Malazdrewicz case? Are you getting good information from him?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, yeah. That lead turned out to be a gold mine. And thank you for it. I’m working with the treasury agents, which is a whole other world, you know.” 
 
      
 
    “I keep thinking I’ll hear you’re bringing Mickey in.” 
 
      
 
    “It’s always a dilemma. While we’ve got Malazdrewicz in place, we’re letting things ride. There are some interesting things going on with the Duffy crew, and we don’t want to interrupt the flow of information,” Joe says. 
 
      
 
    “Oh? I had heard things were slower. What with Mickey’s recovery and all.” 
 
      
 
    “While the cats away the mice will play. There’s a fellow that’s stepped into Henry Mercer’s shoes. A nasty piece of work that’s hooked up with the Lanzettas. You know much about Eddie Regan?” 
 
      
 
    “No, I don’t think I know the name. I could ask Edith about him if you like.” 
 
      
 
    “Don’t do that. We don’t want to tip our hand. As I was saying, with Mickey gone and his lieutenant Henry Mercer outta the scene, there’s a bit of a power vacuum that Regan seems to be trying to fill. We’re watching things very closely. How is Mickey by the way? You still see much of Edith? I saw that they were at the funeral.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, I see them both regularly. Mickey’s not the same man he was. Much less volatile, as long as he takes his medicine. But it’s maybe calmed him down too much. Some days he doesn’t leave the house, which drives Edith crazy and isn’t Mickey at all.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I’d heard he wasn’t around the business too much. I never thought I’d say this, but I think it was better when he was running things,” Joe says, shaking his head. 
 
      
 
    “Mickey’s the reason why I’ve stopped by, actually. I figure, with your relationship with his accountant, that you’d want to know about an issue Mickey’s worried about. And maybe you could do a bit of snooping for me for a change.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m not the Phantom Informant, but I’ll see what I can do,” Joe says with a wink. “What’s up?” 
 
      
 
    “He’s asked me to look into a little issue he’s having with his bartenders. He suspects that they’re stealing from him. Receipts are down, but inventory seems to still be coming into the speakeasies at the same pace. They’re either drinking it, selling it themselves on the side and pocketing the change, giving it away, or not recording the sales,” says Maggie. 
 
      
 
    “I wouldn’t think that speakeasies had many financial controls. It’s not a paperwork-heavy kinda business,” says Joe. 
 
      
 
    “That’s true, and it isn’t. Anytime you have a cash-based business like a saloon or a restaurant, you have to keep close track of the money and the inventory, or both can go waltzing out the back door. Mickey seems to have a very strong intuitive sense of the business, and Mike Malazdrewicz must have some controls in place to watch for that kind of thing,” says Maggie. 
 
      
 
    “There’s so little oversight with Mickey not in the picture, I’m not surprised to hear they’re taking advantage of the situation. I’m glad you told me. I’ll check with Mike the next time we meet to see if he knows anything,” says Joe. 
 
      
 
    Maggie clears her throat. “I was wondering if Malazdrewicz was maybe in on it.” 
 
      
 
    “Not a chance. He’s in the best situation to understand what happens when Mickey finds out that an accountant is betraying him. He hasn’t forgotten how he got the job in the first place. No, Mike’s on the up and up these days. If there are shenanigans going on in Mickey’s speaks, and he knows about it, he’ll spill the beans.” 
 
      
 
    “Good, but don’t mention my connection to this, okay. The fewer people who know about the investigation the better,” says Maggie. 
 
      
 
    “I presume that the Phantom Informant will be on the job?” Joe asks. 
 
      
 
    “Of course. He’ll be a lot more inconspicuous sitting at the bar than I would be.” Maggie grins. 
 
      
 
    “You were pretty good selling the stuff from what I remember.” Joe laughs. 
 
      
 
    “Ha. Operation Minnow. I’m afraid my street corner days are over, Joe. It wouldn’t do for one of my accounting clients to see me working undercover.” 
 
      
 
    “These are interesting times, Maggie. There’s no telling what might surprise people.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 18 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   M aggie looks around the restaurant in Green’s Hotel. The Garden Cafe used to be crowded with fashionable people. Today, it is half empty. A sign of the times. It’s easy to find Edith, holding court with a couple of waiters. Her gloved hands flutter, and the feather in her hat dips and sways as she flirts shamelessly.  
 
      
 
    “Edith, sorry I kept you waiting. You wouldn’t believe how snowed under I am. But I think I finally have the last of those year ends out the door.” Maggie swoops down and gives her friend a kiss on each cheek. Up close, she can see the fine lines, and the odd strand of silver amidst dark raven tresses that have escaped her eagle’s eye and tweezers. If Edith is starting to show her age, how do I look? 
 
      
 
    “Not to worry, doll. These gentlemen were doing a fine job keeping me entertained.” Grinning, one of the waiters hands Maggie a menu. 
 
      
 
    “Trout almandine is the special today, madam. And will you be sharing Mrs. Duffy’s beverage?” 
 
      
 
    “No, I think I’ll stick with water, thank you.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, pooh.” Edith pouts. “You said you were finished those year-ends. You should cut loose a little and celebrate.” 
 
      
 
    “All right. But only a half glass. There will be more work when I get back to the office.” The waiter takes out the bottle of champagne chilling in the bucket and pours a small glass. The ladies order, and then turn to the serious business at hand: men. 
 
      
 
    “I want to hear where things are at with your Ron fella. Has he kissed you yet?” 
 
      
 
    “No. I mean yes, but just a peck when he leaves me at the door. But not a real kiss, the kind that makes your toes curl,” Maggie answers, blushing. “But he might. I don’t know how I feel about that, Edith.” 
 
      
 
    “It’s like riding a bicycle, doll. It’ll all come back to you once you get started.” 
 
      
 
    “Edith, that’s not what I meant.” Maggie, pink faced, drains her glass of champagne and gestures for Edith to fill up her glass again. “I like Ron. I really like Ron. Sometimes, and don’t you dare tell a soul, Edith Duffy, I lie awake at night thinking what it might be like to let go of the fear and just let myself fall in love again.” 
 
      
 
    Oh, Mags, most dames would be lying awake at night thinking a lot of thoughts about the fella they’re interested in. But afraid to fall in love? Nope, it wouldn’t be on the list.” 
 
      
 
    “But I’m older than he is. I don’t think he knows that. I’m in my early thirties, very early thirties, and he’s in his late twenties. There are a few years between us. I don’t want this to go further if there’s no future in it.” 
 
      
 
    “Why would there be no future? You’re overthinking this, Mags. You like him. He likes you. The real you he knows and sees almost every day. Not some bit of ink on a birth certificate. Relax. Enjoy it. How long has it been since you’ve had romance in your life? There is a glow in your cheeks, Maggie Barnes, and I like seeing it there. So, if he hasn’t kissed you yet, what has he done?” 
 
      
 
    “We’ve been out for dinner a few times, and I had brunch with his family.” 
 
      
 
    “Those are all promising steps. What’s his mother like? You can always tell a lot about a guy by the way he treats his mother.” 
 
      
 
    “She wasn’t there very long. Apparently she’s not well, and hasn’t been for quite some time. Mother would call it a touch of the vapors. In fact, I should probably ask Mother about her. One thing about Cordelia is that she always knows the inside scoop of what’s happing in her circle of friends. Ron’s fairly guarded about it, but I can tell he’s frustrated. Is that a bad sign?” 
 
      
 
    “You’ve got to stop looking for reasons not to jump, doll.” 
 
      
 
    “I know, I know. Did you meet Mickey’s mother before you got married?” 
 
      
 
    “That was different. I didn’t even know Mickey had a mother when we got married. It was a bit of a whirlwind romance.” 
 
      
 
    “And how is Mickey these days?” 
 
      
 
    “Much the same. Oh Mags, I thought I was hitching my wagon to a lion, not a tabby cat. I don’t know which is worse, his moods without the drops or the doped up Mickey. He wanders the house, morose. I can’t get him interested in anything, and I do mean anything,” Edith says with a wink. 
 
      
 
    Maggie blushes. “Well, that doesn’t sound like Mickey at all.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m only able to be out today because he’s over at the Ritz.” 
 
      
 
    “Surely he’s okay to be on his own. He’s not an invalid.” 
 
      
 
    “I went out a few times and, when I got back, he’d be sitting in the same chair I left him. The coffee beside him grown cold. Hilda can’t be bothered to get him up and dressed. Some days, the bad ones, he just stays in bed.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh Edith, that’s terrible. A man like Mickey.” Maggie thinks back to the first time she met Mickey:  strong, vital, feared. He was her protector when she found herself alone in a tight spot. 
 
      
 
    “I know how Ron’s father feels. Trapped. Smothered. Being buried alive,” Edith says, whispering into her champagne glass. 
 
      
 
    “Maybe the dosage on the medicine is too strong?” 
 
      
 
    “I asked the doctor, and he said that the body gets used to the chloral hydrate, so I have to keep giving him extra. But I don’t know, Maggie. I think Mickey knows what’s going on. He knows he feels different. Or maybe knows he’s not feeling at all. The only sign of life I’ve seen out of him is that stupid pool table. If I’d known how badly he wanted one, I would have planned for it in the renovation of the house, but having him spending all day stuck in that dreary basement is just sad. It can’t be helping matters none.” 
 
      
 
    “So what are you going to do?” Maggie asks. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t think there’s anything I can do. I guess I’ll just wall the both of us up in that beautiful house until we both fade away and die.” 
 
      
 
    “Edith, that’s nonsense,” Maggie says, frowning. 
 
      
 
    “Ha, and I thought the old house was a mausoleum.” Edith takes a sip of her champagne. “You’re right. Enough of my sad tales. No more talk of men, especially ones who are miserable. Tell me, Miss Career Gal, how are things with you?” 
 
      
 
    “Things have been so busy at work. I’ve moved across the hall into my father’s old office. It was a moment, sitting in his chair. I can’t believe it some days.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh Mags, I always knew you had it in you. You’re so smart and committed. I really envy you. Heading out into the world every day, making decisions, having people look up to you and listen to what you have to say. You’ve got the world by the tail.” 
 
      
 
    “You make it sound like the movies. It’s a ton of hard work and long hours, and sometimes those clients are yelling AT you rather than listening TO you,” Maggie says. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I know. But still, you’re in charge of your life. And a busy life—career and home. It must be crazy juggling Tommy and the lodgers.” 
 
      
 
    “That is definitely a challenge. I’ve been going in every day but Friday, which means meals are pretty lean at home. No one’s complained, but there have been comments about my delicious roasts that sound a bit nostalgic.” 
 
      
 
    “You’ve only got the two now, right? The reporter and the teacher?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Reg moved out several months ago. Things were slow at the car dealership, so he moved to California to try his luck there. I haven’t filled the empty room because I’m not sure I want lodgers anymore. The money isn’t as tight as it used to be. Dick and Archie are like family. A couple of brothers, really. Dick is amusing and Archie is cranky, but he has his moments.” 
 
      
 
    “I talked to both of them out at your mother’s place after the funeral. I see what you mean about Archie. So morose; a real hang-dog look about him.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie laughs. “No ray of sunshine, that’s for sure.” 
 
      
 
    “Have you thought about hiring a housekeeper? There’re lots of women right now that could really use the extra money. I’m sure Hilda could hook you up.” 
 
      
 
    “Money’s not that easy, Edith. I could swap it for room and board, but then I’d be back to letting out the three rooms again. I’ll muddle along. I’ll just try and get better at planning ahead.” 
 
      
 
    “Maggie, you are the best planner I know.” Edith refills her glass and tops up Maggie’s. 
 
      
 
    “Not as good as you’d think. Remember that loan I took out against the house a few years ago to fix the roof?” 
 
      
 
    “I remember. That’s when you went back to school and took those accounting classes. What was that professor’s name? Wasn’t he just something, speaking of mothers?” 
 
      
 
    The waiter comes over and tops up Edith’s glass, draining the bottle. “Would you like another?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh no, not for me. I’ve got to go back to work this afternoon, Edith.” 
 
      
 
    “Just bring me a very dry martini with a couple of olives, will ya sweetie? And I mean dry. Think Arizona.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie takes a sip of champagne. “Teddy. Yes, my boyfriend with training wheels I think you called him.” The memory causes both gals to chuckle. 
 
      
 
    “You were telling me about the loan?” 
 
      
 
    “Right. I knew I shouldn’t have had any champagne. It leaves me fuzzy headed, and in the middle of the work day no less. That horrible loan. They made me secure it against the house. Not the best decision I’ve ever made, although it did get me out of a bad spot.” 
 
      
 
    “I remember. A leaky roof, wasn’t it?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, and upgrades to the kitchen I needed to make because of the lodgers. I’ve been making monthly loan payments for the past five years, but I’m almost at the end.” 
 
      
 
    “You don’t look happy, Maggie. That’s good news, isn’t it?” 
 
      
 
    Maggie grimaces. “That last payment is a whopper. It’s called a balloon payment because it’s got principle and interest in it, and it’s due next month. And it’s big. I should have planned for it, but I always pushed that bit of bad news down the road, and now here we are.” 
 
      
 
    “I take it you don’t have the money?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, I could figure it out. Between savings and maybe borrowing against the business, I could meet it. But the question is, do I want to? Do you happen to know what happens if the bank holding your mortgage goes under?” 
 
      
 
    “Maggie, why would I know anything about that? Sorry, sweetie, but you’re on your own there.” 
 
      
 
    The waiter puts down Edith’s drink and clears their plates. Edith purrs as she picks up her glass. 
 
      
 
    “I figure I’ve got a couple of weeks to figure it out,” Maggie says. Her slumped shoulders and bowed head a marked contrast to the confident woman who had entered the restaurant earlier. 
 
      
 
    “Why not ask your friend, Ron?” Edith asks, sucking on her martini olive. 
 
      
 
    “It’s too soon, Edith. I’d thought of it, but I think I’d rather he saw me in a bathing suit, rolls and wrinkles and all, than to know about something as personal as my finances.” 
 
      
 
    “You have wrinkles and rolls? Where? I don’t believe it.” Edith holds her hands to her face in mock horror, and Maggie laughs.  
 
      
 
    “You’re such a card, Edith. You always make me laugh. How about we have dessert to cheer our sad selves up? A bit of something sweet to sweeten our moods?” 
 
      
 
    She holds up the empty martini glass, waving it to catch the waiter’s attention. “You go ahead. I’m just gonna have another one of these.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 19 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   H ow to be hidden and remain in plain sight, the speakeasies’ dilemma. When you’re selling an illegal product, you gotta stay hidden, but not so much that customers can’t find you.  
 
      
 
    In the early days of Prohibition, speaks, saloons, and clubs were just what they’d always been before the country went ‘dry’. Police and the public presumed that the crazy idea of banning booze was just a political whim and would be over soon. Nobody was taking enforcement of the law too seriously. In fact, there was a certain caché to breaking it. There’s a bit of outlaw in us all. But, eventually, the politicians got serious and the raids started. Suddenly, if you were selling the hooch, you had to get clever about hiding it.  
 
      
 
    Now, eleven years in, the easy marks are long gone: shut down, front doors padlocked and boarded up. What’s left are clever enterprises, artfully disguised with some discrete notification in the front, and a clear extra exit or two in the back. There are secret tunnels and panels in others, ensuring that a quick get-away is always at hand. A decade of sneaking around gives customers and businessmen a certain skill set. And eyes in the back of their heads. 
 
      
 
    Perched on his barstool, Frank is watching the bartender at the Kit Kat Klub, one of the many speakeasies and saloons that Mickey Duffy has a partnership interest in. It’s more than a hole in the wall. A counter runs along one side of the room, booths on the other. There’s a certain sticky grimness to the place. Patrons come up to the bar to order, and carry their drinks back to the table. A single waitress keeps table tops clear and clean. There’s a stage at the back for the nightly entertainment, and small windows in the front. A clear view to what’s happening inside isn’t in the Kit Kat’s best interests. 
 
      
 
    Frank’s been on his stool since he left Maggie’s after Evening Report. One elbow on the bar, he looks around the room. Mickey is right. Business is booming. Folks are drinking beer instead of the hard stuff, but they’re drinking a lot of it.  
 
      
 
    There’s a different atmosphere when you’re drinking to forget. It’s not pleasant. I remember how it was before, in the Twenties. People were frantic to have a good time. And the energy was as intoxicating as those cocktails they were serving. It’s different now. Less noisy, less fun. Drinkers grip their glasses like they mean business. 
 
      
 
    Watching the bartender, Frank notices that every round is paid for at the time it’s ordered. No one runs a tab. It must be because of the hard times. You want to make sure you’ll be paid before the liquor is poured. 
 
      
 
    The other thing that Frank notices is that the proceeds from every fifth drink slide across the bar-top and disappear into the bartender’s pocket. Interesting. Subtle. Small enough noy to be missed, regular enough to add up. I wonder if it’s happening at Mickey’s other clubs and speakeasies? Frank slips down off the stool and heads out the door as a couple of other patrons come in. This could be a long night. 
 
      
 
    From the gin-joints that are dives, to the upscale Club Cadix, Frank wanders from bar stool to bar stool. Not all of the bartenders are in on it, but enough to suggest some kind of organization. This isn’t just one greedy bartender. There’s something more at play. I wonder into whose pocket the money from that fifth drink is poured? 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 20 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   T he noise at the dog track is deafening: fans cheering the hounds roaring around the course, barking dogs waiting to race, the loudspeaker blaring. Hugging the railing, looking down at it all, are Eddie, Gus, and Fingers. Eddie is clutching his betting slip, yelling along with the rest of the fans as the dogs pursue the mechanical rabbit.  
 
      
 
    Eddie’s fave comes fourth. “No! You stupid dog. You were supposed to win.” Eddie rips up the slip, scattering the worthless pieces on the ground.  
 
      
 
    “If it were a sure thing, Eddie, it wouldn’t be gambling,” Gus says. 
 
      
 
    Eddie shoots him a look, not sure if he’s making a joke at his expense. 
 
      
 
    Fingers slaps him on the back. “Come on, Eddie, let’s check out the next race. Maybe that’s your lucky number.” 
 
      
 
    The three men head back to the boards to consult the line-up. “Speedy Pebbles. Too Hot To Handle. Like A Fox. That one sounds good. Whaddaya think, boys? Crazy Like A Fox?” Eddie asks, staring intently at the board. 
 
      
 
    “I dunno, Eddie. Too Hot has more wins,” Gus says, reading the racing form he’d picked up when they first came in. 
 
      
 
    Fingers nudges Gus, who looks up. 
 
      
 
    “Look it. Frankie Bailey and that brother of his,” Fingers hisses. 
 
      
 
    “Where?” Gus asks, looking around the crowd.  
 
      
 
    “Over there. Beside the pillar.” 
 
      
 
    Eddie turns around, too. “Who’s Frankie Bailey, and why would I care?” 
 
      
 
    “Frankie and James Bailey are brothers who were in the joint with a fella called Petey Ford. They must have got sprung,” Gus says. 
 
      
 
    “They tried to do a hit on Mickey, but missed. Used to work for Hoff,” Fingers says, watching the pair, their noses buried in the racing forms. 
 
      
 
    “Not sure what they’re up to now that Hoff’s outta the picture,” Gus says with a shrug. 
 
      
 
    “Put a hit on Mickey? What happened? I never heard about this,” Eddie says, craning to see the two men Gus and Fingers are talking about. He spots them by the pillar. There’s a rough edginess about them that Eddie recognizes. He watches them turn and make their way to the betting counter. 
 
      
 
    “Nineteen-twenty-seven, about this time. He and Edith were coming outta the Cadix. His bodyguard, John Bricker was with him,” Gus says. 
 
      
 
    “Bricker was a swell guy, eh Gus? Remember that time—” Fingers says. 
 
      
 
    “You can go down memory lane on your own time. Tell me more about the hit,” Eddie says. 
 
      
 
    “I told you. It wasn’t a hit. They missed. Really shot up the street though. Bricker got killed, Mickey spent time in hospital. Petey was driving, with the Baileys as the shooters. Tommy gun and a shot gun. Drove right past the Cadix,” Fingers says. 
 
      
 
    “And they missed?” Eddie asks. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah. Their sister was in the car and caused a bit of a ruckus, so I hear. They fired lots, but couldn’t aim worth a darn. Good thing for Mickey. Too bad about Bricker, tho’. You’re right, Gus, he was one of the good ones.” 
 
      
 
    Eddie stares at the Bailey brothers, who are unaware of the surveillance.  
 
      
 
    “So they used to work for Hoff?” Eddie says. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, you remember the Grand Jury in ‘twenty-eight? They brought them down from prison to testify against Hoff. It was one of the things that did him in. Never went to jail or nuthin, but it cost him everything he had to avoid it,” Gus says. 
 
      
 
    “They sound like right peaches: the hit on Mickey, ratting out Hoff. A couple of guys you wouldn’t trust as far as you could throw them,” Eddie says, smirking. “What are they doing now?” 
 
      
 
    “Like I said. Don’t know. Didn’t even know they were out until now. I guess we’d better tell Mickey, so he can be on his guard. They got a heck of a grudge match going on.” 
 
      
 
    “Don’t worry about Mickey. I’ll let him know the Bailey’s are back. Why don’t you track them down so we can keep an eye on ‘em,” Eddie says. 
 
      
 
    “Sure thing, Eddie. I’ll get one of the new guys to do it and let you know.” 
 
      
 
    Eddie continues to stare at the brothers who are busy placing their bets. 
 
      
 
    “You goin’ to bet or what? The next race is going to start,” Gus says. 
 
      
 
    “Sure, boys. I feel my luck’s just turned,” Eddie says, grinning.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 21 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   F rank sits in Maggie’s living room, waiting for Evening Report to begin. He’s been watching the bartenders in Mickey’s speakeasies and is eager to share his findings with Maggie.  
 
      
 
    Maggie is pacing. She sits and then she stands. She’s pulled the drapes closed over the front window, she’s straightened the books and papers on her desk, and she’s fluffed the toss cushions on the couch.  
 
      
 
    “Maggie, please just settle. What’s got you so agitated?” Frank asks. 
 
      
 
    Maggie turns to face him, clasps her hands in front of her, and bows her head. “Inspector, I have something to tell you. You might be put out by something I did, and I don’t want you to be angry with me.” 
 
      
 
    Frank straightens in his chair. She has his full attention. “Just tell me.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie goes over and perches on the edge of her chair. “You’ve given me a lot of advice over the years about the importance of family. In fact, it was your urging that got me through the door to see my father after ten years of not speaking to him. This gave me the chance to make my peace with him and say goodbye before he died. I am grateful for that more than you can know.” 
 
      
 
    “Ye-es, go on,” Frank says, frowning. He is uncomfortable with personal discussions, and doesn’t like where this is headed. 
 
      
 
    “And you told me you’d lost touch with your own family. That you hadn’t seen them since spending time with your granddaughter, or great-granddaughter and her family at a long-ago Christmas.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m not sure a spectral visit would be considered ‘spending time’. More like a haunting, but go on.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, whatever you want to call it, it was a long time ago. Thanks to you, my father and Tommy got to know each other and—” 
 
      
 
    “You thought you’d find my family?” Frank asks, scowling. 
 
      
 
    “Exactly. How did you guess? Are you angry?” Maggie searches his face. “Oh no, you are angry.” 
 
      
 
    Frank takes a deep breath while considering his words. “Maggie, I can sympathize with how Mickey Duffy feels when—how does he call it?—oh yes, you poke your nose into his business. I’m a very good detective. If finding my family was important to me, I would have done it. In fact, I probably wouldn’t have lost touch in the first place.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie has the good graces to look sheepish. “I apologize for going ahead without your permission, Inspector. I didn’t know if I’d be able to find out anything, so I didn’t tell you.” 
 
      
 
    “Then why tell me now? Did you find someone?” 
 
      
 
    “I did. And met with her. A few times. She’s a great-granddaughter of yours, or something like that, and lives in New York.” 
 
      
 
    “Ah, I had wondered what took you to New York. When you said ‘family business’, you were referring to my family not yours. I’m disappointed in you, Maggie. You understood the significance that family has for me, but—” he holds up his hand when it looks like Maggie is going to speak, “—but you also know how I value my privacy. You’ve crossed a line, my dear.” 
 
      
 
    “Again, I apologize. If the box hadn’t arrived in the mail, I would have let the whole thing drop. I never would have mentioned it.” 
 
      
 
    “Not disclosing something like this is very close to lying, Maggie. A lie of omission.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie sits, awaiting forgiveness. Her hands are clasped in her lap, her head low. 
 
      
 
    Frank takes a deep breath. “You say a box arrived?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes. It arrived by mail about a month ago. I was going to tell you sooner, but with Father’s death and the funeral, and the turmoil at the office, I kept putting it off.” Maggie goes around and pulls a cardboard box from under her desk. She puts it on the coffee table and starts unpacking the items, laying them out so that Frank can see them. 
 
      
 
    Frank stands looking down at the photographs and documents. He looks at her, amazed and bewildered. “Mary? And Edna? Where did you get these? Little Frank, my grandson.” He points to a group photo. “This is, I mean was, my son-in-law Orrie Strohm. He was a stenographer at the Patriot News in Harrisburg. Lots of newspapermen in his family. And the rest of Edna’s children, Elizabeth and Dorothy. Oh look, another of Mary. And one of me. I remember that day. I’d retired from the police force and we were opening the detective agency. ‘Hanging out my shingle’. Mary wanted a photograph to mark the occasion.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie reaches into the box and pulls out the newspaper clipping from the event with the photograph of Inspector Geyer sitting in his office. The sign is visible on the door to the side: Frank P. Geyer Detective Agency.  
 
      
 
    “Did you know your former office and my office are both on Arch Street. Just down the street from each other.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, imagine that. I hadn’t made the connection.” He straightens, standing in front of her. “Again, where did you find all of this?” 
 
      
 
    “Please sit, Inspector. It’s a long story.” Frank sits, tense, his fingers gripping his cigar. 
 
      
 
    “I started with your obituary, and began tracing family members through wedding and funeral announcements, address directories, and military service records. Again, I must apologize, but I used Joe’s name to pull your personnel file from the police to get Mary’s last known address where her widow’s benefits were sent.” 
 
      
 
    “You went through my personnel file? Maggie, that is such an intrusion.” Frank says, frowning again. 
 
      
 
    “I know, and I apologize. I was just so focused on the hunt, and I kept turning up new leads to follow.” 
 
      
 
    “Good investigative instincts. But you should have told me.” 
 
      
 
    “I know I should have. I followed the trail from Mary and Edna right through to a living relative.” Maggie jumps up and pulls a family tree from a stack of papers on her desk. “This is what I’ve found so far.” She lays it on the coffee table in front of Frank. “And the box of photos and other papers is from her. The relative I found. She’s very old, and no one wanted the box, so she sent it here.” 
 
      
 
    “If she hadn’t, would you have told me?” 
 
      
 
    Maggie looks down at the floor. Silent. 
 
      
 
    “Maggie?” 
 
      
 
    “There was an interesting turn in the investigation. I found a connection to someone you already know.” Maggie returns to her seat, leaving Frank standing in front of the family tree diagram. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t tell me we’re related?” he says, turning to look at her directly. 
 
      
 
    “No, nothing like that. Goodness, wouldn’t that have been something? No, the relative is a great-great-grandson living in Philadelphia.” 
 
      
 
    “Who is it?”  
 
      
 
    “The woman’s name, who sent the box, who lives in New York, is Muriel.” Maggie's eyes dart with panic. “Muriel Duffy.” 
 
      
 
    The name hangs in the room. 
 
      
 
    “Duffy? You mean Mickey Duffy? I’m related to that bootlegger, that villain we’ve been chasing all these years? That’s impossible. Must be a different Duffy. You shouldn’t jump to conclusions, my dear.” 
 
      
 
    “I’ve checked further.” 
 
      
 
    Frank shakes his head. “No. There is no way someone like Mickey Duffy could be part of my family.” Frank begins to pace. Maggie sits and watches. 
 
      
 
    “Are you sure? Show me where on that diagram you’ve drawn out.” 
 
      
 
    “Here are your parents, you and Mary, then Edna, then her three children. These,” pointing to another layer, “are their children, and their children, and here’s Mickey.” Frank stares at the box at the bottom of the page, neatly labelled with Mickey Duffy’s name. 
 
      
 
    Frank studies the diagram intently. “You haven’t recorded his marriage to Edith,” he says, not turning to face her. 
 
      
 
    “No, it’s not quite up to date.” 
 
      
 
    Frank stares at the paper. 
 
      
 
    “This is who I sent the initial letter to,” she says, pointing to a woman who is Mickey’s great aunt with a Philadelphia address. “She didn’t recognize your name.” Maggie glances at Frank to check his reaction. “She forwarded it to Muriel, a cousin of hers. Apparently Muriel is a spinster who has become the keeper of the family history. She lives in New York, so I originally didn’t have her contact information. As you can see, Muriel is one of three children born to your granddaughter. Who had married a Duffy.” 
 
      
 
    Frank is lost in the diagram of neatly labelled boxes branching out into successive generations. 
 
      
 
    “Inspector?” 
 
      
 
    “This is very thorough. You are to be commended for your accuracy.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie, unsure of whether the comment was a compliment or criticism, merely nods. She returns to her chair. 
 
      
 
    Frank continues to stare at the diagram, his back to Maggie. He’s not looked at her since the Mickey Duffy announcement. 
 
      
 
    “Muriel was able to fill in a lot of what I didn’t know.” Maggie sits, twisting her hands in her lap. 
 
      
 
    Frank makes a sound deep in his throat, and turns. “I would like to think about this, Maggie. I’m overwhelmed. Are you going into the office tomorrow? 
 
      
 
    “Yes. Why?” 
 
      
 
    “I’d like you to lay out the photographs, some of the documentation, and this diagram. Spread them out on the dining room table before you leave. That will give me the time and the privacy to process this. Not that I’m doubting your work, but I just need to work it out for myself.” 
 
      
 
    “Of course, Inspector. And I’ll come home early to pack it up again before Tommy gets home from school.” 
 
      
 
    “Thank you, my dear. That would be most considerate.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 22 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   T he next day drags on. The papers on Maggie’s desk receive little attention, preoccupied as she is with the view out the window. She begs off a lunch with Ron, knowing that she’d not be good company. 
 
      
 
    Maggie is impatient for the clock to strike three so that she can go home and pack up the things she left spread out on the dining room table. She’s also anxious to talk with Frank. Will he forgive me? What will he say? 
 
      
 
    There’s no sign of him when she arrives home. She carefully replaces the fragile photographs and papers into the box, laying the family tree diagram on the top. I hope he’s here soon. I’m dying to hear what he has to say. 
 
      
 
    At dinner, the lodgers are delighted to enjoy a meatloaf with mashed potatoes rather than the usual work-day effort to disguise leftovers. There’s apple crisp for dessert. Maggie keeps glancing into the living room as she clears the table. Still no sign of the Inspector. Worried, she scrubs the dishes, sending Tommy to his room with homework and the last piece of the crisp. 
 
      
 
    She sits in the living room, by herself, watching the clock. I’ve done it now. He must be furious with me. He’s never missed Report. I shouldn’t have pried. I should have told him sooner. 
 
      
 
    “Mother? Are you all right?” Tommy is standing in the entryway to the front hall. 
 
      
 
    “Hello, sweetheart. Yes I’m fine. Why do you say that?” 
 
      
 
    “You’re just sitting there. You’re not writing, and the radio’s not on.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m just enjoying a cup of coffee and some peace and quiet. I have a problem that I’m wrestling with, and this helps me think,” Maggie says. 
 
      
 
    “A work problem?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Tommy. A work problem. And I’m still thinking about it.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, okay. I just came down to a book. Do you want me to get you another cup of coffee?” 
 
      
 
    “Why thank you, dear. That would be lovely.” 
 
      
 
    Tommy sets down her coffee and grabs his book from the front hall. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll be up to say goodnight in a bit,” she calls after him. 
 
      
 
    At ten o’clock, she shuts out the lights except for the front hall. Checking the locks on the door, Maggie also goes upstairs to bed. What have I done? 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    Frank hasn’t noticed the passing of time. He’s spent the evening sitting in Mickey Duffy’s basement, watching Mickey brood. The two of them are alone. Mickey stares at the pool table, newly felted, balls racked in a perfect triangle in the center, waiting to be played. Beside Mickey is a glass of whiskey, untouched these many hours. 
 
      
 
    Frank is in the other chair, unnoticed, studying Mickey. My great-great-grandson, imagine. There’s something of Bill around the eyes. I don’t know why I didn’t see it before. Another black sheep. Did you cause your mother the same pain as my brother Bill did ours? Frank remembers watching their mother weep, crushed with worry. Bill not home for days. Missing? Thoughtless? Drunk? Dead? 
 
      
 
    Mickey sighs. He pats his pocket, in search of something. Extracting a cigar and clip, he begins the process of lighting it. Frank is mesmerized with the first sign of movement in hours. Snip. He puts the clipper on the table and strikes two matches. Just the same way Father did it. I wonder who showed him how to smoke a cigar? His grandfather? According to Maggie’s diagram, it was his mother who was the Duffy. A slow burn on the tip. Then into Mickey’s mouth, a pull or two to draw in the air and get it going. Another sigh. More silence. 
 
      
 
    Frank also pulls out his cigar, always clipped. He lights it, also using the two match technique. One puff, two puffs, pulling the air through the phantom cigar. Mickey’s cigar clipper, resting on the table, catches his eye, and he gets up for a closer look. He sighs. 
 
      
 
    That explains the clip. I was right all along. I knew as soon as I saw it in that coffee shop all those years ago, engraved with the crest of the Philadelphia police. I should have known it was mine. The commemorative clip I got when I retired. I bet he’s had a few chuckles at that over the years. Imagine. Mickey Duffy having it. Life does have some interesting turns. I guess he got it from his mother or his grandfather. Passed down all those generations. To wind up in Mickey’s hand.  
 
      
 
    I wish I could talk to you. But what would I say? Hello, I’m your great-great-great something grandfather? Not likely. You’d be as sceptical as I was. A copper in the family? He’d say I was the black sheep. 
 
      
 
    The two men sit in silence with their cigars. The light above the pool table casts a soft glow on the basement walls. 
 
      
 
    What bit of sardonic fate has twisted our lives together, Mickey Duffy? And why?


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 23 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   M aggie sits in front of her dressing table in her bedroom, putting the finishing touches on her make-up and hair. I hate calendars. Anniversaries. Birthdays. Four years ago tonight. A flash, shots, blood. Maggie shudders. 
 
      
 
    This year will be different. It’s her birthday, and Ron has invited her out for dinner. Wear something special, he’d said. 
 
      
 
    Maggie puts her hair brush down. It’s been three days since I’ve seen the Inspector. He’s never done this before. What if he doesn’t come back? Should I go tonight? What if he turns up for Evening Report and I’m not there? What if I never see him again? 
 
      
 
    A knock at her door, and Tommy’s voice. “Mr. McNeely is downstairs, Mother.” 
 
      
 
    “Thanks, sweetie. Tell him I’ll be right down.” Deep breath. A final check in the mirror. Not bad for an old dame. 
 
      
 
    At the bottom of the stairs, Ron gives an appreciative wolf whistle. Maggie, delighted, grins, and strikes a runway pose.  
 
      
 
    “You are one gorgeous gal, Maggie Barnes,” Ron says.  
 
      
 
    She laughs and gives him a quick peck on the cheek. “You’re not bad yourself, Ron. Now, where are we going?” 
 
      
 
    He helps her on with her coat. “Nope. It’s a surprise.” 
 
      
 
    “Handsome, and a man of mystery,” she says with a coy smile. 
 
      
 
    Tommy, who has been waiting to see them off, rolls his eyes. 
 
      
 
    Heading out of town, Ron still refuses to tell Maggie where they’re going. She peppers him with questions, excited by the surprise. They pass the corner for Overbrook where she grew up; where the Duffys now live. They drive past Merion Station where she met Delores and went to the farm, then the turnoffs for Narberth and Wynnewood. The car headlights pick up the sign for Ardmore where Joe’s folks live. They drive past Haverford.  
 
      
 
    Ron nods to the road sign as they drive past. “We’ll have to go there this summer with a picnic. They have a covered bridge that’s very romantic,” Ron says with a wink, and keeps driving. 
 
      
 
    ”This is the Bryn Mawr corner. Are we going to see your parents?” Maggie asks. 
 
      
 
    “Nope. Although I did mention that we might stop by later.” 
 
      
 
    “Where are we going, Ron? We’re going to be in Atlantic City soon. Come on, you goof, tell me, tell me, tell me,” she wheedles, batting her eyelashes, and giving him what she hopes is a convincing smile. 
 
      
 
    “Ha. Not a chance. Like I said, it’s a surprise, and besides, we’re almost there,” he says with an enigmatic smile. 
 
      
 
    Finally, the car slows. Swinging into a long drive, Maggie can see a large Tudor-style mansion: red brick with limestone corner pieces, ivy climbing the front façade. Diamond paned windows glow with an amber light. Its many chimneys are silhouettes in the night sky. Sweeping down from the front door to the gravel drive is a broad stone staircase. 
 
      
 
    “Where are we?” Maggie asks in a hushed whisper. 
 
      
 
    “Wootton Hall. It was once owned by the Drexel family, but it’s a country club now.” 
 
      
 
    They pull up into the crenelated porte-cochere, where a uniformed staff person runs to open her door and help her from the car. Another attendant takes the keys from Ron, who comes round to take Maggie’s arm. 
 
      
 
    The doorman gives a small bow as he holds open the door. “Good evening, Mr. McNeely. A pleasure to see you tonight.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie gives Ron a curious glance. He gives her arm a squeeze, and winks. She can hear music coming from inside. “Ron, it’s like a magic castle.” 
 
