
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Best Served Cold 
 
    Book 3 of the Bootleggers’ Chronicles series 
 
      
 
      
 
    Sherilyn Decter 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Copyright © Sherilyn Decter All rights reserved 
 
      
 
    The scanning, uploading, and distribution of this book without permission is a theft of the author’s intellectual property and prohibited. 
 
      
 
    Best Served Cold is a work of historical fiction in which the author has occasionally taken artistic liberties for the sake of the narrative and to provide a sense of authenticity. Names, characters, organizations, places, events, dialogue, and incidents are either products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. 
 
      
 
    Print ISBN: 978-1-9990014-4-5 
 
    EPub ISBN: 978-1-9990014-5-2 
 
      
 
    Edited by: Marie Beswick-Arthur www.mariebeswickarthur.com 
 
    Cover Design by: JDSmith Designs www.jdsmith-design.com 
 
      
 
     


 
   
  
 


 Chapter 1 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   A lmost anything can happen on the lonely, moonlit back road running between Camden and Philadelphia. The silence of the woods on its border is broken only by the hunting sounds of winged birds of prey. Skiffs of snow drift around hard tree trunks. The bony claws of bare branches reach to grasp the moon. Yup, anything can happen, and somethin’ usually does. 
 
      
 
    Alongside the narrow road is an abandoned barn on a straight stretch of gravel. The cows and horses are long gone, as are many of the boards that once formed the barn’s walls. The large doors are open. After scouting the convoy’s expected route, Frankie had chosen this as the best spot for an ambush.  
 
      
 
    Parked inside the derelict barn are two fully tricked-out whiskey sixes—vehicles that would be the pride of any bootlegger.  
 
      
 
    Sitting on the hood of one of the sixes, chain smoking cigarettes, is the car’s owner, Frankie Bailey, and, beside the car, his partner in crime, Petey Ford. Frankie is the eldest of three Bailey brothers: early thirties, large muscled, solid bodied, strong jawed. There’s a hard look in his eyes as he stares at the empty road and the ghostly woods beyond. 
 
      
 
    Frankie learned to watch and wait in the trenches in France during the Great War. He’s checked his weapon, he’s checked the plan, and now he watches in a kind of coiled state, just waiting to launch. He can sit that way for hours if need be. Listening. Waiting. Ready to charge. Over the hill, boys. 
 
      
 
    Petey Ford is a bit shorter than Frankie, but poured from the same mold. His face is a little rounder, but, in terms of a thrust chin and belligerent attitude, he and the rest of the men in the barn would be a matched set in a police lineup. 
 
      
 
    He hadn’t served with Frankie, but their war stories are much the same. Petey had been a good soldier then, and is a good soldier still. 
 
      
 
    Dozing in the passenger seat of Frankie’s whiskey six, fedora low over his eyes, is George Barrow. Most folks call him ‘Skinny’ because he isn’t. A trickle of drool is sliding its way through his unshaven whiskers. Skinny had missed the war, serving a different sentence instead, in Sing Sing in New York. 
 
      
 
    Pulled up close beside Frankie’s car is another whiskey six. The flashy, two-tone paint job and polished chrome is the pride and joy of its owner, Fats Barrish.  
 
      
 
    Fats’ mother calls him Louis, but she’s the only one. A long, whip-thin man, Fats leans gently against the front bumper, arms crossed. He’s good in a fight, but right now he’s bored. He has spent the last hour shooting the breeze with the guys, but now he is silent. A cigarette dangles from his mouth as he stares down the gravel road. He figures he’ll find a poker game later, and, after that, he’ll look for Lucille, a dame he’s been eyeing at the speakeasy. A showgirl, she has a certain athleticism he finds appealing.  
 
      
 
    The middle Bailey brother, James, is perched on a stack of the odds and ends left behind in the barn: a gunny sack of something chewed by mice, old tires, a battered crate with a jar of nails, and mysterious bits of equipment. He’s got his switchblade out and is paying close attention to the dirt under his nails. Frankie had told him to be here, so he is. Like most kid brothers, especially to an older one like Frankie, James is a shadow, always attached. 
 
      
 
    Tonight, he’s is in a bit of a pout for having his earlier suggestion, to put tacks and nails on the road, rejected. Skinny had pointed out that they’d be driving over the same road to block the Duffy convoy, and would be just as likely to blow one of their own tires. The idea had earned James a slap on the back of the head from Frankie. 
 
      
 
    Bert is the last member of the crew, the youngest Bailey brother. As the baby, he’s had a lifetime of getting the scut jobs. He expects nothing more; it’s his role in life. He’s like a puppy, Bert is—a kicked puppy that slinks back to curry favor and lick the hand. Even though he’s unsure why he was kicked, he remains anxious to avoid the next.  
 
      
 
    The tips of cigarettes glow red. Moonlight shines off the chrome of the sixes. The fellas love these cars. A whiskey six is a status symbol, a means of transportation, and one of the most essential tools in the bootleggers’ bag of tricks. It needs to be fast: faster than cops, and much faster than hijackers. You can bribe a cop, but another bootlegger bent on stealing your hooch? That calls for fast wheels.  
 
      
 
    The sixes also need to carry all the illegal liquor. Transport between suppliers and customers is a fundamental part of a bootlegger’s job; the part that carries the most risk. 
 
      
 
    Finally, a successful bootlegger needs to defend the payload and keep it safe. And it’s not just about speed, although a fast car is critical. A fully tricked out whiskey-six has bright lights in the rear to blind pursuers, reinforced gas tanks to safeguard against bullets, and modifications to create smoke screens or to drop tacks and nails. Anything and everything to keep them off your tail.  
 
      
 
    Yup, it’s not just the caliber of his gun that can decide whether a bootlegger lives or dies. It also depends, in large part, on the caliber of his car. 
 
      
 
    Bert peers out through a gap between the barn boards, straining to see further down the moonlit gravel road. He doesn’t want to let his brothers and the rest of the fellas down by missing an approaching vehicle. 
 
      
 
    Heavy coats are buttoned tight, collars up. The men stamp their feet, trying to keep them warm in thin-soled dress shoes. Never a slave to fashion, Petey’s the only one wearing boots. Somehow, when they were preparing for the job, they’d forgotten they’d be waiting while exposed to a December night. Gloves, scarves, warm woolen sweaters had been left behind as shoulder holsters had been strapped on and ammunition checked. Instinctively, they’d dressed for business. 
 
      
 
    Bert is still looking down the road, shoulders hunched, eyes squinting, when Frankie’s head snaps up. With so little happening, everyone else is on alert, straining to hear what the boss hears. 
 
      
 
    “Bert. Whaddaya see from there?” Frankie asks. His eyes never leave the moonlit road. 
 
      
 
    “Nuthin, Frankie. All clear.” 
 
      
 
    Now everyone but Bert can hear the sound of a distant, single engine getting closer. Frankie shoves Bert away from his spot and looks out. The others find similar spy holes, eyes straining against the darkness. 
 
      
 
    The moonlight picks out glints of metal. Whatever vehicle’s approaching has its headlights off. 
 
      
 
    “They’re running dark. Bastards,” says Fats. “It’s the scout, Frankie.” 
 
      
 
    “Let’s go, boys. We’ve work to do.” Frankie barks his order and grabs Bert by the shoulder, pushing him toward the back seat of Fats’ car. “Move it, Bert.” 
 
      
 
    Everyone scrambles to their spots in the two cars. Skinny jerks up, startled from his nap as the others slide in. Frankie and Fats get behind the wheels. Guns are drawn, and the cars’ motors roar to life. Silence is broken by the rumble of the engines; the sixes roll slowly forward, lights off. They idle at the open barn doorway, waiting. 
 