      
 
    The front entrance hall is paneled in dark wood, and the marble floor shines. Covering the black and white squares are richly-patterned oriental carpets. Hanging from the ceiling is an ornate chandelier—an icicle wedding cake hanging upside down.  
 
      
 
    The maître-D at the front door, rigid in his tuxedo, welcomes them and shows them to a table. The dining room is hushed, murmured conversations around linen covered tables. Posh diners glance their way—a few smiles and nods. 
 
      
 
    “Those are my father’s clients,” Ron explains, and pulls out her chair. Maggie clutches the large menu, noticing hers has no prices. Crystal water glasses are filled, and an ice bucket is placed at the side of their table, the neck of a champagne bottle sticking out from the stiff, white napkin. 
 
      
 
    With glasses full, Ron raises his. “A toast. To the beautiful birthday girl.” 
 
      
 
    Flustered, Maggie blushes, peeking at him over the rim of her champagne glass. 
 
      
 
    The evening is full of magic. They talk of work, of Tommy, of his family, of hers. The meal is superb. The champagne flows. Music, from another part of the building, provides the grace notes. Coffee and dessert arrive too soon. 
 
      
 
    “Thank you, Ron. This has been such a wonderful evening. I don’t think I’ve ever been to a place so beautiful.” 
 
      
 
    “I wanted tonight to be special.” Ron gets up and goes down on one knee. Maggie’s stomach flutters, and she holds her breath. The sounds from the room disappear and there is only Ron, in front of her. 
 
      
 
    “Happy birthday, Maggie. I hope that this is just the first of many birthdays we get to celebrate together. Would you do me the honor… ” He pulls out a small box and opens it. Inside, nestled in velvet, is a square-cut diamond ring, the candlelight from the table making it sparkle. “…of being my wife?” 
 
      
 
    Maggie sits frozen, her hand to her throat. She looks at the ring. She looks at Ron. He looks back, waiting for her answer. 
 
      
 
    The sound from the rest of the room is turned back on. Curious patrons cast discrete sideways glances at them. She puts her hand over his, covering the box. “Please, Ron. Please sit.” 
 
      
 
    Puzzled, Ron resumes his seat. He closes the ring box and leaves it beside his plate. “Maggie? I love you. I thought you loved me. What’s wrong?” 
 
      
 
    Maggie smiles. She reaches for his hand. “I am very fond of you, Ron. But this is so sudden. We’ve not talked of marriage,” she says quietly. 
 
      
 
    Ron pulls his hand back. “Fond? You’re fond of me? Are you saying ‘no’, Maggie?” 
 
      
 
    “I guess I am.” 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    Maggie, still in her coat, sits on the bottom step of her front hall whispering into the telephone. Her face is wet with tears. 
 
      
 
    “And then he proposed. To me,” she says, the receiver clutched in her hand. 
 
      
 
    “Oohh,” squealed Edith. “Did you say yes?” 
 
      
 
    “No. I said no.” 
 
      
 
    “Maggie, that’s just wrong. Why would you say no, sweetie?” 
 
      
 
    “So many reasons.” 
 
      
 
    “What are you going on about? He proposed. Accept him already.” 
 
      
 
    “It’s my age, Edith. I’m too old for him.” 
 
      
 
    “I told you. That’s nonsense. You’re a very young early thirties, and he’s a very mature almost thirty. You’re perfect for each other.” 
 
      
 
    “And I have a son. Who will be fifteen in a few months.” 
 
      
 
    “You were a child bride, Maggie. Tommy is a lovely boy. Any man would be proud to call him son.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie continues to cry quietly into the phone. 
 
      
 
    “Maggie, honey, why are you crying? What’s wrong? Why are you so upset?” 
 
      
 
    Maggie pulls the receiver in very close, whispering. “Edith, what if he is marrying me for my money?” 
 
      
 
    She has to hold the receiver away from her ear, Edith’s loud peals of laughter shrieking from the other end. Edith recovers and Maggie pulls the phone back close. “I’m serious, Edith. I mean, after tonight, I know his family has lots of dough, but what if he doesn’t? Or maybe he doesn’t want their money? Maybe he thinks I inherited a bunch of money from Father’s estate. What if this is his way of taking over the firm? This could be his way of carving out something for himself away from his family.” 
 
      
 
    “Doll, you’ve been listening to too many radio dramas. He doesn’t care about your money. Don’t be so insecure. Of course he’s bananas about you, just you. Why wouldn’t he be? It’s been a shock, but you need to sleep on this, Maggie. You are definitely not thinking straight tonight. You’re going to see him again tomorrow?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, my goodness. I hadn’t thought of that. How can I go into the office? What will I say?” Maggie questions Edith, more panic stricken each second.  
 
      
 
    “Start with good morning. And now you should go to bed. It’s past midnight.” 
 
      
 
    “All right, goodnight, Edith. And thanks for talking to me.” 
 
      
 
    “Are you kidding? This is the most excitement I’ve had at midnight for months. Take care, doll.” 
 
    

 
 
   
  
 


 Chapter 24 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   G et on with it. How bad can it be? What a chicken you are, or is it a silly goose? Maggie smiles, her hand on the office doorknob. Foul fowl. 
 
      
 
    “Good morning,” Maggie says, as she opens the office door and comes in. A slight tremble in her hands is the only sign of her panic. Please be normal. Please be normal. She smiles at Ron, who gets up and comes round his desk to stand in front of her. He takes her gloved hands. 
 
      
 
    “I goofed. Badly. Forgive me?” he asks. His smile appears to be crooked.  
 
      
 
    Thank goodness. “Only if you forgive me.” She smiles back.  
 
      
 
    “For what?” 
 
      
 
    “For saying no,” Maggie says. 
 
      
 
    “Does that mean you’re going to say yes?” 
 
      
 
    “Not today,” Maggie says, a small smile forming. 
 
      
 
    “But that means someday, right?” Ron answers. He registers a small smile, and searches her face for the answer he wants. 
 
      
 
    The two stand hand in hand, smiling at each other. Maggie pulls the warmth of his hands through her gloves, feeling their strength. 
 
      
 
    “Fond of me?” he asks in a husky voice, with a twinkle in his eye. 
 
      
 
    “Very,” she replies, equally husky, equally twinkly. Maybe I could enjoy serving tea. 
 
      
 
    “Okay. Then it’s a proposal delayed, not denied. I won’t take the ring back to the jewellers just yet.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie pulls her hands away, but Ron grabs them again, “Maggie, I don’t know why you said no, but don’t be mad. If it gets awkward between us, it makes it hard for me to keep pursuing you, which I’m going to keep doing. I’m not taking no for an answer.” 
 
      
 
    Just then the telephone rings; the business day starts. Relieved, Maggie takes a steadying breath and goes into her new office, her father’s former office, and closes the door. Sitting in the chair facing her desk is Frank. 
 
      
 
    She looks at him and rolls her eyes. “Really? Today? You suddenly want to see me today?” 
 
      
 
    Frank looks at her with concern, half rising out of his chair in front of the desk. “I’m sorry. Is this a bad time?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh bother. No, sit. I might as well take my lumps from all the men in my life.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie hangs up her coat and hat on the clothes tree behind the door. Ron’s disappointed in me. The Inspector’s disappointed in me. I’m not really batting a thousand right now. She sits down, clasps her hands on top of her desk, and waits. 
 
      
 
    “You’re probably wondering where I’ve been,” Frank says. 
 
      
 
    “I had noticed you weren’t at Evening Report,” she says evenly. 
 
      
 
    “I was at the Duffy’s. I wanted to see Mickey for myself.” 
 
      
 
    “You just went over there? And lurked?” Maggie asks, surprise in her voice. 
 
      
 
    “I lurk unseen in a lot of places, Maggie. It comes with the territory.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie pauses, unsure if he’s referring to being a detective or a ghost. 
 
      
 
    “I needed time to process what you shared with me the other night. It was a lot to take in,” Frank says, his palms up. 
 
      
 
    Maggie waits for him to continue. This is his story now. 
 
      
 
    “When I looked at your diagram of my family, and despite your very thorough work and Muriel’s contribution, there were still some missing pieces.” 
 
      
 
    “Who was missing?” Maggie asks. 
 
      
 
    “Let me fill in a few blanks. Especially the trail that leads to Mickey Duffy. It’s important that we get that right.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie nods, curious to hear what he has to say. 
 
      
 
    “I was so very shocked when I saw your diagram and the box for my daughter Edna’s youngest, Lizzie, and all the information that flowed from it, right down to Mickey Duffy.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie nods, picturing the family tree in her mind. Right, Muriel’s mother was Elizabeth, who was the daughter of Edna, the Inspector’s daughter. “That would make Muriel, the woman I met who gave me the box, your great-granddaughter.” 
 
      
 
    “Correct. Lizzy, Muriel’s mother, who was Edna’s daughter, had run off to New York to join a variety theater company. She was such a little spark plug, Maggie. Passionate and headstrong. They travelled from place to place, and she was smitten by the lead performer who had been performing here in Philadelphia. Young girls. Whether it was the defiance of her parent’s wishes, the adventure of the open road, or a genuine attraction for this man, regardless, she followed him, believing the line he strung that she would be a star on the stage. You can imagine the scandal that caused. Her mother, Edna, was devastated. Her grandmother, my wife Mary, was heartbroken. The men in the family were furious.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie nods, thinking of her own mother’s reaction if that had been her. Oh wait, it had been. Sort of. It hadn’t been New York, but I’d still run off with Jack.  
 
      
 
    “She never did have that stage career. Instead, she wound up in New York, pregnant and abandoned. The actor and the troop moved on, leaving her behind. The man was a cad, and I would have pursued him, except that she had, in her shame, cut herself off from her family. The last news we had was about the baby. The baby would have been Muriel’s mother. Letters were returned unopened. Her mother and father went to New York to find her and bring her back, but she’d disappeared.” 
 
      
 
    “So you never found her?” Maggie asks, shocked that someone, especially a young girl with a newborn, could just disappear. 
 
      
 
    “Things were different then. There wasn’t the same record-keeping or communications. You couldn’t send a telegram if you didn’t have an address, and New York was a very big city, even then. It swallowed her up.” 
 
      
 
    Frank sits lost in the memory, his eyes downcast to clasped hands. Maggie waits patiently. He takes a breath and continues. 
 
      
 
    “I had thought the family had lost track of her. Certainly, Edna never mentioned anything. But I guess Lizzy must have stayed in touch with her younger sister who had married a Mills. That was the name you sent the letter to in Philadelphia. Perhaps a daughter or daughter-in-law? She would be Muriel’s niece. Mary passed away without knowing what had happened to her.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, how sad.” Maggie thinks about what she’d feel if Tommy disappeared.  
 
      
 
    “Yes, it was hurtful, watching both Mary and Edna worry. Cruel on Lizzy’s part, as well as her sisters who kept the information from us, but young people can be thoughtless. I’m sure she had no idea how anxious we all were for news. 
 
      
 
    “I was able to learn more of Lizzy’s story from listening in on the family for several years after I… ” Frank pauses, at a loss for the right word. “…after I left. From conversations overheard, I gather she eventually married and had two more children. I never learned who she wed but, from your diagram, it must have been a Duffy. For Muriel to have the name, she must have been adopted by the new husband.” 
 
      
 
    “So Muriel was the actor’s child?” Maggie asks. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, I expect so, given the diagram you filled out together.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie rests her elbows on her desk, head in her hands, captivated with the tale. She imagines the poor girl with Baby Muriel, alone in a city as big and unfriendly as New York. It strikes a chord with her. So similar to her own story. 
 
      
 
    “And there’s more. Another missing piece. Shall I fill you in on another family drama? It’s also missing from your neat little diagram.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie holds up her hand. “Let me tell Ron that I can’t be disturbed. And then I want to hear everything.” 
 
      
 
    When Maggie resumes her seat, Frank continues. “My parents were recent immigrants to America. My father came from what is now Germany, and my mother from Ireland. There was much discrimination in America in those days. Especially against the Irish. Both of my parents were Catholic. They met and married here, and had two sons, myself and my older brother, William.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, you had a brother. I had no idea. Did he die?” 
 
      
 
    “They all died, Maggie. This was a hundred years ago. They are all gone, now.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, of course. My apologies,” Maggie says, a bit sheepishly. 
 
      
 
    “My brother Billy was a wild one. There must have been a bit of that streak in Lizzy, perhaps. He was four years older than I was, and I thought he was a god. He wasn’t interested in school or even real work. He ran with a bad sort. A group called the Schuylkill Rangers. They were like pirates, robbing the barges that travelled the Schuylkill River and some of the bigger creeks and streams that fed it. He was our family’s black sheep and caused my mother no end of heartache.” 
 
      
 
    “So, perhaps Mickey comes by his comfort at living outside the law naturally.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes. Something I’ve been musing on for the past few days. It’s not just comfort; it’s their ability to thrive in that environment. It’s taken a few generations, but apparently we have another outlaw in the family.” 
 
      
 
    “Your parents must have been upset to have Billy be a criminal with the Rangers.” 
 
      
 
    “An understatement. Billy would disappear for days at a time, leaving my mother crying at the kitchen table, consumed with worry. When he was home, he and my father would battle. Fists were raised and oaths shouted. Eventually, Billy was thrown from the house.” 
 
      
 
    “What did you do?” 
 
      
 
    “He was my older brother. I kept seeing him. Meeting him in taverns. Keeping track of him.” 
 
      
 
    “Why isn’t he on my, I mean your, family tree?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m getting there, my dear. It is a long story.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie settles into her chair. 
 
      
 
    “In an effort to make my mother and father happy, Billy joined the Lafayette Hose Company, a group of volunteer firefighters. That fire hall worked closely with the Rangers. It was common back then for fire halls to have close associations with the various gangs around Philadelphia.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie shakes her head. “I don’t understand. Why would a group of firefighters be aligned with a street gang. You called them pirates.” 
 
      
 
    “And they were. Brigands of the worst sort. Firefighting was very different back then. For one thing, there wasn’t the equipment they have now. Philadelphia had only recently installed municipal water works supplying the fire plugs. Before that it was civilian bucket brigades. With the new plugs, the Lafe Boys, the nickname for my brother’s company, would attach the hose from the pumper wagon and then the hose carriage would attach to the wagon. Water was syphoned out of the ground by pumping up and down.” 
 
      
 
    “It sounds very exciting. Your parents must have been proud to have a firefighter in the family.” 
 
      
 
    “On the contrary. They were appalled. Firefighters in those days didn’t operate the way they do now. Then, they behaved like marauding gangs, using whatever means they needed to be first at a fire. Which is where the Rangers came in. They were part of the muscle the fire fighters used to protect their fire scene. And the Lafe hall wasn’t the only one. The Moyamensing Hose partnered with a gang called the Killers, the Weccacoe Hose with the Bouncers. Almost every hall had some kind of strong-arm alliance.” 
 
      
 
    “Why did they need to have thugs protect the fire scene? Theft?” Maggie asked. 
 
      
 
    “The insurance companies only paid the fire hall that was first on the pump, so you can imagine there were fierce battles between rival fire halls. Firefighters were stabbed and clubbed, and hoses were slashed to prevent another brigade from officially arriving and pumping first.” 
 
      
 
    “You’d think that fighting the fire would be dangerous enough.” 
 
      
 
    Frank shakes his head. “That’s just it. Back then, it wasn’t. Firefighters had such pride and ego. Without the technique and equipment there is now, firefighting was basically throwing water on a blaze, or on the house next door to keep the fire from spreading. Firefighters regarded the rioting and fighting as more of a test of their strength and bravery than fighting the fire ever was. It was a brotherhood. They were always trying to prove themselves, to each other and to other halls. If they couldn’t get enough of it fighting fires, they fought other firefighters instead. The fighting and rioting became their primary source for the collective prestige of the hall. I remember one night, when the ‘Moyas’ ambushed another hall on their way to fight a fire, overturning their equipment and battling the firefighters. They seriously injured several, even though the Moyas had no intention of going to fight the fire themselves.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie, disgusted by the thought of the rivalries, shakes her head and frowns. 
 
      
 
    “And Billy was no different. The Lafe Boys and the Schuylkill Rangers worked together for no good, I can tell you. They were trouble, and my mother, our mother, was more worried than ever.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie sits silent, totally enthralled with the Inspector’s story. 
 
      
 
    “Remember I told you that there was intense discrimination against the Irish? Part of the troubles in the old country between the Protestant and the Catholic Irish followed the immigrants to Philadelphia. Not only were they fighting established Philadelphians, they were also fighting each other. Things came to a head in May of 1844. There was a big city-wide uproar with the public schools and whether the Protestant bible or the Catholic bible should be used in the classrooms. Around ten o’clock at night, a small boy crept into the St. Augustine Church--“ 
 
      
 
    “--on Vine?” Maggie asks, interrupting. 
 
      
 
    “The same. The boy set a fire in the vestibule of the church. Across town, St. Michael’s had been torched earlier in the day. St. Augustine quickly caught fire. The Protestants kept the firefighters from fighting the blaze. The Catholics fought back. Eventually, the militia was called in and religious tolerance in Philadelphia, the city renowned for brotherly love, was enforced by musket volley, drawn sabres, and the mouths of cannons. Dozens were killed or injured during those riots.” 
 
      
 
    “And your brother Billy was one of them?” 
 
      
 
    “That’s the thing. He was at the fire. The Lafe Boys remember him being there. He was hauling the hose close to the flames. There was a lot of shooting, and then the steeple collapsed. In the chaos, my brother disappeared. We never found him.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie groans. “Your poor mother, Inspector. What did she do?” 
 
      
 
    “My mother was never the same. I roamed all over Philadelphia trying to find him; to give her some comfort. You remember how Alicja Leszek was after Oskar disappeared. My mother was the same; heartbroken and lost in her grief.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie nods at the memory of those dark days. Oskar’s disappearance would have been a harsh reminder of the Inspector’s own brother’s death.  
 
      
 
    “It was on her deathbed that she held my hand in hers and made me promise to find him. To bring him home if I could, and to say goodbye if I couldn’t. I talked to the Lafe Boys, but no one seemed to know anything. I went and talked to a good friend of my brother’s, a fellow called Haggerty, who was a leader of the Rangers when my brother was part of the gang. He talked about my brother being dead. Shot.” 
 
      
 
    “No.” Maggie looks on, horrified. 
 
      
 
    Frank meets her gaze, still haunted. He shakes his head. “I don’t know whether to believe him, although I have no reason not to. We never saw my brother again.” 
 
      
 
    “What did this Haggerty fellow say happened?” 
 
      
 
    “That Billy had been shot, and when the militia started to charge, he picked him up and carried him away from the scene. But he died as they were crossing the river. Haggerty says he put him down on the bridge and kept running. He would have been hung if he’d been caught.” 
 
      
 
    “So what happened to Billy’s body?” 
 
      
 
    “Gone. It was never found.  I became a policeman, and eventually a detective, in part to search for information about Billy. I thought, initially, that maybe his body had been rolled off the bridge into the Schuylkill, but if that had been the case he would have washed up on shore.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie shudders, thinking of Tommy’s friend, Oskar Leszek, who had also been shot and did wash up on the banks of a river. 
 
      
 
    “Billy was well liked by the Rangers and the Lafe Boys, and there were no shortage of theories about what might have happened. The best I came up with is that his body was picked up by another Ranger and buried in a place called Bandits’ Cemetery. It’s where the Rangers buried their dead, and they would have considered Billy to be a Ranger.” 
 
      
 
    “Bandits’ Cemetery? Wait. I’ve heard of that. Archie and Tommy were talking about it a long time ago. Isn’t it a myth?” 
 
      
 
    “So they say. No one could or would tell me where it was. It was a secret location that died with the Rangers.” 
 
      
 
    Silence. 
 
      
 
    “I would give anything to be able to bring my mother peace. To let her know where her son rests. Even if it is in a place called Bandits’ Cemetery.” 
 
      
 
    Silence 
 
      
 
    “Well, it’s obvious then, isn’t it?” Maggie’s chin is out, and there’s fire in her eye. “We need to find Bandits’ Cemetery.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 25 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   T he smell of good, Italian cooking is driving Eddie crazy. The Lanzettas, a rival crime family in Philadelphia, with close connections to the mob in New York and Chicago, had asked to meet with him in an Italian restaurant on the south side of Philly—red and white chequered tablecloths, baskets of bread sticks, wine bottles on the tables and counters, pictures of the old country on the walls. Oh my, those smells: tomatoes, peppers, basil, oregano, cheese.  
 
      
 
    After we get this settled, I’m definitely going to have to get me some of this food. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know about this, Regan. We’ve never done any work with Duffy before.” Leo Lanzetta leans back in his chair at the head of the table. Leo is the oldest, and the Lanzetta brother in charge.  
 
      
 
    I gotta convince this guy. There’s so much money to be made. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, he always thought he was too good to work with the Italians.” Ignatius Lanzetta has piped in while fishing out a breadstick from the jar on the table and snapping it in half.  
 
      
 
    What a dresser. Love that pin-stripe. I’d look sharp in something like that, although I’d never get away with those wide lapels. “Not true, Iggy. He’s tight with Capone in Chicago,” Eddie Regan says, spreading his hands wide. 
 
      
 
    Leo considers this. “If Al vouches for him…” He looks over at Iggy, crunching away. He lunges for the breadstick. “Here, give me that. Mamma will have supper ready when we get home.” 
 
      
 
    Lucien Lanzetta, a heavy five o’clock shadow on his chin, and dark, hooded eyes, pounds the table. “Not a chance. We can’t trust Duffy. He’s mixed up with that Jew, Max Hassel.” Luce glares at his brothers. 
 
      
 
    “There’s a lot of money to be made boys. What do you care who helps ya make it?” Eddie shrugs. These Italians are always so suspicious of outsiders. Maybe greed will crack open the door? 
 
      
 
    “Look, Regan. We got a nice little racket here. With the six of us, why would we need another partner? We turned our alky-cooker supply network into a very profitable heroin and cocaine network. Why do we need you? What do you bring to the party?” Leo asks.  
 
      
 
    What a stubborn guy. Do it for the money, you meatball. 
 
      
 
    Eddie takes a deep breath, ticking off the Duffy advantages on his fingers. “We supply the largest string of speakeasies and gin-joints in Philly and up the east coast to Atlantic City. We got a huge network of gambling. And we got guys anxious to prove themselves. Not just old guys like Mickey, but young guys. Nothing to lose. Is there such a thing as too many customers?” 
 
      
 
    Leo snorts and Teo, the youngest Lanzetta, who had been sitting quietly in the corner, lets out a guffaw. 
 
      
 
    Eddie grins at him. Maybe I got one of these brothers on my side? “Thought not. Together we got the city tied up, and most of the east coast to AC. That’s a lot more customers and a lot more money.” 
 
      
 
    “Nucky’s got AC sewed up,” Iggy says, again reaching for another breadstick. Leo slaps his hand away. 
 
      
 
    Eddie nods. Almost there. “For sure. But there’s a lot of road between here and AC. Come on, whaddaya say?” 
 
      
 
    Leo looks at his five brothers. Nothing is said, but something passes between them. Eddie glances nervously from one to another. Nodding, Leo leans forward. “How about we do it for three months. At the end of that we will know whether this is going to work. Go back and let Mickey know what we’re thinking.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, sure. I’ll talk to Mickey. But he told me to negotiate the best deal. He trusts me to get it done. Ain’t that right, Porter?” 
 
      
 
    Porter, Eddie’s bodyguard and driver, is a long time Duffy gang member. He’s been around the block a few times and knows when to keep his yap shut. Sitting quietly next to Teo on the sidelines, he simply nods.  
 
      
 
    Pius Lanzetta pulls out a small notebook and pencil from his breast pocket. He licks the end of the pencil. “Fine. Let’s figure out the details. Mamma’s got supper waiting, and we don’t want to keep Mamma waiting. Capice? How much product you think you can move? What kind of overhead percentage you looking at?” 
 
      
 
    Eddie grins. Finally, a deal. I did it. 
 
      
 
    A handshake and a bottle of good red wine later, and the deal is struck.  
 
      
 
    Driving back to the Ritz, Eddie stares out the window at the passing streets. He’s chewing on his bottom lip, not seeing the glowing store windows and dazzling marquee lights. Reality is beginning to dampen his euphoria.  
 
      
 
    “Mickey’s gonna lose it when he hears you cut a deal with the Lanzetta brothers,” Porter says, hands on the steering wheel and eyes straight ahead. 
 
      
 
    “Shaddap. I’m thinking.” Eddie snaps at the back of Porter’s head. I’m thinking I gotta make sure that Mickey don’t find out. What he doesn’t know won’t hurt me. Eddie chuckles at the joke. 
 
      
 
    “What’s that, Boss?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m thinking I need to swing by my place and pick up Bette. I’m starved. It’s a night we should be celebrating. And then maybe the Cadix. That hot band still there?” 
 
      
 
    “Sure, Boss. Maybe Mickey will be, too. You can fill him in on the deal ya cooked up tonight.” 
 
      
 
    It ain’t likely that Mickey will be there, but better safe than sorry. “Changed my mind, Porter. Drop me at home, but don’t wait. You know dames. It might take her a while to get ready.” 
 
      
 
    “That ain’t what I heard,” Porter mutters under his breath. 
 
      
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
      
 
    “Nuthin, Boss. Just clearing my throat. Have a bit of a cold coming on.” 
 
      
 
    Yeah, I bet. Watch your back, punk. Your days may be numbered. If I can’t get respect from you or the others loyal to Mickey, I’ll go find me my own guys. Change is coming, Porter. Get used to it. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 26 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   I t’s a beautiful March day. Maggie strolls down the sidewalk, a spring to her step. It is a welcome break from the office. And Ron, if I’m being honest. I’m walking on eggshells the whole time he’s around. Do I love him? As much as Jack? If Ron asks me to, can I step aside and give him the firm? Reaching the coffee shop that she’s arranged to meet Joe Kelly at, she pulls on the door handle. Nothing. Still debating her love life, she stares at the door, confused. It’s mid-morning. Surely they’re open by now? 
 
      
 
    Taped to the door is a sign announcing that they’re closed until further notice. Peering through the plate glass door, Maggie sees that the place has a hurriedly emptied look, like a decision to close a lifetime of work was made, and everyone just got up and left, turning out the lights. 
 
      
 
    “That’s too bad. I liked this place.” Joe says behind her. 
 
      
 
    “Hello, Joe. A sign of the times, I guess.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, more and more common I’m afraid. There’s another place across the street. And it looks like it’s still open. Let’s go there.” 
 
      
 
    “Thanks for meeting me, Joe. Like I said on the phone, I’ve got a personal question for you. Nothing about police work,” Maggie says, settling into the booth. A waitress hurries over and pours them coffee. Paying customers are getting few and far between. 
 
      
 
    “Are you kidding me? On a day like today, it’s grand to get away from the desk. So, what’s up? I’m curious.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m trying to track down the location of a place called Bandits’ Cemetery. Have you ever heard of it?” 
 
      
 
    “Of course I’ve heard of it. Most coppers have. Whenever one of the bad guys goes missing, we say they’re taking a nap in Bandits’ Cemetery. But I haven’t a clue where it is, or if it’s even real. There’s always stories, like the stories of pirates’ buried treasure. Everybody has a theory, but nobody really knows. How come you want to know?” 
 
      
 
    “I came across a mention of it, and a friend of mine would like to try and find it.” 
 
      
 
    “That’ll be a tough one. The stories have been around forever. So much of Philadelphia’s landscape has changed in the last fifty years, let alone going back further than that; new construction, new roads, canals dug along streambeds, and then those eventually filled in with culverts and storm sewers. If there ever was a cemetery, it’s probably paved over by now.” 
 
      
 
    “You have any ideas of where I might look?” 
 
      
 
    “You could try the library. They have old maps. There might be something on one of them. And there’s the historical society. One of them old codgers might have more information. And if you find out anything, you gotta promise to tell me. I can imagine the stir if I announced that I knew where Bandits’ Cemetery was.” 
 
      
 
    “Ha ha. I’ll be sure to do that, Joe. I’ll draw you a pirate map with ‘X’ to mark the spot.” 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    The conversation around Maggie’s dinner table later that night is grim. Dick’s daily recounting of the newspaper stories he’s working on always seem to be about those that have been crushed by the depression, about bankruptcies, about crime and violence. And the nature of the violence is changing. Where once it was random, between bootleggers, now there is petty crime and desperation everywhere. The shock of sudden poverty is a terrible thing. 
 
      
 
    Archie does nothing to lighten the atmosphere. He has always basked in the misfortunates of others. The economic depression merely gives him more fodder for his misery. 
 
      
 
    Maggie picks up her knife and fork. “All this doom and gloom is not good for digestion. Surely there is something else we can talk about. Is there no good news going on in the world?” 
 
      
 
    “The Municipal Auditorium is opening tomorrow,” Dick says. 
 
      
 
    Maggie smiles gratefully. “You see. I knew there would be something positive happening. I’ve watched it being built. By the University. It really is huge.” 
 
      
 
    “The Democrats are trying to get their next national convention there,” Dick says. 
 
      
 
    “That would be good for the city, all those tourist dollars. But Philly’s never been known as a place friendly to Democrats,” Archie says. 
 
      
 
    Dick nods. “I guess that’s why they want to meet here. Fly the flag in enemy territory.” He snags the last bun out from under Tommy’s hand. Tommy gives him a grin. 
 
      
 
    “There’s more in the kitchen,” Maggie says, sending Tommy to fill the empty basket. 
 
      
 
    Maggie pauses, her cutlery poised. “I have a question for you both. A friend of mine is looking for Bandits’ Cemetery. Have you heard of it, or know where it is?” 
 
      
 
    Dick shakes his head. “An old wives’ tale. It doesn’t exist.” 
 
      
 
    Archie shakes his head. “No, you’re wrong, Dick. Of course it exists. Where else would the outcasts bury their dead? Shunned by their families and by society, it’s not like they’d be welcomed in a regular parish or congregation. No, it exists. But its location is a secret. Known only to bandits.” 
 
      
 
    Dick rolls his eyes. “Really, Archie. A secret burial ground. In your dreams.” 
 
      
 
    Archie snaps back. “For a writer you have a very limited imagination.” 
 
      
 
    “I didn’t mean to start an argument,” Maggie says. 
 
      
 
    Tommy returns with the basket of buns. “If only bandits know where it is, why don’t you ask Mickey Duffy?” Tommy says, sliding back into his chair.  
 
      
 
    “Mickey? That’s an interesting idea. He might know more; the story passed down from bandit leader to bandit leader.” Maggie is intrigued with the idea. 
 
      
 
    Dick passes Tommy the butter. “Maggie, don’t tell me you’re really looking for this place. It’s a myth, a legend. Why do you want to find it?” 
 
      
 
    “It’s for a friend,” she says dismissively. “No matter.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, if you do find it, be sure to let me know, alright? I’d love to be able to bring that scoop into the newsroom.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 27 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   M arshall Street is alive with commerce, echoing memories of open air markets from the old country. Push carts and stalls crowd the streets; customers fingering the merchandise, merchants bartering for the best deal, a babble of tongues spreading news and gossip. Merchants share the same energy. Everyone wants to make a living. 
 
      
 
    Nestled in this bustling street is the Bloom household, one of the leaders in the local Jewish community. When they immigrated to Philadelphia, the Bloom parents brought with them an ingrained adherence to the Jewish law called pikuach nefesh. In Deuteronomy, it is stated “I have set before you life and death, blessing and curse. Choose life that you and your offspring may live.”  
 
      
 
    The goal of the Bloom family, like everyone else on Marshall Street, is life. When Ezra and Rachel stepped off the boat, and found their place in Philly, they didn’t have the clairvoyance to see the quality of the years ahead, but they knew it would be better than those they had left behind. America was the rich, fertile soil they could sink roots into. Those roots: generations of Jewish traditions, the simple pleasures in family, earning a living, practicing religion freely, and expressing ideas, were the ties that bound them to their daily rigors. 
 
      
 
    The focus on family, religion, and work provides security, safety, and spirit for the Blooms. Ezra and Rachel’s dream is that their children, and their children’s children to the tenth generation, will understand how they had marched through time and trouble to make life worthwhile.  
 
      
 
    Growing up on that street and in that home, Sadie learned that tateh, her father, was king. Her mother, mameh, may mete out the punishment, but father decides. She grew up understanding her parents’ concrete expectations—her brothers would learn to pray in synagogue while she and her sisters would maintain the observances and customs in the home.  
 
      
 
    Outside the kitchen window, Sadie can hear the bustle and cacophony of the Marshall Street bazar. Sighing, she looks up from her ironing to gaze at the outside world.  
 
      
 
    “The matchmaker is coming this afternoon. Be pretty, eh?” her mother says, crossing the kitchen to give her cheek a pinch. “Too pale. You need more color.” Rachel mutters, and returns to her soup on the stove. 
 
      
 
    Sadie rolls her eyes. “Mameh, I told you. No matchmaker. I’ll find my own husband.” 
 
      
 
    Rachel tuts and sputters at Sadie. She shakes the wooden spoon she’s been using to stir the soup. 
 
      
 
    “Like you know what makes a good husband. With your books and your movies. That Evie Feldman put these ideas into your head? No matchmaker, ha! Your papa and I know what’s best for you.” 
 
      
 
    Ezra, dusting off the matzo meal from his hands, comes into the kitchen. The Bloom bakery is on the first floor of the building and the Bloom family, including Sadie’s grandparents, live on the next two floors above. 
 
      
 
    “Smells good, Rachel. Busy downstairs today. With Passover coming, everyone wants special. The cases are full of sponge cakes, flourless chocolate cakes, and our special matzo fudgy brownies.” 
 
      
 
    “Make sure to use lots of chocolate in the brownies, Ezra. It will help cover the taste of the matzo,” Rachel says, ladling his soup into a bowl. 
 
      
 
    “Ha. You should see Epstein down the street. He should sell his cakes for doorstops. The secret is grinding the matzo meal. Makes it more delicate. Better for cakes and desserts.” 
 
      
 
    Ezra sits at the table, and Rachel puts a bowl of soup and a crusty piece of bread in front of him. “Enjoy. This is the last of the bread, and the crumbs. After you eat, all the bread will be done and no more crumbs will be in my house until after Passover. We do the looking after lunch and then start the cleaning, the bedikat chametz, at sundown.”  
 
      
 
    “It seems silly to pretend we’re only looking for crumbs when we will actually be cleaning the linen closets and the attic this afternoon. It’s not like biblical times. Houses are bigger now. Why not just say that the house is going to take longer than a few hours at sundown to do a solid cleaning?” Sadie says. 
 
      
 
    Her mother tuts into the soup. “Young people have no sense of tradition. It says we don’t clean until sundown so we don’t clean until sundown.” 
 
      
 
    “But we are cleaning, Mameh. You’ll make me take out all the linens, shake them, and refold them and then wash the cupboard before I put them back. That’s cleaning.” 
 
      
 
    “No. We’re looking. Cleaning doesn’t happen until sundown.” 
 
      
 
    Ezra looks from mother to daughter and gives the smallest of eye rolls. “Your food is like oil to the lamp,” Ezra says, lifting his spoon. 
 
      
 
    Sadie puts down her iron and squares her shoulders. This is a rare moment when she has her parents to herself. 
 
      
 
    “Tateh, Mameh. Please sit. I have something to say.” 
 
      
 
    “What is it, bubula? You’re not nervous about the matchmaker, are you? I told you, Papa and I will make a good choice,” Rachel says from the stove. 
 
      
 
    “Please, Mameh. Sit. It’s not about the matchmaker. Well, not directly anyway.” 
 
      
 
    Wiping her hands on her apron, Rachel sits. Ezra catches her eye, and she shrugs. Ezra puts down his spoon. 
 
      
 
    “Tateh. Mameh. I wanted to tell you. Well, before now I should have told you. I’m sorry I waited so long. Sooner would have been better, I guess.” 
 
      
 
    “Sadie, just say. Stop thinking whether bagels from Kulikov are bigger than bagels from Lemberg,” her mother says. 
 
      
 
    Sadie turns from her mother to address her father. “I won’t need the matchmaker, Tateh. I’ve met someone. We want your blessing.” 
 
      
 
    “What? What crazy talk is this?” demands Rachel. “Who do you know? How do you meet someone? What is this talk of blessing? Papa and I do not know this boy. Impossible.” Rachel gets up and starts stirring the soup again, the spoon churning through the broth and vegetables. 
 
      
 
    “It will not happen. Now finish your ironing and get ready for the matchmaker,” Ezra says, picking up his spoon again. 
 
      
 
    “I’m going to have a baby.” 
 
      
 
    Rachel turns, clutching her heart, her eyes wide. She staggers over to the table and collapses into her chair. Ezra’s face goes purple. He slams his hands down on the table, soup spilling over the sides of the bowl. 
 
      
 
    He rises slowly, gripping the back of the chair. Sadie cowers, her father looming over her, hand raised to strike her. Sadie’s mother, Rachel, grabs the enraged man’s hand. “Ezra, stop.” 
 
      
 
    “A baby, Rachel. You hear? Our tokhter, she has shamed us. That nafka, she’s nothing but a koorvah. She is dirt. She and that mamzer bastard growing in her belly are no family of mine.” Ezra’s face is scarlet. He stands there, fists clenched, chest heaving. “Who? Who would do this to our family?” 
 
      
 
    Rachel tugs at his arm. “Ezra, please. Sit. Stop shouting. The neighbors will hear, and talk. The less they know the better. A bunch of yentes and kibitzers.” Rachel glares at her daughter who has brought this grief into their home. 
 
      
 
    Ezra throws his hands in the air. “This is your fault, Rachel. Always with the ribbons and the easy ways. You let her run wild. No rules for our Sadie. Feh.” He sits heavily. 
 
      
 
    “Any chance we can make a marriage?” Rachel asks. 
 
      
 
    Sadie, face wet with tears, shakes her head. “He isn’t Jewish.” 
 