      
 
    The growl of a motorcycle approaches. Who knows what alerts the rider: maybe he hears the rumble of the sixes; maybe he sees a bit of car exhaust condensing in the cold night air; maybe, like any hunted animal, he has a sixth sense of danger.   
 
      
 
    Regardless, the scout slows and begins to swing around; heading back to warn his convoy. James leaps from the back seat of the car, races to the open door, raises his shotgun to his shoulder, and fires. The gun roars. The driver falls. His motorcycle spins into the ditch. The body lies motionless. James is back in the car in seconds. 
 
      
 
    “Christ, do you think they heard that?” Frankie says. His ears strain to catch any sound above the noise of his own vehicle. “Anybody see anything?” 
 
      
 
    Frankie starts a slow count in his head, timing the arrival of the convoy. He figures they’ll be close behind. He’s totally focused, tunnel vision blocking the sights not needed. His breath slows even as his heart beats faster. His fingers are curled around the steering wheel; it might as well be a weapon, locked and loaded. 
 
      
 
    “There. See the dust? Gotta be at least three of ‘em. They’re running dark, too.” Petey points in the direction of where the motorcycle came from. 
 
      
 
    “Wait,” Frankie growls, continuing to count in his head. Too soon and they turn around and run. Too late and they speed up and get away. 
 
      
 
    A cloud approaches where the dirt driveway to the barn intersects with the gravel road. Frankie knows the timing of the ambush is crucial to be able to block the convoy. If the info is right, there should be one six in front of the group, and a sacrificial decoy car behind in case of a police chase. The real prize of the night will be a couple of trucks in between, loaded.  
 
      
 
    He continues to count. He may not be all brains, but he’s learned about timing from the war: crowd the lead vehicle as fast as you can and force it to stop. Rely on confusion and chaos to overpower the enemy. 
 
      
 
    “Now!” Frankie shouts, turning on the headlights. The beams slice through the night.  
 
      
 
    Frankie’s car tears out of the old barn, dust flying, Fats’ car right behind. Fast and furious, locked on target, racing toward their prey. The convoy dead set in front of him: the lead car, two trucks, the decoy. 
 
      
 
    Screaming, Frankie hurtles toward the lead car. It’s a race to stay in front. Pete and James are blasting away through the open passenger windows.  
 
      
 
    Fats turns sharply to the right to get behind the decoy. He fights to control the bucking car as it roars along the ditch. Bert leans out the rear side window, firing at the convoy.  
 
      
 
    The crew in the lead car tries to escape by driving in the ditch, but is blocked by a stand of trees. Forced back on to the road, they sideswipe Frankie’s car, shoving it along the road; metal grinds against metal as the convoy’s lead car scrapes the side of Frankie’s six, overpowering and pushing through  
 
      
 
    Frankie swerves the car across the road, blocking it, too late for the fleeing car as it fishtails in a spray of dirt and gravel. The fleeing lead car gathers speed and roars away from the scene, headlights on.  
 
      
 
    Frankie jerks his head around at the sound of a crash; the first truck slamming into a tree. The driver in the second truck veers to avoid the crash. He loses control, sliding backwards into the ditch. Throwing open the driver’s door, he scrambles out of the truck cab, gun blazing. He’s shot. He spins, and drops. 
 
      
 
    The driver in the decoy car slams on the brakes to avoid crashing into the mayhem; he skids sideways. His engine stalls. The front end is riddled with bullet holes, the windshield shattered, shards of glass barely hanging in place. Frantically, the driver tries to get the car restarted.  
 
      
 
    All the gunfire has stopped. Frankie emerges from his car, raises his gun, and cautiously approaches the stalled car. Petey is right behind him. 
 
      
 
    Frankie takes a breath, steadies himself. What felt like two hours, the slow motion action, was over in two heart beats. The dust hasn’t even settled.  
 
      
 
    “Get out, hands up,” Frankie hollers. Slowly, the car door opens. Its driver falls out. There’s a grunt as he hits the ground. Frankie looks at the man on the ground, then at the front seat. Petey goes around to the passenger side. Empty. 
 
      
 
    Frankie steps closer to the injured man on the ground. The man’s eyes stare up at him. He pleads, “Wait. No.” 
 
      
 
    Frankie fires. One bullet in the man’s head. The driver’s body jerks and then is still.  
 
      
 
    Frank turns to Petey. “Anyone else?” 
 
      
 
    “No. All clear here.” 
 
      
 
    Frankie watches Fats, Bert, and James approach the truck that’s wrapped around the tree. Their guns are drawn. Plumes of steam escape from the ticking engine. The windshield is smeared with blood, the glass a maze of cracks. Fats yanks open the driver’s door to reveal two bleeding bodies. The driver’s face has smashed against the steering wheel. The passenger’s upper body is riddled with bullet holes; his head rests twisted against the seat back.  
 
      
 
    “Clear,” Fats shouts. 
 
      
 
    “Make sure,” Frankie yells. 
 
      
 
    Two shots ring out.  
 
      
 
    Skinny’s gone over to the truck in the ditch. The driver should be lying on the ground, shot, but there’s no one, just blood on the winter grass. He scans the woods, hunting. Branches crack. He raises his gun, the barrel just in front of the spot. Bang. Crash. A body falling. Skinny cautiously approaches. He sees boots first, then legs. He nudges the body with his toe. Nothing. One more shot to the head and he returns to the truck in the ditch to see what the haul is. 
 
      
 
    The headlights from the sixes give them light to work by. It will be dawn soon. 
 
      
 
    With the mop-up done, Frankie stands in the back of the truck smashed into the tree, flinging back the tarp to inspect the stacked barrels and crates.  
 
      
 
    Petey, avoiding low branches, hops up and helps. “Beer, about a half dozen barrels, and two crates. Whiskey or gin, whaddaya think?” Petey asks, trying to pry off the lid of one of the two crates. 
 
      
 
    “Yahoo. Four crates of whiskey,” shouts Skinny from the back of the truck in the ditch. He waves a bottle in the air. Bert jumps up beside him to see for himself. 
 
      
 
    Frankie nods; sits on the edge of bed of the smashed truck, legs dangling over the edge. His gun lies across his knees as he cups his hand around a match to light his cigarette. “Good. Start unloading it. The hard stuff first. Leave the beer if we have to.” His orders echo in the night.  
 
      
 
    Wood splinters as Petey pries off the crate’s lid. He opens it, then raises a bottle against the light from the headlights of Frankie’s car. “Gin,” he says taking a swig from the bottle. “Definitely gin. And not half bad.”  
 
      
 
    “Any broke in the crash?” Frankie asks Petey. 
 
      
 
    “Nope. All good.” 
 
      
 
    Frankie returns to his car and turns off the engine. He runs his hand over the scrape down the side of the car, inspecting the crumpled metal. The car will get them home safely. It can be fixed.  
 
      
 
    Petey starts rolling the barrels off the back end of the truck. James gives him a hand.  
 
      
 
    Frankie flicks the cigarette away. Opening the rear door of his car, he pulls hard at the fabric of the back of the driver’s seat. It comes away, exposing a metal racking system. James shoulders past him and begins loading liquor bottles into the rack. Frankie repeats the procedure with the back of the front passenger seat.  
 
      
 
    With the beer barrels on the ground, Petey and Fats help Frankie lift the top of the rear bench seat out of Frankie’s car. James and Petey fill the empty cavity with bottles of whiskey and gin from the crates.  
 
      
 
    “Pack ‘em tight, boys. We don’t want any broken,” Frankie says, walking to the rear of his car. He pops open the trunk and removes three large jugs of water that have been holding down the car’s heavy, reinforced rear suspension. “Can we fit a barrel or two in here?” he asks. 
 
      
 
    Petey peers into the trunk and looks back at the barrels sitting on the ground behind the truck. “We might be able to. Let’s get the rest of the hard liquor loaded and see what kind of room we got left.” Frankie pours out the water and abandons the jugs. 
 
      
 
    Bert, Skinny, and Fats are doing the same thing to Fats’ car. Front seats are stripped, and stuffed with bottles. More bottles rattle as they are stacked into the rear seat’s cavity. A crate is wedged into the trunk; loose bottles stacked around it. The rear end of the car dips from the added weight. 
 
      
 
    “I thought you were going to beef up the suspension,” Bert says.  
 
      
 
    “I haven’t had time yet. She’s brand new.” Fats fondly pats the rear bumper. 
 
      
 
    “Go slow, or you’ll take out the whole back end. She’s riding pretty low now, and we still have more to load.” 
 
      
 
    Finished loading the booze into Frankie’s car, Petey gives him the thumbs up and climbs into the passenger seat. 
 
      
 
    “You guys good to go?” asks Frankie, shouting over to Fats and the boys. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, slow though, or I won’t be able to keep up. She’s dragging a bit, what with all the extra weight,” Fats answers. 
 
      
 
    James yanks open the rear door of Frankie’s car. The seat has been replaced, and a barrel of beer and three full jugs rest on top. 
 
      
 
    “You’ll have to ride back with Fats. We’re loaded here,” Frankie says, walking back to Fats’ car with James. “We’ll meet back at the farm and put all this in the shed.”  
 
      
 
    Frankie slaps Fats on the back and hands him a bottle of whiskey. “For the ride home.” 
 
      
 
    Frankie climbs behind the wheel of his car, glancing in the back seat at the three water jugs.  
 
      
 
    “The gin,” says Petey. “I put it in the water bottles. Simpler to haul it this way. We’re gonna have to cut it anyway.”  
 
      
 
    Frankie starts the engine. “Good thinkin’, Petey. And a good haul. Duffy is going to be sore pissed when he hears.” 
 
      
 
    Petey grins back at Frankie. “Not bad for a night’s work.” 
 
      
 
    Frankie moves off toward Philly. He sees Fats’ weighed-down car in the rear-view mirror. He’s slowly maneuvering the vehicle around the truck, and avoiding a few barrels of beer that litter the road. Fats’ car headlights illuminate the shapes of bodies, discarded bottles, smashed crates, and the carcass of the truck against the tree trunk. He swings into line behind Frankie, being careful not to scrape the rear end of his beautiful new car.  
 
      
 
    Dawn begins to break.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 2  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   P hiladelphia is a city striving to find its footing in the tumultuous years of the Roaring Twenties. Prohibition has been in place for almost seven years—bringing about all kinds of unintended consequences. People accept the violence, even though it’s brought out the worst in the righteous, and much worse in the underbelly. People, surprise-surprise, still want to buy alcohol. And there are people, still another surprise, that want to sell them the stuff. Prohibition makes both sides of the transaction illegal; everyone’s a criminal. And ya know, when you’re a criminal, you just have a different way of lookin’ at the world. 
 
      
 
    It isn’t just the bootleggers and moonshiners who profit. Cops, lawyers, judges, and politicians are in on the action, too, ensuring the channels of distribution run smoothly. It’s all a well-greased machine. 
 
      
 
    The world is spinning faster and faster through the Twenties. It is a frantic time. It is a noisy time. It’s hard to hear the gunshots, what with the drunken revelers hooting and hollering over the saxophones and trombones of the jazz bands. Sure, there’ll be a break in the music and you’ll hear a mother sobbing, or hear an innocent bystander gasp in pain from a wayward shot but, for the most part, the mid to late Twenties are an endless party. The music never stops. 
 
      
 
    Against the grinding gears of social change, life continues for the folks that live on Maggie Barnes’ street. Northern Liberties in Philadelphia is an immigrant neighborhood: Jews, Slavs, Poles, and the Irish, initially drawn by the industrial development of the Great War, now work hard in Philadelphia’s new industries. There’s a city to grow and new factories and assembly lines to man. And, of course, folks don’t just work hard, they play hard—especially in these times when pockets are stuffed with cash, legit or ill-gotten, and there’s good times to be had by all. 
 
      
 
    Maggie Barnes is one of many single mothers the times have created: war, influenza, or jail. The early years, after her husband, Jack, was shot dead at a demonstration, were hard. Money was tight, and she protected her son while feeling backed against a wall, taking in lodgers, and starting a bookkeeping business she could run out of her house. Maggie is fiercely independent.  
 
      
 
    Sitting in Maggie’s cozy kitchen is her good friend, Edith Duffy. You only have to look at their shoes to see how different they are: fancy stitched two-tone t-straps with fancy buckles for Edith and sensible brown Mary Janes for Maggie. But appearances are deceiving. Like attracts like, and these gals are survivors. There’s a core of steel inside each of them. Maggie persevered against tough odds and built a stable home for her son, while taking on a very untraditional role as an investigator. Married to a crime boss and connected to bootlegging money, Edith has managed to claw her way back to health and, if not happiness, at least acceptance.  
 
      
 
    Maggie regards her friend fondly. It’s amazing what months of recovery have achieved: Edith’s transformation from the drowning kitten to the sleek cat. The two gals’ paths had crossed during a murder investigation three years ago, with Edith’s husband, Mickey, the prime suspect. That investigation led to a couple of tight spots for Maggie—well, downright dangerous if the truth be told. Fortunately, as far as she knows, Edith is unaware of the dangerous dance Maggie is performing with Mickey as she strives to take down his criminal empire.  
 
      
 
    But that’s business for another day. This morning is friendship, coffee, and catching up on the news. 
 
      
 
    Maggie refills their coffee cups. “I can’t believe you let them get away with that, Edith. You work so hard for the Zonta Club. Where do they get off saying you can’t be a member anymore?” 
 
      
 
    Edith sighs. “Somebody probably heard what prompted my little vacation.” Edith mimes tipping a flask. “Either that, or its Mickey. Even though most of their husbands are getting a taste of Mickey’s money somewhere along the food chain, the good women of Philadelphia are pretty sure they don’t want a former coat check girl buying her way into their precious club, especially with dirty money. Times are changing, Maggie, but not that fast. What still counts is the name you’re born with. Men can sometimes get around that problem but, sure as apple pie, women can’t, even through marriage.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, I don’t think it’s fair,” Maggie says.  
 
      
 
    “I’ll tell you what’s not fair: getting pushed to the sidelines,” Edith says, sipping her coffee. “A woman with brains and nothing to do. At least you got your lodgers and bookkeeping clients. What have I got?” 
 
      
 
    “Are you talking about the Zontas or about Mickey’s business? I remember you said you were involved in the early days.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, those were good times,” Edith says, gazing out the kitchen window down memory lane. “When Mickey and Henry were just starting out we were a trio, real tight. Mickey liked to say he and Henry were the do-ers and I was the thinker. But you know how it goes: over time there was less and less that they asked me to do. Until, one day, all that was left was hand-holder for the other dames.” 
 
      
 
    “But that’s still important, Edith. I remember talking with you at Oskar Leszek’s funeral reception. It was important for Alicja that you were there. It meant something.” 
 
      
 
    “Ah, doll. That’s sweet of you to say. But it’s still not what I’m looking for,” Edith says with a sigh. 
 
      
 
    “And what’s that?” Maggie asks. 
 
      
 
    “What every man wants. What you got. Those boards are all about power, Maggie. Women’s version of power, maybe, but if that’s what I got to work with, I’ll take it. I want to be making decisions, taking risks, accomplishing something. I want other folks to look at me and think ‘I wanna be her someday’.” 
 