      
 
    Her father is on his feet, roaring again. “A dirty sheigetz?” 
 
      
 
    Rachel covers her face in her hands. “Oh Sadie, oy vey iz mir. How could you?” 
 
      
 
    “Mameh,” Sadie cries, reaching for her.  
 
      
 
    Rachel shrinks back. “Don’t you touch me. You with the sheigetz baby in your belly. You are filthy, unclean,” Rachel says, the disgust on her face a slap to Sadie. 
 
      
 
    “No. no. no,” Ezra moans. 
 
      
 
    “Tateh,” she cries, reaching for her father. He grabs both her hands and stares at her.  
 
      
 
    “No,” he yells, throwing her hands away. “My daughter with a bastard child. You koorvah.” He spits on the floor. “Enough.” His voice booms. “I want you out of this house.” 
 
      
 
    Sadie looks from her father to her mother.  
 
      
 
    Rachel nods, grim. “Yes. Pack your bag and go. Before your sisters come home. Oy, what will your bubbeh say?”  
 
      
 
    “This will rip out her heart.” Ezra stands and turns away from Sadie, arms crossed, face closed. “I have no daughter.” 
 
      
 
    Shocked, Sadie looks from her father’s rigid back to her mother who is huddled, sobbing. 
 
      
 
    “Tateh? Mameh?” 
 
      
 
    Rachel raises her head. Sadie searches her face, looking for support, forgiveness, a softness. Her mother’s face is hard. “You heard your father. No daughter of ours would have done this thing.” She grimaces. “Go.” Rising, she stands beside Ezra, her back to Sadie. 
 
      
 
    Sobbing, Sadie stumbles from the room.  
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    The pounding on the door, the doorbell’s ceaseless ringing, echo through Henry’s empty house. It’s taken Sadie all day to get here. A trolley, a train, a long walk. She sinks to the step, exhausted, her father’s shouts, the ugly words, still ringing in her ears. Next to her feet is a small battered valise that holds everything that she could fit from her old life.  
 
      
 
    Mid-day. It could be hours before Henry’s home. Sadie can see the neighbors’ curtains twitch. She hunches, trying to make herself look smaller. She waits. 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    Edith peaks out again, across the yard toward Henry’s house. The girl is still there. A ragged thing. “Mickey, who is that girl on Henry’s doorstep?” 
 
      
 
    Mickey is sitting in the chair, a newspaper open on his lap, unread. “Edith, come away from the window. It’s none of your business.” 
 
      
 
    Edith shrugs and continues to watch. Young. Maybe twenty? Hard to tell under that gawd-awful hat. 
 
      
 
    “Edith. Keep your nose out of it. Come away.” Mickey’s bark surprises her, and she drops the drape she’d been holding, flouncing down into a chair opposite him. She keeps an eye on the draped window. 
 
      
 
    “Is Henry seeing anyone?” Edith asks. 
 
      
 
    “How should I know?” 
 
      
 
    “Why else would a girl and a suitcase be on his front step?” 
 
      
 
    Mickey picks up his paper to hide behind. 
 
      
 
    “Does he have a sister or a niece?” Edith persists. 
 
      
 
    “You know him as well as I do. He hasn’t talked to his family in years. I think they live outta state.” 
 
      
 
    Edith goes back and forth to the window. The girl doesn’t move. Just sits there. Leaning against the door. 
 
      
 
    “Maybe I should invite her in? It’s not that warm out there. She must be thirsty.” 
 
      
 
    “Stay out of it, Edith.” 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    Henry’s car headlights sweep the house as he pulls into the driveway. It had been a long day at the brewery, and the drive back from Camden had been a chore. The headlights catch a shape on the doorstep. It stands. 
 
      
 
    “Sadie? What are you doing out here?” Henry, not even shutting off the car, hurries over, wrapping her into his arms. Sadie buries her face in his coat, sobbing.  
 
      
 
    In the glow of his headlights, Henry holds her, trying to make sense of what she’s trying to tell him. A fight with her parents? A baby?  
 
      
 
    Henry holds her at arms-length. “What? A baby? You’re having a baby?” He searches her red, splotched face, trying to see the joke, the mistake in his hearing. 
 
      
 
    She nods, her lower lip trembling, eyes downcast. 
 
      
 
    He pulls her back into an embrace, absently patting her back. “Well now. I wasn’t expecting that.” They stand there. Looking over his shoulder, he can see Edith at the window of her house; watches her pull the drapes closed.  
 
      
 
    “Come on. Let me shut off the car, and we’ll go inside and you can tell me what’s going on.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 28 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   T he next morning, while Hilda cooks breakfast, Edith prepares Mickey’s orange juice with the special drops from the doctor. She sets the glass of juice on the table and goes to the front door to retrieve the Philadelphia Inquirer. A dark sedan is parked at the curb across from her house. As she watches, it starts up and drives away. 
 
      
 
    Edith freezes. Baileys. I’d know those evil, ugly faces anywhere. Those two mugs peering out from the car, it could be that night at the Cadix all over again. 
 
      
 
    Alarmed, she slams the door and locks it. Mickey, coming down the stairs, sees her fright. “Edith? What is it? You’re as pale as a ghost.” 
 
      
 
    “Nothing, Bunny. I thought I saw a racoon in my roses, but it was just the neighbor’s cat.” 
 
      
 
    “A racoon? What would a racoon be doing in this neighborhood? Is that the paper?” He chuckles as he reaches for the paper she’s clutching. 
 
      
 
    Edith shivers and follows Mickey into the dining room where Hilda has laid out breakfast. Should I say anything to Mickey? How would he handle it? Could he handle it? Knowing the Baileys are cruising around might cause a relapse. No, I’ll talk to Henry instead. He’ll know what to do. 
 
      
 
    “Hey Edith, listen to this. Some dame struck out Babe Ruth and Lou Gehrig during an exhibition game between the Yankees and the Chattanooga Lookouts. Now I’ve seen everything,” Mickey says through the paper.  
 
      
 
    He’s always so much better in the morning, before he takes his medicine. I’m going to talk to the doctor again. By supper, after he’s had his evening dose, he’s almost catatonic. That can’t be right. 
 
      
 
    “What are your plans today, Mickey?” Edith asks. 
 
      
 
    “I thought I’d head into the city. Would you like to come? Maybe do some shopping?” 
 
      
 
    “Um, not today. I have a few things to do around the house.” 
 
      
 
    “Suit yourself. Looks like the Phillies are going to start Ray Benge this season. He’s got a heck of an arm.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Bunny. Sounds good,” Edith murmurs, distracted by thoughts of her day and what she needs to do. 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    Mickey has barely left the driveway when Edith scoots over to Henry’s house. She doesn’t have time to ring the bell before the front door opens and Henry is standing there, shirtsleeves and suspenders. Startled, Edith stoops and hands him his newspaper from the front step. 
 
      
 
    “Special delivery. Edith sports a coy grin. 
 
      
 
    “Good morning, Edith,” Henry says, looking behind him. “Come on in, but keep your voice down. I have a guest upstairs who’s still asleep.” 
 
      
 
    Edith peers up the staircase before following him down the hall and into his kitchen.  
 
      
 
    “I’ve got coffee on. Want a cup?” he asks. 
 
      
 
    “Sure. Love a cup.” 
 
      
 
    “So, what brings you over this morning? Or need I ask?” 
 
      
 
    “I noticed you have company.” 
 
      
 
    “And want to know what’s going on?” 
 
      
 
    “I like to look out for you, Henry. You and Mickey may be on the outs, but we’re still neighbors and, I hope, still friends.” 
 
      
 
    “Of course we are, Edith. How is Mickey, by the way?” 
 
      
 
    “Pretty good today. He’s just gone into the city. I imagine he’ll head over to the Ritz. He got a new pool table, Henry. You should come over for a game some time.” 
 
      
 
    “Perhaps I will.” 
 
      
 
    Edith stirs her coffee. “Is your niece visiting?” she asks with a studied casualness. 
 
      
 
    “Ha. So much for small talk. No, she’s not my niece, as you well know. Her name is Sadie Bloom and she’s the daughter of a friend of Max Hassel.” 
 
      
 
    Edith sits and waits, her expression alternating between innocence and cat and mouse. 
 
      
 
    “She’s had a disagreement with her family, so she’s going to stay here for a while.” 
 
      
 
    “Henry, you can’t have a young girl living here. The neighbors will go nuts.” 
 
      
 
    Henry shrugs. “She’s got nowhere else to go.” 
 
      
 
    “What did she and her folks fight about?” 
 
      
 
    “It’s personal, Edith.” 
 
      
 
    “A man?” 
 
      
 
    “Edith.” Henry issues a warning. 
 
      
 
    “Was it you? Are you the reason the poor girl has nowhere to go?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m not going to say anything more, Edith. You’re such a snoop. Tell the neighbors that she’s my niece, that her folks have died, and she’s going to stay with me for a bit. Family tragedy. That should be good for a few chin wags.”  
 
      
 
    “Oh, all right. But sometime I want to hear the whole story.” Edith sips her coffee. “Now, the real reason I came over this morning is that I saw something when I went to get the paper.” 
 
      
 
    “You are incredible. The neighborhood watch dog. And don’t deny you were looking through your drapes last night. I saw you.” Henry chuckles. 
 
      
 
    “You’ll be glad I am the watchdog. I saw the Baileys, Henry. Parked right across the street from our house.” 
 
      
 
    “The Baileys? Aren’t they still in the joint?” 
 
      
 
    “Apparently not if they were across the street.” 
 
      
 
    “Maybe they just look like the Baileys. It’s been a few years since Frankie and James were sent away.” 
 
      
 
    “I’d know them anywhere. They haunt my nightmares. That horrible night…” Edith shudders, eyes closed, seeing every detail of the assassination attempt at the Cadix. 
 
      
 
    “Shh, it’s alright, Edith. A long time ago and everybody came through.” 
 
      
 
    “Except poor John Bricker. And the doorman. Maggie was there, too. Mickey was in the hospital for months. He could have died. I could have died.” 
 
      
 
    Henry pats her hand. “I’ll ask around and see if anyone else has run into them. And I’ll keep an eye out as well. Have you told Mickey?” 
 
      
 
    “No, not in the shape he’s in. I’ll maybe say something to Eddie Regan, and he can have someone come over to keep an eye on things.” 
 
      
 
    Henry flinches at the mention of Eddie’s name. “He’s still hanging around, eh?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, he pretty much runs things while Mickey’s not there. It coulda been you, you know. It still could be. Mickey would take you back in a heartbeat.” 
 
      
 
    “Those days are behind me, Edith. Too much violence. Too much death. No, I like what I’m doing for Max. I run his breweries, order the supplies, make sure the beer tastes good and is shipped out on time, and somebody else looks after the other side of things.” 
 
      
 
    “I never thought I’d see it. Between you and Mickey. You two used to be the baddest bad guys in Gray’s Ferry, and look at you now.” 
 
      
 
    “Happy and content?” 
 
      
 
    “Perhaps. Look, if your ‘niece’ wants a bit of girl time, send her over. I’ll be home all day. Or if she needs to borrow anything. It didn’t look like she arrived for her visit with much.” 
 
      
 
    “Ha, you were looking.” 
 
      
 
    “Just keeping an eye on things. Somebody’s got to look out for you boys.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 29 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   S itting in her office, Maggie glances at the clock and decides to call it a day. It’s only four o’clock but, if she gets home early, she’ll have time to pull a salad together to go with the rest of dinner. Or maybe she’ll stop by the bakery and pick up some sweet treat for her boys. She closes the file she’s working on and tidies her desk. Shutting off the light, she heads to reception and then stops, delighted to see Tommy sitting in a chair, reading. 
 
      
 
    “Tommy, what a wonderful surprise. Why are you here?” 
 
      
 
    Tommy looks confused and glances at Ron. “Mr. McNeely called this morning before school and said we were going to grab supper and then go to the movies tonight.” 
 
      
 
    Ron, wearing a big grin, closes his files and comes round to where she’s standing. “And we are. Grab your coat, Maggie. You’ve been working too hard lately, and it will be nice for the three of us to go out and have some fun.” 
 
      
 
    “The three of us?” 
 
      
 
    “Yup. I thought we’d catch The Public Enemy. It just came out. Starring Jean Harlow and some guy, Jimmy Cagne. It’s all about gangsters.” 
 
      
 
    “You’re sure it won’t be too violent for Tommy?” Maggie asks over her shoulder as Ron helps her on with her coat. 
 
      
 
    “Aw, Mother. Come on, I want to go.” 
 
      
 
    “All right. Dinner and a movie. But we’d better go if we’re going to make the eight o’clock show.”  
 
      
 
    “Great. Where shall we go for eats?” Ron says, shepherding Maggie and Tommy out the door and turning off the lights. 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    “You go ahead, Tommy. I’ll be in in a minute. I just want to say goodnight to Mr. McNeely.” The three of them are standing on the veranda after a great night at the flicks. 
 
      
 
    Tommy heads into the house. Maggie can hear him shouting for Archie and telling him all about the movie. 
 
      
 
    “That was probably a little too realistic for Tommy. Especially where ‘Tom’ smashes the grapefruit into his girlfriend’s face. And there was a lot of shooting.” 
 
      
 
    “I had a great time, and so did Tommy,” Ron says. 
 
      
 
    “Test driving the idea of us as a family?” Maggie offers him a coy smile. 
 
      
 
    Ron clutches his chest, staggering back. “A dead hit.” 
 
      
 
    “You goof. I’d better go in.” 
 
      
 
    Ron grabs her arm, turning her around. “Not before I say goodnight.” He sweeps her up in his arms, giving her a deep kiss. Maggie melts, and then pulls away breathlessly. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, my.” 
 
      
 
    “Goodnight, Maggie. See you Monday.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 30 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   E ven with the disaster in a kitchen two bachelors can leave, Maggie gives thanks that the lodgers had managed with leftovers while she, Ron, and Tommy were on their movie date. She restores order, and carries her coffee into the living room. Frank is waiting in his favorite chair. Smiling, she crosses over and turns on the radio. 
 
      
 
    “It’s been a while since we’ve had a chance to talk shop, so to speak,” Frank says, lighting his cigar with two matches from the box that always seems to be in his pocket. 
 
      
 
    “It’s been busy at work,” Maggie says, a blush rising to her cheeks. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, very busy.” Frank repeats her words with a knowing look.  
 
      
 
    Flustered, Maggie clears her throat. “Have you had a chance to check out those speakeasies Mickey told us about?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes. Mickey knows his business, despite the medication he’s taking. I went to the Kit Kat Klub first. The bartender there, a Lou Waller, is pocketing the money from every fifth drink. It’s usually beer, but sometimes whiskey. The patrons are none the wiser, and no one else in the place seems to have noticed. I also went to several of the other establishments Mickey has listed.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie leans forward, eager for some investigative news. It has been a while since she’s been involved in a case. “What did you find out? Is it just the one bartender, or are there others in on the scam?” 
 
      
 
    “If it was just him, it probably would have passed unnoticed. It could have been put down to spillage, or a customer walking out without paying—any number of legitimate reasons why the kegs and bottle counts would have been short. Mickey’s accountant likely wouldn’t have picked it up in the monthly totals. It has been going on for so long it might appear that the Kit Kat Klub is just making generous pours and not getting the usual amount from their stock. I doubt whether Mickey himself would have noticed.” 
 
      
 
    “So how did Mickey catch it? I’m surprised he’s on top of his business like that, given everything that Edith has said,” Maggie says, a small frown line creasing her brow. 
 
      
 
    “I’m not sure that the medication is a good thing, Maggie. It’s not natural to see someone like Mickey that doped up. You should say something to Edith. Maybe she can mention it to his doctor.” 
 
      
 
    “All right, I will. Edith’s worried about it, too. So, with all the medication he’s on, and how fuzzy his brain is, he still managed to sense something is wrong?” 
 
      
 
    Frank nods, puffing on his cigar. “He’s still a keen businessman. Gets it from my side of the family I think. He must have an intuitive feel for the numbers after all these years. It’s not like bootleggers can rely on good record keeping. You have to really know the business. Anyway, what tipped him off was, like most crimes, an excess of greed. The Kit Kat bartender must have mentioned something to the bartender at Monte’s, who then talked to the bartender at O’Toole’s, or maybe they move from speak to speak depending on the crowd. I don’t know how they know, but there are five or six places that are pocketing the fifth.” 
 
      
 
    “Do you think there’s something bigger going on?” 
 
      
 
    “Like it’s organized? I considered that. It would have to be before the tally gets entered into the accountant’s books. On a busy night, five or six joints hopping, it could add up. I’d be surprised, though, that the bartenders would take on that kind of risk for only a piece of the action in order to pay somebody else off.” 
 
      
 
    “I can talk to Joe. He might know something about collusion from something that Mickey’s accountant has said. Do you want to go back to the speakeasies to check into it before I talk to Mickey?” 
 
      
 
    “I think so. People stealing from him may be the thing that cuts through his drugged stupor. If past actions are any indications, Mickey’s going to go ballistic when he hears. I would hazard a guess that it’s not going to be a prolonged investigation after we make our initial report.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie shakes her head vigorously. “Mickey promised me that he wouldn’t kill anyone, otherwise I wouldn’t take on the case.” 
 
      
 
    “A noble promise, my dear. Let’s hope that he honors it.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 31 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   T ommy scans the cards he’s holding, and sighs. He’s going to lose again. “I don’t know how you do it, Jimmy. I know you’re cheating, but darned if I can tell how.” 
 
      
 
    Jimmy laughs, and gathers the cards back up. “Watch closer and I’ll show ya. Didn’t you learn nuthin playing cards with Mickey? He’s famous for how good he is at cheating at cards.” 
 
      
 
    The two young men are huddled around the table in a grungy speakeasy on Callowhill Street. Tommy remembers coming to the neighborhood when he and Jimmy were working for Chalky. The Tenderloin they call it in Philly. Nobody knows why they call it the ‘Tenderloin’ , but newspaper articles note that red-light districts—areas with concentrated commercial sex and vice enterprises—offer ‘prime cuts’ for multiple customers: sex, drugs, and amusements for the working classes; good incomes for madams, pimps, and showmen; and graft opportunities galore for politicians and police officers. Philly’s small Chinatown is also in the Tenderloin, adding an exotic air to the seediness.  
 
      
 
    Tommy shrugs, and takes a swig of his beer. “He showed me some moves, but I guess not everything.” 
 
      
 
    Jimmy shuffles the cards and deals out a hand. “See?” 
 
      
 
    “See what?” 
 
      
 
    “You’re supposed to be watching.” 
 
      
 
    “I was watching.” 
 
      
 
    “Tommy, you are a sorry excuse for a card player. My advice is never, and I mean never, play cards for money. They’ll take you for everything you’ve got.” 
 
      
 
    Tommy scowls at Jimmy and the cards. “Do it again.” 
 
      
 
    Jimmy shuffles again and deals extremely slowly.  Tommy catches a flicker. “You’re dealing from the bottom?” 
 
      
 
    “Sure. But how do I know what cards are on the bottom?” 
 
      
 
    “I give up. Show me.” 
 
      
 
    Jimmy shows Tommy how to cut the deck, making sure the face cards are there where you need them. 
 
      
 
    Tommy whistles. “Impossible. You should do a magic act.” 
 
      
 
    “How about we play a game straight up, for old time’s sake?” Jimmy asks. 
 
      
 
    Tommy shuffles and deals. “You know, I don’t think I’ve played since the Ritz days.” 
 
      
 
    “Your ma won’t let you play cards at home?” 
 
      
 
    “She has never said we shouldn’t. It’s just nobody does. There was one of our lodgers who sometimes played cards with me, but he moved out a while ago. It’s just not something we do anymore.” 
 
      
 
    Jimmy shrugs. “Weird.”  
 
      
 
    They play a few hands in silence. 
 
      
 
    “My mother is seeing someone.” 
 
      
 
    “Whaddaya mean?” 
 
      
 
    “You know. Dating. Going out.” 
 
      
 
    “Eww, your ma? What’s he like, the boyfriend?” 
 
      
 
    “Nice enough, I guess. He works at her office. He’s sorta like an accountant, too.” 
 
      
 
    “He buy you stuff?” 
 
      
 
    “No. Is he supposed to?” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know, but if my girlfriend had a kid, I’d buy him stuff.” 
 
      
 
    “You have a girlfriend?” 
 
      
 
    “Sure. There’s always dames. Don’t you? Oh, I’m sorry. A loser like you. I shouldn’t have said nuthin.” 
 
      
 
    “Idjit.” Tommy grins. 
 
      
 
    A few more hands are played. Tommy tries to shuffle the cards like Jimmy had showed him. Jimmy guffaws. “They’re supposed to be on the table, not the floor.” He laughs when they spray out of Tommy’s hand and across the table, falling on the floor. 
 
      
 
    Tommy scoops them up and tries again with more success. “He and my ma and I went to the movies. The Public Enemy with Jimmy Cagney. You seen it? It was all about gangsters. The main guy, Tom, was sorta like Al Capone. It reminded me a lot of Mickey. How’s he doing?” 
 
      
 
    Jimmy just sits staring at his cards. After a few moments, he looks up, troubled. “Not so good, Tommy. Something’s not right. He was getting pretty crazy for a while. A lot like Capone, actually. Then he went nuts and shot a couple of guys at the Ritz, and Mrs. Duffy took him away for a rest.” The last word spoken is delivered with an exaggerated wink. “A rest. Ha. When he came back, he was all wrong. Not Mickey. Kinda mushy.” 
 
      
 
    “Mushy?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, like vacant.” Jimmy leans forward and knocks on Tommy’s forehead. “Lights on but nobody home? You’d be talking to him, but he wasn’t really there. He doesn’t come in very often.” 
 
      
 
    Tommy takes this in, not sure what to say. “You said you gotta go to work later tonight?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, Gus and me gotta head out to Camden, along with other stops, and pick up a load. Hey, maybe I’ll see Mercer when I’m out there.”  
 
      
 
    “So, is that what you do? Pick ups and deliveries?” 
 
      
 
    “Mostly. I like hanging around with Gus and Fingers. They got great stories of the old days. Fingers showed me the bottom of the deck trick. He’s missing a finger ‘cause of the war.” 
 
      
 
    “A guy with only four fingers deals off the bottom of the deck? Wow.” 
 
      
 
    “He’s pretty good. You know, I like playing cards, even straight up,” Jimmy says, grinning. He gets up and grabs two more bottles of beer from a box on the floor behind the bar. “They know me here,” Jimmy says to Tommy’s raised eyebrows. 
 
      
 
    “Thanks,” Tommy says as Jimmy hands him a fresh beer. “Mickey loves poker, too. He always said that he never played the same game twice. And that all the rules were made to be broken.” 
 
      
 
    Jimmy nods, looking up from the cards in his hand. “Yup, that sounds like Mickey.” The boys play their hands. Memories of a different Mickey hover in the room. 
 
      
 
    “I think that if Gus and Fingers ever quit, I’m going to find somewheres else to work. I got skills.” 
 
      
 
    Tommy looks at his friend, at his shoulder holster, and nods. 
 
      
 
    “So, tell me more about this fancy-schmancy school you’re at.” 
 
      
 
    Tommy shrugs.  
 
      
 
    Jimmy waits. 
 
      
 
    “Like I told you before, the fellas there, I don’t hang out with them much. Their families are loaded; most of ‘em live outside of Philly along the Main Line. Some of the kids are real jerks and pull silly kid stuff, like knocking your books out of your arms. And they’re nasty to the younger boys.” 
 
      
 
    “Sounds like the Three Musketeers need to ride again.” 
 
      
 
    “All for one,” laughs Tommy. “That was a great day.” 
 
      
 
    “So, if those guys are jerks, why do you keep going?” 
 
      
 
    “Not all of them are like that. There’s a few in the Astronomy Club that are okay. It’s a good school for the learning. Boy, some of those teachers are really smart. Do you know Mr. Mansfield, the guy who lives with us? Archie? He’s actually a math professor. He’s Dr. Mansfield at school.” Tommy shakes his head, still amazed. 
 
      
 
    “Sounds like a smart guy. What are the other students like? Just boys, right?” 
 
      
 
    “That’s right, Einstein. That’s why they call it Boys’ Central High School.” 
 
      
 
    “Who’s Einstein?” 
 
      
 
    “Albert Einstein? You’ve heard about him. Really smart. The physicist? Photons? Molecules?” 
 
      
 
    Jimmy snorts. “What the heck’s a physicist?” 
 
      
 
    Tommy laughs, laying down his cards. “I win.”  
 
      
 
    “Not bad, Barnes, not bad. Want to play another hand?” 
 
      
 
    Tommy looks at his watch. “Sure, one more, then I gotta go.” 
 
      
 
    “Me, too. Like I said, I got another run with Gus tonight. An all-nighter. My turn to deal,” Jimmy says, reaching for the cards. 
 
      
 
    “Not a chance Mr. Bottom-of-the-deck. I’ll deal again.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 32 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   I t’s early May, a hint of the summer to come in the air. Edith and Mickey are sitting on the terrace of the house, looking out over the backyard toward Henry’s house. Tulips and daffodils are blooming, and the cherry tree is still heavy with blossoms. It’s a perfect afternoon in so many ways, including the fact that Hilda has made a pitcher of martinis with darn good gin. Edith takes a sip, and sighs. 
 
      
 
    “Almost as good as champagne,” she says, smiling at Mickey. She’s not put his drops in his drink, and is watching what happens. So far, he’s good. Almost normal. Missing the restlessness that had first drawn her to him, but good. “Who supplied the gin?” 
 
      
 
    “Imported. Rum-runners brought it in from England. Top shelf,” Mickey says. His eyes are closed as the sun warms his face. 
 
      
 
    Mickey raises his head and looks at Henry’s house. “Any news?” 
 
      
 
    Edith nods toward Henry’s house. “I met the house guest. Not his niece, if you know what I mean,” she says meaningfully, wiggling her eyebrows over the rim of the glass.  
 
      
 
    Mickey and Edith clink glasses. “That dog. Who is she?” 
 
      
 
    “It’s complicated. Jewish for starters.” 
 
      
 
    “Really? That’s what you get for hanging around Max Hassel.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s how they met. Her pop’s not in the business though. He’s a baker. And something to do with church.” 
 
      
 
    “Synagogue. A Jewish church,” Mickey explains. 
 
      
 
    “Whatever it’s called, her folks are religious. Pillars of the community, lah-dee-dah,” Edith says, waving her hand in the air. “Doesn’t matter what your last name is, there’s always someone waiting to knock you down a peg.” 
 
      
 
    “They won’t be too happy that she’s with Henry. They frown on that sorta thing. Is that why she’s there?” 
 
      
 
    “It gets more complicated.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey waits. He knows how Edith likes to draw out a story. 
 
      
 
    “I told you I met her? Well, I’d say, and I’m no expert, she’s about five months along.” 
 
      
 
    “What? Knocked up?” 
 
      
 
    “Yup, our Henry’s going to be a daddy.” 
 
      
 
    “They threw her out?” Mickey asks. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, poor kid. Like where’s she supposed to go? Which is how she landed up on Henry’s doorstep.” 
 
      
 
    “She doesn’t look pregnant.” 
 
      
 
    “She will soon enough,” Edith says with a certain grimness. It’s always tough for the dames. Fellas never seem to have to pay the piper for a few minutes of bad decision-making. 
 
      
 
    “What’s he planning on doing?” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know. But you know, I was thinking that maybe you should talk to him. Man to man.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey barks out a laugh. “You mean show up on his doorstep and say, ‘don’t be a dope, marry your pregnant Jewish girlfriend’?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, that’s exactly what I mean. Who else can he talk to? Not the girl’s father. Probably not Mr. Hassel. You might be the only friend he’s got right now that he’ll listen to.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey sits, sipping and staring. Thinking. Remembering. 
 
      
 
    “I suppose I could do that,” he says, almost to himself. Edith smiles, but stays silent, letting the moment stretch. 
 
      
 
    “What kinda thing do dames do in these situations, anyway?” 
 
      
 
    “Not that I would know personally but, if they can’t get married, they go away and have the baby and pretend it never happened. Some other lucky family gets to raise it.” 
 
      
 
    The sentence hangs there, suspended over Mickey and Edith as they sip their drinks. Lost chances. Mickey sighs. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll talk to him tomorrow. You say he has a pool table?” 
 
      
 
    “He’ll be at work tomorrow. Why not tonight? Send Sadie over here. Better yet, I’ll call her and tell her I need help with something. Or maybe advice on some decorating. I’ll think of something. When she gets here, you can go over there and have your little talk.” 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    Dinner is just finished when the front doorbell rings. Hilda opens the door and Sadie comes in, a sewing basket in her arms. Edith sweeps her up. “Oh, thank goodness you’re here. I tore the dress I was planning on wearing tomorrow, and I’m just hopeless with a needle.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey comes into the front hall, curious about the mother of Henry’s child. “This is my husband, Mickey Duffy. Mickey, this is Sadie Bloom, Henry’s niece.” 
 
      
 
    Edith leads Sadie upstairs, chattering about fashion and the neighborhood, and Mickey grabs his pool cue that he’d left in its case by the front door.  
 
      
 
    Mickey hasn’t been nervous in a long time. It’s those damned drops the doc makes me take. They must be working now. I don’t feel too bad. In fact, better than I’ve felt in days. 
 
      
 
    Standing on the front doorstep, gripping his pool cue, he can almost imagine himself on a first date. He smiles at the image. King of the Bootleggers with knees knocking. He rings the bell. 
 
      
 
    The door opens. “Mickey. Hi there, stranger. It’s been a while. Come in. Come in,” Henry says, beaming. 
 
      
 
    Mickey looks around, never having been in the house. “Nice place, Mercer.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, it turned out okay. Edith gave me a hand, added a woman’s touch. If it had been up to me, I woulda had a couch,  a card table, and a bed.” 
 
      
 
    “What else is there?” 
 
      
 
    Mickey follows Henry further into the house. “Wow, nice table.” Henry has put his pool table in the room that would normally be a dining room. Sleek and modern, chrome bands wrap around the corners, giving it a steam liner look.  
 
      
 
    “I see you brought your cue. Shall I break?” Henry asks. 
 
      
 
    “Your house, you do the honors.” 
 
      
 
    Henry breaks the neat triangle of pool balls, a lovely sound that makes Mickey smile. 
 
      
 
    “You got any whiskey?” 
 
      
 
    “Over there,” Henry says, not looking up from the pool table. Mickey looks around the living room and spies a bottle and glasses on the buffet. And a bouquet of flowers. 
 
      
 
    “Nice flowers.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, Sadie got them. She felt like she needed something spring-like. She’s talking about putting in a garden.” 
 
      
 
    “A garden? Sounds like your niece is planning on staying for a while.” 
 
      
 
    “You can cut the crap, Mick. You know she’s not my niece.” 
 
      
 
    “You gonna marry her?” 
 
      
 
    “In a heartbeat, but she won’t have me. She’s Jewish. Won’t marry outside the faith.” 
 
      
 
    “But it can be done, right?” 
 
      
 
    “Sure. You go down to city Hall and have one of them civil ceremonies. But it means the kids won’t be raised Jewish.” 
 
      
 
    “Kids?” 
 
      
 
    Henry leans on his pool cue. “Yup. I’m going to be a pa.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey gives him a giant grin and walks over, slapping him on the back. “Congratulations, Henry. You, a father. Imagine.” 
 
      
 
    Henry ducks his head, grinning sheepishly. “Yeah. I’m pretty excited.” 
 
      
 
    “So marry the girl. Religion isn’t everything.” 
 
      
 
    “It is to Sadie. She says she’ll never marry me.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey shakes his head. He can see the anguish on Henry Mercer’s face, read his slumped shoulders. “So, what you two going to do? It won’t be long before people can tell. This isn’t Gray’s Ferry. It’s snooty Overbrook. The neighbors will talk.” 
 
      
 
    “Listen to us. Like a couple of old biddies worried about what gabby neighbors might say. We used to face down thugs in back alleys, back to back. Our fists did the talking,” says Henry.  
 
      
 
    “Those days are long gone. It’s a serious question, Henry. It’s your kid we’re talking about. What I wouldn’t give to have a son.” 
 
      
 
    “She’s talking about leaving, Mick. Of going away until after the baby’s born. Then giving up the baby to a nice Jewish family to raise.” 
 
      
 
    “She’s going to give away your kid?” Mickey asks. 
 
      
 
    Henry shakes his head, his eyes hard. “I won’t let that happen. Ever.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey comes over and puts his hand on Henry’s shoulder. “I understand, Henry. We’ll figure out something. I got your back on this.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 33 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   T oday has been a luxury. Maggie didn’t go in to the office. Instead, she spent the day looking after her boys: Tommy and the lodgers. She got the laundry done and on the line, wandered over to Howard’s store to pick up groceries, managed a bit of housework, and then put a real dinner on the table. Her schedule had been so hectic lately, between helping her mother deal with estate matters and the day to day grind of a busy accounting practice, today and all its mundane chores felt like a gift. Her one concession to reality was stopping at a bakery to pick up a cake for dessert, rather than baking. She knew her limits. 
 
      
 
    Tommy and the lodgers, gathered around the table at dinner, seem to appreciate her efforts. The conversation is more than dire news about the economy, homelessness, unemployment, and bankruptcies. There is an enthusiasm for life that has been missing lately. The world is just a better place after a good meal and fresh laundry—although all that optimism doesn’t mean that the topics of discussion at dinner have changed completely. 
 
      
 
    “I saw your story in the paper, Dick, about Hooverville.” Archie says. 
 
      
 
    “Weren’t those photographs incredible? I couldn’t believe my eyes. They say Hooverville is the biggest temporary housing camp on the east coast,” Dick says. 
 
      
 
    “I didn’t see it. What did you say, Dick?” Maggie asks. 
 
      
 
    Tommy gets up and grabs the newspaper off the coffee table in the living room. “Here’s Mr. Beamish’s story.” He reads aloud, with Dick interjecting and emphasizing a word once in a while:  
 
    “The Depression is taking a devastating toll on the people. With increasing despair, men pound the pavement in search of any work at all. After exhausting personal savings, the unemployed run up debts to local store owners, and skip out on paying rent, mortgage, utility, and tax payments. Thousands are hungry. Some turn to begging, petty theft, and scavenging for discarded or spoiled food.  
 
      
 
    Further aggravating conditions, banks have foreclosed on delinquent homeowners. In the last five years, in Philadelphia alone, over 90,000 families have lost their homes. Evicted families, when they can, move in with relatives, whole families cramming into one or two rooms. Some squat in abandoned houses under appalling conditions. Makeshift homeless encampments have sprung up, derisively named Hooverville after the president, with the largest in Philadelphia along the east bank of the Schuylkill River near the Museum of Art. These cardboard-box homes do not last long, and most dwellings are in a constant state of being rebuilt. Some homes are not buildings at all, but deep holes dug in the ground, with makeshift roofs laid over them to keep out inclement weather. Pride and self-esteem have melted away like the snows of winter.” 
 
      
 
    The rest of the table sits silent, caught up in the bleak images Dick has painted with words. Dick leans over and takes the newspaper from Tommy.  
 
      
 
    “Imagine what it must be like to live there,” Maggie says, her sorrow and disbelief etched on her face. “These people were living in real homes a few months ago. Now they’re—” 
 
      
 
    “Those shack towns are breeding grounds for crime,” Archie says, interrupting. 
 
      
 
    “They’re homes for desperate people in desperate times. Even those with jobs are suffering. You saw the story I did about the Aberle Hosiery Mill?” Dick asks. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, I did. Someone died because of poor working conditions. It was a situation that would have made your father furious, Tommy,” Maggie says. “I think their family lived near here. On Front Street? Jack probably knew them.”  
 
      
 
    “Why is the Hooverville next to the river, Mr. Beamish?” asked Tommy. 
 
      
 
    “Food is scarce, so some folks are planting gardens, and it’s a source of water.” 
 
      
 
    “They’re living like animals.” Archie sneers. 
 
      
 
    “Like they have other options, Archie? When I was coming home from work yesterday, I saw that the line-ups at the soup kitchens are getting longer,” Maggie says. 
 
      
 
    “I counted, and we have over eighty soup kitchens right now,” Dick says. 
 
      
 
    That earns a harrumph from Archie. “Freeloaders.” 
 
      
 
    “The food may be free, but the price is humiliation. Is it true that Mayor Mackey is appointing Horatio Gates from the bank to chair an Unemployment Committee?” Maggie asks.  
 
      
 
    “The churches and other charities have been trying to meet the need, but it’s overwhelming them. Gates’ committee will see to providing vouchers for food and fuel, and provide hot breakfasts for school children. They’ve got plans to open shelters for single men, and are coordinating with the private sector for work relief projects.” Dick leans forward, the next story already forming in his mind. 
 
      
 
    “It all sounds noble and very ambitious. I’m glad the city is doing its part on behalf of us all,” Maggie says. “Maybe we should do more. What do you say, Tommy? Want to come with me to help out in a soup kitchen? Maybe on Sunday? I think that it would be a fitting way to mark the Lord’s Day.” 
 
      
 
    “Sure, Mother. I’d like to help.” 
 
      
 
    “Dick? Archie?” 
 
      
 
    “I’ll be there. I’m sure there will be good material for future stories. What about you, Arch?” Dick asks, a challenge in his face. 
 
      
 
    “Harrumph. Well, if everyone else is going, I guess I will too.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 34 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   A fter dinner, and still thinking about the Hoovervilles and the upcoming shift at the soup kitchen, Maggie settles into her chair for Evening Report, the radio playing softly in the background. 
 
      
 
    “Have you ever felt grateful for all that you have, Inspector?” 
 
      
 
    She waits for an answer and then realizes her faux pas. “I’m sorry, Inspector. That was the wrong thing to say.” 
 