      
 
    “It sounds like you want to be Mickey,” Maggie says, chuckling. 
 
      
 
    “That wouldn’t be so bad now, would it?” Edith asks with a sideways grin. 
 
      
 
    Maggie shakes her head. “Be careful what you wish for, Edith. So, what are you going to do now?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, there are lots of groups that aren’t quite so squeamish. I’ll wait for the phone to ring. Somebody will want to put some of Mickey’s money to good use. Until then, I have oodles of free time on my hands. Speaking of which, do you want to come with Mickey and me and see that new flick, The Gold Rush, playing at The Stanton. I hear it’s really good.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie shakes her head. “The Charlie Chaplin movie? No way, Edith. Don’t you read the movie magazines? His wife, who is half his age by the way, is divorcing him for…” Maggie looks around the kitchen and then leans close to Edith, her eyebrows wiggling, “Perverted sexual desires.” 
 
      
 
    Edith throws back her head, laughing. “Oh doll, that’s just too rich.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie laughs, too. “Besides, it’s hard for me to get away in the evening. I’ve got to get supper on the table for the lodgers, help Tommy with his homework, and I have classes.” 
 
      
 
    “Aren’t you done with that yet?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, we’re well past basic accounting. I’m learning about financial analysis, forensic accounting, and tax laws.” 
 
      
 
    “Forensic accounting? What’s that?” 
 
      
 
    “Crime. Money is the root of all evil, you know, and it leaves a lovely paper trail.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, all that’s certainly beyond me. I’m surprised that your bookkeeping clients need that kind of expertise.” 
 
      
 
    “It’s more for my own enjoyment. It’s fascinating, learning how to control money.” 
 
      
 
    “I’d rather be spending my evenings down at the club, cutting a rug, than sneezing over chalk dust in some classroom. You’re a strange gal, Maggie Barnes.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie chuckles. “To each her own, I guess.” 
 
      
 
    “What else has been going on? You’ve got a new lodger, right? Is he handsome?” Edith leans in with a grin and a wink.  
 
      
 
    “Ha. Reg Littleton just moved in, and as to handsome? I haven’t noticed. The most desirable characteristic I want in a tenant is regular rent payments. Now, that’s attractive.”  
 
      
 
    “Oh, poo. What’s he like, this Mr. Littleton? Come on Maggie, details, doll.” 
 
      
 
    “He’s a car salesman from a small town outside of Chicago. He says it’s getting too crowded in Chicago, so he’s trying his hand here in Philly.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, a salesman? What happened to your rule about suits and ties, and only men who work in offices?” Edith teases. 
 
      
 
    “Salesmen wear suits and ties, Edith. And he’s an excellent salesman. I mean, he sold me.” The gals grin. 
 
      
 
    Edith’s full of energy and bounce today. Maggie is grateful, remembering how hard the past few years have been for her friend.  
 
      
 
    Edith’s life, since marrying Mickey, has not gone according to plan. Sure, there’s the dough, and all the fun and razzamatazz that goes with it, but there is always a price to be paid. And it seems Edith has picked up that check in spades. She wound up spending many months in a rest home, having undergone a radical and apparently successful treatment for syphilis, dealt with the grief of a miscarriage, and recovered from alcohol and cocaine addiction—as well as a broken heart.  
 
      
 
    “Reg is going to fit in just fine. And, of course, Archie Mansfield has been here since the beginning. Almost three years now and, with no sight of a missus in his future, I imagine he’ll be here a while longer. I can’t complain about that, what with him being a math teacher at Boys’ Central High School. He’s a good influence on Tommy.” 
 
      
 
    “And handy to have that connection to the school when it’s time for you to enroll Tommy,” Edith says with a wink.  
 
      
 
    “Well, I can’t deny it will be good to have a friend inside when the time comes, but it may be a bit crass to state it so baldly, Edith. Archie’s a good guy, if somewhat cranky and set in his ways.”  
 
      
 
    “Ha, men. Take what you can get and then kick them to the curb.” There’s a defiant tilt to Edith’s chin. 
 
      
 
    Maggie’s taken aback by this new harshness, but not surprised. Edith came home from her rest with a few hard edges that hadn’t been there before. Maggie’s heart aches for her friend, and she reaches over and gives Edith’s hand a quick squeeze. 
 
      
 
    “And that fella that moved in last year, Dick Beamish, is a real gem,” Maggie says. “He always has the latest news, being a newspaperman and all. Although, his banging away on that typewriter of his, and the irregular hours he keeps, made me move him into the small room off the kitchen. That way he doesn’t disturb anyone, and can come and go as he pleases.” 
 
      
 
    “It’s like musical chairs over there,” says Edith. 
 
      
 
    “No kidding. I put Reg in Joe’s old room next to Tommy. Archie’s in his original room next to me. It’s best that way. Quieter for him.” 
 
      
 
    “It sounds like quite the collection. Well, I hope you have more luck with your men than I’m having with my fella.” Edith pouts. 
 
      
 
    “Things still not good at home, sweetie?” Maggie gives her friend’s hand a quick squeeze. 
 
      
 
    “Not since I went away for the cure. Mickey had one too many ‘distractions’, if you know what I mean.” 
 
      
 
    “Doesn’t the double-standard make you furious?” 
 
      
 
    “Them’s the cards I’ve been dealt, Mags. There’s not a darn thing I can do about it, and getting mad won’t make me feel better. ‘Work on the things you can change and accept the things you can’t’. One of the little gems I picked up during my ‘rest’. Let’s face it, Mickey’s always had a roving eye. And women like being around all that power.” 
 
      
 
    “I’ll never understand why he’d need to look further than the beautiful gal he’s married to.” 
 
      
 
    Edith sniffs, patting her short, bobbed hair. “Well, he’d better get more focused. It’s bad enough I have to put up with smirks from other dames. I don’t think I could stand pity from them, too.” 
 
      
 
    “It’s not pity, sweetie, it’s just jealousy. You’re prettier, richer, and have it all. Those gals would swap places with you in a second.” 
 
      
 
    Edith rolls her eyes. “Yeah, that’s what I’m afraid of.” 
 
      
 
    “And how’s everything else? You look amazing, by the way,” Maggie says. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, you know. Right as rain. I need to stay away from the cocaine, of course, and watch the booze. But otherwise, a clean bill of health according to the docs. But enough about me and my troubles. How about you? Any good looking fellas dangling on the end of your line?” 
 
      
 
    Maggie shrugs. “I’m happy enough on my own with Tommy. He’s a good kid, and there’s nobody can hold a candle to Jack.” 
 
      
 
    “Look sweetie. It’s been eight years. It’s time. Past time. How about that grocer that was making googly eyes at you? He still around?” 
 
      
 
    “Howard? He eventually got the hint that there’d never been anything between us. I hear he’s stepping out now with somebody else. A woman with a bunch of kids.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, I never thought he was much of a catch. And the professor? Are you still seeing him?” 
 
      
 
    “Teddy’s still around, but I’m not good at playing second fiddle to his mother. We still go out sometimes, but I don’t think it’s going anywhere.” 
 
      
 
    “You know, I should fix you up with one of Mickey’s pals. They can show a girl a real good time.” 
 
      
 
    “I think that they’d be a bit more excitement than I’m comfortable with. I need a nice, honest banker or an accountant.” 
 
      
 
    “Hey, Mickey’s got a number cruncher that’s easy on the eyes, if you don’t mind his glasses. How about I have the two of you over for dinner some night? You can check him out and see if you’re interested.” 
 
      
 
    “Edith, please, I’m really not interested. Really.” 
 
      
 
    “Okay, no romance. How about family? Is your mother still giving you grief about running the boarding house?” 
 
      
 
    “She’ll never give up on that,” Maggie says. “She and her garden club can’t accept that a woman can do quite well on her own without a husband’s support. I’m living a wild and sinful life here in the big city. At least according to them.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m sure that the scandalous stories keep them well entertained. And you are certainly successful, which must drive them crazy. I like that you’re spending some of that hard earned money on yourself.” 
 
      
 
    “On myself? Not a chance. Where’d you get that idea, Edith?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, you got a telephone. At last. Really Maggie, I don’t know how you managed without one, always having to run to the corner store to make a call.” Edith looks around the kitchen. “And I remember you bought that shiny new refrigerator. And now you’ve finally got rid of that wood burning stove of yours. I love the modern gas ranges; the heat is so even, according to Hilda, anyway. That would have set you back a few clams. Or did you buy it on installments?” 
 
      
 
    “I paid cash for the stove, if you must know. The bookkeeping business is doing quite well. And I bought it as an investment for the lodgers; it’s not a luxury, and certainly not for me. Cooking on the wood stove was a pain, hauling in wood, getting a steady temperature. As for the icebox, I replaced that with the loan I had to take out to fix the roof last year. I had to have something bigger. Feeding five people every day, four of them with a man’s appetite, is no small thing.” 
 
      
 
    “Okay, Okay. All totally reasonable purchases. I was only teasing, Maggie. I know you’re no spendthrift. What else is keeping you busy?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, this and that,” Maggie says. I wonder what Edith would say if I said ‘Spying on your husband, Mickey. Trying to gather the information that will send him back to jail.’ I hope that Frank will have information to share tonight at Evening Report. We’re making slow progress on our pursuit of Mickey and other bootleggers, but progress none the less.  
 
      
 
    “Somehow I think your ‘this and that’ is more exciting than my ‘this and that’. You’re a clever one, Maggie Barnes: mother, student, bookkeeper, landlady.” 
 
      
 
    “Speaking of responsibilities, I’ve got to get lunch started, hon. Do you mind if I start pulling a few things together while we’re talking? Tommy will be home from school soon, so you’ll get to see firsthand how big he’s getting.” 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    Heading home from school, Tommy and Jimmy dawdle. Marshall Street and it’s many distractions: the push carts with apples set out handy for nabbing, the storefronts, the kaleidoscope of people on the sidewalks; all enough to keep a pair of boys amused on their way home for lunch. 
 
      
 
    “Watcha doing Saturday?” Jimmy asks. 
 
      
 
    Tommy shrugs, kicking aimlessly at a chunk of dirty snow. “I dunno. Nuthin much, I guess. What are you doing?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, if you get your paper money on Friday, we could go down to the store and get the new issue of Boys Own magazine.” 
 
      
 
    Tommy has recently started delivering newspapers around his neighborhood. His mother’s lodger, Mr. Beamish, got him the job for the Philadelphia Inquirer. It’s still a novelty for the boys to have spending money.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, we could do that. Except that I’m saving for a bike.” 
 
      
 
    “Well,” Jimmy pauses, considering, “we could go down and see about picking up the magazine with the ol’ five finger discount.” He extends his arms, wiggling his fingers. 
 
      
 
    “We almost got caught last time. No way, Jimmy. Look, why don’t you see about shoveling some of the sidewalks on your street and we could go half-ers on the new issue? I saw that there’s a great story about a wolf in it. White Fang.” 
 
      
 
    The boys stop at Jimmy’s corner. “Okay, but there’s not much snow. Nobody’s going to want to pay me to shovel slush.” 
 
      
 
    “Tell them it’s so you can buy your mother a Christmas present. And then smile, and open your eyes real big.” 
 
      
 
    Jimmy punches Tommy on the shoulder. “Great idea. I’ll have something by Saturday, for sure. Who can say no to this?” Jimmy pulls off his cap and gives Tommy his most winsome face. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, barf. Cut it out, or I’ll puke.” Tommy clutches his stomach. 
 
      
 
    Jimmy gives him another shove. “See ya around, kiddo.”  
 
      
 
    Tommy delivers a hip check. “Later alligator.” Almost ten, Tommy’s finally starting to grow and catch up with his best pal, Jimmy. He has hated being the smallest boy in his class. 
 
      
 
    Tommy trudges toward home and lunch, now preoccupied with thoughts of a Christmas present for his mother.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 3  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   E ven before Prohibition, many of the folks on farms and in hamlets, villages, and towns, operated stills to make alcohol; sometimes for their own consumption, and sometimes on a larger scale, supplying the community with their homebrew moonshine.  
 
      
 
    Since the introduction of Prohibition, the moonshine business has taken off. It is easy money, and given the aggressively independent attitude of the people around Philadelphia, it’s also the honorable thing to do: the will and intent of the government should be thwarted at every turn. 
 
      
 
    Well-known local moonshiners, and now small time bootleggers, the Bailey family swim in that pond of obstinate individualists. They have a history of being difficult and contrarian about everything, not just the government. Solely on principle, if someone is for it, they are against it. 
 
      
 
    There’s nothing picturesque about the Bailey’s farm—its chief characteristic is dirt. But it’s conveniently close to the road that leads to the Main Line of the railroad into Philadelphia. The ramshackle house hasn’t seen a lick of paint in years. Out behind the house is a barn, storage sheds and the still, and a fenced pasture for the animals. Like a lot of folks, they raise what they eat: pigs, chickens, a cow or three for milk and meat. They keep a couple of draft horses to hitch to their wagon.  
 
      
 
    After the hijacking, the boys had stowed all the stolen hooch in the shed and got a few hours shut-eye. It wasn’t the first time they had solved a short-term supply issue by stealing someone else’s inventory, but it was the first time they’d hit a bootlegging operation the size of Duffy’s. When they’d targeted small operators and other stills, the number of Bailey brothers and their nasty reputation had ensured that few fought back. Last night’s attack was a whole different matter. 
 
      
 
    For the past few months, the Bailey’s have been doing more work for Boo-Boo Hoff. The Hoff organization is one of the larger racketeering groups in Philadelphia. Top tier. The Bailey boys like the security of being part of the bigger organization. They’d tried to work for Duffy before they’d joined up with Hoff—it hadn’t worked out. Frankie’s idea of using his younger sister as a bribe to get on Mickey’s good side had been short lived. Mickey had come to his senses—after a time—when he realized the Bailey sister was just a child. Now the Bailey’s are on Boo-Boo’s team; they enjoy basking in the reflected glow of being part of such a successful crew. It makes things easy, and easy is good.  
 
      
 
    Frankie and his brother James are waiting to see how two of Philly’s topmost bootleggers will react to the hijacking. Boo-Boo doesn’t know about last night’s escapade, but Frankie is pretty sure he’ll be happy when he finds out how much liquor they’ve lifted off Duffy. Or, at least, Frankie hopes he’ll be happy. You never know with Boo-Boo.  
 
      
 
    “Ma, get me more coffee.” Scowling, Frankie bangs his empty mug on the table. He’s only slept a few hours since the hijacking, and it shows. 
 
      
 
    And then there’s Duffy. Frankie’s been chewing through various scenarios of what happens next: what Mickey Duffy will do when he learns a major supply of hooch has been hijacked and five of his men are dead. Tense times at breakfast at the Bailey farm. 
 
      
 
    Bert comes down the hall from the back bedroom, yawning, and scratching his head. “I’m hungry, Ma.” 
 
      
 
    “Me too, Ma,” says James. 
 
      
 
    Head down, Vivian Bailey scurries around the small kitchen, fetching the coffee and cracking eggs into the frying pan on the wood stove. She is a small, hunched woman in a grey apron over a threadbare print dress. 
 
      
 
    “Delores, go get more eggs,” Vi says to her daughter. 
 