      
 
    “Not at all, my dear. I count my blessings like you do. Family, friends, fulfilling work. I’m not sure why I’m here with you rather than with my dear wife, but I am content.” 
 
      
 
    “I talked to Joe about whether there might be any collusion going on with the fifth drink scam at Mickey’s speakeasies.” 
 
      
 
    “And what did he say?” Frank asks. 
 
      
 
    “Mickey’s accountant says that he’s not aware of anything but, if there is anything going on, it would have to be coming from someone like that Eddie Regan fellow—high enough up the food chain that the bartenders are afraid of him,” Maggie says. 
 
      
 
    Frank nods, lighting his cigar with two matches. “A silly habit,” he says, “but it helps me think. Did you know that Mickey lights his cigar in the same fashion? If you ever see him do it, can you ask him who taught him to do it that way?” 
 
      
 
    “Of course I will. Do you think this Eddie Regan fellow could be behind Mickey’s thefts?” 
 
      
 
    “It’s possible, but maybe not probable. While the pickings are good, they’re not good enough to split, or to compensate for the risk. No, I think it’s just a few enterprising bartenders. You were right in your assumption about a floating pool of bartenders. It’s a fairly tight employee pool that the speakeasies and clubs draw from. There are only a limited number of people Mickey would want in the know about his underworld activity. While the bartenders often work at the same establishments, when needed, they’ll be brought in to cover at other Duffy speakeasies rather than someone new. It wouldn’t be inconceivable that they shared the technique. It’s entirely probable that it’s just a petty inside scam, with greedy bartenders just trying to pocket some extra dough,” Frank says, puffing on his cigar with satisfaction. 
 
      
 
    “So, are we ready to talk to Mickey?” Maggie asks. 
 
      
 
    “I think so. And if you don’t mind, my dear, I’d like to tag along when you meet with him.” 
 
      
 
    “Looking for family resemblances?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, actually. It’s been quite a while since I’ve had actual family. It’s quite novel.” 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    “Thank you for coming in, Mickey.” Maggie, sitting behind her father’s desk, feels quite corporate. Mickey is twitching, unable to settle. He’s drumming his fingers against the arm of the chair. Maggie notices that he hasn’t yet shaved. 
 
      
 
    Frank stands off to one side, in front of the window. He’s watching Mickey, frowning. 
 
      
 
    “It took you long enough, doll. Do all your investigations drag out like this?” 
 
      
 
    Maggie is taken aback by his aggressiveness. “There were one or two aspects to your case that I wanted to confirm before we met.” 
 
      
 
    “So, out with it, then. Do I have a thief?” 
 
      
 
    “You were right. Good instincts. You have not one but several thieves.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey jumps up, slapping his fist into his palm. Maggie flinches, but stands. 
 
      
 
    “Remember your promise, Mickey. You won’t kill them. Firing them is punishment enough.” 
 
      
 
    “Sure. Sure. Whatever you say.” He drops back into the chair. Maggie carefully sits down as well.  
 
      
 
    “So tell me: who and how?” Mickey barks. 
 
      
 
    Maggie runs through the details. Mickey is sometimes two steps ahead of the scheme, leaping ahead to conclusions before she can finish laying out the information. 
 
      
 
    “Great. And thanks Maggie. You do excellent work. I knew that I could count on you to get to the bottom of this.” Mickey stands and puts on his hat. 
 
      
 
    “A moment, Mickey?” 
 
      
 
    Mickey pauses and then sits. “Sure, Maggie. What’s up?” 
 
      
 
    “This may seem like a bizarre question, but have you ever heard of Bandits’ Cemetery?” 
 
      
 
    Maggie can feel the Inspector tense.  
 
      
 
    “Strange question. Who wants to know?” Mickey asks, his head cocked to one side. 
 
      
 
    “A friend of mine.” Maggie shrugs. 
 
      
 
    “Bandits’ Cemetery is supposed to be a myth, ain’t it?” Mickey asks. He holds up a cigar. Maggie slides an ashtray across to him. 
 
      
 
    “So I’ve heard. But I’ve also heard that bandits all know about it. You’re the closest thing to a bandit I can ask.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey takes out his clipper and snips the end, putting the clipper back in his pocket. He then takes two matches and begins the elaborate ritual of lighting his cigar.  
 
      
 
    “See that clipper he used? That was mine. And now Mickey Duffy has it. Ask him about the cigar, Maggie,” Frank says, leaning forward, watching intently. 
 
      
 
    “That’s an unusual way of doing it, with two matches. And a very handsome cigar clipper. A family heirloom?” 
 
      
 
    Mickey pulls the clipper out of his pocket again, fingering it. “It belonged to my Grandpa Duffy. He gave it to me. He’s also the one that taught me how to smoke a cigar. Said it was more distinguished than cigarettes. My own pa had run off and left us, Ma and me, and so it was my grandfather that raised me. The closest thing to a father I ever had. He was also from Gray’s Ferry. He knew the streets, and didn’t give me any guff about where I was hanging out, or with who.” 
 
      
 
    “He was a… in the business, too?” Maggie asks. 
 
      
 
    A satisfied smile comes over Frank’s face. Another mystery solved. 
 
      
 
    Mickey laughs. “Naw. Ran a store. Good with numbers. You two would have a lot in common.” Mickey puffs on his cigar. “Now, about this Bandits’ Cemetery thing,” Mickey says. 
 
      
 
    Maggie waits. Frank waits.  
 
      
 
    “The harder you’re pushed away from normal folks, the closer you bond with your own kind. You follow me?” Mickey continues. 
 
      
 
    Maggie nods. “I think so.” 
 
      
 
    “It’s not easy being cut off from family and, for a lot of fellas, even from the church. Better now than it was. Even the church needs a cash donation now and then, but back in the day it was harsh. Your family turned their back on you. Respectable society wanted nothing to do with you. You died and were buried in a paupers’ grave or were dumped in the river. A long time ago, boys like me took it upon themselves to look after each other. A brotherhood of thieves and ne’er-do-wells. So they made a Bandits’ Cemetery. A handy place if you needed to get rid of a body, and a final resting place if you were a comrade-in-arms.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie nods, excited. “So Bandits’ Cemetery is real?” 
 
      
 
    Mickey takes a deep breath. “Yes. It is. And it’s a secret known only to a few.” 
 
      
 
    “Will you take me? Show me where it is?” 
 
      
 
    “You want me to take you to Bandits’ Cemetery?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes. And I give you my word I won’t tell a living soul,” Maggie says solemnly. 
 
      
 
    Mickey considers the request. “You did right by me, finding these thieving bastards. What is it that the lawyers always say? Quid Pro Quo? I guess I could take you, as long as no one else ever knows.” 
 
      
 
    “Not another living soul,” she repeats. 
 
      
 
    “Fine. But I’m serious. They’d drum me out of the brotherhood if anyone found out. And it wouldn’t be pleasant. Even bandits got traditions to protect.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie nods solemnly. “I promise.” 
 
      
 
    “We’ll go next week. I’ll call you.” Cigar in hand, Mickey strides to the door, yanking it open. “I gotta go now. We’ll talk later.” He slams the door on his way out. 
 
      
 
    “Does he seem all right to you?” she asks Frank, who is still off to one side. 
 
      
 
    “He seems normal. Which shouldn’t be normal. Is Edith giving him his medication?” 
 
      
 
    “I think so. But maybe I should talk to Edith. To make sure.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 35 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   E ddie Regan walks into the dark speakeasy, letting his eyes adjust. The joint reeks of stale beer and piss, and a heavy cloud of cigarette smoke hangs thick. Sure ain’t a joint I’d want to spend any time in. A long bar runs down one side of the room, tables scattered around the rest of the space. At the far end is a pool table where a cluster of men are visible under the table light.  
 
      
 
    He’s been thinking about the situation with the Lanzettas, tossing around ways to bring Mickey into the conversation. Bottom line is that he isn’t going to. Why split the profits? And let’s face it, Mickey would never go for it anyway. Work with the Lanzettas? Not a chance. 
 
      
 
    Sitting at the bar are the two men he’s here to see. It had taken some legwork, but one of the men he had personally brought into the crew had finally tracked down Frankie and James Bailey. 
 
      
 
    These were the desperados that almost brought down Mickey Duffy? Eddie’s lip curls in disgust. A pair of losers, but useful losers I guess. If that makes a difference. Eddie sits down on the stool next to Frankie and orders a whiskey. 
 
      
 
    “Say, ain’t you Frankie Bailey?” he asks, after the bartender has put down his drink. 
 
      
 
    Frankie, sallow from years in prison, a two day growth on his face, well-worn clothes, peers at the newcomer. 
 
      
 
    “Who wants to know?” he says blearily. He’s been on the stool a while. 
 
      
 
    “I hear you once had the stones to take a run at Mickey Duffy. That true?” 
 
      
 
    “Whad if it is? Whad you say your name was, mishter?” 
 
      
 
    “Didn’t. Just no friend of Duffy’s is a friend of mine.” 
 
      
 
    James Bailey, sitting next to Frankie, snorts. “That bastard ain’t got many friends.” 
 
      
 
    “Here, let me buy you a beer. And this fella next to ya, who might you be?” 
 
      
 
    “Thish my brother, James,” Frankie says, his swinging arm causing him to tip off balance. 
 
      
 
    “Whoa, there pal. Easy does it. Two beers for my new friends,” Eddie says, slapping a tenner down on the bar. Out of the corner of his eye he can see Frankie eyeing the bill hungrily. 
 
      
 
    “Is it true that Hoff set you up to take the fall on the hit? Ratted you out to the cops?” 
 
      
 
    “Bastard,” Frankie mutters into his beer.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, bastard,” James echoes. 
 
      
 
    “That was harsh. Although I guess you got your revenge, eh?” 
 
      
 
    Frankie looks up from his newly arrived beer, puzzled. 
 
      
 
    “Hoff’s done. Fled town. Not a dime to his name. I hear he’s sick,” Eddie says. 
 
      
 
    Frankie nods. “Bastard,” repeats James, guzzling the fresh beer. 
 
      
 
    “Too bad you didn’t have a hand in it. That would make the ruin of the man even sweeter,” Eddie says. 
 
      
 
    The three grip their glasses and stare ahead into the mirror. 
 
      
 
    “So, are you gonna take another run at Duffy?” Eddie asks casually, not looking at the Baileys. 
 
      
 
    “We was thinkin’ on it,” Frankie says, equally casually.  
 
      
 
    “Bastard,” James repeats. Eddie’s not sure which bastard he’s talking about. 
 
      
 
    “I might be interested in a piece of that,” Eddie says, turning to look Frankie in the eye. The reptile blinked. 
 
      
 
    “Whaddaya say your name was?” 
 
      
 
    “Sam. Sam Smith.” Eddie holds out his hand. Frankie’s grip is surprisingly strong. 
 
      
 
    “Pleased to meetcha, Sam. And thanks for the beer.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 36 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   S tanding in the small powder room near the kitchen, Mickey stares at his reflection in the mirror above the sink. Sorry, Edith. But I need the old Mickey back. It’s time for the King of the Bootleggers to regain his throne.  
 
      
 
    Mickey takes his orange juice and pours it down the drain, as he’d done with the doctored wine last night and the orange juice the day before. He’s been careful not to let Edith see. He wants to slide back into reality with as few bumps as possible. 
 
      
 
    The news of the thieving bartenders has lain coiled in his gut since Maggie told him yesterday afternoon. It’s taken some thinking of how he’ll deal with them, but he believes he has a plan. I’ll call Gus and Fingers to pick the five of them up and bring them to the warehouse later tonight. I better get a hold of Eddie as well. He’ll enjoy this, too. Vicious bastard. Mickey smiles in the mirror. The King smiles back. 
 
      
 
    He spends much of the day going over his plan. Mickey pulls on his coat and hat and heads into the city. There’s new energy in him, intoxicating in its unfamiliarity. He grips the steering wheel of his Duesenberg, pushing the gas pedal to the floor. The car was meant to fly, and so was he. 
 
      
 
    Mickey pulls into the yard in front of the warehouse. It’s a foggy night for May. The cone of light from the street lamps doesn’t intrude too much on the darkness. He stands there beside the car, looks at the yellow glow from the warehouse windows, and rolls his shoulders. God, it’s been a while. He smiles and goes inside. 
 
      
 
    “Boys.” 
 
      
 
    “Hi Boss,” the men in the room reply cautiously. Something’s up, but only the old guard and Eddie are in the know. Sitting at the table are the bartenders. They’re looking nervously at the men standing around them, and at Mickey walking toward them. There’s panic in their eyes, but not enough. Mickey plans on fixing that. 
 
      
 
    He walks past the table to a row of empty whiskey barrels, recently emptied, the fumes still strong. “We do some bottling today?” Mickey asks no one in particular. 
 
      
 
    Gus steps up. “We did, Boss. Shipped it out earlier.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey nods and walks over to the pile of heavy chain, nudging the links with his foot. The eyes of the bartenders are fixed on him as he makes his rounds. 
 
      
 
    “Fingers, you wanna put some holes in these barrels?” 
 
      
 
    “Sure, Boss.” Fingers picks up the brace and bit and starts drilling holes in the sides of the barrels. “You think four per barrel is enough?” he asks over his shoulder. 
 
      
 
    “Might be too slow. Do five. Five seems like a good number. We don’t want ‘em to float too long.” 
 
      
 
    The pale faces of the bartenders begin to bead with sweat. They watch as Mickey strikes a couple of matches on the edge of the table to light his cigar. The hiss of the flame is the only sound in the warehouse, except for the drill bit biting into the wood. 
 
      
 
    Mickey puffs, and then sits at the head of the table. “What? Nobody poured our guests a glass of whiskey? Gentlemen, where are your manners?” 
 
      
 
    Eddie, an oily, evil grin crawling across his face, grabs five glasses and pours. The bartenders look from the glasses to Mickey. “Go ahead, fellas. Bottoms up.” 
 
      
 
    Shaking hands grab the glasses. Some drain the glass in one swallow, some gag and choke. “Finish up. There’s more where that came from.” 
 
      
 
    When the glasses are drained, Eddie refills them.  
 
      
 
    “Come on. Drink up. It’s on me tonight,” Mickey says, leaning back in his chair and puffing on his cigar. 
 
      
 
    The liquor adds to the night’s strangeness. Each of them had been picked up at the speakeasies they were working at, dragged out from behind the bar, thrown into the backseat of a car, and brought here. No explanation. Just grim silence on the part of their abductors.  
 
      
 
    “You know I’ve been running speakeasies for over ten years, Eddie? Long time. You get to know a thing or two, though. You get to know people and how they drink.” 
 
      
 
    Eddie, standing behind Mickey, arms crossed, nods. “It’s important to understand the business, Mickey.” 
 
      
 
    “Especially now, with margins so tight. I count ever dollar, measure every bottle going out the door. You gotta keep track of that kind of stuff or it gets away from ya.” 
 
      
 
    The bartenders gag on their whiskey. “Glasses are empty, Eddie. Top ‘em up.” 
 
      
 
    Eddie refills the glasses. 
 
      
 
    “How’s them barrels coming, Fingers?” 
 
      
 
    “Almost done, Boss. You’re right, five holes should do the trick.” 
 
      
 
    “What do you think, boys? Five seem like the right number? Think we’ll get the right pour rate with five? Eddie, we got empty glasses over here. Keep it coming. How many rounds is that?” 
 
      
 
    “This’ll be number four, Boss,” Eddie says, circling the table, slopping whiskey into each glass. The bartenders are woozy, some are gagging. One looks ready to puke. 
 
      
 
    Half way down the table, one of the bartenders pushes his glass away. Mickey eyes it, and Eddie comes up behind him and grabs his head in an arm lock, pouring the whiskey into his mouth and over his face. When the glass is empty, Eddie pushes him away. The bartender gags and retches. Eddie grins and breathes in the sharp scent of panic. 
 
      
 
    “Last round, boys. You see, around here, the fifth round is always mine. When you get those holes done, drop a length of chain in the barrels, will ya Fingers? We need to add some weight.” 
 
      
 
    The bartenders flinch at the sound of the chains dropping into the barrels. One of the bartenders is moaning, blubbering into his whiskey. The one on the end has risen, turning to vomit, and has been shoved roughly back into his chair. The sour smell of vomit overpowers the sweet whiskey fumes. Mickey sits and smokes. 
 
      
 
    “You see, I promised a friend that I wouldn’t kill ya when I found out what ya done. Which is too bad for you dopes.” Mickey nods to his men, who grab the bartenders, dragging them over to the barrels. They’re lifted, and shoved inside. Some go easily, weak with fear, and intoxicated from whiskey. Others put up more of a fight, straddling the top with their feet. Their kneecaps are broken with a quick snap of a blackjack, and they’re stuffed inside. Screams. Moans. Begging for mercy. Lids are hammered into place, muffling their cries. 
 
      
 
    Mickey pours himself a whiskey, drains it, and smiles. He finishes his cigar to the sounds of desperation and panic coming from inside the barrels. Looking at Eddie, he sees lust. You are one nasty fella, Eddie. He stands up. 
 
      
 
    “Okay, let’s load these up and get them out to the docks. The boat is waiting.” 
 
      
 
    “Sure, Boss. You coming?” 
 
      
 
    Mickey turns his back on the rocking, moaning captives. “Nah, I think I’m going to turn in early. Regan here can handle it. Just make sure you take ‘em out into the Bay, maybe out past Cape May. We don’t want any floating back on the tide, do we boys?” 
 
      
 
    The big warehouse doors are opened and the barrels are rolled out and up onto the back of the trucks. Mickey watches while they’re loaded, and then climbs into his car. Flicking the cigar out the window, he heads to his Overbrook home. The King is back. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 37 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   R on knocks on the side of her office door. His face is grim. “Bankers Trust is shut.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie looks at him, alarmed. “That’s my bank, Ron.” 
 
      
 
    “I thought you’d want to know.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie gets up and pulls on her coat and hat. 
 
      
 
    “There’s no point, Maggie. The doors are locked. You won’t be able to get any of your money out.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m not worried about that. I took my money out months ago when the runs first started. No, it’s the loan against the house I’m worried about. What happens to it?” Maggie has one hand on the doorknob. 
 
      
 
    “Do you want me to come with you?” Ron asks. 
 
      
 
    “Do we have any clients coming by?” 
 
      
 
    “No, the day is clear,” he says. 
 
      
 
    “Then I’d appreciate it. Put a sign on the door that we’ll be back by four.” 
 
      
 
    The line-up to Bankers Trust starts two blocks away from the bank’s front door. People are anxious, but waiting quietly. They are sure that this can’t actually be happening to them, that their bank is different. They hang on to that slim thread with a desperate grip. There is some chatting amongst the crowd but, as no one person knows any more than the other, there is nothing much to say. People mostly wait silently, wrapped in their own dark thoughts. 
 
      
 
    “They’re opening the doors.” “They’re letting us in.” 
 
      
 
    The huge line moves slowly. Maggie and Ron inch forward toward the large golden doors. Police are waiting on the steps to keep the peace. 
 
      
 
    Inside, Albert Greenfield, from the Board of Directors, stands on a deposit slip table in the middle of the banking hall, barking instructions through a megaphone. Officers, including Bank president Samuel Barker, are making trips along the line, talking to groups of depositors, endeavoring to reassure them that Bankers Trust has never been in better shape. Bank tellers, frightened by the crowds and their own uncertain futures, huddle against the wall. 
 
      
 
    Maggie spies Mr. McKim, the loans officer who had arranged for her mortgage, and starts working through the press of people to reach him. “I need to talk to that man in the blue pinstriped suit, Ron. Can we get closer?” 
 
      
 
    Ron starts gently pushing a path towards the blue suit. 
 
      
 
    “Mr. McKim. I’m Maggie Barnes. I have a loan against my house. Can you tell me what’s happening?”  
 
      
 
    “Your deposits are safe. Bankers Trust has never been in better shape, Mrs. Barney.” 
 
      
 
    “Barnes. No, it’s not my deposits I want to ask about. It’s a loan. It comes due in May. Do I pay it?” 
 
      
 
    “A loan? No, those assets were sold long ago, Mrs. Barney. You need to find out who bought them.” 
 
      
 
    “It’s Barnes. How do I do that?” Maggie is pushed aside by a depositor, a red-faced man shaking his deposit book at Mr. McKim. 
 
      
 
    Shoved out of the way, she turns to Ron. “They sold my loan?” Maggie asks, bewildered. 
 
      
 
    Ron takes her arm. “Let’s get out of here. I’m not sure how much longer this crowd will be respectful.” 
 
      
 
    They push their way against the crowd and out the door. On the sidewalk, a prosperous looking business man is on the street, shaking his fist. “It’s the Jews,” he shouts. “They’ve done this. Greenfield and his ilk have sold us out.” The police at the front door move toward him. The crowd chooses sides. 
 
      
 
    “Okay, let’s go. This is going to get ugly.” 
 
      
 
    “I’d like to stay, Ron. I feel connected to all this.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, how about we grab a coffee at that café?” Ron says, nodding to the corner, within sight, but out of the line of fire should things turn violent. 
 
      
 
    Despite the crowds at the bank and in the area, there is room in the café.  
 
      
 
    “Bankers was supposed to be solid. I was one of the first customers. Back then it had $2.5 million in deposits. And now? Did I hear right? Today, there are over $50 million in deposits? That’s what Mr. Greenfield said, isn’t it?” Maggie settles herself at the table. 
 
      
 
    “You’re right. They are a client of my father’s firm. With over twenty-one branches in Philadelphia, they are one of the largest banks, and certainly this will rock the foundation of the whole financial sector here in the city.” 
 
      
 
    “What did they mean when they said they had sold the assets?” Maggie asks, hanging onto her coffee cup for dear life. 
 
      
 
    “When banks get into trouble, they start trying to raise money to stay liquid. Loans are considered assets, although those assets will have been significantly devalued because of the uncertainty of being repaid. You are one of the rare people who plan on repaying your loan and not just walking away.” 
 
      
 
    “If I walk away, Ron, I lose the house. I’ve got too much invested in the house and the loan to walk away now.” 
 
      
 
    “Let me ask my father about how to find out where your loan is. It could have been sold multiple times by now. We’ll get this straightened out.” 
 
      
 
    They look up and across the street when they hear a loud crash. Someone has thrown a brick through the bank’s front window. 
 
      
 
    “I think that’s our cue to leave.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 38 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   S itting in Henry’s kitchen, Edith notices a woman’s touch: a homemade cake under a glass dome, several pieces missing; an apron hangs on a hook by the back door; a crisp, clean dish towel folded neatly next to the sink. And Henry also looks like he’s benefiting from a woman’s touch. For the first time since she’s known him, there is just the slightest suggestion of a paunch. Happy wife, happy life. Edith smiles. 
 
      
 
    “What’s Mickey up to this morning?” he asks, pulling coffee cups out of the cupboard and getting a pitcher of milk from the fridge. 
 
      
 
    “Sleeping late. He’ll probably stay in bed until lunch time.” 
 
      
 
    “Late night?” Henry asks. “I remember the way Mickey can carouse.”  
 
      
 
    “Ha,” Edith snorts. “It’s not like the old days. Him rolling in at dawn.” Edith also remembers the carousing: the perfume and lipstick on the shirts; the bruised knuckles from brawling; the sour smell of whiskey breath. Maybe sleeping late isn’t so bad, all things considered. At least I know whose bed he’s in. 
 
      
 
    “Where’s Sadie?” she asks him as he pours her a cup of coffee.  
 
      
 
    He sits down across from her. “Oh, she’s gone into the city to buy some fabric. She needs to make some looser dresses.” 
 
      
 
    “I’ve noticed she’s starting to show. Have you decided what you’re going to do?” 
 
      
 
    “She’s still saying no to my proposals, and talking about finding a place to wait until the baby’s born.” Henry shakes his head. “I can’t believe she’d give away our baby.” Edith reads desperation in Henry’s eyes. 
 
      
 
    Edith slowly stirs her coffee. “Sometimes, when I’m dealing with a big problem, I tackle the small pieces instead of trying to find a solution for the whole thing. Maybe Sadie just needs to work through the process a bit at a time? Look at it from her point of view, Henry. In a few months she’s gotten knocked up, kicked out, and now she’s stuck out here in Overbrook.” 
 
      
 
    “I can understand why she doesn’t want to stay here if we’re not hitched. I could stare down the old biddies in the neighborhood, but it would be impossible for her. Wagging tongues are already making her life difficult.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie makes comforting noises. 
 
      
 
    “I just want her safe, is all. And close by. It’s my baby, too, Edith. Don’t I get a say?” 
 
      
 
    “Women in her condition are pretty emotional, Henry. From the sounds of it, her folks were pretty hard on her. Maybe she thinks she doesn’t deserve to be happy, or that what you two are doing really is wrong. It’s hard to say what’s going on in her head. Given how she’s been raised, and what’s happened to her since she told her parents, she could believe that this whole unwed-mother thing is something she’s got coming. She might be feeling like her parents are right and she needs to punish herself, or maybe be a martyr for the sake of the baby. Expectant mothers aren’t known for rational thought; too many hormones.” 
 
      
 
    “I can’t believe she’d think those things, but how would I know? She never wants to talk about it.” 
 
      
 
    “You’re going to have to make her talk to you, Henry. She’s got nobody else to help her through this except you. You’ve got to give her lots of love and support. She’ll get to where you need her to go decision-wise, but the last thing she needs right now is another man giving her an ultimatum. Be gentle,” Edith says. 
 
      
 
    “I offered to find a small apartment for her, not too many stairs, a private bathroom. But she said no to that, too. Said that she wouldn’t be a kept woman.” 
 
      
 
    “ ‘Kept woman’. Now, there’s a loaded phrase. Remember where’s she’s from and how she was brought up. Like I said, she’s dealing with a lot. Give her time. Maybe there’s a compromise. Look, I have a friend who might need someone. Light housework, some cooking. There’s a room. It’s kinda far from the bathroom, which might be a problem for Sadie, but it’s a safe household and close by. Want me to check into it?” 
 
      
 
    “Would you? Maybe it will help if I can come up with a workable option. It might take some of the strain off of her shoulders.” 
 
      
 
    “And don’t worry about what happens next. Once she holds that sweet baby in her arms, there’s no way she’ll let it go. Then you just need to figure out about the rest.” 
 
      
 
    “The easy part, eh?” 
 
      
 
    “One step at a time. First priority is to get Sadie tucked away somewhere safe. That gives you a few more months to work on marriage.” 
 
      
 
    “I talked to Max Hassel about that. He suggested that I think about converting.” Henry waits for Edith’s reaction. 
 
      
 
    “You’d become a Jew?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m thinking about it. Apparently, there are only a few congregations that would consider it. But it’s not hopeless,” Henry says. 
 
      
 
    Edith shudders. “You know what’s involved, don’t you? There’s that bit of surgery. You’d be prepared to do that?” 
 
      
 
    “Steps along the way, isn’t that what you said? First, I’ll need to find a willing rabbi.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, if you’re sure. Are you sure, Henry?”  
 
      
 
    Henry gives a tight nod. 
 
      
 
    “Does Max know anyone?” 
 
      
 
    “I haven’t told Max why I’m thinking of it, so we haven’t got into specifics. But I guess I’m going to have to, if I want to keep Sadie and the baby.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, we’ll stand by you, Henry. Mickey and I will help in any way we can.” 
 
      
 
    “I saw Mickey yesterday. He came over to play pool. He was in a pretty tense mood. You still giving him his drops, aren’t ya? It was almost like he was before.” 
 
      
 
    “I am. I cut back for a couple of days, to see what would happen, but he started getting edgy like he was before. I can’t go back to the way he was, Henry. I just can’t. So I started up with the drops in his wine and orange juice again. But it doesn’t seem to be kicking in. Lots of pacing. He barks at me and Hilda. He’s off at the Ritz more. Maybe he’s getting better?” 
 
      
 
    “Is it better?” 
 
      
 
    “Maybe I should say normal. One extreme to another. He’s either asleep in his chair, or prowling around threatening the neighbors. There doesn’t seem to be a happy medium. I’ve put more drops into his orange juice but, like I said, it doesn’t appear to be working anymore.” 
 
      
 
    “I’ll talk to him. I’ll come over tonight and we can try out his table.” 
 
      
 
    They both look up and out the window when they hear a car door slam and the rumble of an engine starting up. 
 
      
 
    Edith pushes the curtains aside and can see Mickey’s car leaving the driveway. “Isn’t that strange. I wonder where he’s off to so early? That’s not like him.” 
 
      
 
    Henry comes and stands behind her, also looking. “You may be giving him his drops, but what if he’s not taking them?” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 39 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   “Y ou heard about Bankers Trust?” Maggie asks, sliding into her chair at Green’s. She’d called Edith last night and suggested that they meet for lunch.  
 
      
 
    “I did. I know people who lost everything. Were you a customer?” Edith asks. 
 
      
 
    “I was. I am. My mortgage is there, or was. At this point I don’t know much.” 
 
      
 
    “Maggie, no. What about your savings?” 
 
      
 
    “Fortunately, I’d taken most of it out about six weeks ago, when some of the other banks were closing. It was before the serious runs, so I got most of it, and have it tucked away in a safe at home. How about you?” Maggie asks. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, Mickey’s never trusted banks, especially since all the Grand Jury troubles. He keeps it stashed at home, at the Ritz, and some with his accountant. I don’t know where else.” 
 
      
 
    “Didn’t we go from bank to bank a few years ago trying to bleed off a bit of money so that you could leave him? What was all that about?” Maggie is fascinated by this peak behind the curtain of bootlegging business practices. 
 
      
 
    “Pin money compared to the real stash. It’s for appearances’ sake. Bootlegging and the clubs generate a ton of cash, and Mickey’s not interested in sharing it with the government. After seeing what happened during the Grand Jury, when the Feds swooped down and seized other fellas’ assets, he’s prepared to lose the little bit he keeps in the banks. So what happens to your mortgage? Does it just disappear?” 
 
      
 
    “I wish. Apparently, the bank sold it off as an asset while they were trying to stay open. I don’t know who holds it right now. Ron’s checking into it for me.” 
 
      
 
    “Ron is? That’s progress. The last time we talked you thought he might be after your money. Feel better about him?” 
 
      
 
    “I trust him. I believe he genuinely loves me. I’m just not sure. It would be disloyal to Jack. Tommy and I are managing on our own. I don’t feel any great need to make a change.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, pooh. I’m sure Jack would want you to be happy. And it’s been twelve years, Maggie. That’s a long time to be alone. If you don’t feel passion, then for goodness sakes don’t do it. But doll, don’t let fear of change keep you from that passion. What if Ron and you getting together is the best thing in the world?” 
 
      
 
    “Ron keeps asking. He’s being very sweet about waiting. We’ve done some things with Tommy, trying out the family feel. And I like it,” Maggie says in answer to Edith’s inquiring look.  
 
      
 
    “Speaking of work and home, how are you managing? Meals and laundry and all the rest,” Edith asks with such intensity that Maggie is suspicious. 
 
      
 
    “I’m managing,” Maggie says, slowly, her inner radar up. 
 
      
 
    “And you still have that room off the kitchen empty?” 
 
      
 
    “Edith, what are you plotting?” 
 
      
 
    “I may have a solution to your problem. A friend of a friend finds herself in awkward circumstances and needs a place for a few months. She’s a hard worker, and can cook.” 
 
      
 
    “Awkward circumstances? For a few months? Like you mean she’s pregnant?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, about six months along. Doesn’t look it, but will soon enough.” 
 
      
 
    “And she needs a place to stay until the baby’s born?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes. In exchange for room and board, you and your lodgers get good home-cooked meals every night. You don’t need to worry if Tommy has clean socks for school. And you’d be helping out this friend of mine.” 
 
      
 
    “What’s she like?” 
 
      
 
    “Quiet as a mouse. You’ll never hear a peep out of her except to ask what you’d like for dinner. Oh, and she can sew, too.” 
 
      
 
    “And she’d need a place right away?” 
 
      
 
    “Pretty soon.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie sits and ponders the situation. “Okay, I can do that. What’s her name?” 
 
      
 
    “Sadie Bloom.” 
 
      
 
    “You hadn’t mentioned she was Jewish.” 
 
      
 
    “Is that important?” 
 
      
 
    Jack would take her in. “No, just something to think about. Is she observant?” 
 
      
 
    Edith shakes her head. “I doubt it, or she wouldn’t be in the fix she’s in, would she?” 
 
      
 
    “Give me the weekend to clean up the back room. Right now, it’s full of papers and files from work. And I’ll need to tell the boys that we’re going to be doubling the number of women in the house.” 
 
      
 
    “Will do, and thanks, Maggie. You’re a doll,” Edith says. 
 
      
 
    “And you? What’s new?” Maggie asks. 
 
      
 
    Edith leans in, gesturing Maggie to do likewise. “You won’t believe who I saw.” 
 
      
 
    Breathless, Maggie asks, “Who?” 
 
      
 
    “Frankie and James Bailey.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie stares at Edith. “They’re out of jail? What are you going to do, Edith? Are they threatening you and Mickey?” 
 
      
 
    Edith waves away the questions. “I haven’t told Mickey. But I did tell Henry and Eddie Regan. Eddie says he’ll have someone watch the house, outta sight.” 
 
      
 
    “Are you afraid?” Maggie asks, taking her friend’s hand in hers. 
 
      
 
    “You know, I am. They’re loony tunes, and Mickey’s in no shape to look after himself. We’re like a pair of sitting ducks.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, Edith. Take care of yourself, okay?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m trying, doll. I’m trying.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 40 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   M aggie peers out the front window, watching for Mickey and the Duesenberg. Today is the day he’s going to show them Bandits’ Cemetery. Frank paces behind her. 
 
      
 
    “It’s hard to believe we’re going to see a bit of bandit folklore today.” And maybe your brother? 
 
      
 
    “Any sign of them yet?” Frank asks. 
 
      
 
    “No, not yet. Come over here and we can watch together. Are you going to come in the car with us?” 
 
      
 
    “No, just in case you have to travel out of the city. When you get there, I’ll find you like I always do.” 
 
      
 
    They see the long, elegant car pull up, and Maggie hurries out. “All right. I’ll see you soon.” Maggie shuts the door behind Frank.  
 
      
 
    “Where are we going?” she asks Mickey, getting into the car. 
 
      
 
    “If you want to see where bandits are buried, we’re going to go to the place that bandits were born.” Mickey grins.   
 
      
 
    “A riddle?” 
 
      
 
    “This is a secret location, Maggie. I trust that you’ll respect that.” 
 
      
 
    “Of course,” she says, nodding. 
 
      
 
    He nods in answer, and pulls away. Maggie looks back toward the house, but can see no sign of the Inspector. 
 
      
 
    They travel through Center City, past City Hall, and along Market. They turn, and begin to follow along the banks of the Schuylkill River. The car crunches over gravel as it pulls off the road and stops. Below them are the river banks, and behind them are railroad tracks.  
 
      
 
    “This is it?” Maggie asks, unsure of the location. Scrub grass, not much else. At least it’s in Philly, so Frank can be here, too. Mickey gets out of the car and opens her door. As she gets out of the car, she looks around, but there’s no sign of the Inspector yet. 
 
      
 
    “We need to walk from here.” He heads off toward the river, Maggie scrambling after him.  
 
      
 
    “Mickey, wait,” she calls, stumbling on the uneven terrain. 
 
      
 
    He stands, facing the water, looking up and down the river. Maggie steps up beside him, also looking around her. The constant sound of traffic is in the distance. The river is a dull grey-brown. As she turns to gain her bearings, the skyline of the city rises above the old brick warehouses on the other side of the train tracks. They are about halfway between the South Street Bridge with its watchtowers and the beautiful art deco 34th Street Bridge. It’s brand new—so new that, while it will eventually connect south and west Philadelphia, it’s still not open. In typical Philly fashion, the bridge contract didn’t include the roads to get onto the bridge so, for the past two years, it has sat unused. At least it’s a drawbridge and doesn’t interfere with barge traffic. Typical City Hall. Its towers look like small observatories. A cool breeze blows up from the river bank. 
 
      
 
    “Are we in Gray’s Ferry?” she asks. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, where bandits are born. At least where this bandit was born. Just over there.” He gestures behind him. “This is a very special part of the neighborhood called the Devil’s Pocket.” 
 
      
 
    “I’ve not heard it called that. I thought it was known as Forgotten Bottom.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s over there, down where the river curves. Gray’s Ferry has all the choice neighborhoods in Philly.” Mickey chuckles. 
 
      
 
    “I’ve lived here my whole life and know little about it. I don’t think I’ve ever been here,” Maggie says. 
 
      
 
    “Seeing as I’m acting like a tour guide today, let me give you a bit of local history. Back in the 1800s, the local parish priest said that the neighborhood kids were so wild that they’d steal a watch out of the Devil’s pocket. It was an accurate description, and the name stuck. The neighborhood didn’t get better over the years. They were a wild bunch then, and we are a wild bunch now. We do some of our best recruiting from these streets and alleys. Kids outta here are street smart. They gotta be to survive. And there’s a certain attitude a Gray’s Ferry rat carries—a chip on his shoulder that takes a big man to knock off. Even now I hear stories. Most folks in Philly proper won’t come down here ‘cause they’re afraid.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey spins round, taking it all in. “I haven’t been down here in years. When I was a boy, the place was hustling. The factory chimneys behind us belching smoke, wagons piled with goods, train cars being unloaded, lots of men going in and out. My pals and I could always score a quick buck down here. It was a magnet for us.” 
 
      
 
    “What happened to the bridge? Where did the towers go?” Frank asks. 
 
      
 
    Maggie turns to see Frank standing behind her. He’s leaning heavily on his walking stick, fairly quivering with excitement. 
 
      
 
    “Was there an older bridge, Mickey?” she asks. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, although it was a long time ago now. It collapsed sometime at the end of the last century.” 
 