      
 
    Delores stops peeling vegetables and grabs her coat off the hook by the door. Delores is her mother a couple of decades ago: tall, slim, the golden-haired beauty of the family. She’s learned from her mother how to make herself small to escape attention, and she’s learned from the casinos and gin-joints in Philly how to make herself shine and get noticed. A few months short of her sixteenth birthday, she knows that right now she’s got a strong hand to play if she’s going to get off the hard-scrabble farm, but it’s a hand she’ll need to play soon or she’ll wind up like her mother. Delores believes in striding, not scurrying, through life. 
 
      
 
    The crisp air is sharp against her face. She hurries from the porch to the hen house and back, one hand holding up the apron that cradles the eggs, the other clutching the top of her unbuttoned coat close for warmth. 
 
      
 
    Delores has been at the beck and call of her family her whole life and is desperate to escape. There was a brief glimmer of hope when she and a young man her Daddy had hired to help with the moonshine still had hooked up, but that man is gone now, as is the chance to leave with him. Then she’d hoped she could be Mickey Duffy’s girl—and, for a time, she was. Now she’s trapped back on the farm again, getting eggs. 
 
      
 
    Delores silently hands her mother the eggs, hangs up her coat, and goes back to her vegetables. 
 
      
 
    The patriarch of the Bailey clan, Frank Senior, stamps his feet to knock off any dirt and snow. “Finally. The sleeping beauties are awake. I’ve been down at the still working since early this morning while you lot have been napping. Mash looks good. We’ll have some for straining by tomorrow.” The three brothers at the table all nod, Vi at the stove and Delores at the sink, not part of the conversation. 
 
      
 
    Frank Senior sits at the table. Vi hurries over with his coffee. He grunts and downs it. “You want more eggs, Frank? I’m making breakfast for the boys.” 
 
      
 
    Frank gives his head a quick shake. His eyes never leave Frankie. “Lunch more like. I see the shed’s full of hooch. Is that the reason you boys were out all night? Where’d it come from?”  
 
      
 
    Delores watches James and Bert turn to look at the younger Frankie. She knows they will be waiting to hear what he’ll say. There’s a distinct pecking-order on the Bailey farm. Vi cracks the eggs into the pan. 
 
      
 
    “We was workin’ last night, Pa. We hijacked a run the Duffy crew were making. Got ‘em on Camden Road,” Frankie says.  
 
      
 
    Frank Senior leans his chair back. “Christ, Duffy, eh? That’s gonna rankle. But, hell, he’s a rich bastard. He can afford it.” He rights his chair and yells, “Vi, more coffee.”  
 
      
 
    Delores grabs three plates, fills them, and carries them to the table. Vi follows behind with more coffee. 
 
      
 
    “So what’s the plan? You gonna give it to Boo-Boo, or are we going to sell it on the side?” Frank Senior’s eyes gleam as he calculates the profit sitting under the tarp in his shed.  
 
      
 
    The elder son nods. “We’re going to sell it. There’s a couple of speaks around that could use it, with Christmas and New Year’s and all. They’re not Boo-Boo’s customers, so I think we’re in the clear.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, we’d better move it soon. I can’t imagine Duffy is gonna let us hang on to it without a fuss. Let’s get it ready for tonight’s ‘shine run and we’ll see who’s interested,” says Frank Senior. 
 
      
 
    Bert and James eat, relieved their father and older brother are working out the details. Frankie pushes his empty plate aside and lights up a cigarette, a glint in his eye—the prospect of sales and the division of money. Delores snorts at his obvious greed—the bantam strutting his stuff. 
 
      
 
    Finished his coffee, Frank Senior stands and begins to bark orders. “James, the barrels under the manure pile need to be fetched. Get your coat, Frankie, you and Bert come with me. We gotta’ haul up some water from the creek.” 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    The rest of the jittery day is spent on the still and the moonshine. The boys often glance over a shoulder, waiting for trouble to arrive at their door. The barrels fermenting under the manure pile, wrapped in burlap and covered in canvas, are hauled out. They are so hot that James has to add cold water before he can pour the liquor. The heat from the manure ages the whiskey faster than only storing it in barrels, and it is a brave Prohibition Agent, or Prohbie as they’re called, who’ll look through that pile of shit. 
 
      
 
    While James deals with the manure, Frankie, Bert, and their father use a horse to haul water from the creek. Cold, fresh water is a necessary ingredient for good ‘shine.  
 
      
 
    The three, Bert, Frankie Jr. and their father, are driving the wagon into the farmyard when retribution arrives in a car and two trucks. The vehicles roar into the yard. Bouncing in the back of one of the trucks are the two barrels of beer left behind from last night’s hijacking.  
 
      
 
    James sees it all from out in the field: men with drawn guns getting out of the two cars; his mother opening the door, Delores behind her; his father and brother, Frankie, shouting; Bert running to the barn—the guns are there.  
 
      
 
    Frozen in the field, James watches Bert go down, shot in the back. The horse rears up in its traces, frantic. James covers his ears when his mother screams.  
 
      
 
    As James runs toward the house, he can make out his father charging at one of the men. His father is shot at point-blank range. Staggering backward, his body collapses to the ground. Frankie Jr. drops to the ground, face down, hands behind his head.  
 
      
 
    James skids into the yard, his head swiveling from side to side, trying to take it all in: Bert on the ground near the barn; his father, probably dead, the blood pooling beneath him; brother Frankie, submissive in front of the gunmen. 
 
      
 
    “On your face, too, Bailey.” James faces four men with drawn guns. The one who speaks has an ugly scar on his face.  
 
      
 
    The brothers recognize Henry Mercer, Mickey Duffy’s chief lieutenant, from their brief stint as part of the Duffy gang last year. This won’t be the first time that Mercer has had a run in with the Bailey crew. He killed one of the Bailey gang several years ago.  
 
      
 
    Henry gestures again with his gun for James to join Frankie on the ground. Over by the barn, Bert moans; not a sound from his father. James hurries to comply, knowing it’s payback time. 
 
      
 
    “Well, lookie here. The bastards that killed our pals. You’re in a heap of trouble over that, and Mickey’s going to settle the score. The devil gets his due, don’tcha know. But business first. I think you have something of ours,” Henry says. Another man pushes his gun into the back of James’ head.  
 
      
 
    Frankie remains silent. The man standing over him kicks him hard in the ribs. Frankie grunts, his head turned toward his father’s body. James, with his face in the dirt, watches a second gun-wielding man lean down and put the barrel against Frankie’s head, pushing hard and cocking the trigger. James knows Frankie’s looking into the dead eyes of his father. The pressure will be building. A steam whistle. James has seen it before. One more shove of that gun barrel behind him and Frankie’s gonna pop. Slow panic begins to churn in the pit of James’ stomach. Not now, Frankie. Not now.  
 
      
 
    “Let’s save some time, gentlemen. Where’s our hooch at?” Mercer barks. 
 
      
 
    “It’s in the shed. All of it’s in the shed. Behind the barn,” says James quickly when Frankie remains silent. 
 
      
 
    Frankie turns his head and glares at James, whose heart pounds when he sees the murderous intent in those eyes. 
 
      
 
    With another kick at Frankie, the man standing over them goes off to the shed. Moments later, he shouts. “It’s back here.” 
 
      
 
    The man beside Henry Mercer keeps his gun drawn on the two Bailey brothers. Bert has stopped moaning. Vi and Delores are in the house, wailing. Henry Mercer and the other gunmen take the trucks to the shed. The Duffy men make fast work of reclaiming their liquor and getting it loaded into the trucks. It’s not long until Henry Mercer returns to stand over the pair. 
 
      
 
    “Two Bailey boys down, and two to go,” says Mercer. “This has been a lesson for you boys. Keep yer mitts off Mickey’s hooch. Was it just you numbskulls that dreamed up this caper or was Hoff in on it?” 
 
      
 
    The two brothers lie silent.  
 
      
 
    “Come on. Spill it. You don’t have the brains for something like this.” 
 
      
 
    Frankie curses into the dirt. “Go to hell, Mercer.” It earns him another kick in the ribs. 
 
      
 
    “I’m sure we’ll be seeing you all again real soon. Mickey says you can count on it.” He strides away and climbs into the lead car. The guard gives Frankie a final kick on his way to the cab of the truck. The three vehicles head toward Philly. 
 
      
 
    James rises first and tries to help Frankie stand. His hand is slapped away. James then goes to Bert, leaving his brother to see to their father. The front door opens, and Vi and Delores run toward Frank Senior. Kneeling over him, Frankie has one hand braced on the ground and one arm wrapped around his ribs. 
 
      
 
    “Bert’s still breathing,” yells James near the barn. 
 
      
 
    “My boy, alive? Hallelujah.” Vi sobs, and leans in to her son, Frankie. 
 
      
 
    Frankie, kneeling beside his father, pushes her away. “See to Bert.” 
 
      
 
    “Quick, James, get Bert into the house,” she says. “Delores, get a pot of water boiling.” 
 
      
 
    Delores does as she’s told. James manages to carry Bert inside with his mother’s help. Bert moans with each movement. Through the kitchen window, James sees Frankie gather up his father. With his father in his arms, Frankie stares at the empty lane and the road to Philly.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 4 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   T he three vehicles pull into the Duffy warehouse. They’re loaded with the recovered, stolen liquor.  
 
      
 
    For years, Mickey had used this warehouse, with its very convenient rail spur, as his headquarters, until he relocated the thinking part of the operation to the Ritz-Carlton Hotel. Now the warehouse is used to store and process the beer, whiskey, and gin. It’s also a favorite spot for his crew to hang out, the dirt floors familiar, and there’s no need for fuss. It suits them better. After all, there were no fancy carpets or room service when most of the men were on the front lines in France. 
 
      
 
    Bootleggers. Gangsters. Racketeers. Regardless of the label, the one thing a lot of the men have in common is the Great War. It’s been seven years since Armistice Day, but many men revisit the trenches and battlefields nightly in their dreams.  
 
      
 
    During the War, their natural inclination for violence and mayhem had been honed to a sharp edge. Battle-hardened, they saw how an effective organization was run, and learned how to lead men. Being a soldier taught them discipline, unlike the chaotic back streets and alleys of the stateside places they’d left behind. These men were used to following orders, and were ready to take a bullet for a brother—critical requirements for crime bosses like Mickey. 
 
      
 
    The Great War was also the catalyst for the heady rush of indulgence that defined the Roaring Twenties. You lived for today because you saw firsthand on the battle fields that tomorrow may not come.  
 
      
 
    Of course, the civilians left behind had their own catastrophe to survive. Death walked amongst them in the form of the Spanish Flu, killing as many Philadelphians—old, young, women, men, and children—as the war did. At the time, no one imagined how indiscriminate and devastating the influenza would be. No family was spared, and Philadelphia was particularly hard hit because the quarantines and banning of public gatherings had been delayed to accommodate Victory celebrations.  
 
      
 
    Between the two events, survivors’ grief found refuge in the motto ‘Live for today, for tomorrow we die’. The theme song of the Twenties.  
 
      
 
    Mickey’s been sitting at the table since Henry Mercer and the boys took off earlier that morning to take back their booze. He watches the convoy pull in. There’s some grim satisfaction seeing the loaded trucks. But five good men are gone. The Bailey’s will pay for that. 
 
      
 
    Several men greet the returning vehicles. “How’d it go?” “What happened?”  
 
      
 
    “Piece of cake,” says Henry, getting out of the lead car. “Now, let’s get these trucks unloaded.” 
 
      
 
    Henry plants himself across from his boss. Mickey’s homburg hat rests on top of a pair of ears that appear to be handles attached to the side of his head. 
 
      
 
    Mickey’s head honcho of a nice little empire. He started out running a bootlegging crew of a dozen men when he got out of jail at the beginning of Prohibition. Since then, he’s been expanding rapidly; a hundred men under him so far and growing. He runs good quality booze, relying on quality not quantity for his profits. His client list includes some of the more influential people in the state. Having a stunner of a wife on his arm doesn’t hurt—he looks the part in every way.  
 
      
 
    He buys wholesale and sells retail, to his own clubs as well as plenty more in Philly. He also does a bit of work in Jersey, owns a couple of hotels in Atlantic City, and has started dipping his hand into some breweries in Camden. But basically, Mickey’s a delivery man. He takes the risks—which are significant—and makes the profits, also significant. He’s a reliable business partner—you get what you pay for, but you better pay on time. You don’t double-cross Mickey Duffy. Mickey’s reputation is that of a man with limited patience, and a mean streak that’s getting wider every year. His continued success is built on a well-greased machine of greedy cops and judges whose tastes exceed their means.  
 
      
 
    “How’d it go? Anybody hurt? How much inventory are we missing?” Mickey’s questions to Henry come fast. 
 
      
 
    Henry puts his hand up to halt the interrogation as he takes a long swig from the ‘near’-beer that someone has put in front of him. He keeps a case or two of the 0.5% beer—which is ironically legal in a den of bootleggers--on hand since he kicked the hard liquor habit last year. He’s not going down that rabbit hole again if he can avoid it. Several bottles of the real stuff litter the table. 
 
      
 
    “Our guys are okay. Not a scratch. Us, anyway. Old man Bailey is dead. Maybe one of his kids, too. The runt. We left the other two to consider the error of their ways.”  
 
      
 
    Mickey nods, staring off into a corner. “Maybe we shouldn’t have left two of them standing. You know? Especially the oldest one, Junior. He’s always been trouble, Henry. Maybe we should have finished them off once and for all.” 
 
      
 
    Henry frowns and shrugs. 
 
      
 
    “What about Delores? She okay?” asks John Bricker, who had been sitting next to Mickey. He’s had a soft spot for the kid since she spent time with Mickey last year. 
 
      
 
    “Didn’t see her or her ma. There was a racket coming from the house, though, so maybe she was there. As to the liquor, we won’t know how much is missing until we finish unloading, but it looks like we got most of it back. There were two barrels of beer we picked up off the side of the road early this morning. We got there before the cops. The rest of it was at the farm.” 
 
      
 
    “Good. With all the holiday parties, we can’t afford to run short. Let’s get this stuff turned around and out the door again,” Mickey says. “What about Hoff? They say anything about him being involved?” 
 
      
 
    “It’s still up in the air ‘bout who organized the hijacking. Frankie didn’t say, one way or the other. My money’s on the Bailey’s; not Hoff. Our guys in the lead car last night said it looked like just them, and a couple of guys that usually ride with ‘em. No sign of the usual Hoff crew. But hey, it was dark, and a lot was goin’ on. They didn’t stop to check name tags or take attendance.” 
 
      
 
    “So Hoff could still be in on it. He’s such a greedy bastard. I don’t think Bailey would have the balls to organize something like this, not after last year’s trouble. Going up against me? It had to be Hoff,” says Mickey. 
 
      
 
    “So, how do you want to handle this, Mickey?” Gus, who’s sitting across from Bricker, leans forward. He’s impatient. The guys that were hit were friends of his. 
 
      
 
    “Fast is as good as right,” Mickey says, scowling. “We got the Bailey’s red handed, so let’s start there. Something loud to catch Hoff’s attention just in case I’m right and he’s in on it somehow. Let’s put that bastard Hoff on his back foot, looking over his shoulder.” 
 