      
 
    “There were narrow turrets with tall flag poles, arches over the roadway, and decorative iron columns. It was quite lovely,” Frank says. “And there were woods over there.” He points across the bank. “And the river was bluer, faster. It didn’t look so tired.” 
 
      
 
    “I suppose the watch towers on this bridge were designed to echo those?” Maggie asks, caught up in Frank’s vision. 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry, Maggie. I don’t understand what you mean,” Mickey says. 
 
      
 
    “Nothing Mickey, just thinking out loud. Do you know the history of the area?” 
 
      
 
    “The Schuylkill River was a major transportation route, and in the 1800s pirates roamed its banks,” he explains. “They’d attack the barges as they went under the bridges.” 
 
      
 
    “You remember me telling you that my brother, Billy, was a Schuylkill Ranger before he was a fireman? He stayed close with them, especially Haggerty, the leader.”  
 
      
 
    “Yes, I’ve heard about the Schuylkill Rangers.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey turns to look at her. “I didn’t think I’d mentioned them by name.” 
 
      
 
    “Must have been something one of my lodgers said. I’ve told you about Archie, haven’t I? He’s a real fan of bandits and gangsters.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey raises his eyebrows. “Really? Maybe I should give him an autograph sometime.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie laughs nervously.  
 
      
 
    Mickey sweeps his hand toward the river. “Near here, the Gray of Gray’s Ferry maintained a floating bridge that George Washington crossed over to enter the city. This area is soaked in local history. Not the fancy buildings and pretty bells from the other part of Philly the tourists flock to. No, the history here is the roots of a different Philly. A grittier, rawer city, full of real people and their struggles. Important local history; my history.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie sees the river bank through new eyes. Rivers and time both flowing through Philadelphia; stories floating on its currents, submerged in its depths, tangled in the weeds. 
 
      
 
    “Like I said, there was so much violence on the river. In the 1800s, Gray’s Ferry neighborhood was full of Irish Catholics but, through the decades, others came too. Like my parents. I think I told you they were Polish?” 
 
      
 
    Maggie nods, “Yes, Cuisicks.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, my mother was a Duffy and, when my father took off and left us, I dropped his name and took hers. Seemed like the right thing to do. And my grandfather—I told you about him?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes. You said he raised you.” 
 
      
 
    “Ha. The streets raised me. He was more of a counterbalance. A good man, and a Duffy. I was proud to wear his name. And there were so many Irish around in those days that I fit in better.” 
 
      
 
    “There are recurring threads in the Geyer family tale. Lizzie raising her baby alone in New York. Mickey’s mother dealing with similar circumstances here in Gray’s Ferry,” Frank says. 
 
      
 
    “The area has always been a magnet for immigrants. There was a lot of industry here. DuPont amongst others. And the railroads, of course. Jobs for the boys,” Mickey says. “Most of it gone now, or going.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s right. I remember a railroad bridge along here somewhere. The Philadelphia, Wilmington and Baltimore Railroad replaced Gray’s Ferry with a permanent railroad bridge. Maybe 1840s?” Frank says. 
 
      
 
    Maggie turns to listen, and then catches herself, turning back toward Mickey. Mickey is looking out over the water. 
 
      
 
    “And 25th Street must be around here somewhere. On one side of Dickinson there was Weavers End, and the other side was Spinners End,” Frank says. 
 
      
 
    Maggie smiles, amused at the Inspector’s enthusiasm. Two tour guides, a century apart. 
 
      
 
    “Where is the cemetery?” she asks. 
 
      
 
    Mickey waves his arm, encompassing the Schuylkill banks almost from one bridge to the other. 
 
      
 
    “Here? You mean the riverbank where we’re standing?” She looks over the grass and bush, the bits of garbage that accumulate on any riverbank, the birds, the utter emptiness of the place. 
 
      
 
    “You were expecting headstones and neat rows? This is a boneyard for bandits, Maggie. We bury both the victors and the vanquished here.” 
 
      
 
    “Is there an organization to it?” 
 
      
 
    Mickey chuckles. “Yeah, if you’re in a real hurry you dump ‘em close to the road and, if you have time to spare, you go further down.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie looks up and down the river, imagining past scenes. “I guess some place like this would be good. It’s pretty isolated, and would have been more so a hundred years ago.” Maggie looks at the Inspector, who is nodding. 
 
      
 
    “So, you seen enough?” Mickey asks. 
 
      
 
    Frank waves her away. “You go. I’ll stay awhile and meet up with you later. Maybe even tomorrow.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie gives a slight nod. “I think so. Thank you for doing this, Mickey.” 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    After Mickey and Maggie have left, Frank stands on the ridge looking down at the banks, remembering this spot a hundred years ago. The riverbanks haven’t changed much, but the development across the river wasn’t there, and there wasn’t any of the traffic noise. Looking at the landscape now is like looking through a window with fine net curtains, the view beyond obscure. Frank wants to pull back the curtains for a clear view. 
 
      
 
    Is this where Billy rests? Have I found you at last, brother? He gets no sense of it or anyone else, as closed to the spirit realm as any mortal would be. The drapes firmly in place. 
 
      
 
    Frank, using his walking stick to steady himself on the uneven ground, walks toward the river. Would the Rangers have been in a rush? Would Billy be lower down, or by the ridge? It makes sense, especially back then, that this would be the spot. Close, but not too close. Known by the Rangers and other bandits. I can see how the legend would be passed down. Learned not only around bandit tables, but Gray’s Ferry kitchen tables as well. Lots of them would have family and loved ones buried here. But nobody talking. This was a closed community, feared for its lawlessness by those that lived on the other side of the city. Shunned by civic government, more trouble than it was worth. Even now, a hundred years later, it still has that desolate, abandoned feel. 
 
      
 
    “Bill? Are you here, Bill?” The wind carries his words. Feeling foolish, he turns away from the river to go up the hill.  
 
      
 
    Standing on the ridge is his brother.  
 
      
 
    Frank, astonished, and doubting his own eyes, stands still and stares. Bill raises his hand in salute. Frank starts to run toward him, driving his walking stick into the ground to keep his balance. “Bill. Wait. I’m coming.” He stumbles on the rough ground, falling to his knees. He looks up and is alone. His hands and knees are on the ground. “Billy. Wait for me. Please. Wait.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 41 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   T hat evening, at supper, Maggie clears her throat to get everyone’s attention.  
 
      
 
    “I have an announcement to make.” Everyone looks at her expectantly. “We’re going to get a new lodger for a few months who’ll be staying in the room off the kitchen—your old room, Dick. She’s moving in tomorrow and is going to be doing some light housework and cooking, probably the laundry as well, in exchange for room and board.” 
 
      
 
    Archie and Dick share looks. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, a girl. That’s neat. You won’t be the only one anymore, Mother,” Tommy says. 
 
      
 
    “That’s true. It will be nice to have another woman around the house,” Maggie says, nodding. 
 
      
 
    “Is she old, young?” “Where’s she from?” “What’s her name?” “Does she like cats?” “Is she a good cook?” The questions from Tommy come thick and fast. 
 
      
 
    “You’re awfully quiet, Dick, Archie. What do you think of having a live-in housekeeper, of sorts?” 
 
      
 
    “I’ve got used to it being just the four of us,” Archie says.  
 
      
 
    “Somebody new is good, Arch. And Maggie needs a hand around here with the accounting business so busy. I’ll help her out anyway I can, Maggie. To make sure she feels at home,” Dick says. 
 
      
 
    “I appreciate that, Dick, and hope that Archie and Tommy will also make her feel welcome.” 
 
      
 
    “Of course we will, Mother. But you’ve not told us anything about her. Not even her name.” 
 
      
 
    “Here’s what I know. Her name is Sadie. She’s in her early twenties. She’s from Philadelphia. I’ve been told she’s a very good cook. An excellent baker of breads and desserts. I imagine she’ll love your cat, Tommy. Dart is adorable,” Maggie says. 
 
      
 
    With every pronouncement, they chatter. Maggie holds up her hand to get their attention again. 
 
      
 
    “There are two things you should know. First, she’s Jewish.” The three faces stare at her, silent. Finally, Dick speaks.  
 
      
 
    “What does that mean for us, Maggie? Will she work on Fridays?” 
 
      
 
    “It means we’ll never get ham again,” says Archie. “And you can forget about bacon and eggs on the weekend.” 
 
      
 
    “What’s the other thing, Mother?” Everyone braces. If Maggie leads off with the new tenant being Jewish, what was next? 
 
      
 
    “She’s going to have a baby.” 
 
      
 
    Archie and Dick sit silently, absorbing the news. 
 
      
 
    Tommy looks from Archie to Dick to his Mother, surprised by the reaction. “Oh, that’s great, a baby. Isn’t that great? When will it be born? Can it stay in my room?” Tommy, an only child, is thrilled with the idea of a baby in the house. 
 
      
 
    Her adult lodgers regard her solemnly. They are more familiar with the story of a young, pregnant girl showing up to cook and clean in a stranger’s house. Somewhere, there’s shame. 
 
      
 
    “The baby will be born at the end of summer, in August.” 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    Sunday morning, Henry holds Sadie close. She’s trying not to cry, but she clings to him desperately. “I’m going to miss you so much.” 
 
      
 
    “I’ll see you all the time. That’s the great thing about going to Maggie’s. She’s close by.” 
 
      
 
    “And she’s nice?” 
 
      
 
    “One of the best. And she has a boy. So you’ll have a new family around you.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh Henry, I don’t want to go.” 
 
      
 
    Henry kisses the top of her head. “You told me you did. If you’ve changed your mind, I’ll call it off and you can stay here with me. I’ll let Maggie know myself, right now.” 
 
      
 
    Sadie stares up at him, eyes and nose red from crying. “No. Don’t do that. I need to do this. I’ll be fine.” 
 
      
 
    “You’re sure you don’t want me to drive you?” 
 
      
 
    “No, I want to say goodbye here. Where no one can see.” 
 
      
 
    The doorbell rings. 
 
      
 
    “That’s Mickey. I asked him to drive you. He knows Maggie, and will make sure you get settled in.” 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    The Duesenberg is parked in front of Maggie’s house. Mickey turns toward Sadie. “Okay, this is it. Nice house, eh?” Poor kid, looks scared out of her wits. What’s Henry thinking, not putting a ring on the girl’s finger right away?  
 
      
 
    Sadie takes in the row house. There are flower pots on the wide veranda; they line the sidewalk as well. “It looks nice. It’s awfully close to Marshall Street, isn’t it? My folks live just off Marshall.” 
 
      
 
    “You never have to go there. I’ll make sure Maggie understands. Come on. Let’s go meet her and get you settled in.” 
 
      
 
    Together, they walk up the front step. A boy’s face peaks out the window and then disappears. The front door opens and Maggie is standing there, a welcome smile. Behind her, Tommy is grinning from ear to ear. 
 
      
 
    “Hello, you must be Sadie. Please come in.” She gives Mickey a questioning look as he brings Sadie’s suitcase in. She’d been expecting Edith. 
 
      
 
    “Where shall I put this?” Mickey asks. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll take it, Mickey. I mean Mr. Duffy. Mother didn’t tell me you’d be the one dropping off Miss Bloom.” Tommy grabs at the handle.  
 
      
 
    “How about you lead the way, sport, and we’ll let the ladies get acquainted.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie listens to Tommy happily chatter all the way to the kitchen. He misses him. Maybe I was hasty laying down the law about them not seeing each other.  
 
      
 
    “Let me take your coat, my dear, and I’ve got lemonade in the living room. I remember when I was carrying Tommy, I couldn’t drink coffee. Just the smell of it would set me off.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m fine with coffee. But not cabbage. I can’t manage cabbage or onions.” 
 
      
 
    “We don’t eat a lot of cabbage or onions, so you should be fine.” The two women chat on the sofa, comparing pregnancies, talking about babies. Maggie, desperate to ask about the father, doesn’t. The fact that Mickey brought her, does that mean anything? Why is Edith so interested? 
 
      
 
    Tommy comes into the living room with Mickey following. “I put your case in the back room, Sadie. Nice place ya got here, Maggie.” 
 
      
 
    “Mother made cookies. Would you like one, Mickey? They’re good.” Mickey laughs, ruffling Tommy’s hair. “I’m sure they are, Tom.” He sits down, and Tommy perches on the arm of the chair, almost on top of him. 
 
      
 
    “Tommy, give the man some room,” Maggie says, smiling. 
 
      
 
    “Oops, sorry.” He slides off and sits in the chair next to him. Frank is standing by the fireplace, also curious about the new member of the household.  
 
      
 
    Maggie has another thought. If Mickey’s the father, that would make the baby related to the Inspector. Oh, my goodness. 
 
      
 
    “Have you two known each other long?” Sadie asks, glancing between Mickey and Maggie. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll say. What is it, Maggie, six-seven years? One of the fellas who used to work for me lived here. That was how Maggie and I first met. And there was another fella who used to live here I know real well. What was that copper’s name?” 
 
      
 
    “That’s Joe Kelly, Mickey. He’s a detective now,” Tommy says. 
 
      
 
    “Yup, Maggie and I go way back, don’t we?” Mickey winks. 
 
      
 
    He must be feeling more like himself to be teasing me like this. “Why don’t we let the boys finish up the cookies and lemonade, Sadie, and I’ll show you the kitchen and your room. And where the bathroom is. There are stairs, I’m afraid.” 
 
      
 
    “I’ll be fine, Mrs. Barnes.” 
 
      
 
    “Please, everyone calls me Maggie.” And off they go to explore the women’s territory. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 42 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   M ickey comes in the front door, slamming it shut. Edith’s voice floats from the living room. “Did you get Sadie all settled in, Mickey?” 
 
      
 
    “You wouldn’t believe the jerk that tried to cut me off on the turnpike. I almost drove him off the road to teach him a lesson.” Mickey comes into the living room and stops. Henry is sitting there. 
 
      
 
    “Mercer. I wasn’t expecting to see you here.” 
 
      
 
    Henry gets up and goes over to shake Mickey’s hand. “Thanks for taking Sadie, Mickey. I really appreciate it. Getting her settled in and all.”  
 
      
 
    Mickey ignores Henry’s gesture and goes to pour a splash of whiskey in a glass. “You drinking?” There’s almost a snarl in Mickey’s voice. 
 
      
 
    Henry, puzzled, shakes his head. “Nah, Edith made coffee.”  
 
      
 
    Edith is on high alert. This is the new-old Mickey, not her quiet, passive husband. Mickey, glass in hand, paces the room. “So, whaddaya think. Swell place, eh?” 
 
      
 
    “It’s a beautiful home, Mickey.” Henry is picking up on the strange energy in the room as well. 
 
      
 
    Mickey takes another long drink and goes back to the bar cart to top it up. 
 
      
 
    “I dropped your girl off. Maggie will look after things. Saw the set up. Looks real nice.” Mickey finishes the second drink in a couple of quick swallows, banging his glass down on the table. He wipes his mouth with the back of his hand. 
 
      
 
    Henry and Edith exchange glances. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll leave you two to finish your tea party. I’m going upstairs,” Mickey says. He takes the stairs two at a time.  
 
      
 
    Edith shrugs. “I have no idea what’s going on. Maybe the trip home set him off?” 
 
      
 
    “He’s taking those drops the doc gave him?” 
 
      
 
    “Every morning, in his orange juice.” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know, Edith. Something’s up. Maybe you should get him back to the doc or something. You can’t let this get any worse. Remember last time?” 
 
      
 
    They can hear Mickey upstairs, banging around, slamming doors and drawers. He shouts down the stairs, “Edith, where’s my gun?” 
 
      
 
    Edith stands, flustered. “Please wait. I’ll just go see what’s going on.” 
 
      
 
    Henry sits, hands resting on his knees, a worried look on his face. This isn’t good at all. Don’t they say once burned, twice shy? I don’t want to have to deal with all this stuff again. I got out because I was sick of it. Mickey’s like a drowning man, and he’ll pull me under if I get involved again. 
 
      
 
    He soon hears shouting, more banging. Mickey roaring. Maybe I should go? Edith’s got her hands full here. There’s more shouting, and then a loud crash. 
 
      
 
    He stands to go and hears Edith cry out, “Mickey, no.” There’s a thud as something, or someone, hits the floor. 
 
      
 
    Enough of this. Henry also takes the stairs two at a time. He pauses at the top, trying to get the lay of the land. Doors are open, a trail of garments strewn in the hallway. “Edith?” he calls. There’s silence. 
 
      
 
    He peers into one room, which is torn apart. In the next room there are more emptied drawers, an overturned chair, and a lamp on the floor. “Mickey?” 
 
      
 
    Henry finds Edith’s bedroom. Edith is on the floor, unconscious and bleeding. Mickey’s standing over her, fists clenched, shirt untucked, breathing heavily. His eyes are wild. “She wouldn’t tell me where my gun is. She musta hid it.” 
 
      
 
    Henry has a flashback to the hallway at the Ritz the night that Mickey killed the two goons from AC. Mickey standing over their bodies, just like this. He holds his hands out to show Mickey they’re empty, and walks slowly into the room. “It’s just me, Mick. Henry. How ya doing, pal?” he says in low, soft tones. Mickey looks at him and then around the room. “Where is it, Henry? I need my gun.” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know, pal. How about I check on Edith here. You okay with that?” 
 
      
 
    Mickey moves away, standing by the window. Henry kneels down. She has a pulse. Edith moans. Henry can sees she’s been knocked around, the head wound bleeding into her white carpet. 
 
      
 
    “Edith, honey. Wake up. It’s Henry. Wake up, Edith.” He gives her a gentle shake, and then pats her hand. Her eyelids flutter and she moans again. “You’ve hit your head, doll.”  
 
      
 
    She stares at him, eyes unfocused. “Mickey?” 
 
      
 
    Henry looks up. Mickey is still at the window. “He’s here. Come on, let me help you up. I’m going to lay you in bed and get that head looked at.” 
 
      
 
    Henry stands and helps Edith up, supporting her the few steps to the bed. He lowers her, and then swings her feet off the floor and onto the bed. 
 
      
 
    “Mickey, where’s the bathroom? Can you bring me a cold cloth?” Henry asks. 
 
      
 
    Mickey doesn’t answer, but goes through a doorway and returns with the cloth. Henry dabs at the cut. She’ll have a shiner tomorrow, but the head wound is slight. Just bleeding a lot. “You okay for a minute, Edith? I’m going to get you some ice.” 
 
      
 
    “A steak. She should put a steak on it.” Mickey is speaking to no one in particular. Henry stands and grabs Mickey’s arm.  
 
      
 
    “Come on, Mickey. Let’s go downstairs. Did you look for your gun down there?” 
 
      
 
    As they leave the room, Henry looks back at Edith, who gives him a wan smile. She turns her head and closes her eyes. 
 
      
 
    Downstairs in the kitchen, Henry puts Mickey in a kitchen chair and rummages for cloths and ice. “That housekeeper of yours around?” 
 
      
 
    “Day off,” Mickey mumbles. 
 
      
 
    “You got her number? She have a phone? Someone should sit with Edith.” 
 
      
 
    “Why?” 
 
      
 
    “Because of the knock on the head you gave her.” 
 
      
 
    Henry looks at Mickey sitting there and shakes his head. This is why I left. He’s just as bad now as he was before. Is it my job to look after them both? I can’t have my child raised next door to this crazy man. 
 
      
 
    “Wait here. I’ll just take this ice up to Edith.” He is holding a bowl with ice wrapped in a dish cloth. 
 
      
 
    Mickey sits, doesn’t respond. Just stares at the floor.  
 
      
 
    Henry goes back upstairs. Edith is awake but groggy. She gives him Hilda’s telephone number.  
 
      
 
    When he comes down to make the call, Mickey’s gone, and so is his car. Thank god he never found his gun. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 43 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   M aggie stands on the veranda waving goodbye as Ron pulls away. It’s Monday. Tommy had come to the office after school, and Ron has run Maggie and Tommy home. Tommy’s already gone inside, leaving the front door open. Manners. 
 
      
 
    Maggie smells chicken. Roast chicken and apples? Lovely. Maggie puts her coat and hat on the hook and follows her nose into the kitchen.  
 
      
 
    Sadie is standing by the stove, apron on, stirring the gravy. Dick is sitting at the kitchen table, supervising. Tommy stands shyly in the doorway to the dining room. 
 
      
 
    “It smells delicious, Sadie. A lovely way to come home after a busy day.” 
 
      
 
    “Just a roast chicken. I put apples and herbs in the stuffing. I hope it tastes all right.” 
 
      
 
    “How was your first day?” Maggie says, taking down the plates from the cupboard. “Here, Tommy, why don’t you set the table?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, I can do that. I meant to have it done before everyone got home,” Sadie says, turning away from the gravy. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t worry about it, Sadie. Tommy is very good at setting tables, and clearing them, too,” Maggie says. 
 
      
 
    Sadie goes back to stirring, watching for lumps. “Next time, I’ll be more organized. Everything today took a bit longer than I was expecting, not knowing where things are. I think it went well. I got a bit of dusting done, and popped down to a grocery store. Howard’s is it? I decided to make something special for supper, seeing it was my first day and all. I even did a bit of baking for dessert.” 
 
      
 
    “I see you’ve met Dick. Is Archie home?” 
 
      
 
    “I heard someone come in around four o’clock and go straight upstairs.” 
 
      
 
    “That’ll be Archie. He’s grumpy, but basically a good guy.” Dick snorts. 
 
      
 
    “Now that everyone is here, I’ll get dinner on the table.” Sadie stoops down to lift the roaster out of the oven. 
 
      
 
    “Here, let me do that,” Dick say, jumping up. Maggie smirks. Men and babies. Dick hovering and Archie hiding. Typical. 
 
      
 
    “No, I can manage. Unless you want to carve?” 
 
      
 
    Dick puffs out his chest. “A manly job. Maggie usually has me mashing potatoes.” 
 
      
 
    Sadie grins at him. “Well, the potatoes do need mashing.” 
 
      
 
    “Dick, you carve the chicken. Tommy can mash the potatoes. I’ll just go wash up,” says Maggie. 
 
      
 
    Dinner is delicious. Despite the new face at the table, the conversation is more of the same: squatter camps, bank closures, political ineptitude. No one mentions the baby. By the end of dinner, even Archie is won over by Sadie’s charm. Maggie and Sadie clear, and Sadie brings in a plate of crescent-shaped cookies. The aroma of warm raisins is irresistible. Tommy is reaching for one before Maggie can stop him.  
 
      
 
    “What are these?” he asks, holding one up for inspection. 
 
      
 
    “Rugelach. A kind of cookie. They are my favorite. They have raisins and walnuts in them. But you can put all kinds of fruits and nuts. If you like them, I’ll make them with raspberry jam next time.” 
 
      
 
    “Mmm.” 
 
      
 
    “I think they’re a hit, Sadie,” Maggie says, nodding to the quickly emptying plate.  
 
      
 
    “There’s more in the kitchen,” Sadie says, glowing with confidence. 
 
      
 
    After dinner is cleaned up and everyone has disappeared into their rooms, Maggie tucks the last two rugelach onto her saucer and carries her coffee into the living room. The Inspector is waiting in his customary chair. She turns on the radio. Sadie had gone to bed after dinner, exhausted with the newness of it all. The light was shining under the door, so Maggie expects that she is reading. Good for her to put her feet up. 
 
      
 
    “Those look delicious,” Frank says. 
 
      
 
    “The whole dinner was delicious. It was a real luxury to come home to a meal like that, and a tidy house. I think I’m going to like having Sadie around.” 
 
      
 
    “Has she mentioned who the baby’s father is?” 
 
      
 
    “No, but I have my suspicions.” Maggie looks back to the kitchen and lowers her voice even further. “I think that Mickey and Edith are going to adopt the baby after it’s born. Whether it’s Mickey’s or not, I can’t say. But Edith’s been desperate for a baby. I could see her making these kinds of arrangements.” Funny she wouldn’t have told me. Then again, we don’t see each other as often as we used to. 
 
      
 
    “Have they tried to adopt?” 
 
      
 
    “Once. It didn’t get very far when the foundling home found out who Mickey Duffy was. Apparently, gangsters are not suitable father material. No, I think something private is more their style. And if it is Mickey’s, that’s probably why Edith didn’t offer to have Sadie stay with her.” 
 
      
 
    “It’s good of you to take Sadie in. She seems like a lovely girl.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m the winner here. A housekeeper is the answer to my prayers. You do realize that, if it’s Mickey’s, it’s also yours?” 
 
      
 
    “My goodness, I hadn’t thought of that. Maybe another little Geyer. With her expecting, have you had ‘the talk’ with Tommy?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh my goodness, no. He was too young when Fanny was having her babies. I suppose I’d better. That’s going to be awkward.” 
 
      
 
    “Maybe one of the lodgers could do it? He seems to be close to Dick. Although Dick might be a bit graphic,” Frank says, chuckling. 
 
      
 
    “Maybe I’ll ask Ron to do it. Sort of a fatherhood initiation. See how he manages. Families aren’t just movies and malted milkshakes. How did you make out at the cemetery? Do you think it’s the right place?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m certain of it. Maggie, I can’t begin to describe how powerful a moment it was. After all the years, all the decades of searching for my brother, and then to see him standing there.  
 
    “Oh my goodness, were you able to talk to him?” Maggie can feel the goosebumps on her arms. 
 
    “I tried to reach him, to talk to him. There was so much I wanted to say. But I stumbled trying to get to him and when I looked up he-- he was gone.”  
 
    “How incredibly tragic, Inspector. I know how important it was to you to discover where he was buried.” 
 
    “I was certain that the reason I had remained in Philadelphia was to find him so that he and my mother could rest in peace. That was my quest. But alas, here I sit, so obviously it was not. I do wish there were directions to follow. It would make it so much easier.” 
 
      
 
    “It’s like we’re working down some kind of cosmic list. We wouldn’t have found Bandit’s Cemetery and your brother without Mickey. And we know that Mickey is a great-great…” She looks at the Inspector. 
 
      
 
    “Let’s just call him my grandson. It’s going to be tiresome to do all the great-greats.” 
 
      
 
    “Maybe there’s a connection there, Inspector? There has to be a reason why Mickey is the one that led us to Bandits’ Cemetery.”  
 
      
 
    “It’s a powerful coincidence. However, like all investigators, I don’t hold much with coincidence. There must be a connection but, for the life of me, I can’t fathom what it would be.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 44 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   W aking up at the Ritz, Mickey is at first puzzled. He lies in bed, his arm thrown over his eyes to block the sun, gradually remembering the events of the day before. His mouth is stale and fuzzy. His head is still buzzing. There was drinking; he remembers that. Eddie took them on a tear. Flashes of dames and booze, music somewhere. He tenses and then relaxes. He’s alone in the bed. He can hear people in the main room of the suite. He rolls over, pulls the pillow over his head, and sleeps. 
 
      
 
    A few hours later, he’s fully awake. He sits on the edge of the bed, head in his hands. Christ, Edith. What did I do? Blood. Henry was there. Were they together? No, I took Sadie to Maggie’s house yesterday. Yesterday? He shudders. He rubs his chin. Too many whiskers for overnight. What day is it? He hauls himself upright, pulling his suspenders up over his undershirt, and pads to the door in stocking feet. He pauses, listening. Voices. He opens the door. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, sunshine. Glad to see you’re among the living.” Eddie Regan grins at him from the couch. He’s been talking to a couple of the guys. Mickey shakes his head, trying to remember their names. 
 
      
 
    “What day is it?” Mickey croaks. 
 
      
 
    Eddie roars with laughter. “Oh, you are outta practice, Mickey. There was a time you could put enough away to make me blush.” Eddie nudges the man sitting next to him. 
 
      
 
    “What day is it?” Mickey scowls at Eddie. 
 
      
 
    “Tuesday. All day.” 
 
      
 
    Tuesday? He dropped Sadie off on Sunday. Two days? How was Edith? He rubs the back of his head and looks around the room. Too many people. Too many strangers. They don’t belong here.  
 
      
 
    “Everybody clear out. Now,” Mickey barks. He turns and goes into the bedroom again, closing the door. He can hear people leaving. He sits on the edge of the bed, exhausted. He notices that his knuckles are scraped. He rubs them, trying to remember. A fight? In a bar? There’s a knock at the bedroom door. Eddie pokes his head in. 
 
      
 
    “Everybody’s gone. Anything you want me to do for ya, Mickey?” 
 
      
 
    “Nah, just go already.” 
 
      
 
    “Sure thing, Mick. See ya later.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey sits listening to the silence. He needs a bath and a shave. And a clean shirt. And coffee. He goes out to the living room and dials room service. Having given his order, he sits down on the couch to wait. A bath and a shave and then he’ll put his life together again. 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    Edith, legs crossed and one foot swinging, stares at the luggage at the front door. I’m not going down this road again. He had his second chance and he blew it. A black eye, poorly concealed with makeup, and a small cut near her lip, are the battle scars she wears. She puffs angrily on her cigarette. 
 
      
 
    “Can I get you anything, Mrs. Duffy?” 
 
      
 
    “Thank you, no, Hilda.” 
 
      
 
    “Will you be having lunch?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m not hungry.” 
 
      
 
    Hilda hesitates, and then goes back to the kitchen. 
 
      
 
    Yesterday, she’d called the locksmith and changed the locks to the house. She’d expected Mickey home Sunday night, and by Monday night knew that he probably wouldn’t be coming home that day either. It was a similar pattern he’d adopted during the Grand Jury investigation: carouse all night with that Eddie Regan fellow; show up at home to get cleaned up before heading out again. He’d eventually come crashing down. Something had happened at the Ritz two years ago, but Henry was mum. Good thing he was here on Sunday.  
 
      
 
    This morning, when Mickey still hadn’t come home, Edith had called the carpet installer and made arrangements to redo the carpet in her bedroom. When I’d picked white, I was expecting to deal with wine spills, not blood. I thought those days were behind me. And they are. Now. 
 
      
 
    Mid-afternoon, and the only thing that’s moved in the living room are the shadows along the wall. Edith raises her head, hearing a car pull into the driveway. She goes to the window and looks out. Mickey. And it looks like a new shirt. The dog’s been shopping. And not even a phone call to see if I were alive or dead. She grinds out the cigarette and goes to the powder room to scrub off the make-up around her eye. I want him to see what he’s done. 
 
      
 
    As she comes out, she can hear Mickey rattling the front door handle. Then silence. Then trying his key. Cursing. She waits, making him ring the bell. 
 
      
 
    Stepping around the suitcases, she opens the door. He steps back, looking at her, her eye, her lip. “Edith, Oh, God. I’m sorry. Did I do that?” 
 
      
 
    She turns, leaving him standing in the doorway. He comes in and shuts the door, glancing at the suitcases. “Going somewhere?” he asks. 
 
      
 
    “No. I’m staying right here.” She lights another cigarette, blowing the smoke to the ceiling. “You’ve not been taking those drops the doctor gave you.” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t like how they make me feel.” 
 
      
 
    “Then you go to the doctor and he gives you different drops. You don’t just stop taking them. How long has it been?”  
 
      
 
    “A few days.” Mickey comes in and sits down. Hilda comes out of the kitchen, and then backs in again when she sees him. 
 
      
 
    “You see what happens in just a few days?” Edith tosses her head. 
 
      
 
    “Did I do that?” 
 
      
 
    “Don’t tell me you don’t remember. That’s really lame, Mickey.” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t. I remember dropping off Henry’s gal and then driving home. There was a jerk on the road in front of me, and then nothing.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m not going to do this again, Mickey. I want you out. Gone.” She gestures towards the suitcases with her cigarette. 
 
      
 
    “You want me to leave?” 
 
      
 
    “I got no room in my life for a crazy man. Not anymore. The house is in my name, remember? Go stay at the Ritz. I’m sure you and that Regan fella can find something to do.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey can feel himself getting angry. He gets up and paces, hands clenched behind his back. 
 
      
 
    “What if I say I’m not going? You going to throw me out?”  
 
      
 
    Edith doesn’t back down. She jabs her cigarette into the ashtray, crushing it. “Look at yourself. You’re close to losing it again. Can’t you tell?” She turns to walk to the staircase. “I’m going upstairs, and you’ll be gone when I come down.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey grabs her arm, swinging her toward him. They glare at each other, daggers drawn. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t you dare touch me,” she hisses. He stares at her, evaluating, and drops her arm. 
 
      
 
    “Goodbye, Mickey.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 45 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   A nother school day done. That chemistry test was brutal. Tommy climbs aboard the trolley car that will take him to his mother’s office. With Boys’ Central High School at Broad and Green on the far side of City Hall, Maggie’s office on Arch Street is on Tommy’s way home.  
 
      
 
    They’ve established a nice routine. Maggie has been working longer hours since Sadie took over the housekeeping. Most days, after school, Tommy goes to her office. He works on homework or reads until she’s ready to go home, and then they travel together. Sometimes, he stops by the library when he needs to do research, and then meets his mother at the end of her day. Sometimes he walks to the office, but doesn’t get there right away—there’s always something to see along Broad Street. Sometimes he just feels like goofing off.  
 
      
 
    Settling into a vacant seat on the trolley, Tommy stares out the window. Like most fifteen year old boys, he becomes aware of the girl seated in front of him. He’s noticed her before on the trolley. She’s pretty. I wonder where she goes to school? 
 
      
 
    Tommy climbs down and heads to the library. His mother will be done in an hour or so, and that gives him enough time to see if they have any books on Einstein. He’s going to write a report on him for one of his classes. He’s also going to give the report to Jimmy to read. Imagine not knowing about Einstein.  
 
      
 
    Book bag slung over his shoulder, he ambles along the street, looking at the merchandise on display. In the reflection off a store window, he catches a glimpse of the girl on the trolley. She’s walking behind him. 
 
      
 
    Don’t turn around. Don’t gawk. He hunches his shoulders and starts looking at the reflections in all the windows he passes. 
 
      
 
    She’s smiling, aware of what he’s doing. She swings her school bag. 
 
      
 
    At the public library, he pulls open the door and glances behind. She’s right there on the steps behind him. He holds the door for her to enter. 
 
      
 
    “Thank you,” she says. He’s rewarded with another smile. 
 
      
 
    “I saw you on the trolley.” Gack, I can’t believe I said that. What a moron. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, I catch it from school,” she says. “You have homework?” 
 
      
 
    Tommy nods. “Yeah, a paper on Einstein.” 
 
      
 
    “You looking for books by or about?” 
 
      
 
    “Sorry?” Tommy asks. 
 
      
 
    “Biographies, or physics books written by Einstein.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, ah, both, I guess.” 
 
      
 
    “Come on then, I’ll show you where they are. My mother works here and I can find my way around the Dewey Decimal System pretty well.” She heads off into the stacks.  
 
      
 
    Tommy trails after her as she starts piling books into his arms. “This should get you started. We have lots of science books. And the books Einstein wrote on thermodynamics and statistical mechanics look interesting. Here are a few on photons,” she says, adding some slim volumes to the tower he’s balancing in his arms. Tommy anchors the stack with his chin. “There’s even some in German.” She pauses, giving him the once over. “I don’t suppose you read German, do you?” 
 
      
 
    “Erm, no,” he mumbles, buried behind the mountain of books. “No German.” 
 
      
 
    His arms full, she turns. “Let’s go sit at that table over there, and you can decide what you want to read here and what you want to check out. You can only have three on a particular subject. Although I could probably convince my mother that the biographies are different than the science books.” 
 
      
 
    Tommy beams. Wow. “Thanks.” He pauses. “What’s your name, anyway?” 
 
      
 
    “Cecelia. Cecelia Morgan. That’s my mother over there.” She nods toward a severe-looking woman wearing glasses. “I gotta go and let her know I’m here. Toodles,” Cecelia says, fluttering her fingers. And she’s gone. 
 
      
 
    Tommy sits behind piles of books, hoping to catch a glimpse of Cecelia again. He chooses which books to check out, and heads to the counter. Cecelia’s mother has a rubber date stamp raised.  
 
      
 
    “These are reference books. You can only have them for three days.” 
 
      
 
    Tommy nods. He glances behind the librarian and sees Cecelia’s smiling face in the Head Librarian’s office. Mrs. Morgan looks around, and Cecelia quickly lowers her head back to her book. Tommy grins. 
 
      
 
    He’ll have them back sooner than three days. He’s going to be a very frequent customer at the public library. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 46 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   I t’s unseasonably warm for May, even late May. The air is already muggy, and a thunderstorm threatens. Deciding that her office fan just isn’t up for the heavy duty job, Maggie uses the excuse to escape the stuffy office and heads over to the air conditioning at Green’s Hotel. Edith had called her at the office earlier that morning to set it up. 
 
      
 
    Maggie regards her friend across the table at Green’s. What the heck is going on? She looks like she’s going to crack and fall apart any minute, and I’m sure that she’s concealing a black-eye. How many martinis has she had? 
 
      
 
    “It looks like you’ve been here a while. Sweetie, what’s wrong?” Maggie asks. 
 
      
 
    “It’s Mickey. I’ve kicked him out of the house. Finally, after all these years, he’s gone.” Edith gives a hard little laugh and gulps her martini. 
 
      
 
    “Edith, what happened? Are you all right?” Maggie gestures to her eye. 
 
      
 
    “Oh this?  Yeah, Mickey and I got into it last Sunday. The day he dropped Sadie off at your house. He’d stopped taking his medicine and was ballistic. Crazy. Worse than before.” 
 
      
 
    “And he hit you?” Maggie covers her mouth with her hand, a shocked look on her face. 
 
      
 
    “Yup. Got me good. Good thing Henry was there. I was out cold for a while.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie shakes her head, horrified. “Oh, Edith, that’s terrible. What are you going to do? Are you going to divorce him?” 
 
      
 
    “No. After that incident with Tony a while back, I’ve learned my lesson. Wives of gangsters don’t get divorced. I told you that before. We know too much, and there’s too much in my name. No way Mickey would go to court to get an agreement on a settlement. But the house is in my name, and I’m staying put. He can live at the Ritz. I don’t care. He’s not coming home. As long as he’s not taking his drops, he’s dangerous.” 
 
      
 
    “He’s stopped taking his drops?” I knew there was something off with him that day in my office, and out at Bandit’s Cemetery. He’s been off them for a while.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah. He says he doesn’t like the way they make him feel. Look at me with this shiner. You think I like the way it feels when he’s not taking the damn drops?” Edith drains her martini and waves to the waiter for another. 
 
      
 
    “Maybe you should slow down a bit?” 
 
      
 
    “Why? Nobody cares. Mickey gets to run around outta control. How come I’ve gotta behave? Maybe I’d like to cut loose sometimes, you know? I’ve been sitting at home playing nursemaid to the louse for months now. Well, he’s gone. Time to celebrate.” She raises her now full glass and toasts Maggie. “Here’s to foot loose and fancy free.” 
 
      
 
    “So you’re on your own now. I imagine all your plans have changed. Don’t worry, Sadie is fine to stay with us until after the baby’s born.” 
 
      
 
    Edith looks quizzical.  
 
      
 
    “If you and Mickey aren’t together, you won’t be adopting the baby.” Maggie pauses. Edith’s blank stare confuses her. “Unless you’re still planning on adopting the baby?” 
 
      
 
    “The baby? Sadie’s baby? Oh doll, that’s rich. You thought that Mickey might be the father? Or that we were making some kind of deal on the side?” Edith sighs, her eyes downcast. “I’d love a baby, regardless if Mickey and I are together. But not Sadie’s baby. No, Henry Mercer is the father of Sadie’s baby.” 
 
      
 
    “Henry Mercer? He’s Jewish?” 
 
      
 
    Edith chuckles. “You dope. No, Henry’s not Jewish. I’m not sure what he is, but definitely not Jewish. That’s the problem, you see. Sadie won’t marry him. As far as her family are concerned, she carries the double shame of being an unwed mother to a baby who doesn’t have a Jewish father. They preferred to kick her out on the street than force a shotgun marriage to someone outside the faith.” 
 
      
 
    “Poor Sadie.” 
 
      
 
    “And poor Henry. He’d marry her in an instant if she’d have him.” 
 
      
 
    The gals pick at salads, lost in thoughts of family troubles. 
 
      
 
    “How’s your fella? Ron?” Edith asks, pushing half a salad away and reaching for her martini. 
 
      
 
    “Everything’s good. He’s being very patient. Now that Sadie is living with us, I’m going to ask him to have the birds and bees talk with Tommy.” 
 
      
 
    “I’d love to sit in on that. The blind leading the blind,” says Edith.  
 
      
 
    “Oh, I don’t think he’s so blind. Short-sighted maybe, but definitely not blind,” Maggie says, her eyebrows bouncing up and down in a fairly decent Groucho Marx impersonation. 
 
      
 
    Edith chokes on her martini. “Maggie, you scamp you. Do tell.” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t kiss and tell. And that’s all I’ll say on the matter.” 
 
      
 
    “And Tommy? What’s he up to?” 
 
      
 
    “Tommy’s a treasure. He’s spending all his time at the library these days. He’s becoming quite the little scholar.” Maggie loves the new approach Tommy is taking with his studies.  
 
      
 
    “He’s a good kid. Always has been. You’re lucky. With Ron, too. Although, Maggie, make sure you get everything in writing if you guys decide to get hitched.” 
 
      
 
    “I trust Ron.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m sure you do. But be careful who you trust. Remember, even the devil was once an angel.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 47 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   M ickey crows with victory, laying his cards face up on the table. He and the men are gathered around the big table in the center of the warehouse.  
 
      
 
    “It’s like old times, having you around, Mickey.” Gus, who had folded several hands ago, is enjoying the evening, regardless. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, although I notice my luck hasn’t changed much,” mutters Stan, a dwindling pile of cash in front of him. “Doesn’t matter who’s sitting at the head of the table, I just can’t get a break.” 
 
      
 
    “Maybe ‘cause you’re so lousy at cards, Stan? Have you ever thought of taking up a different pastime? Like golf maybe?” Fingers says, laughing. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, yuck, yuck. Lucky for you bozos that I keep playing, otherwise whose money would you take?” Stan grumbles and gets up to fix himself another drink. “Anyone want anything?” 
 
      
 
    Orders are shouted and drinks are poured.  
 
      
 
    “Too bad Henry isn’t here. He was always good for a game,” Gus says, studying the cards in his hand and those lying face up on the table. 
 
      
 
    The table goes silent, looking anywhere but at Mickey.  
 
      
 
    “He made his bed. I’m sure his new pals at Hassel’s brewery play cards,” Mickey says, sneering. 
 
      
 
    Everyone eventually folds, leaving Fingers with the last hand. He lays his cards down. “A hand full of nuthin’.” He pulls the pot toward him. “If you can’t beat ‘em boys, bluff ‘em,” he says, laughing. 
 
      
 
    Mickey starts to deal the next hand. “Everybody in?” he asks. 
 
      
 
    Most of the players nod agreement. 
 
      
 
    “Not me, unless one of you fellas can spot me some clams. That last hand wiped me out,” Eddie says, a sheepish shrug to his shoulders. The other guys at the table enjoy his discomfort. Like most boastful winners, Eddie goes quiet when the shoe’s on the other foot. 
 
      
 
    “Anybody?” Eddie asks, glancing around the table. 
 
      
 
    “Nah, not tonight, Eddie,” says Stan. “My pots a bit light as it is.” 
 
      
 
    “Ha, not a chance,” says Gus. “I’m waiting for you to pay me back from the last time.” 
 
      
 
    “Aw, come on, Gus. Whaddaya say to double or nothing?” Eddie says, trying to wheedle a stake. 
 
      
 
    “Ha, I already got the nothing from ya, and I’m pretty sure the double carries as much weight. Nope, you’re on your own tonight.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, I’m not ready to call it a night yet. I’m sure I can spot you some dough, Eddie,” Mickey says. “But it’ll cost ya. If you win, you get the pot, and I’ll throw in my watch. But, if you lose, you gotta waddle like a duck around the table.” Mickey gives Eddie and the rest of the table a sly grin. 
 
      
 
    “A duck?” 
 
      
 
    “That’s my price if you want me to stake you another hand.” Mickey takes off his watch and puts it in the middle of the table. “See, to show my good faith.” 
 
      
 
    Eddie’s eyes dart back and forth, looking at the other men’s faces, at the watch, at Mickey. There’s a calculating look to him as his eyes shift back and forth. 
 
      
 
    Mickey reaches for the watch, dangling it in front of Eddie. “You know you want it. Rolex Oyster. Top of the line. Water-proof. You can wear it in the bathtub it you want to.” 
 
      
 
    Eddie licks his lips, quickly glancing down and then away at the watch he is currently wearing. 
 
      
 
    “Come on. You’re usually a winner. Maybe this will turn your luck around,” Mickey says. “You in or not?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m in,” Eddie says. 
 
      
 
    The old-timers around the table murmur in anticipation. Mickey is a legendary card shark and no one except Eddie is in doubt about how the game will end up.  
 
      
 
    Gus leans close to Fingers and whispers, “You know why you never play cards with the fastest cat in the world?” 
 
      
 
    Fingers looks at him and shrugs. 
 
      
 
    “ ‘cause he’s a cheetah.” Gus throws his head back and laughs.  
 
      
 
    “Shh, you’ll give it away,” Fingers says. 
 
      
 
    “Okay, losers, quit goofing around and ante up,” Mickey says, throwing some money into the center of the table. 
 
      
 
    The first few hands have a normal rhythm.  
 
      
 
    “Fold,” says Gus, throwing down his cards. “Still a whole lot of nuthin.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m in,” Stan says, “and I’ll raise ya a five-spot” 
 
      
 
    “Oohh, big spender,” Eddie says. “I’ll see it and introduce your Hamilton to my Jackson.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey, who’s next up, looks at Eddie carefully. Eddie meets his stare. The table grows quiet. 
 
      
 
    “If we’re playing presidents, I’ll throw a Benjamin into the party,” Mickey says, casually dropping a one hundred dollar bill on the pot. The Rolex is now buried under a stack of bills. 
 
      
 
    Stan grimaces and adds two fifties to the pot. “I’ll see that bet. I hate these high stakes games. Alicja is gonna’ skin me when I get home.” 
 
      
 
    “Two rich for me,” says Fingers, folding. 
 
      
 
    All eyes turn to Eddie. They can see Eddie’s tell, a nervous licking of his lips. Mickey sits impassive. Eddie slowly peels off four fifty dollar bills and drops them on the pile. “Two hundred clams, Mickey. You in?” he asks, grinning. 
 
      
 
    Gus rubs his hands together. “Now we’re rollin’.” 
 
      
 
    Eddie looks to Stan, who shrugs. “Need the cab fare home. I fold.” 
 
      
 
    The players at the table shift, looking at Mickey. He smiles, takes a sip of whiskey, and then smacks his lips. He looks at the cards in his hand, the pile of dough on the table, and then at Eddie. He reaches down and fingers his stack of money. All eyes are riveted on Mickey’s cash. From the bottom of his pile of money he pulls out a thousand dollar bill. “One grand.” Mickey leans back, waiting to see what Eddie will do. 
 
      
 
    The table murmurs.  
 
      
 
    “Call,” croaks Eddie. 
 
      
 
    “Watcha got?” Mickey asks. When Eddie hesitates, Mickey bangs the table. “Throw ‘em down, Regan.” 
 
      
 
    “Three snowmen and a pair of sixes,” Eddie says. “It’s a monster hand, Mickey. Top that.” 
 
      
 
    “Not bad,” Mickey muses, hanging on to his cards. 
 
      
 
    “I guess I’ll be taking that mighty fine watch,” Eddie cackles, stretching forward to rake in the pile. 
 
      
 
    “No, I don’t think so.” Mickey lays his cards down one at a time: a jack of diamonds, a jack of spades, a jack of hearts, and a jack of clubs. Finally, a queen. “Four of a kind, pal. And a gorgeous gal at the party, too.” 
 
      
 
    Everyone at the table cheers. Everyone except Eddie, who slumps and glowers. 
 
      
 
    “Pay up, Regan.” The men begin to quack, and Eddie glares at them.  
 
      
 
    “Aw, come on, Mickey. That’s crazy. I’ll pay ya what I owe ya tomorrow.” 
 
      
 
    “A bet’s a bet. Pay up, or are you going to welch?” Mickey asks, sneering, strapping his watch back on. “I’ll make sure your name is all over Philly as a guy who ain’t worth a dime.” 
 
      
 
    The quacking is reaching a crescendo, accompanied by table thumping. 
 
      
 
    Eddie casts one last glare at the table and slides off his chair. He bends over, hands to the rear to create a tail, and begins to waddle around the table, quacking. 
 
      
 
    Mickey roars with laughter, as do the men. When Eddie passes by Mickey, Mickey sticks his leg out and trips Eddie who sprawls on the dirt floor. 
 
      
 
    The poker players are hooting and hollering, banging their glasses or their hands on the table. The tin god has fallen. The king is back. Long live the king. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 48 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   I t took a bit longer to arrange, and it is Sadie who will be meeting her there, not Tommy, but Maggie finally has made it down to the soup kitchen. With all the talk of hardship and ‘doing ones part’ to bring comfort to those less fortunate, Maggie had decided to do a shift at the Franklin Street Mission. Sadie had volunteered to join her. “It will be a mitzvah, a good deed,” she had said. 
 
      
 
    There must be another rally planned. Maggie reads the protest signs propped against the soup kitchen wall as she makes her way past the men already lined up outside the door. “We want to be citizens, not transients”, and “For jobs and for a future” were the most popular slogans. Jack had always said that it was important to keep the pressure on, but I’m not sure what can be done. It’s not like the government can just print money and give it away. 
 
      
 
    She catches up with Sadie just outside the front door of the mission, and they go in together. The organizers are happy with the extra hands, and Maggie makes a note to bring potatoes, carrots, and onions the next time they come. 
 
      
 
    Tying on her apron, Maggie looks out at the long hall full of empty trestle tables and benches and chairs. Behind her is the clatter and clang of a busy kitchen. Through the front window, she can see the line of men snaking down the sidewalk and out of sight. 
 
      
 
    Soon, the serving table is full of pots of soup and plates of bread. Stacks of bowls and a basket of spoons signal the beginning of the soup line. At eleven o’clock, the front door is unlocked and a shuffling line of men enter the hall. Some are dirty and unkempt from sleeping rough on the streets or in the park, some are dressed as if for a busy day in the office. All are hungry, and their gratitude makes Maggie squirm. I should be doing more. 
 
      
 
    Standing behind the counter, ladling out hundreds of bowls of soup gives her time to think. This is probably how Jack spent his days—I knew he volunteered—now I’m getting a taste of it. Although the situation back then was so different. Then, there were jobs aplenty for the choosing. Men, newly arrived from the ships on the docks, knew that it was only a matter of time before they were living the lives they dreamed of. The soup kitchen was a temporary boon for them, and soon they would find work, learn English if needed, and build a community. The times we’re in now are forcing people to rip roots up, not plant them down. That’s what’s missing now—hope. 
 
      
 
    Jack knew the flip side of those boom times, before and during the Great War. These men are caught in a downward spiral. They look confused, not sure how they came to be sitting at a long table with the other men, slurping the soup which may be their only hot meal this day. There will be no work, there will be no community. Those have been ravaged by the hard times.  
 
      
 
    Maggie shakes her head and keeps ladling. Dignity and optimism are often the last tethers of the men’s former lives to go, but slowly and surely they are becoming frayed. Eventually, they will break; another generation will be shattered. 
 
      
 
    The line files past slowly. Maggie tries to serve a bright smile with each bowl. On the table, empty pots are replaced; an empty pot of chicken soup becomes a full pot of potato soup, which is quickly emptied and replaced with vegetable soup. The variety all depends on the ingredients available in the kitchen. 
 
      
 
    “How are you holding up?” Maggie asked Sadie, aware of the growing belly of the young girl beside her.  
 
      
 
    Sadie puts both hands on the small of her back and stretches. “Just my back. And my feet. But I can manage.” 
 
      
 
    “Make sure to sit if you need to.” Amidst this conversation is endless ladling of soup.  
 
      
 
    The rote work gives Maggie’s mind time to wander again. Jack would be familiar with this world. He’d understand what to say to these men to give them hope. I don’t. They make me uneasy, their need and desperation. I’m failing to be the better person I could be. 
 
      
 
    One of the senior women from the kitchen brings out two pots of coffee. “Here, doll, go top up the cups. We’re going to have to cut it off soon. We’re running out of soup.” 
 
      
 
    Grabbing the coffee pots, Maggie looks at the line of men still coming in. She’s heard there are dozens of soup kitchens around Philadelphia,  and the big camp by the river has a large dinner tent as well. Hundreds, no thousands of men are being fed this way. What about their families? Where are the soup lines for mothers and children? 
 
      
 
    She moves along the table, pouring hot, black coffee. Some of the men sitting are chatty and glad of a woman’s voice. Others are sunk into such a dark place that not even a temporarily full belly can soothe them. There are some that are bitter; angry at the twist of fate that put them in this hall. Occasionally, a scuffle will break out as frustrated men defend their crust of bread, or take offense at a remark or a look. The soup kitchen has men to deal with these disturbances. Perhaps the ‘handlers’ are the husbands of the women in the kitchen? 
 
      
 
    A ripple passes through the crowd as one of these male volunteers shoulders his way past the men in line to shut and lock the front door. “That’s it for today.” A few men on the street peer in the window, but most accept that tomorrow they’ll need to arrive earlier. They move off to see if other kitchens are still open. 
 
      
 
    Slowly, the hall is cleared and tables wiped down. The front of the room is readied for tomorrow. Someone pushes a broom into Maggie’s hands, and she begins to sweep, glancing up to see if she can find Sadie. She must be in the kitchen. 
 
      
 
    Her sweeping completed, Maggie unties her apron and hangs it on the hook by the store room. Sadie is sitting with her hands wrapped around a cup of coffee, visiting with some of the other women. The sink is almost empty of bowls and spoons; they’ve been washed and put away on the shelves to wait for tomorrow.  
 
      
 
    Maggie sits beside Sadie, grateful to get off her feet. The woman next to Sadie gets up. “Well, I’m off home then. Good luck with everything, Sadie. I hope we see you again.” 
 
      
 
    “How are you feeling?” Maggie asks her, concerned with the shadows she sees around Sadie’s eyes.  
 
      
 
    “A heavy heart is harder to bear than tired feet.” 
 
      
 
    “I know what you mean. So much sadness. So little hope. But at least their bellies are full. For today.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m not sure that’s the nourishment they need,” Sadie says, and sighs. “I overheard one of the men talking. He and his wife couldn’t afford to look after all their kids, so they just turned them out on the street. To fend for themselves, Maggie. No family, no roof over their heads. How are the poor things finding anything to eat? He’s here in Philly looking for work, and has no idea where his wife and children are. Or whether he’ll ever see them again.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s a horrible story. How desperate do you have to be to do that?” 
 
      
 
    Sadie rubs her swollen tummy. “I feel so selfish, thinking about doing what amounts to the same thing. I have a man I love, who is a good provider, who loves me, and wants to raise this baby with me. And instead I’m going to ‘turn it loose’, just like that man did.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie holds Sadie’s hand. “Life doesn’t teach you how to deal with this,” Maggie says, gesturing to the wider world beyond the soup kitchen dining hall. “For some, it takes everything they have just to survive. Who are we to judge what decisions they make? But those are not your circumstances, Sadie.”  
 
      
 
    Maggie gives Sadie’s hand a squeeze “You have a roof over your head, people who care about you, and enough to eat.” Maggie gives her hand another squeeze. “I’m not sure how Jewish people pray, but you have a lot to be grateful for. Life will never go back to the way it was, before Henry and the baby. You can only move forward.” 
 
      
 
    Sadie sits quietly.  
 
      
 
    “I don’t know about you, but today has been overwhelming for me. It’s been a long time since I’ve seen such need. I feel emptied, and need the company of our little family to fill me up again. How are you doing? Would you like something to eat? We could stop on our way,” Maggie says. 
 
      
 
    “That seems wrong somehow, doesn’t it? I can wait to make a sandwich in my own kitchen,” Sadie says. 
 
      
 
    Maggie’s smile flusters Sadie, who tries to correct the statement. “I meant your kitchen, of course.” 
 
      
 
    “No matter. I’m glad you feel at home. And speaking of which, let’s get you home and your feet up. That’s a lot of standing you’ve done today.” 
 
      
 
    As Maggie and Sadie walk to the trolley stop, they can’t help but notice the soaped or paper-covered windows that indicate businesses closed or abandoned.  
 
      
 
    Once they’re on the trolley, Sadie gives a sigh of relief. “Oh, it feels good to sit.” 
 
      
 
    “Have you thought about what you’re going to do when the baby comes?” Maggie asks. 
 
      
 
    “As this little tornado gets more real, it’s harder and harder to think of letting her go.” Sadie strokes her belly as they rumble along. 
 
      
 
    “Her?” 
 
      
 
    “It feels like a girl,” Sadie says. 
 
      
 
    “I thought that too, when I was expecting Tommy. Jack and I were ever so surprised when the baby was a he rather than a she.” Maggie smiles at the memory of the pink blanket they wrapped Tommy in to bring him home from the hospital. 
 
      
 
    “My grandmother says you can put a button on the end of a string and hold it over the baby to tell whether it’s a boy or a girl.” 
 
      
 
    “So many old-wives tales. Do women stop you to tell you their family stories?” 
 
      
 
    Sadie chuckles. “All the time. I don’t mind the stories, but sometimes they want to touch my belly, which is just too much.” 
 
      
 
    “Being at the soup kitchen reminded me so much of my late husband, Jack. He worked with immigrants, and was part of the labor movement. These would have been his people.” 
 
      
 
    “My father and grandfather have stories of when they first came to America, and the struggle to get settled. Everything is sacrificed for a better life. That drive is passed down to the children, which is why I am such a disappointment. They’ll never forgive me for the shame I brought them.” 
 
      
 
    “Why not marry Henry, then? He’s a good man, even if he makes his money in questionable ways.” 
 
      
 
    “My family are very conservative Jews, Maggie. It’s better to push your daughter out of the home than to invite a goy into it.” 
 
      
 
    “A goy?” 
 
      
 
    “Someone not of the faith. No, to marry Henry I would have to give up my faith, to turn my face from God. I couldn’t do that. If I do raise my child, it will be in the community of a synagogue.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie pats her arm. “Jack died when Tommy was two. It’s hard to raise a child alone. I’m not telling you what to do, Sadie. But don’t dismiss Henry too easily. That wee baby you carry is tethered to your heart, you know. Think about what the next twenty years look like raising your baby without a shoulder to cry on during the hard times, or an arm to embrace you during the good. ‘It takes a village to raise a child’. I should know. I walled off Tommy and myself from our community, and it wasn’t until there was a tragedy that I realized how important the support of others could be—whether it’s a cup of coffee and free advice in someone’s kitchen, or one of my lodgers taking Tommy to a ball game.” 
 
      
 
    “I hear what you’re saying, Maggie, and will take it to heart. Fortunately, I have a few more months before I need to decide.” 
 
      
 
    “Our stop.” Maggie nods at the approaching corner. “Come on, little mama. Let’s get you fed and rested. While you’re under my roof, you’re part of my family.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 49 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   S ince Mickey left, Edith’s been spending a lot of time in Henry’s kitchen. She misses Mickey’s masculine laugh; she misses talking with someone who knew her ‘back in the day’, before she slipped behind the society matron façade where she currently lives. She misses the weight of a man in the bed beside her. Bottom line is, she misses Mickey.  
 
      
 
    And Henry does, too. He’s been down the path before; this is his second time pushing Mickey out of his life, but the hole that the loss of their friendship created remains. And he misses Sadie. Funny how quickly someone can become part of your life. He misses her chatter as she fixes supper, the way she has of tilting her head when she’s listening to him, the weight of her body nestled beside him in bed. He misses her and the idea of their family. 
 
      
 
    The two of them sit in Henry’s kitchen, hands wrapped around coffee cups growing cold. You could almost reach out and touch the presence of those absent. Missed. 
 
      
 
    “I talked to Maggie, and she say’s Sadie is fitting in nicely. She’s happy and healthy, and Maggie’s relieved to have an extra pair of hands around right now,” Edith says. She glances around the kitchen from her perch at the table. “Say, you haven’t got the makings of a martini have you? Drinking all this coffee can’t be good for ya.” 
 
      
 
    “No. Some beer or whiskey for guests, but the rest of the pickings are pretty lean, I’m afraid,” Henry says. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, I know,” Edith says brightly. “How about I bring over some gin and a jar of olives next time? For when I’m around. And maybe a glass or two? Oh, and a shaker.” 
 
      
 
    Henry laughs, shaking his head. “You know, some dames in your circumstances would be bringing over their toothbrush and some clean clothes. That’s why I like you, Edith. You’re a good pal and don’t have any other agenda. Sure, bring over the stuff for your martinis. You can teach me how to make them.” 
 
      
 
    “My circumstances? The gay divorcee you mean? I’m through with men for now. Pish, nothin’ but trouble if you ask me. But enough about my sorry love life. You having any luck with yours?” Edith asks. 
 
      
 
    “I’m going to pick Sadie up tomorrow. Fridays and Saturdays are her days off. I’m looking forward to seeing her.” 
 
      
 
    “Any further progress on the marriage thing?” 
 
      
 
    “I finally told Max what was going on. He’d heard about Sadie and her condition from her parents, but apparently they don’t know that I’m the father. It didn’t take long for him to figure out once they told him it was a goy that done the deed. He thinks I should talk to Ezra, Sadie’s father.” 
 
      
 
    “Would that help, or make things worse?” Edith asks. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know. I really don’t. I don’t want to do the wrong thing and make it worse, you know? I feel like I’ve only got one chance with Sadie and with her folks.” Henry pauses, and then takes a deep breath. “Edith, I also talked to Max about converting. I think I’m going to do it.” 
 
      
 
    “You’d really go that far?” Edith asks. 
 
      
 
    “If I have to.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, you won’t get any lectures or push back from me. I’ve never thought about religion much. Oh, sure, maybe when I’m in a corner, like when Mickey’d been shot, and of course the holidays are nice. But religion’s not that important to me. Ya know?” 
 
      
 
    “I’ve not thought much about it until now, either. The life I’ve led speaks for itself. But Max says that many things bring us closer to God. Heck, if loving Sadie is what puts me on my path, maybe that’s a good thing.” 
 
      
 
    Edith rolls her eyes. “Puts you on your path? Where’d that come from?” 
 
      
 
    “I’ve been talking to a couple of rabbis. If I was going to convert, Max suggested two different congregations, and I thought I’d check them out.” 
 
      
 
    “So, beyond the snip, what’s involved in becoming a Jew?” Edith asks. 
 
      
 
    “Every synagogue is different. And different branches have different ways of looking at it. The Reform synagogues expect people considering conversion should study ‘Jewish theology, rituals, history, culture and customs, and to begin incorporating Jewish practices into their lives’.” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know, Henry. That sounds like a lot of work.” 
 
      
 
    “If all goes well, I’ll have a great study partner,” Henry says. 
 
      
 
    Edith snorts.  
 
      
 
    “In addition to the book learning, I’ll also have study with a rabbi, and attend services and be part of synagogue life," Henry says, frowning at her reaction. 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry, Henry. I shouldn’t have laughed. It sounds like you’re really serious about this whole thing. God and religion are a little outta my league. What you have to go through to become Jewish sounds real interesting.” 
 
      
 
    “Interesting, but not easy. Some branches don’t accept conversion at all. But there are two temples in Philadelphia that will. One of them is a Conservative congregation, Temple Beth Israel, led by Rabbi Isaac Schreider. When I talked to him, he said that he doesn’t know whether my intent is true. I think he called it lust versus a true calling, but they will consider it.” 
 
      
 
    “Rabbi Schreider maybe has more on the ball than you think,” says Edith. 
 
      
 
    “It might be easier to go to a Reform synagogue called Keneseth Israel. They’ve got a slightly different approach, where the process is as important as the intent. That’s the one I told you about. Basically, I’d learn to be Jewish.” 
 
      
 
    “Look Henry, you know me. I’m no saint. Anything but. But maybe ‘easy’ isn’t what you should be looking for. I mean, it’s God and everything. Shouldn’t there be trials and testing and stuff? To make sure you’re worthy.” 
 
      
 
    Henry shrugs. “It feels like the whole situation is a test, Edith. I talked to the rabbi at K.I. I liked what he said. They approach conversion and the whole process because they want me in, rather than looking at it as a way to keep me out. For the Conservatives, it’s all about motivation and, for the Reform, the emphasis is on process and learning. You can see why I’m thinking a reform synagogue might be the way to go.” 
 
      
 
    “Have you talked to the rabbi there?” Edith asks. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, Rabbi William Fineshriber. He’s an interesting man. Their temple has brought in Margaret Sanger to talk about birth control.” 
 
      
 
    Edith raises her eyebrows. “How very topical,” Edith says, dryly. 
 
      
 
    “—and they’ve made Albert Einstein an Honorary Member of the congregation. I think I could be happy there.” 
 
      
 
    “More importantly, could Sadie?” Edith asks. 
 
      
 
    “I think so. I thought we might meet with Rabbi Fineshriber together.” 
 
      
 
    “What does Sadie think of you becoming a Jew?” 
 
      
 
    “I am going to tell her this weekend. I’ll pick her up from Maggie’s, and we can go grab a bite somewhere. Then I thought that we’d go to Keneseth Israel, and then maybe spend the weekend in Atlantic City.” 
 
      
 
    “From the temple of God to the temple of sin.” Edith laughs. 
 
      
 
    “Well, I hadn’t thought of it that way. Maybe we should go somewhere else?” 
 
      
 
    “AC in May is lovely. There’s the beach and the boardwalk and the ocean. Go and have fun. I’m sure you two will have lots to talk about.” 
 
      
 
    Henry, with the weight of the world in his voice, adds, “Including when to talk to her father.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 50 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   I t’s a beautiful summer day and sunshine is streaming through Maggie’s kitchen window. She and Sadie work side by side, getting ready for a party. 
 
      
 
    “This is a big day for you,” Sadie says, passing a pot of boiled eggs to Maggie to peel. Egg salad sandwiches, cut into tiny triangles, are always a party favorite. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Ron’s not actually met Archie and Dick. It’s like bringing him home to meet my family.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, Maggie, I meant burning your mortgage,” Sadie teases. 
 
      
 
    Maggie gives a small laugh. “Sorry. There’s a lot on my mind. Yes, getting rid of that mortgage is a big moment, too.” 
 
      
 
    It had taken some legwork on Ron and his father’s part, but they had tracked down the financial institution that Maggie’s original loan had been sold to. Paying it off in full was an accomplishment that Maggie had savored for days. Even the bank teller’s shocked amazement—’you’re actually giving us money?’—had not dimmed her pleasure.  
 
      
 
    To celebrate her triumph of being debt free, Maggie’s throwing a mortgage-burning party. Ron will meet everyone he’s not met. She’s invited her mother, Cordelia, and asked Joe and Fanny and their children. Edith’s going to bring Henry Mercer. She has included the Inspector in the group. He is the person she had turned to so many times over the years as she struggled to find a secure financial footing for her family. 
 
      
 
    She and Sadie have pulled together a lunch which includes some of the salamis and other interesting food that Maggie had picked up at the deli on Marshall Street. Sadie had sent Maggie with a list; Maggie’s looking forward to the adventure of eating new kinds of food. The knishes look tasty, although she’s not sure about what kasha is. Sadie assures her it is delicious, but she’ll wait and see. Cordelia said she’d bring deviled eggs, and Edith is to pick up a cake on the way over. At Tommy’s insistence, Sadie has also added a plate of rugalach to the buffet, although the plate mysteriously emptied and had to be refilled. 
 
      
 
    The doorbell rings, and Maggie goes to welcome the first of her guests. Cordelia, looking resplendent in a peacock blue dress and matching hat, sails into the house, handing her plate of eggs to Maggie. “I want to meet that man of yours, Maggie. Is he here?” she says loudly, peering into the living room. 
 
      
 
    “Hello, Mother. No, you’re the first to arrive. But look, Edith is coming up the walk now.” Thank goodness. She hands the eggs back to Cordelia. “Why don’t you take these through to the kitchen? You haven’t met Sadie yet. She’s my housekeeper.” 
 
      
 
    “That pregnant Jewish girl you were telling me about?” Cordelia asks in a loud whisper. 
 
      
 
    “Mother.” Maggie’s tone warns.  
 
      
 
    “I won’t say a thing,” Cordelia says. She heads off down the hall. Maggie can hear her in the kitchen. “Hello dear, you must be Sadie. I’m Mrs. Gifford, Maggie’s mother. When does the baby arrive?” 
 
      
 
    “Mags, am I late? I saw Cordelia arrive. The darn traffic. And then the cake wasn’t ready,” Edith says, tilting her cheek for a kiss. 
 
      
 
    “No, you’re fine. Isn’t Henry with you?” Maggie asks. 
 
      
 
    “No, he’s coming separately. He wanted to stop and pick something up, and I was already running late.” 
 
      
 
    “You look lovely. Is it new?” Maggie asks, taking in Edith’s flowered chiffon dress. 
 
      
 
    “Yes. You don’t think it’s too young for me, do you?” Edith twirls. 
 
      
 
    “Hardly, you look gorgeous. Aren’t you the one that’s always telling me age is a state of mind and not the date on your birth certificate?” 
 
      
 
    “Ha! Touché. I just wanted something different. When I saw it in the window at Wanamaker’s it just looked so cheery I had to buy it. Where should I put this?” She thrusts the large cake box forward. Tommy, bounding down the stairs, offers to take it to the kitchen. 
 
      
 
    Maggie laughs. “I’ve seen the cookies disappearing all morning, young man. Maybe take the cake to Sadie and Grandmother in the kitchen. They’ll make sure it arrives on the dining room table in one piece.” 
 
      
 
    “Aw, Mother.” 
 
      
 
    “Don’t ‘aw-Mother’ me, Tommy. You have evidence on your shirt,” Maggie says, smiling and brushing crumbs off. She turns back to Edith. “Can I get you to go back to the kitchen and rescue Sadie from Mother? And chaperone Tommy? The cake will need to be put on a cake plate.” 
 
      
 
    “Sure, doll,” Edith says, heading into the now crowded kitchen with Tommy and the cake. “Mrs. Gifford, how lovely to see you. And I love your dress. That color is so you.”  
 
      
 
    Maggie chuckles. Cordelia and Edith, two forces of nature, two women learning to get on with life on their own. She’s about to close the door when Ron pulls up. My, doesn’t he look handsome. A warm glow spreads out from her tummy, and she gives him a large smile. She walks down the veranda steps toward the car. 
 
      
 
    “I’m so glad you’ve come.” She links her arm through his. “Nervous?” 
 
      
 
    “Very. Your mother, your lodgers, your best friend. What could go wrong?” 
 
      
 
    “Nothing will go wrong, you goof. They’re going to love you like I do.” 
 
      
 
    “Then marry me,” he says, dropping to one knee on the sidewalk.  
 
      
 
    Maggie laughs delightedly, looking around and pulling him up. “Stop it. People will see.” 
 
      
 
    Ron gets up and kisses her on the cheek. “All right. I’ve got it out of my system. I’ll behave.” The two stroll into the house. 
 
      
 
    Cordelia swoops as soon as they’re in the door. “So, you’re Mr. McNeely. My daughter has told me all about you.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, I sincerely hope not,” Ron says with an engaging grin at Maggie, trying to crack Cordelia’s icy façade.  
 
      
 
    “Why don’t you two sit and get to know each other? And Mother, be nice.” 
 
      
 
    Cordelia harrumphs, but consents to be lead away by Ron to a corner near the fireplace where they can talk. 
 
      
 
    Maggie is putting the final touches on the table when the doorbell rings again. Archie, who was just coming down the stairs, answers. 
 
      
 
    “Hello, you must be Henry Mercer. Maggie says you work for Max Hassel. Is it true that he doesn’t carry a gun?” Archie says. 
 
      
 
    Henry comes in laden with several huge bouquets. “Um, yes. You’ve got to be Archie. I’ve heard about you. You seem to know a lot about bootlegging,” Henry says. Archie preens. 
 
      
 
    Maggie meets Henry in the front hall. “Henry. Thank you for coming. Sadie will be thrilled you’re here.” 
 
      
 
    “I couldn’t decide which bouquet, so I bought them all. Some are for you, and thank you for including me today. And I thought some would be for Sadie. She loves flowers.” 
 
      
 
    “How lovely. Why don’t you take these back to the kitchen and find some water for them? Sadie’s there and will be able to find a vase. And shoo everyone else out, will you? Maybe send Tommy to bring more chairs.” 
 
      
 
    “Here, I’ll show you,” offers Archie. “So, what’s Mickey Duffy like? And did you know Boo-Boo Hoff?” 
 
      
 
    Oh, oh. I’d better watch that Archie doesn’t monopolize Henry’s time too much. He’s such a fan. Hopefully, he left his autograph book upstairs. 
 
      
 
    “Hi, Mr. Mercer.” Maggie smiles when she hears her son’s voice in the kitchen. She heads back to try and create a bit of privacy for Henry and Sadie. 
 
      
 
    “I see that Joe and Fanny are just pulling up. Archie, can you get the door for them? And Tommy, why don’t you show the children your room? I want to rescue Ron. Come on, Edith, we’ll leave these two alone for a bit.” She winks at Sadie, who smiles gratefully. Henry hovers. Maggie loves to see the way they look at each other. 
 
      
 
    Dick, Joe, and Archie are crowded in the small foyer with Fanny and their two small children. And Fanny is expecting again. Goodness, we’re going to be overrun with babies. Maggie comes over and gives her a hug. “Congratulations, Fanny. You look radiant.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s a lovely thing to say. My ankles are swollen and I can’t get my rings on. I hate being pregnant in the summer,” Fanny says, but laughs. The toddler scrambles after his older sister, who’s making a dash for the dining room. “Jo-Jo, stop chasing your sister.” Fanny makes a lunge for the two year old.  
 
      
 
    “Come on, sport. Let’s go meet the rest of the party,” Joe says, swooping down and picking up Joe Jr. The little boy giggles delightedly.  
 
      
 
    “Airplane. Airplane.” 
 
      
 
    “We’ll go outside and play airplane later. I’m sure Uncle Archie would love to give you a ride, eh Arch?” 
 
      
 
    The terrified look on Archie’s face makes Joe and Maggie laugh. 
 
      
 
    “Well, Uncle Dick is always good for airplane rides,” says Dick, who takes the small, wiggling boy from Joe. “Holy cow, you’re getting big. Now, where’s your sister? Is that her hiding under the dining room table? Let’s go find her.” 
 
      
 
    “Which one is your fella, Maggie?” Fanny whispers.  
 
      
 
    “The one my mother has cornered in the living room. Maybe give him a hand?” 
 
      
 
    “You bet, I’m on it.”  
 
      
 
    What a houseful. Children running around. Happy expectant mothers. Edith and Cordelia, a pair of strong women. And Ron. He fits in so well. 
 
      
 
    Maggie looks for the Inspector. Maybe it’s too crowded in here? He may not make it. This disappoints her. What would I have done without him? The roof. The loan. Going back to school. Letting my father back into my life. No doubt I’ll see him later when things are a bit calmer. There’s a sudden cry as Joe’s youngest bumps his head on the table and has everyone scurrying. 
 
      
 
    Plates are filled. The kasha knish are a hit. People find a spot to perch.  
 
      
 
    “Hey, Maggie. If this is a party, we need some music. Mind if I turn the radio on?” Dick asks, already fiddling with the dials. The popular tune ‘Brother, can you spare a dime’ pours out.  
 
      
 
    Edith jumps up and shoulders him out of the way. “Oh pooh, that’s too sad for a day like today. Pick something else. Something with some bounce,” she says, also spinning the dial. She finds something with a bit more pep. “You Rascal You,” Edith says, nodding. 
 
      
 
    “Are you referring to me?” Dick smiles and exaggerates a leer. 
 
      
 
    “Silly boy. No, that’s the song. Come here and we can dance.” Dick grabs her and gives a deep dip. Everyone laughs, and Tommy grabs five year old Hazel’s hands and starts to dance with her. Jo-Jo pulls at their arms, trying to dance too, so Sadie scoops him up and they sway and twirl to the music. 
 
      
 
    Maggie puts a hand on Ron’s arm. “Sweetie, if I’m going to burn that mortgage of mine, I’m going to need a blaze. Can I get you to look after that?” Ron grins, and starts a fire in the fireplace with much advice from the assembled men. Standing in front of the fireplace, Maggie looks out at her tribe. Her heart swells tight in her chest; the feeling is complete when she sees the Inspector standing in the hallway. He smiles and nods. 
 
      
 
    Maggie clears her throat to get everyone’s attention, but it’s not until Ron begins to tap a spoon on the side of a glass that folks stop chatting, and settle. Dick turns off the radio. 
 
      
 
    “My dear friends and family. I want to thank you so much for being part of this day. It’s not one that I had ever thought to celebrate.” She holds up the discharged mortgage, a duplicate for just this purpose. “I want to thank a lot of people who have helped me get here. Tommy, you never complained about the watery soup, or when we moved lodgers into the house. We studied together when I went back to school. You have helped me when I was juggling work and home. You are one terrific kid, a young man now, and I love you.” 
 
      
 
    “Aw, Mother.” Tommy, sitting on the arm of Cordelia’s chair, blushes. “You promised no mushy stuff.” Maggie looks around the laughing room, seeing Henry with his arm around Sadie, standing near the door to the kitchen, and hopes the couple find a way to be together. 
 
      
 
    “I also want to thank Joe and Archie and Dick. You started out as lodgers and have become my family. I’m grateful for your tolerance as I learned to be a landlady. And for your patience as I took on even more with school, and now work.” 
 
      
 
    The three lodgers salute her with raised punch glasses. 
 
      
 
    “These are troubled times, but I feel that things are solid underneath us. No one will take away my house. Being financially secure means Tommy and I have a strong foundation to build on—and a non-leaky roof over our heads. And the people we love are beside us.” She and Ron exchange smiles. “Meeting these payments has sometimes been difficult, but I did it—no small thing for a woman to say. Five years ago, when I took out the loan, I never imagined my life now. Thank you all for being part of that journey.” 
 
      
 
    And, with that, she flings the mortgage document into the fireplace. The guests watch, mesmerized, as the edges of the pages turn brown and curl. A cheer goes up when the document bursts into flame.  
 
      
 
    “Mazel tov, Maggie,” Sadie cheers.  
 
      
 
    Henry gazes at her adoringly. “Yes, mazel tov.”  
 
      
 
    Maggie looks at the burning document in the fireplace and says with force, “Goodbye and good riddance.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 51 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   A s the end of the school year approaches, Tommy is snowed under with studying for finals. He’s been spending time in the library with Cecilia but, when he really needs to get work done, he cracks the books at home or in Maggie’s office. He’s diligent about his grades, especially now he has a smart girl to impress, but all work and no play makes for a dull boy. Tommy is glad when Jimmy calls to set up a rematch at the pool hall. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, I thought we were going to play some pool. Why are we stopping here?” Tommy asks Jimmy, who has pulled up in front of an older apartment building. 
 
      
 
    “We’ll get there, pal. I gotta make a stop for Mickey first. Give me a hand with those boxes in the back seat, will ya.” 
 
      
 
    Jimmy and Tommy each carry a cardboard box up the stairs. It’s a mean, dark place that reminds Tommy, unpleasantly, of picking up bets from old man Schmidt. 
 
      
 
    “What are we doing?” 
 
      
 
    “Every couple of weeks I drop off groceries for Emerich.” 
 
      
 
    “Who’s Emerich?” 
 
      
 
    “You’ll see,” Jimmy says, knocking at the door of one of the apartments. Inside, a dog begins to bark. 
 
      
 
    An old man, thin, bald, bent double, opens the door. He’s wearing a ratty cardigan sweater that hasn’t got all the buttons through the right holes. Tommy doesn’t giggle when he sees the man is toothless. 
 
      
 
    “Hiya Mr. Juettner. Hiya, mutt.” 
 
      
 
    “James, come in. Come in.” Mr. Juettner speaks with a thick accent. “Put the boxes on the table. You are too kind. And make sure to thank Mr. Duffy.” 
 
      
 
    Tommy glances around the one room apartment: a bouncing dog; a narrow, iron bed; a couple of wooden chairs; a small, old refrigerator—the kind with the motor on top. In the corner, on a table, is a small, hand-cranked printing press. 
 
      
 
    Emerich Juettner sees him looking. “Your friend like to see? Come,” he says, tottering over to the press. 
 
      
 
    Tommy follows, curious.  
 
      
 
    “I print zee money. See?” Emerich says, giving it a crank. A paper one dollar bill is revealed.   
 
      
 
    “Neat,” cries Tommy, picking up the still damp sheet. “Oh, oh. Mr. Juettner? You’ve spelled Washington wrong.” 
 
      
 
    “What?” Emerich holds the paper up close to rheumy eyes. “No. Not wrong. Washington.” 
 
      
 
    “No, see here. It says W-A-S-H-N-G-I-T-O-N. You’ve got the ‘I-N-G’ part mixed up.” Emerich peers again. “You are right. James, your friend has good eyes. I fix.” 
 
      
 
    Jimmy, who has been unpacking the boxes and putting food into the refrigerator, holds up a package from the butcher. “Can I give mutt his bone?” 
 
      
 
    “Sure. Sure. He is good dog. Right, mutt?” 
 
      
 
    “You call your dog ‘Mutt’?” Tommy asks. 
 
      
 
    “He have no name. No need one from me. He know who he is, right mutt?” 
 
      
 
    Mutt is sitting in front of Jimmy, tail wagging, waiting for his bone. Jimmy unwraps the meaty bone and gives it to the dog. 
 
      
 
    “We gotta get going, Mr. Juettner. But I’ll be by again soon,” Jimmy says. 
 
      
 
    Emerich grabs two crumpled dollars off the stack on the dresser. “Here. You take this for your trouble. One for you, James, and one for your friend.” He presses a bill into each boy’s hand. “Thank you, and thank Mr. Duffy. He good man.” 
 
      
 
    The two boys head back down the stairs. “What’s his story?” Tommy asks. 
 
      
 
    “Emerich? It’s a good one. You won’t believe it. A long time ago, when Mickey was first getting started, Emerich tried to pass one of his counterfeit dollar bills at one of Mickey’s speaks. You saw how ‘good’ they were, right? Well, the bartender spotted it right away and tells Mickey, who goes to raise hell with Emerich. He and the old man get talking and, before you know it, he’s dropping off groceries. Turns out that Emerich was really hard up and didn’t have any money for food for mutt. So he figured he’d make some, money I mean. He goes to the stationary store and buys some letter paper and then copies a one dollar bill.” 
 
      
 
    “How’d he do that?” 
 
      
 
    “He was an engraver in Austria, where he’s from. One time, he showed me how he does it. You photograph a dollar bill and transfer the image onto a zinc plate. Then you put the plate in something called an acid bath. With a little retouching, and a small hand press, he is ready to make zee money by, well, making more money.” 
 
      
 
    Tommy shakes his head in disbelief as they get back into the car. “That’s amazing. You say he’s been doing it a long time. How come he’s not been caught? They’re not very good copies.” 
 
      
 
    Jimmy starts the car, and they drive off toward the pool hall. “He has two strict rules that he never breaks. He only makes one dollar bills and, I mean, whoever looks at one of those. People would look close at a twenty or even a tenner, but a one? Nah.” 
 
      
 
    “And the other rule?” 
 
      
 
    “He never passes more than one at a time, and never at the same place twice. He’ll walk miles to make sure it’s a different store. And he buys things that cost a lot less than a dollar, like trolley fares. They cost a nickel, so he gets ninety-five cents of real money back. He saves up the real money and uses it to pay his rent.” 
 
      
 
    Tommy shakes his head. “Why does Mickey give him groceries?” 
 
      
 
    “Emerich is a nice old guy. Everybody likes him. I guess Mickey has a soft spot for hard luck cases. And, I dunno, he likes dogs? Mickey himself makes sure I go regular. I’ve been doing it for a couple of years now, but before me another guy did it.” 
 
      
 
    At the pool hall, Tommy racks the balls and they begin to play. 
 
      
 
    “What’s new, champ?” 
 
      
 
    “I gotta girl,” Tommy says, shyly. 
 
      
 
    “What? Is she blind?” 
 
      
 
    “Ha ha. No, idjit. She’s very pretty. I met her at the library.” 
 
      
 
    “How smart can she be to be going out with the likes of you?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m going to invite her to the dance they’re having down at the community hall.” 
 
      
 
    “First date?” 
 
      
 
    “First real date. We’ve gone out for malts sometimes, but not on a real date where I pick her up at her house.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh-oh, meet the mother. Scary stuff.” 
 
      
 
    “I’ve met her mother. She’s the head librarian down at the library.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, Tommy, your ma is going to love her.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 52 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   E ddie Regan slides into the booth across from Frankie and James Bailey. He’s vibrating with anger over the latest slight from Mickey. 
 
      
 
    “That bastard. Treats me like dirt. After all I done for him.” 
 
      
 
    Frankie and James exchange knowing looks. “Sounds like Duffy all right. What’s he done to ya?” asks James. 
 
      
 
    Eddie glares at him. “None of your business.” 
 
      
 
    The bartender puts down another round of whiskeys. Eddie picks up his glass. “Here’s to the end of Mickey Duffy. Long may he burn in hell.” The other two clink glasses. 
 
      
 
    “Have you figured out a plan yet?” Eddie asks. 
 
      
 
    “You were saying his old lady threw him out, and that he’s spending his time at the Ritz?” Frankie smacks his lips at the taste of the whiskey. 
 
      
 
    “Sleeps there most nights. And he’s either at the Ritz or the warehouse during the day.” 
 
      
 
    “The warehouse wouldn’t be good. Too many other shooters. But, if we could catch him napping and alone, that would be easiest. Whaddya think James?” Frankie asks. 
 
      
 
    “Sure. We know the layout and the faces of some of the players. Shouldn’t be too hard.” 
 
      
 
    The three men nod. 
 
      
 
    “Can you get us a key to the room at the Ritz?” James asks. 
 
      
 
    “Sure. Take mine right now. I’ll grab another at the front desk.” Eddie slides the key to the hotel suite across the sticky speakeasy table. Frankie pockets it. 
 
      
 
    “So we’ve got who and how. All we need to figure out is when,” Eddie says. “I got something cooking with the Lanzettas. It might spook them if Mickey’s offed. They think that he’s driving the deal when he don’t know nuthin about it.” 
 
      
 
    Eddie sees Frankie’s raised eyebrow. 
 
      
 
    “And you don’t need to know nuthin about it neither. Let me get everything set with them, and then you pay a call on Duffy.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, we’ll roll out the welcome wagon.” The Bailey’s snicker. 
 
      
 
    What a couple of bozos. If I didn’t need to give myself an alibi, I’d shoot Mickey myself. But there’s no way the fellas would follow me if I was the one that actually pulled the trigger. Naw, I gotta play it cool. When these guys get the job done, I’ll plug ‘em. Less witnesses the better. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 53 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   I t’s so difficult for courting couples to find privacy. Maggie and Ron are snuggled in the front seat of his car. They’ve snuck away from work for a long lunch, and gone for a drive out of town. Seeing the perfect view, Ron has pulled the car off the turnpike and wandered down a back road to find a quiet spot. 
 
      
 
    “Mmmm, this is nice,” Ron says, nuzzling Maggie’s hair. 
 
      
 
    Maggie pushes away from him and turns to face him. “Ron, I have something to ask you.” 
 
      
 
    “Are you going to ask me to marry you?” His eyes twinkle. 
 
      
 
    “No, silly. But I do have an important question that involves our future.” 
 
      
 
    Ron squares himself, hearing the serious tone in Maggie’s voice. 
 
      
 
    “Okay. What’s up, sweetheart?” 
 
      
 
    “Ron, we’ve been working together for two years. I know, in that time, that you’ve had a lot of pressure from your father to make a decision about joining the family firm.” 
 
      
 
    Ron nods. “Are you sure you want to talk business on such a beautiful day?” 
 
      
 
    “This needs to be said, Ron. I’m so grateful that you’ve stuck by me since Father passed. I couldn’t have kept going without you,” Maggie says, her voice choked with emotion. 
 
      
 
    “I’d do anything for you, sweetheart, you know that.” Ron tries to take Maggie in his arms, but she pushes him away. 
 
      
 
    “Hang on, I’m not finished yet. I’m hoping that you might consider something more permanent.” 
 
      
 
    He tilts his head, a puzzled look on his face. 
 
      
 
    “Would you consider joining the firm as a partner?” 
 
      
 
    “You want to bring me in as a partner?” Ron sits back, really considering the offer. “You know, when you got all serious and started talking about the future, I thought you wanted to talk about having children. But a business partnership? That’s caught me off guard.” 
 
      
 
    We’ll have to have the children talk soon. I have a fifteen year old son. I may be too old to have another child. Maggie tucks the idea away for another time. “What do you think of the idea? You’ve often said you like a small firm. And it’s going to take both our steady hands on the tiller if we’re going to weather this financial crisis. Every day we have another client going under.” 
 
      
 
    Ron nods. “I know. We might want to think about what services we offer. Maybe some kind of bankruptcy counselling might be valuable. Although, I guess, if they’re that close to filing for bankruptcy, another fee won’t be helpful.” 
 
      
 
    “Perhaps a third party would pick up the costs?” Then Maggie chuckles and wags her finger at him. “Don’t distract me, Ron.  That might be true. And it’s a good idea to widen our services. Anyway, about the partnership, I’m sure you’d like some time to think on it.” 
 
      
 
    “Maggie, I’ve been at the firm longer than you have. I still have contact with my father’s firm and, through it, I can access other types of clients. What were you thinking of asking as a buy-in? And how were you thinking of splitting the revenues?” 
 
      
 
    “I like the sounds of those questions. I was afraid you were going to say ‘no’ right off. Not too many men would be comfortable working at a firm where their wife was the senior partner.” The last sentence hangs in the air. 
 
      
 
    “I’m not sure which part of that sentence to broach first,” he says. 
 
      
 
    “Always business first, sweetheart. You know me.” 
 
      
 
    Ron takes her hands in his and gazes into her eyes. “I’ll be straight up with you, Maggie. Your father’s firm and I are a good fit. I had spoken briefly to your father about my future some time ago—at least I’d said I’d rather not join my father’s firm.  And then you became part of the firm, and that made things even more complicated. If I did agree to this, I have one stipulation that is non-negotiable.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie swallows. Money? Can I afford him? “Go on.” 
 
      
 
    “The name of the firm will have to change. I’m hoping for McNeely and McNeely.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie gives him a silly grin. Another chapter of my life, another name. “I think that I can agree to that. McNeely and McNeely it is.” 
 
      
 
    Ron gathers her into his arms. “That’s one of the things that makes us perfect for each other, Maggie. For us, there’s no such thing as separating business and love—it’s all life. And you can’t be successful at one without being successful at the other.”  
 
      
 
    “Oh, Ron, you know how to win my heart. I love you,” Maggie murmurs into his shoulder. 
 
      
 
    Unlike most business partnership agreements, this one is sealed, not with a handshake, but a kiss.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 54 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   S aturday night. All over Philadelphia, singles and couples are primping and fussing, getting ready to entice and beguile. The Barnes household is no different. Maggie is sitting in front of her dressing table mirror, agonizing whether Crimson Blush is too forward, or Blushing Bouquet too demure. What is the message she wants to send? Rooting through her tubes and compacts, she finds the perfect shade, Tender Promise. 
 
      
 
    Across the hall, Tommy is undergoing his own transformation. “Big date, sport?” Dick leans against the doorframe of the bathroom door. Tommy’s been standing in front of the mirror, rubbing his chin and twitching his face this way and that for a while. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, kinda. I’m meeting a girl at the community center dance. But don’t tell Mother. I don’t want her to make a big deal about it.” 
 
      
 
    “Mum’s the word. What’s with all the grimacing? You know you’re mug won’t get any better looking the longer you stare at it.” 
 
      
 
    “What do you think, Mr. Beamish? Do I need a shave?” Tommy asks, making another facial contortion. 
 
      
 
    “Ah,” Dick says, keeping the amusement off his face. “Here, let me look.” Tommy turns, and Dick leans down and gazes intently at the chin. “Yeah, I think a few scrapes with a razor might be a good idea.” 
 
      
 
    The two turn to gaze at the reflection of Tommy’s face in the mirror. 
 
      
 
    “You have a razor?” Dick asks. 
 
      
 
    Tommy shakes his head. 
 
      
 
    “Here, I’ll let you borrow mine. And the rest of my kit. But we’ll have to take you shopping and get you one of your own, eh?” 
 
      
 
    Dick pulls out the safety razor from his black leather shaving kit. He twists the handle, putting in a new blade. “Watch now, it’ll be sharp as the dickens.” 
 
      
 
    He gets out the shaving cream and the brush. “Here ya go. Get the brush wet and work it around to lather it up. Now spread it around on your cheeks and your chin.” 
 
      
 
    Tommy mops the lather around from under his chin to just under his eyes.  
 
      
 
    Dick holds back another smile. “Good. Maybe a little less lather next time. You look like you got a bad case of rabies.” Tommy peers at his image—his face is under a blanket of foam. Also through the mirror, he sees Dick grinning at him. “Now, take the razor and stroke down across your cheeks. Never side to side, always up and down.” 
 
      
 
    Tommy starts working away. “I do this when I get to my nose,” says Dick, making the face to shave close to his nose and mouth. “Good. Good.” 
 
      
 
    “Ouch.” Tommy jerks back. A small bubble of blood begins to well up. 
 
      
 
    “Not to worry. Take a bit of toilet paper and lick it, then stick it on. Just like that, yeah.” 
 
      
 
    “Now that you’ve got the whiskers shaved off, you need to wash off all the bits of shaving cream.” 
 
      
 
    Tommy takes the cloth and cleans his face.  
 
      
 
    Dick hands him a bottle of after-shave. “This is my secret weapon.” He winks. “Now, put a few shakes of after-shave on your palm. Not too much.”  
 
      
 
    Tommy gives the bottle too many shakes, and Dick wrinkles his nose. “Whoa. A bit much, Tommy. Wash your hands and use about half that much. Just one shake or two. All you need is a few drops. With after-shave, more is not better. Now pat your face. That will make your face feel great, and the ladies love it.” 
 
      
 
    Tommy pats, and then checks first one side of his face and then the other. “Oh, it stings.” 
 
      
 
    “Looking good, champ.” 
 
      
 
    Later, Dick meets Tommy at the bottom of the stairs. He’s plucked one of the flowers from Maggie’s mortgage-burning party bouquet and wrapped the end with a wet tissue. “Here ya go. Ladies love flowers.” He’s about to hand it to Tommy but, instead, hides it behind his back. 
 
      
 
    “Tommy, where are you off to with your suit jacket on? And a tie?” Maggie asks. She’s also coming down the stairs, dressed for her night out with Ron.  
 
      
 
    “You look like a million bucks, Mother.” 
 
      
 
    “Why, thank you young man. And so do you. Where are you off to?” 
 
      
 
    “Um, I thought I’d check out that dance at the hall. It’s a couple of blocks away. I’m meeting some friends there. The community center is organizing it.” 
 
      
 
    “A dance? That sounds like fun. Don’t be late.” She leans down to kiss him on the top of the head and then sniffs. Dick catches her eye and shoots her a knowing look. 
 
      
 
    “You look very handsome, Tommy.” When Maggie turns away, Dick hands him the flower. “Knock ‘em dead, champ.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 55 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   O ne of the side benefits of working downtown in the Center City district is its close proximity to Green’s and other favorite hangouts—Maggie can easily meet Edith on short notice for lunch.  
 
      
 
    “Hiya, Edith, sorry I’m late,” Maggie says, standing next to her friend at the counter. The two gals are planning to indulge in the sweet goodness at Child’s Place Ice Cream Parlour. Some days a triple chocolate fudge sundae is just the only thing that will do.  
 
      
 
    “No problem, doll. I just got here myself,” Edith says, staring up at the board where all the flavors are listed. “I don’t know. Am I in a berry mood, or do I want something with nuts?” 
 
      
 
    Maggie clears her throat and slowly tugs at the fingers of her gloves. When she has Edith’s attention, she whips her left glove off for the big reveal. There, twinkling on her finger, is a square-cut diamond engagement ring. 
 
      
 
    “Oh-oh-oh,” Edith squeals, hugging her friend. “You didn’t say anything.” 
 
      
 
    “I wanted it to be a surprise. Ron gave me the ring yesterday.” Maggie wiggles her fingers to make the diamond sparkle. 
 
      
 
    “It’s a gorgeous ring, doll. Let’s hurry and place our order. I want to hear all about it.” 
 
      
 
    A few minutes later, the gals are sitting in front of banana splits with extra sprinkles. “Tell me, tell me. How did he propose?”  
 
      
 
    “Well, it was the most romantic thing. We’d gone for a drive in the country—” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, yes.” Edith interrupts, nodding. 
 
      
 
    Maggie smiles. “And we were parked, just enjoying the view and talking—” 
 
      
 
    “Ha, I bet the view wasn’t the only thing you were enjoying, but go on. I want the real version, not the Tommy version.” 
 
      
 
    “And he swept me up in his arms—” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, yes much better. More arm sweeping.” 
 
      
 
    “And then I asked him if he’d consider being a partner in the accounting firm.”  
 
      
 
    “Yes, no—what? You asked him about a business partnership? Oh pooh, that sounds just like you. Please tell me you’re teasing?” 
 
      
 
    “I needed to get that issue resolved. It had been wearing on my mind, and it just seemed like the right moment.” 
 
      
 
    “You are one weird gal, Maggie Barnes.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, if you must know, he said yes,” Maggie says, a blush on her cheeks. 
 
      
 
    “Of course he did. You’re giving him a great opportunity, especially these days. So how did the diamond come into it, or is this a business practice that I don’t know about?” 
 
      
 
    “He said he’d do it, but only if the sign over the door said ‘McNeely and McNeely’. And I said yes.” 
 
      
 
    “That is the most un-romantic engagement story I’ve ever heard, Mags. Didn’t he get down on one knee?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh yes, don’t worry. He was all romance yesterday. After work, he ran me home. Everyone was there waiting for dinner. He came inside with me and took Tommy outside to the veranda and asked his permission, then the two of them came back inside and he proposed on one knee, right in front of the whole crew. Then he slipped the ring on my finger and stayed for supper.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, that sounds a bit better. So, when’s the wedding?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, we’ve not had time to make plans like that. I’m going out to have brunch with his mother and father on the weekend. And then they’re coming in for dinner to meet Tommy. I’m going to send the lodgers off to a restaurant one night when Sadie has the day off. So, it will be just us, the McNeelys, and Cordelia.” 
 
      
 
    “Cordelia. I forgot about your mother. What did she say?” 
 
      
 
    “She’s over the moon, of course. Apparently, the McNeely’s of Bryn Mawr are a well-respected family, and she’s happy for me. Said he’s a good catch, considering the bait I was using.” 
 
      
 
    Edith almost chokes on a cherry on her ice-cream. “What did she mean by that?” 
 
      
 
    Maggie chuckles, shaking her head. “You know Mother. There’s a barb in every good word. I suppose it was a comment about my advancing years, a son, strong opinions, a mind of my own. It’s hard to say.” 
 
      
 
    Edith laughs merrily. “You gotta hand it to the old gal. She never quits. I thought maybe your father’s passing might mellow her, but I guess not.” 
 
      
 
    “No, definitely not. If anything, it’s made her crustier. I never appreciated how Father managed to buff her sharp edges smooth.” 
 
      
 
    “And Tommy? He’s okay with it?” Edith asks. 
 
      
 
    “You know boys that age. It’s hard to tell. He’s wrapped up over school ending and no summer job. He’s suddenly got a need for cash. I think there may be a girl in the picture.” Maggie giggles. “Dick showed him how to shave.” 
 
      
 
    Edith rolls her eyes. “Between you, Sadie, and now Tommy, the Barnes household is just a little cupid’s bower these days. I wish you much happiness, kiddo. I may not be the expert on happy marriages, but I know you, Maggie, and this is absolutely the right thing for you to do.” 
 
      
 
    “How are you, I mean really?” Maggie asks, holding Edith’s hand. 
 
      
 
    “Lonely: it’s a big house for one. Scared: can I make it on my own? Panicked: especially when I find another one of those traitorous gray hairs.” 
 
      
 
    “You’re not on your own. You have me.” Maggie squeezes Edith’s hand. 
 
      
 
    “And for that, I thank my lucky stars. Now, here’s to wedded bliss,” Edith says, picking another cherry off the banana split. She raises it, toasting Maggie, and pops it in her mouth. 
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   S unday afternoons echo carefree times. The work week is either ahead or behind, social obligations have been met, household responsibilities are for another day. The place Edith likes to spend Sunday afternoons, especially in summer, is on the stone terrace overlooking her garden. This afternoon, however, there’s a sharp edge. 
 
      
 
    Edith pours Mickey another martini, and then sits on the garden chair next to his.  
 
      
 
    “Thank you for seeing me, Edith,” he says, taking a sip. “Delicious. Good gin. Imported?” 
 
      
 
    Edith nods. “We have a lot to discuss, and it’s cheaper to do it here than in a lawyer’s office.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey flinches and looks at her. “It’s come to that? Can’t we at least pretend for a few minutes that this is a pleasant social call?” 
 
      
 
    “Mickey, I won’t put up with your stupidity anymore, not knowing which Mickey Duffy is going to walk through that door. Unless you tell me right now that you are going to take the medicine, we’re through. Done.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey leans forward, sitting on the edge of his chair. “I can’t do it, Edith. I won’t go back to that gray world. You have to know how sorry I am. Losing control like that was stupid. But I won’t take those drops and loose half my brain.” 
 
      
 
    “Not even for me?” 
 
      
 
    They are silent. The air is filled with the sound of birds. Neighborhood noises come and go. Such a normal day for such a life-changing decision. 
 
      
 
    “No, Kitten, not even for you. I would take a bullet for you, but not that. I can’t do that. I tried.” 
 
      
 
    “Then we’re done. You’ll need the rest of your things. You’re at the Ritz?” 
 
      
 
    Mickey nods. 
 
      
 
    “Then I’ll have them brought round. I’ll get the house of course, and you’ll look after the bills.” 
 
      
 
    “Just have everything sent to me at the Ritz. But, Edith, please, don’t do this.” 
 
      
 
    “I’ve been waiting for you to get better for two years, Mickey. I’ve got to get on with my life. After renovating this house, I understand how to build something from the ground up. I need to build my life on solid foundations, too. And if I have to start from rock bottom, then that’s where I’ll start.” 
 
      
 
    Edith stands, shaken that he didn’t love her enough. “Goodbye, Bunny.” She walks into the house. Mickey cringes as the lock turns in the door. 
 
      
 
    He sits for a few minutes, looking at the garden and the trees. If he stands, it’s over. If he sits, it hasn’t happened yet. He gives up, stands, and walks to his car. Time to go home to the Ritz. 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    Eddie gets off the elevator at the Ritz. Gus and Fingers are sitting, leaning their chairs back against the wall. 
 
      
 
    “Evening, boys. What’s up?” 
 
      
 
    “Boss is in. Said to keep everybody else out.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh? That doesn’t mean me, does it? 
 
      
 
    Gus nods. “Everybody.” 
 
      
 
    “He meeting with someone?” 
 
      
 
    “Nah, he’s in one of his moods. He’s been drinking steady since this afternoon,” Fingers says. 
 
      
 
    “Something going on?” Eddie asks. His palms are starting to sweat. 
 
      
 
    “He keeps yelling about being tossed to the curb, all used up, over the hill kinda stuff. Don’t make much sense, but hey, it’s Mickey.” Gus shrugs. 
 
      
 
    Eddie considers. Mickey must know about my power play. How’d he find out? I’ve been so careful. Christ, what if he’s found out about the Lanzetta deal with the drugs? I’d better lay low for a while. And I’d better get those Bailey schmucks on this. No way I’m taking a backseat anymore. I gotta act on this quick. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 57 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The Club Room at the Ritz is a masculine oasis: dark wood paneling; small lamps on every table casting a discrete glow; silent waiters refreshing drinks and emptying ashtrays; a piano man in the corner setting the mood.  
 
      
 
    Mickey had asked Henry to meet him here. He knew he couldn’t have him to the house anymore. The warehouse wasn’t the right place either. He didn’t think Henry would be comfortable upstairs in the suite—not wanting the bloody hallway memories to color their conversation. The Club Room was perfect. 
 
      
 
    Mickey is glad he’s arrived before Henry; prefers to sit with his back to the wall. The paranoia is starting to creep back, but hey, is it paranoia if they’re really out to get ya? He looks up through hooded eyes, watching Henry cross the room to the bar. The bartender hands Henry a cold soda water and lemon, which he brings to the table. He sits. 
 
      
 
    “Thanks for coming by, Henry. Things have been upside down lately, and I didn’t want to go by the house.” 
 
      
 
    Henry nods. Edith’s told him all about the split.  
 
      
 
    “How are things, Mickey?” 
 
      
 
    “Not great. What can I say? I’m a schmuck.” 
 
      
 
    “Won’t get an argument from me,” Henry says, tipping his glass at Mickey. 
 
      
 
    “How’s your gal? She must be getting close.” 
 
      
 
    Henry smiles, his face soft. “Sadie’s good. The baby’s due in August, so we still have a couple of weeks.” 
 
      
 
    “She feeling good?” 
 
      
 
    “Yup. Why’d you ask me here, Mickey?” 
 
      
 
    “Just thought maybe we could shoot the breeze for old time’s sake. You know.” 
 
      
 
    “How are you feeling?” 
 
      
 
    “God, I hate it when people ask me that. I feel fine.” Mickey’s clenched hands don’t reassure Henry. He knows the signs. 
 
      
 
    There’s an awkward silence. Neither man is much for small talk.  
 
      
 
    “How’s business? You busy out at the brewery?” Mickey asks, taking a sip of his whiskey. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, pretty steady. So far, business is good. Hope this whole downturn doesn’t last much longer, though.” 
 
      
 
    Both men nod. 
 
      
 
    “Say, you hiring?” Mickey asks. 
 
      
 
    “Ha. You looking?” 
 
      
 
    Mickey smiles at the jest. “You remember that kid, Tom Barnes? Maggie’s kid?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, sure. I know Tommy. He’s around sometimes when I pick Sadie up on her days off.” 
 
      
 
    “Edith let it drop that he was looking to earn some dough for the summer. And you know what it’s like. There’s no work. Maybe you got a spot at the brewery? He’s a hard worker. Smart kid. He’s a straight arrow. You two should get along fine.” 
 
      
 
    “Why don’t you find him something?” 
 
      
 
    “Ah, his ma’s in a twist about me and what I do. But you’re more legit. I’m sure that she’d be okay with him working for you.” 
 
      
 
    “Sure. I could find a spot for him. He got a way to get out to Camden every day?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah sure. I’ll loan him a set of wheels and make sure Maggie don’t find out.” 
 
      
 
    “Then tell him to come by the brewery on Monday and we’ll set him up. Won’t be anything special, tho’.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s great, Henry. Thanks. He’s a good kid.” 
 
      
 
    “Maggie’s doing right by Sadie. I owe her,” Henry says. 
 
      
 
    Silence. 
 
      
 
    “How’s Edith? You see her much?” Mickey asks. 
 
      
 
    “Some. She’s doing good.” 
 
      
 
    “No doubt. Cats always land on their feet. Next time you see her, tell her I said ‘hi’,” Mickey says. 
 
      
 
    “Sure. Look Mickey, I think I’d better go. I promised Sadie I’d pick her up and take her for a spin. If Tommy’s there, I could mention the thing about the job. That way Maggie doesn’t need to know that you’re involved.” 
 
      
 
    “Sure thing, Henry. That’ll be great. Let’s try and get together for some pool sometime.” 
 
      
 
    “Sure, Mick. I’ll call ya.” 
 
      
 
    Henry stands and turns to go.  
 
      
 
    “Henry?” Mickey says. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, Mickey?” 
 
      
 
    “Would you ever consider coming back?” 
 
      
 
    “No. No, I wouldn’t.” Henry puts on his hat and turns to walk away. He takes a step, and then turns back to Mickey. 
 
      
 
    “Hey Mickey, watch yourself. The Baileys are out, and I saw them watching your house.” 
 
      
 
    “Thanks for the heads up.” 
 
      
 
    “Sure, no problem. ‘Bye, Mickey.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey watches Henry’s retreating back. Seems everybody’s walking away from me these days. Their loss. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 58 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   W hile the Ritz is a swell place to hang his hat at night, Mickey feels the need to return to his roots during the day. The old brick warehouse down near the tracks will always be home for him. When he was starting out, Edith had found the place and made the arrangements, and it’s her connection to the place and those early bootlegging days that draw him back now. Them were the days, all right, when a fast car and a ton of moxie were all you needed to be successful. Well, all that and a trunk full of illegal booze.  
 
      
 
    Mickey’s sitting at the long table in the middle of the warehouse. His feet are propped up on the table and he’s reading the paper. Around him, men are bottling booze, getting the trucks ready for delivery. The sounds are like a soothing lullaby to Mickey’s ears. 
 
      
 
    The warehouse door opens and Leo and Ignatius Lanzetta walk in, closely followed by Gus who has the barrel of his gun trained on their backs. Immediately, the room’s on high alert. Hands are reaching for weapons. The Lanzettas raise their hands and keep walking. 
 
      
 
    “We just wanna talk to Mickey,” Leo says. 
 
      
 
    Mickey looks up from his paper. “You hear something, Fingers?” 
 
      
 
    “Naw, couple of dogs barking maybe.” 
 
      
 
    “Yuck, yuck, yuck.” The Lanzettas wait by the table for an invitation to sit. Mickey swings his feet off and folds his paper. Leo puts his hand on the back of a chair, hesitating. “Just parlay, Mickey. We need to clear up some business with you.” 
 
      
 
    “Business? Now what business would I have with the likes of you?” Mickey leans back in his chair. 
 
      
 
    “You gonna ask us to sit, or what?” Ignatius demands. Leo puts a hand on his arm. 
 
      
 
    Mickey regards the two Lanzettas, then nods. 
 
      
 
    The Lanzettas sit. None of the rest of the men in the room relax. They move closer, not crowding the table, but easily seen. Alert. 
 
      
 
    “It’s about the first shipment. We wanna know how you wanna handle it. We tried finding your man, Regan, but he’s been scarce these past few days.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m at a loss, boys. I have no idea what you’re talking about.” 
 
      
 
    “The shipment for the weekend. Regan said you wanted it by Friday, and we gotta know where to deliver, and how you want to handle payment.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey shakes his head. “You’ve been into the product, boys. I don’t run drugs through this outfit. Never have, never will.” 
 
      
 
    “I told you Regan was blowing smoke,” hissed Iggy. He thrusts back his chair and stands. Around the room, guns are drawn. Leo stays seated. 
 
      
 
    “Appears so,” Mickey says. 
 
      
 
    The silence stretches tautly.  
 
      
 
    Leo stands. “I guess we made a mistake, Mickey. We’ll be on our way.” The two men leave, watched by dozens of eyes. The room stays on alert until after the door is closed. Gus walks over and checks. “They’re driving away,” Gus says, watching from the open door. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Fingers leans forward. “What was all that about, Mickey?” 
 
      
 
    “Damned if I know. You know anything about Regan talking to the Lanzettas about running drugs?” 
 
      
 
    Back at the table, Gus shakes his head, but Porter Carter steps up. “I know something, Mickey.” 
 
      
 
    “What do you know, Porter?” 
 
      
 
    “Sometimes I drive Eddie. A couple of times we went to meet the Lanzettas. Eddie says that you were wanting to expand the business. Said you knew all about it,” Porter says. 
 
      
 
    “Christ. Will somebody tell me straight? Know all about what?” Mickey shouts. 
 
      
 
    “Working with the Lanzettas to sell drugs through the speakeasies. That’s the deal that Eddie was setting up,” Porter says, hands in front of him and taking a step back. 
 
      
 
    Mickey thrusts himself away from the table. Standing, his chair toppling backwards. “That bastard. I’ll kill him,” Mickey roars. “We do not sell drugs. Period.” He glares around the room. “Everyone understand?” There’s some low murmuring and feet shuffling. He shouts louder. “Anybody here got a problem with that?”  
 
      
 
    “No, Boss.” 
 
      
 
    “Good.” He grabs his chair and rights it, sits, and looks to Fingers. “You and Gus, find me Regan.” The two men turn to leave. Mickey slams his fist onto the table and roars, “And get me a drink!” 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    The folks at the grungy speakeasy next to the Bailey’s rooming house recognize Eddie, Frankie, and James as regulars. They don’t need to order. The bartender just follows Eddie to the table and brings over their usuals. 
 
      
 
    “He’s on to me.” Eddie slides into the booth where the Bailey brothers are waiting. 
 
      
 
    “What?” 
 
      
 
    “Duffy. He’s on to me. I gotta lay low for a while. You guys still have the hotel key?” 
 
      
 
    Frankie taps his pocket. 
 
      
 
    “Then I think we gotta do it now. I’m not going to be able to tell you when he’s in the suite, so you’re going to have to watch the hotel. Can you do that?” 
 
      
 
    “Sure. No problem. There’s a café across the street, if it’s still open. We can watch from there. Who’s driving him?” 
 
      
 
    “Probably Gus or Fingers.” 
 
      
 
    “Okay. We know ‘em. Where can we find you when it’s done?” 
 
      
 
    “Not sure. I’ll let you know later today where I’m at.” 
 
      
 
    Eddie slides out. “We good here?” 
 
      
 
    The Baileys look at each other and smile. “Sure. We’re good.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 59 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   S tanding in her front hall, Maggie bounces from one foot to the other, the telephone crushed to her ear. “Come on. Come on, Henry, pick up.” 
 
      
 
    The front door is wide open. “Maggie, we gotta go.” Dick and Archie are guiding Sadie down the front steps. Tommy is trailing behind with her small bag. Sadie stops and moans. “Now, Maggie. We gotta go now,” Dick cries. 
 
      
 
    Henry picks up the telephone. “Henry, it’s Maggie. It’s time! Meet us at Mt. Sinai.” Maggie slams down the phone, bangs the front door shut, and runs to the car.  
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry, sir, only fathers are allowed past this desk. Now, go sit down.” 
 
      
 
    “But I am the father.” Henry slams his hands down on the counter. 
 
      
 
    The nurse taps her clipboard. “I have her registered as ‘Miss’ Sadie Bloom. Now, go. Sit. Down.” Each word is punctuated with a jab of her pencil. 
 
      
 
    Maggie comes around the corner. “Henry, thank goodness you got here. They just took her in.” 
 
      
 
    “They won’t let me in, Maggie. They won’t let me see Sadie.” 
 
      
 
    “I said, fathers only beyond this desk.” The nurse points to the sign above her head. 
 
      
 
    “Come. Sit down here with me. The doctor told me that he’d let me know as soon as the baby is born.” 
 
      
 
    Henry paces. Maggie flips through magazines. The hands of the clock inch forward. 
 
      
 
    “What’s taking so long? Does it always take this long?” Henry is pacing back and forth, never taking his eyes off the double doors beside the desk. 
 
      
 
    “Henry, relax.” She glances at the clock behind the desk. “It could be hours yet. First babies can be slow,” Maggie answers, trying to sooth him. 
 
      
 
    Maggie gets up to phone home and let the boys know how things are going. 
 
      
 
    She’s just back in the waiting room when the wide double doors swing open and a doctor comes out, pulling down his mask. 
 
      
 
    “Mrs. Barnes? I’m Dr. Weiss. Miss Bloom just delivered a healthy baby boy.” Henry grabs his arm, his face beatific.  
 
      
 
    “A boy? I have a son?” 
 
      
 
    “You’re the father? Henry? She’s been calling for you. Come with me.” The doctor takes Henry’s elbow and ushers him through the double doors. 
 
      
 
    “Doctor. He’s not—” the nurse calls after him. 
 
      
 
    Maggie, all smiles, hurries to telephone everyone. Good news should be shared. 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    “Isn’t he the most handsome thing?” Sadie says, smiling at the tiny, red face. Henry looks stupefied with joy, and can’t stop grinning. 
 
      
 
    “Absolutely precious. And a boy. See, I told you.” Maggie has sneaked past the empty counter to take a peek at the baby.  
 
      
 
    Frank is with her, drawn by the momentous occasion. “I take it that, with him in her arms, she’s decided against adoption,” he says for Maggie’s ears alone. 
 
      
 
    Sadie shudders. It’s as if she can hear Frank’s words. “No one is going to take my baby.” 
 
      
 
    Henry leans down and kisses her forehead. “Hush, sweetie. Nobody is doing that.” 
 
      
 
    “What’s his name?” Maggie asks. 
 
      
 
    “Henry. Henry Junior. We’re going to call him Harry,” Henry says, beaming. 
 
      
 
    Maggie smiles at Henry. “I can only stay a few minutes, or the dragon lady at the front desk will hunt me down. How are you feeling, Sadie?” 
 
      
 
    “Fabulous. Exhausted. So very happy, Maggie.” She reaches out and squeezes Maggie’s hand. 
 
      
 
    “I hope it’s okay with you that Sadie not come back to stay with you, Maggie,” says Henry. “When Sadie and Harry are ready to be discharged, they’re going to come home with me.” 
 
      
 
    “Tell her.” Sadie coaxes Henry. 
 
      
 
    “I’m converting. Sadie and I are getting married. Harry will have two parents.” 
 
      
 
    “Converting? Congratulations to you both,” Maggie says. “Mazel tov?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, mazel tov. We’re joining Keneseth Israel Synagogue. The Rabbi has agreed.” 
 
      
 
    “And the Rabbi has also agreed to come with us to talk to my parents,” says Sadie. 
 
      
 
    “It sounds perfect. Congratulations again. I’m so happy everything worked out.” 
 
      
 
    “Maggie, look,” Frank says, pointing to the baby. 
 
      
 
    Henry Junior’s eyes are open and are staring at Frank. The baby smiles. 
 
      
 
    “He’s smiling at me,” he says to Maggie, a huge smile on his face. 
 
      
 
    “Look, Harry is smiling,” Henry says. 
 
      
 
    “No it’s too soon. Babies don’t smile until they’re two months old. It’s just gas,” Sadie says. “You’re just a gassy ol’ baby boy, aren’t you, sweetums?” 
 
      
 
    Frank reaches out and waves his fingers in front of the baby’s face. The baby keeps smiling at his fingers. 
 
      
 
    “Are you sure? He looks like he’s smiling,” Henry says. 
 
      
 
    Maggie leans over and kisses the top of Harry’s downy head. “Maybe he’s looking at an angel.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 60 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   T he dog days of August—still enough sun that she needn’t turn on her car headlights, even though she’s home late. Edith pulls into the driveway and starts hauling her packages out of the back seat of the car. She’d been shopping for baby things for Sadie, and found some must-have can’t-live-without items for herself. Afterwards, she’d treated herself to a lovely dinner, alone. I’ll start being frugal tomorrow. 
 
      
 
    Burdened with packages, she approaches the front door of the house and stops. It’s open, the glass panel next to the door shattered. She puts her packages down and looks around. Should I wait and get Henry? Stepping over the glass, she enters cautiously. Is it the Baileys? She peers forward toward the kitchen and into the living room. Nothing. A few pillows disturbed, but otherwise untouched. Robbers? She hears a noise upstairs. She grabs the umbrella by the door and hefts it. She puts it back, instead picking up a walking stick Mickey had used after he’d come home from the hospital. Better. 
 
      
 
    Carefully, quietly, she creeps up the staircase, pausing and listening every few steps. She can hear that someone is there. Standing at the top of the stairs, walking stick ready, she goes forward. Sounds are  coming from her bedroom. Inching down the hall, heart pounding, she pauses in front of the door. Muffled noises. She listens closely. Moans? 
 
      
 
    That bastard. She raises the walking stick and flings open her bedroom door. 
 
      
 
    There, in her bed, Mickey is busy with some dame, an empty bottle of whiskey lying on the floor.  
 
      
 
    “You bastard,” she screams, bringing the walking stick down on Mickey’s back again and again. The woman screams and tries to roll away. Mickey half turns, “What the…” Edith takes another swing, narrowly missing his head, and smashes the stick against his shoulder. 
 
      
 
    “Oww, you bitch. Stop.” He holds up his hand and grabs the stick, wrenching it out of Edith’s hand. Edith launches herself at Mickey, her fingers racking his face, shouting abuse. The woman scrambles out of the way, screaming while she grabs the clothes on the floor to cover herself. 
 
      
 
    Mickey slaps Edith, who starts pounding him. Both are yelling. The woman takes the clothing and dashes from the room. 
 
      
 
    Mickey’s got hold of both of Edith’s hands. The two glare at each other, panting.  
 
      
 
    “How could you?” she cries. 
 
      
 
    “My house. This is my house,” he says, glaring back. “I can do what I want in my own house.” 
 
      
 
    “This is my house. Get out!” Edith is screaming. Mickey twists, and throws her off the bed.  
 
      
 
    “This is my house. I pay for it,” Mickey yells back. He grabs his clothes that have been scattered across the floor. 
 
      
 
    “You bastard. Get out,” Edith screams again, crouched on the floor. 
 
      
 
    Pants on, and pushing his arms into the sleeves of his shirt, he retreats from her. “I’ll do what I want, when I want, with whoever I want. And you can’t stop me.”  
 
      
 
    Edith gropes behind her to find something to throw. The whiskey bottle.  
 
      
 
    Mickey makes for the door. 
 
      
 
    The bottle smashes against the doorframe, inches from his head.  
 
      
 
    “You bastard, I’ll kill you for this,” Edith screams, as he heads down the stairs and out the door. 
 
      
 
   


  
 


 Chapter 61 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   M aggie is holding the telephone away from her ear. Frank, sitting in the other room, can hear the the sobbing, if not the words. Edith is hysterical. Maggie can barely make out what has happened.  
 
      
 
    “Come here, Edith, so you’ll be safe,” Maggie says. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll not let that bastard chase me out of my own home,” Edith sobs. 
 
      
 
    Back and forth they go before Edith abruptly hangs up. Maggie puts down the telephone. She turns to Frank who has been waiting to resume their evening report. 
 
      
 
    “Inspector, can you find Mickey? I’ve got to go over to Edith’s. She’s beside herself. Apparently, he broke in, with a woman, and Edith found them upstairs in her bedroom.” 
 
      
 
    “That cad. I knew that his mind was slipping, but this is beyond the pale. It’s good that you go. She needs someone to comfort her.” 
 
      
 
    “No, you misunderstand me. You don’t know Edith. She’s not looking for a knight, she’s looking for a sword.” 
 
      
 
    “What?” Frank asks, startled. 
 
      
 
    “She’s out for revenge, and I want to make sure she stays put and doesn’t do anything stupid,” Maggie says, reaching for her handbag. 
 
      
 
    “Of course. I’ll go find Mickey. I’ll go to the Ritz first. If he’s there, what do you want me to do?” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know, but he sounds crazy enough to do something stupid like shoot somebody again. We should at least watch him.” 
 
      
 
    “Do you want to call Joe?” 
 
      
 
    “Find Mickey first, then we can decide.” 
 
      
 
    “When I find him, I’ll let you know.” 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    Frank discovers Mickey in his hotel suite. The door is wide open, and there are no guards in the hallway. Did he send them away? Did they run away? Frank can hear yelling and crashing from inside the suite. He’s raving. I’ve never seen him so bad. Maggie is right to be concerned. Frank goes inside, automatically ducking when a bottle from the liquor cart goes flying past his head and smashes against the wall.  
 
      
 
    Mickey’s striding around the hotel room, screaming Polish curses, throwing lamps, and tossing tables. The place is littered with empty whiskey bottles. A forgotten cigar smoulders in the ashtray. 
 
      
 
    There’s a tentative knock at the open doorway by a hotel staff person. “Mr. Duffy, sir? We’re getting complaints, sir.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey whirls, gun drawn, and the staff person runs away. He doubles over, laughing. He slams the door, attempting to holster the gun, but it falls to the floor. He bends to pick it up—keeps missing as his dangling hand sweeps the floor. Frustrated, Mickey kicks the gun away. 
 
      
 
    Standing in the middle of the dark room, chest heaving, Mickey squints, attempting to survey the mayhem. “What the hell happened in here?” He scratches his head. “Not good, pal. Not good at all.” He sinks to the couch. “Somebody turn on a light, will ya?” he shouts into the darkness. “What if Edith’s right?” he says, running his hand over his head. “Maybe I do need those damn drops.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey gets up and, flicking on the overhead light in the bedroom, rummages through the dresser drawers. Cursing, he slams them shut, and marches into the bathroom. “What if I’m crazy? Maybe I got the same thing that Capone’s got. He went nuts. Where are those drops?” 
 
      
 
    Finding them in the medicine cabinet above the sink, he opens the chloral hydrate bottle and fills the eye dropper. Closing his eyes, he squeezes a few drops onto his tongue, and swallows. Then he waits a few minutes. “I don’t feel a thing. It’s pretty bad. Maybe I should take more? Fix me up faster.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey tips the half-empty bottle into his mouth and drains it. Leaning forward, he clutches the sink, staring at his reflection. He can feel the medicine hit his stomach. He gags and swallows. “That’s got a kick to it,” he mutters. Blinking, he shakes his head, trying to clear it.  
 
      
 
    Frank moves toward the open bathroom door, curious. Mickey looks up, startled. He’s staring right at Frank. 
 
      
 
    “Who the hell are you?” Mickey snarls. 
 
      
 
    Frank freezes.  
 
      
 
    “You heard me. Who are you and how did you get in here?” Mickey turns around, glaring. He’s pawing at the empty shoulder holster he’s wearing. 
 
      
 
    Frank takes a deep breath. Play along. “You let me in.” How is this happening? 
 
      
 
    Mickey stops and stares. “I did?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, I’m Frank, and you invited me up here. You let me in.” 
 
      
 
    “I did? I musta forgot. Wanna drink, Frank?” 
 
      
 
    “Sure.” Is Mickey hallucinating? Am I hallucinating? Can he really see me? Is it the drops? 
 
      
 
    “Well, plant yourself over there,” Mickey says, gesturing to the couch. The lights from the bathroom and bedroom cast shadows around the main room of the suite. Outside, the bright marquee lights on Broad shine brightly in the window.  
 
      
 
    “Whiskey?” he asks Frank, holding up the bottle. “Sorry it’s so dark in here, Frank. I guess I broke the lamp,” Mickey says, shrugging.  
 
      
 
    Frank nods and sits. “That’s okay, Mickey. I can see you just fine.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey turns and makes his way through the long shadows to the couch with the liquor bottle and two glasses. He takes a step and sways. He takes another step, staggering. 
 
      
 
    “Whoa. I don’t feel so good, Frank. Kinda woozy.” Mickey’s eyes roll to the top of his head and he falls to his knees, and then face forward onto the floor. Still clutching bottle and glasses, he’s caught in the yellow spotlight from the bathroom. 
 
      
 
    Frank gets up and comes over. “Mickey? Shall I call someone?” 
 
      
 
    “Nah, just let me lie here for a bit. Kinda dizzy. Musta had too much to drink. Who are you again?” Mickey asks, letting go of the glasses and bottle and rolling over onto his back. “Whoa. My head’s spinning.” 
 
      
 
    Frank groans as he sits down on the floor beside him. Not an easy thing for an older gentleman to do. 
 
      
 
    “I’m Frank. Frank Geyer. You know me, Mickey.” 
 
      
 
    “I do?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes. I believe we’re related. On your mother’s side.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh.” Mickey blinks, trying to focus. “My ma’s dead.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes. I know.” 
 
      
 
    “You here to vis’ me?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, I think I am.” 
 
      
 
    “Thash nice.” Mickey says. His eyes roll back in his head. He coughs and squints, trying to focus on Frank. 
 
      
 
    “I think I need to get you some help, Mickey.” 
 
      
 
    “No. Don’t go. I’m cold, Frank. Can you give me a hand? Get me into bed?” Mickey’s limp hand flutters toward the bedroom door. 
 
      
 
    “I wish I could, Mickey.” 
 
      
 
    “Ha. You old codger. Too old to lif’ me?” Mickey tries to laugh, but triggers more coughing. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, I am.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey lies there, eyes closed, breathing shallowly. He opens his eyes, looking at Frank again. 
 
      
 
    “My ma always hated that I turn’ out this way... She tell you that?” 
 
      
 
    “No, she didn’t. But mothers forgive a lot. You need to tell her how sorry you are.” 
 
      
 
    “Too late for me…to do that… She’s gone.” 
 
      
 
    “It’s never too late, Mickey. My brother was a lot like you. And he made our mother cry, too. Now he’ll get a chance to make amends.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, thash good… Gray’s Ferry not eashy place…to grow up. …Made bad choices. …Not a lot options. You ever been to Gray’s Ferry, Frank?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes. I grew up close to there. My brother is buried there.” 
 
      
 
    “In Bandits’? Ha, cough, you don’t look like bandit.” Mickey peers up at Frank. “You look like cop.”  
 
      
 
    “Not anymore. Those days are done.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey closes his eyes. “I know cops like tha’.” Cough. Cough.  
 
      
 
    “Try to breathe, Mickey.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey coughs and sighs. “Somethin’ wrong with me, Frank. …I don’t feel so good.” 
 
      
 
    “You took too much chloral hydrate, Mickey.” 
 
      
 
    “Edith wants me to take med’cin. Only way she’ll let me come back. Mad at me.” 
 
      
 
    “So I understand.” 
 
      
 
    Cough. Cough. Mickey struggles for breath. “Didn’t do right by Edith. I need to tell her sorry.” 
 
      
 
    “It’s all right, son.” 
 
      
 
    “She believed in me. Need her. Still love her, you know. Cough. Cough. Always will.” Mickey’s hand flops onto his chest. “Can’t breathe so good, Frank.” 
 
      
 
    “I know, Mickey. Shush now.” 
 
      
 
    “Let everybody down. What a jerk. Didn’t do right by Henry, neither. Like a brother. Deserved better. Glad to know he’s out. Cough. And safe.”  
 
      
 
    “Just breathe, Mickey. Just breathe.” 
 
      
 
    The door opens and Frank looks up. A silhouette in the doorway. What?  
 
      
 
    Instinct. “Mickey! No!” Frank throws himself over Mickey, covering his body with his own, trying to shield him. 
 
      
 
    “Frank?” Mickey’s voice is muffled against Frank’s chest. 
 
      
 
    With Frank’s body covering Mickey’s, the shooter fires into Mickey’s chest. Mickey jerks. The shooter turns and flees. 
 
      
 
    After the noise of the gunshot, the room’s silence is immense. It echoes. 
 
      
 
    Frank can feel a warm stickiness spread beneath him. He lifts himself off Mickey and kneels. 
 
      
 
    “Mickey? Can you hear me, son?” Frank asks, leaning close to Mickey’s face. 
 
      
 
    Mickey’s hand gropes, reaching for Frank’s. He grabs it. Sitting back, Frank looks at their two clasped hands with wonder.  
 
      
 
    Mickey coughs, and a small trail of blood dribbles from his mouth. “Hurts.” He lays silent, eyes closed, the blood pumping from his chest. “Frank? You still here, Frank?” Blood burbles out of Mickey’s mouth. He chokes. “Don’ go, Frank. Don’ go.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m right here, son. You’re not alone. I’m here.” Frank holds tight to Mickey’s hand. He can feel it tremble. 
 
      
 
    “Lost. Somewhere along the way. I got lost, Frank. ‘Fraid. Don’ wan’ to be alone.” 
 
      
 
    “Not to worry, son. I’m here. I’ll show you the way.” Frank gives Mickey’s shoulder a pat, holding his hand tightly. He feels Mickey squeeze back. Frank grips Mickeys hand harder.  
 
      
 
    The blood slows. Minutes pass. Time suspended.  
 
      
 
    Mickey opens his eyes. Panicked, he searches Frank’s face. In it, he finds what he is looking for, and smiles. He relaxes his grip. With one final sigh, Mickey closes his eyes again and is still. 
 
      
 
    Looking down on the now peaceful face of his great-great-grandson, Frank is filled with tremendous awareness, with awe. Now it is Frank’s hand that trembles as he grips Mickey’s harder, hanging on.  
 
      
 
    I can’t leave yet. I won’t. I have to say goodbye to Maggie. 
 
      
 
    In time, Frank releases Mickey’s hand, no longer needing the anchor. He sits on Mickey’s couch, waiting. He watches the hotel staff discover the body. The police arrive. The medics arrive, too late. There’s a flurry of activity that he views as if underwater. The images distorted, the sound garbled. 
 
      
 
    Ironic, is it not? Me, having spent a century trying to unveil the truth, will spend my last remaining time here disguising it. Yes, I could tell Maggie what happened tonight, but to what purpose?  
 
      
 
    Deliverer of justice; after all these years, I can surrender that role. It’s said that judgement should not be meted out without compassion.  And what is compassion but understanding, empathy?  
 
      
 
    Frank’s vision begins to clear. 
 
      
 
    Maggie, my dear, darling Maggie.  
 
      
 
    I think I have earned the right to trust my instincts. The only judgement I will make tonight, this one last time, is the one my heart tells me to make; it has not betrayed me yet. I have no doubt that justice will eventually be dispatched, but not by me, nor by her. My last gift to Maggie will be to spare her the burden that knowledge brings. She can never know the truth of what happened here tonight.  
 
      
 
    Frank stands, head bowed, as the medics load Mickey’s body onto the gurney and wheel him out of the suite. I should have asked him to pass along my regards to Billy. Ah well, I’ll soon have the opportunity to do that in person. 
 
      
 
    A ghost of a smile flickers on Frank’s face. How apropos. Wasn’t it Philadelphia’s great thinker, Ben Franklin himself, that said three people may keep a secret, but only if two of them are dead? 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 62 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   F rank finds Maggie at home. She’s sitting alone in the dark living room, her handkerchief wadded in her hand. 
 
      
 
    “Maggie, Mickey’s gone,” Frank says gently. 
 
      
 
    Eyes red from weeping, she nods. “I was with Edith when the police called.” 
 
      
 
    “You were?” Frank asks, surprised. 
 
      
 
    “When I first got to her house, she was just tearing out of the driveway. I tried to follow in my car, but I couldn’t catch her. I didn’t know what to do, so I went back to her house. Her front door was wide open, Inspector. I just sat in her living room and waited. I knew she would come back.” 
 
      
 
    “And did she?”  
 
      
 
    “Yes, she was back within the hour.” 
 
      
 
    “Really. An hour? Are you sure?” Frank asks. Old habits die hard. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, I’m pretty sure it was an hour.” Maggie pauses, thinking. “Okay, maybe it was longer. What are you on about, Inspector? There I was, frantic with worry, and she roars up the driveway the same way she left. She stumbled into the house, a fresh bottle of gin tucked under her arm. Still terribly upset. Well, we both were. The police called shortly after she returned.”  
 
      
 
    Maggie dabs at her tears, sniffing. “Poor Mickey. Were you there with him?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes. I was there.” 
 
      
 
    “Did he see you? At the end, I mean?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes. He wasn’t alone when he died.” 
 
      
 
    “Good. He wasn’t all bad. There was good there. Oh,” Maggie says, eyes wide, “I shall have to tell Tommy. This will hit him hard. Tommy adored Mickey.” 
 
      
 
    “Poor, lad. Another funeral,” Frank says with sadness. 
 
      
 
    “I remember the day Mickey and I stole your badge. He was like a kid in a candy store, so excited with the caper.” Maggie’s tears flow harder. “He didn’t deserve to die like that.” 
 
      
 
    “The end was always there, in the beginning,” Frank says, quietly. 
 
      
 
    “Is that one of your Bonaparte quotes?” 
 
      
 
    “No. A contemporary of yours, my dear.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie shakes her head. “No matter. Did you see who did it?” 
 
      
 
    Frank hesitates. “No.” 
 
      
 
    “They’ve already picked up the Baileys for questioning. I should have known. Just out of jail and the first thing they do is gun down Mickey.” 
 
      
 
    “Did they confess?” 
 
      
 
    “Rats like that? To the actual shooting? No, but Joe called and said that they confessed Eddie Regan had paid them to do it. Claimed that they didn’t have time to get the job done, but I know they did it. Edith saw them hanging around the house. According to Joe, the police are going to pick Eddie up as soon as they find him. Something about working for the Lanzettas. Maybe it was a mob hit? Over territory?” 
 
      
 
    “Maggie, I have something to tell you.” 
 
      
 
    “About Mickey?” 
 
      
 
    “In a way. More about me, though.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie sniffs, dabs at her tears, and looks up at him. He crosses to her and crouches in front of her. 
 
      
 
    “My dear, I’ve come to say goodbye.” 
 
      
 
    “So soon? Well, all right. Tomorrow we can talk about the Lanzetta brothers. Obviously they’ve grown into significant players in the city. We should look into them.” 
 
      
 
    “No, Maggie,” Frank says, gently. “I mean… goodbye.” 
 
      
 
    “Inspector?” 
 
      
 
    “I can feel the pull, Maggie. It’s time. I’ve held it off in order to speak with you one last time, but I really must be going, soon,” Frank says, his eyes searching her face. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t understand, Inspector. Has something happened?” 
 
      
 
    Rising, Frank goes over and sits in his chair, one last time. “We’ve speculated regarding the reason why I’m here in Philadelphia, a specter haunting a city. Unknowingly, we’ve been circling my ‘purpose’ for some time now.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie looks at him, realization dawning on her face. “Your purpose had something to do with Mickey?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, my dear. Mickey Duffy. He’s been at the center of everything we’ve done. From the first occasion that brought us together over young Oskar’s death, every action taken has pulled us closer to this moment.” 
 
      
 
    “We’ve been circling? Wait, you’re going-going?” Maggie clutches the arms of her chair. “No, you can’t go.” 
 
      
 
    “Listen to me, Maggie. I’ve not much time. It’s important that you understand—to know why I was here. The relationship you developed with Mickey was an element; your friendship with Edith was another; Delores and her revenge quest; the return of the badge; the affection he felt for Tommy like a younger brother or a son; our discovery of Bandit’s Cemetery; the connection between my brother and Mickey. Each has added to the centrifugal force that has been pulling us closer to this end.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie is not listening. “But Inspector, I don’t want you to go.” 
 
      
 
    Frank smiles at her. I’m going to miss her so much. “Unfortunately, you don’t have a say in the matter, my dear. But I’m ready. Remember that my wife, Mary, is waiting for me. So is my daughter. And Mickey, for that matter. I’m sure he and Billy have already found each other, and are arm in arm over wild tales and whiskies.” 
 
      
 
    “I like the sound of that. Or maybe not? One Duffy bandit was plenty for me. What will it be like when there’re two of them?” Maggie says. 
 
      
 
    “When Mickey showed us Bandits’ Cemetery, I was so certain it was about Billy, but it wasn’t. Mickey. Now I realize it’s always been about Mickey. He needed some help, at the end. But I was able to show him the way home. The two bandits in the Geyer family tree are at peace,” says Frank. 
 
      
 
    Maggie smiles at the thought of Mickey and Billy. “I’ll miss you, Inspector. You’ve been a good friend.” 
 
      
 
    “And I you. The years haven’t exactly been halcyon, my dear, have they?” 
 
      
 
    “What will I do without you? I don’t want it to end like this. I’m not ready to say goodbye.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, pish-posh, Maggie. You and Ron have a business to build, and Tommy is off to college in a few years. One day, he’ll come home with a girl on his arm and you’ll have grandchildren to cherish. Someday, we will meet again. I’ll watch for you so you can tell me how it all turns out: the bootleggers and the corruption, Philly herself. Promise me that you’ll remember it all.” 
 
      
 
    “I will, Inspector. I promise. Every last thing. I won’t forget.” Maggie chokes back a sob. “I don’t think I can say goodbye to you.” She looks deeply at him. “There are too many memories. Can I say ‘I’ll see you soon’ instead?” 
 
      
 
    “Not soon. Hopefully not soon. I’ll see you ‘someday’. Remember, my dear Margaret, Peggy, Maggie, the pain of parting will be nothing compared to the joy of meeting again.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie steps forward as if to touch him on the hand. “That is a lovely way to end it then,” she says.  
 
      
 
    And Frank slowly fades away.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 63 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   A h, Philly. Those glad-rags she wore in the Twenties are a little tattered and worse for wear now. But heck, time passes. Whether good times or bad, there’s always another day. You can’t stop time. Nothing’s ever gained looking backward. Heck, what happened happened. You gotta look forward and move on. Like the hands of time.  
 
      
 
    Tick tock… 
 
      
 
      
 
    Tick… 
 
    Mickey Duffy, dead. Love him or hate him, for better or worse, he was King of the Bootleggers and a Prince of the city. Thousands of people lined the street to pay their respects the day they buried him.  
 
    …Tock 
 
      
 
      
 
    Tick… 
 
    Maggie asks Edith for Mickey’s gun and shoulder holster, and a bottle of whiskey—she buries them in Bandits’ Cemetery. Half way down and deep. Where bandits buried their brothers-in-arms. It seemed fitting somehow. She wished that the Inspector could have shared the moment; maybe he did.  
 
    … Tock 
 
      
 
      
 
    Tick… 
 
    Maggie and Ron, posing in front of the cameras, cutting the ribbon to open McNeely and McNeely, with Ron sweeping her up to carry her across the threshold.  
 
    … Tock. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Tick… 
 
    Tommy, no, Tom. Off to college and then the rest of his life: confident enough to hold his own with bootleggers, smart enough to hold his own with the boys at Boys’ Central High School. The challenges of his future so different than his past—or maybe not. All for one: a war to fight. A business to build. A woman to love.  
 
    ….Tock 
 
      
 
      
 
    Tick… 
 
    Joe Kelly, finding his footing with the Feds and the Treasury Agents: recruited. A freshly minted special agent just in time to take on the mob in AC. Finally, honor, integrity, service; a mission he can believe in.  
 
    ….Tock 
 
      
 
      
 
    Tick… 
 
    Jimmy, his quick wit gets him out of scrapes, but he’s not so quick that he can outrun the Lanzettas. In the wrong place at the wrong time.  
 
    ….Tock 
 
      
 
      
 
    Tick… 
 
    Archie Mansfield. Standing in front of another generation of math students. Back in his rooming house, he feeds a blank piece of paper into the typewriter, his scrapbooks spread out on his bed. Chapter One, he types. Philadelphia has not yet lost its soul.  
 
    ….Tock 
 
      
 
      
 
    Tick…. 
 
    Dick Beamish, ace reporter. The lure of bigger stories. The New York Times, the Washington Post. A Pulitzer sitting on his desk, anchoring his notes. A curious man, with a notebook and a camera, can go far.  
 
    ….Tock 
 
      
 
      
 
    Tick…. 
 
    Henry and Sadie under the canopy. Henry’s foot smashing the wine glass. "Mazel tov!" Tante Edith and Tante Maggie beaming, managing Baby Harry between them.  
 
    ….Tock 
 
      
 
      
 
    Tick… 
 
    Delores Bailey, driving the dusty back roads in Montana, bottles of Rocky Mountain Moonshine rattling in the back seat. She squints into the sun. A shiver as someone walks over a grave, and then it’s gone. She doesn’t stop driving; she has deliveries to make. 
 
    ….Tock 
 
      
 
      
 
    Tick… 
 
    Edith Duffy, alone in her silent house. She closes the front door one last time, drawn to the heat and the palm trees where gangster widows go to live out their days. But there’s something about the way she squares her shoulders, a ghost of a smile on her lips. 
 
    ….Tock 
 
      
 
      
 
    Tick… 
 
    And then there’s Philly herself, a grand dame if there ever was one. The night that Mickey Duffy died was the passing of an era. The marquees on Broad and Market dimmed a bit. Did a bit of Philly die that night, too?  
 
      
 
    Frank got it right when he quoted Bonaparte, ‘Death is nothing. But to live defeated and inglorious is to die daily.’ Philly hasn’t been defeated, she’s merely been resting and gathering her strength. The bootleggers were one threat, this Great Depression is another. And sure as time itself, there will be another after that. But she always manages to rise again, never defeated, always looking forward. 
 
    ….Tock 
 
      
 
    Tick… 
 
    Time flies over us, but leaves its shadow behind. 
 
    ….Tock 
 
      
 
      
 
    The End 
 
     
 
    Wait!! Don’t go. 
 
      
 
      
 
    You’d make this author very happy  
 
    if you’d take a few minutes and leave a review on Amazon  
 
    
     for the Bootlegger books you’ve read. 
 
       
 
   
 
      
 
    …. and there’s more… 
 
      
 
    Curious about the day that Edith and Mickey met? 
 
      
 
    Was it love at first sight or fireworks? 
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    Only Bootlegger Readers Group subscribers get the exclusive novella, Destinations.  
 
      
 
    Go to https://sherilyndecter.com/destinations-landing-page/  
 
      
 
    and you can start reading today! 
 
      
 
      
 
    Subscribers to the Bootleggers’ Readers Group also get the latest updates on the books that Sherilyn is writing including the chance to read A Gathering Storm, the first book of her new Rum Runners’ Chronicles series, before it’s published on Amazon. 
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    Author’s Notes 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    There is the romantic image of a writer, toiling alone in a garret, suffering for her muse. Of course, nothing could be further from the truth. I write all my books with a couple of bad dogs curled up at my feet in the comfort of my home, either in Canada or Mexico.  
 
      
 
    Standing behind me and peering over my shoulder (figuratively, at least) is my editor Marie Beswick-Arthur and her trusty partner in crime, Richard. She’s been the most patient of editors and coaches and I certainly couldn’t have done it without her. (Although I will keep insisting that draft ninety-seven wasn’t necessary- LOL). I was also lucky to work with a great cover designer, Jane Dixon-Smith. She reached into my imagination and brought Maggie, Frank, and all the other rogues and heroes to life.  
 
      
 
    I also had a great team of beta readers for Come at the King: Kate Decter, Rachel Andrews, Jessica Decter, Kim Mitchell, Grant McPhail, Jeanne Millis, and Johann Laesecke . They were very kind and gentle in their comments to a first time writer. 
 
      
 
    Finally, where would I be without my husband Derry? He listened to the subtle difference of phrasing many, many times, provided his medical expertise for several key scenes, and kept me going when I was ready to give up.  
 
      
 
    Thank you one and all. 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    Historians are vital for those who want to understand our present and get a sense of what the future may hold. They sift through the detritus of people’s lives, pulling out facts and patterns and then reweaving them into a whole to provide us mere mortals with a path forward.  
 
      
 
    As appealing as that is, I am not an historian. I am a story teller. I take those same facts and attempt to reshape them into something that I hope you will find entertaining. My fictional characters get to live with factual characters. 
 
      
 
    These books are works of fiction and should never be considered anything but. While I’ve tried to stay true to the grand arch of history, occasionally I’ve moved an event that happened in one month into another so that it has a better flow through the story.  
 
      
 
    The Bootleggers’ Chronicles series is based in Philadelphia during the 1920s. It is set during the time of Prohibition, an era that reshaped America. Many of the characters found between the pages of the Bootleggers’ Chronicles were actual people, walking the streets and living their lives in Philadelphia during this time. I have been inspired by their individual stories, but have reshaped them to fit the plot of my books. Sometimes things happened in real life in a similar fashion to what I have laid out, and sometimes it is a complete fabrication.  
 
      
 
    In the character listing at the back of each book is a Wikipedia link to many of the real individuals, and I encourage you to do your own research into their fascinating lives. They were compelling characters, both fictional and historical, and it was an honour to get to know them all better. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Cast of Recurring Characters in the Bootleggers’ Chronicles: 
 
      
 
    The Gangsters 
 
    Mickey Duffy (https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Mickey_Duffy) a fictionalized portrayal of a real bootlegger who was affectionately known as King of the Bootleggers in Philadelphia during the 1920s. 
 
    Married to Edith Duffy (http://www.dvrbs.com/people/CamdenPeople-MickeyDuffy.htm) 
 
      
 
    The Duffy crew includes: 
 
    Henry Mercer- chief lieutenant 
 
    “Fingers” McGee- muscle 
 
    Gus Toland- muscle 
 
    Porter- muscle 
 
    Eugene Smith- accountant, and lodger, Innocence Lost 
 
    Mike Malazdrewicz- accountant, and replacement for Eugene in remaining books. 
 
    John Bricker- Mickey’s driver and bodyguard (http://www.dvrbs.com/people/CamdenPeople-MickeyDuffy.htm) 
 
    Arthur Werblun- Mickey’s attorney 
 
      
 
    “Boo-Boo” Max Hoff (https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Max_Hoff_(mobster)) 
 
    Hated rival of Mickey Duffy, bootlegger and boxing promoter 
 
    Crew includes: 
 
    Charlie Schwartz- chief lieutenant 
 
      
 
    Max Hassel (http://www.berkshistory.org/multimedia/articles/beer-baron-max-hassel/) Sometime rival, sometime partner of Mickey Duffy 
 
      
 
    Bailey Gang 
 
    Frankie Bailey (http://philadelphiaencyclopedia.org/archive/bootlegging/) 
 
    James Bailey 
 
    Petey Ford (Philadelphia: Organized Crime in the 1920s and 1930s) 
 
    Gilbert “Bert” Bailey 
 
    George “Skinny” Barrow 
 
    Louis “Fats” Barrish 
 
    Delores Bailey 
 
    Chicago Gangs 
 
    Al Capone (The Chicago Outfit)  (https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Al_Capone) 
 
    Bugs Moran (The North Side Gang) (https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Bugs_Moran) 
 
      
 
      
 
    The Law 
 
    Colonel Smedley Butler- Director of Public Safety (aka Chief of Police) (https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Smedley_Butler) 
 
    Joe Kelly- member of the Philadelphia Police, and lodger 
 
    Ralph Copeland- Captain of Special Enforcement Unit Number One 
 
    District Attorney Samuel Rotan 
 
    Inspector Frank Geyer (https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Frank_Geyer as well as Detective in the White City, JD Crighton, 2017, RW Publishing House) 
 
      
 
    The Politicians 
 
    Mayor Freeland Kendrick (https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/W._Freeland_Kendrick) 
 
    William Vare (https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/William_Scott_Vare) 
 
      
 
    The Community 
 
    Maggie Barnes (aka Peggy or Margaret) 
 
    Tommy Barnes 
 
    Archie Mansfield- match teacher, and lodger 
 
    Dick Beamish- reporter for the Philadelphia Inquirer, and lodger 
 
    Reg Littleton- car salesman, and lodger 
 
    Cordelia Gifford- Maggie’s Mother 
 
    Fanny- Joe’s fiancé 
 
    Jimmy- Tommy’s friend 
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