      
 
    The fellas around the table all nod. When somebody comes atcha, strike back fast and hard. 
 
      
 
    “Set something up for before the funerals happen so we can keep the boys in the loop. I don’t want nobody getting excited and doing something without authorization,” Mickey says. 
 
      
 
    Henry starts to stand, but Mickey catches his eye. “Sit for a sec, Henry. I wanna fill you in about something else.” The other men at the table get up and help unload.  
 
      
 
    “I got me a bit of a problem in Chicago that I think Capone can help out with. I need him to pay a special visit to that Giordano cop that was bothering Edith last year.” 
 
      
 
    “He wound up in Chicago?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah. I put a few feelers out and that’s what came back. I want it finished, permanently. And I’m going to ask Capone to look after it. We got on good enough when Edith and I went down to Florida to see him.” 
 
      
 
    “Are you sure you want to owe him a favor, Mickey? I’ve heard stories.” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t got much choice. I need you here, with all the stuff goin’ on with Hoff. Same for Gus and Fingers. Capone’ll get the job done. And that’s what’s important. Giordano’s gotta answer for what he done to Edith.” Mickey grinds his cigar out on a nearby plate. “Speaking of which, I gotta go grab her. We’re having dinner with the Mayor tonight. You good here?” 
 
      
 
    “Yup, all good. Give the Mayor my regards,” says Henry.  
 
      
 
    Mickey stands to go and then grips the back of his chair, swaying. 
 
      
 
    “Hey. Mickey, you okay?” Henry asks, concerned. 
 
      
 
    Mickey straightens, his hand still holding onto the chair. He takes a breath and lets go. “Must have drunk that beer too fast. I’m outta here. Let me know if you hear anything more.” 
 
      
 
    Henry frowns at Mickey’s back as he walks to the car. John Bricker, his driver, is waiting for him. 
 
      
 
    “Will do.” He glances at Mickey’s untouched beer. 
 
      
 
    After the recovered booze was cleaned up for redelivery, Gus, Fingers, and two of the shooters who’d been with Henry at the farm, sit with him. “So, what’s the plan, Henry? We going to teach those boys a lesson?” Gus asks. 
 
      
 
    “You don’t think two dead Baileys is enough of a lesson?” Fingers asks his partner, Gus. 
 
      
 
    “Naw, thems was just casualties getting our goods back. We need to teach the Bailey boys a real lesson. They’re down right now and we sure don’t want them getting up.”  
 
      
 
    “Mickey and I will talk it over,” says Henry. “We’re getting everybody together a day or two before the funerals, so don’t go doing anything stupid in the meantime.” 
 
      
 
    Gus takes a swig of beer. “I gotta tell ya, I don’t like that they thought they could do this to us. The Bailey’s are too stupid to pull off a job like this. Sure, we know they was there last night, but if Hoff was the brains behind it, fellas, we need to make sure it doesn’t happen again. We don’t want anyone else getting any ideas. Taking a run at us.” 
 
      
 
    “You think that Boo-Boo used the Bailey’s to steal our stuff, Mercer?” Fingers asks. 
 
      
 
    “If he did, that would be a whole different matter. Right now, it looks like the Bailey’s are a greedy bunch who thought they could make some clams on the side. But we need to make sure. No sense going to war if it’s only some bush league bozos,” Henry says. 
 
      
 
    Fingers and Gus start cleaning their guns; a workman always takes care of his tools. “Okay, sounds good. Let us know what we do next,” says Gus.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 5  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   T he tumultuous events in Philly’s underworld have not yet had any impact in the quiet streets of Northern Liberties. Time continues to unfold at its normal pace. Although she’d declined lunch, Edith’s still visiting when Tommy bounds up the veranda stairs and bursts through the front door for his lunch. “Don’t slam the—,” Maggie calls out as the front door slams.  
 
      
 
    He blushes when Edith tells him how tall and handsome he is, and is relieved to escape and head upstairs to his bedroom. Thoughts of Christmas and presents mean money, and he keeps a cigar box full of paper route savings in his bottom drawer. Sitting on his bed, counting his money, Tommy realizes how much he enjoys having it, and the opportunities available to a ‘man of means’. Maybe he should see about getting Jimmy a paper route, too. Then they’d be rolling in it with twice the cash to spend. He hears goodbyes and the front door close, and knows that the coast is clear to come downstairs again and have his lunch. 
 
      
 
    Later that night, Tommy helps Maggie put dinner on the table. “Mother, if you could have anything you wanted for Christmas, what would it be?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, I don’t know. You getting good grades in school would make me happy.” 
 
      
 
    “No, I’m serious. What would you like?” 
 
      
 
    Maggie swoops down, giving him a kiss on the cheek. “You’ve been working hard to earn that paper-route money, Tommy. I want you to save it for school. Please don’t be spending it on me.” 
 
      
 
    Frowning, Tommy carries the bread to the table and slides into the chair next to reporter and lodger Dick Beamish who is telling everyone about the overnight hijacking out on the Camden Road. Tommy ignores his food and leans in, excited to catch more details. 
 
      
 
    “Some snitch called it in. The photographer and I drove out first thing this morning. Cops hadn’t even got there yet. We managed to get something into the late edition of today’s newspaper; great pictures of the bodies, and you know my editor’s motto: ‘If it bleeds, it leads’. I expect that, tomorrow, there’ll be another Philadelphia Inquirer front pager for yours truly,” says Dick.  
 
      
 
    “I’ll be sure to pick up a copy, Dick,” Archie says.  
 
      
 
    Maggie smiles. She can almost see Archie rubbing his hands together, eager to add to his collection. As the person who sweeps under his bed, she’s aware of his secret infatuation. He loves the wild side of Philly, and keeps clippings of the murder and mayhem in a scrapbook tucked away out of sight. 
 
      
 
    “And then what happened, Mr. Beamish?” Tommy asks. 
 
      
 
    “It was pretty gruesome stuff, I tell ya. Bodies everywhere,” Dick says to the assembled diners.  
 
      
 
    Maggie snaps her napkin, and Dick catches her look of caution. More food is passed around the table, as is a filtered version of the previous night’s action.  
 
      
 
    “Five bodies, and only a few barrels of beer left,” says Dick. 
 
      
 
    “Any clues who did it? Or who the victims are?” Archie asks. 
 
      
 
    “The bodies have been identified as some of Mickey Duffy’s crew. So we’re guessing it was probably the Bailey’s who jumped them. Or maybe Hoff.” 
 
      
 
    “Sounds a lot like Chicago. I should fit in here real good,” Reg says. “But I guess there are bootleggers and gangsters everywhere these days. Who’s this Duffy character?” 
 
      
 
    “He’s Philly’s answer to Al Capone,” says Archie. “The same kind of hair-trigger temper and brutality, and one of the reasons why they call Philly the Machinegun Belt of the East—because of all the murders. Twenty-five this year alone, right Dick?” Archie doesn’t really need to confirm the numbers with Dick thanks to his growing, albeit secret, hobby under his bed. Which is about as close to the action as he wants to get.  
 
      
 
    “Twenty-five. Bang on.” Dick passes the potatoes. “It’s pretty rough out there, Reg. Mickey Duffy, he’s King of the Bootleggers here in Philly. There’s a couple of other big gangs. The Lanzettas—connected to the Italians in New York—Salvatore Sabella basically runs the mob here. Then there’s Max Hassel who makes beer across in New Jersey—he’s a pretty straight arrow; a criminal, but doesn’t have a reputation as a thug. Archie’s right, Mickey Duffy has that corner wrapped up. A brutal killer. They say he shoots people for target practice.” Dick winks at Tommy. 
 
      
 
    “And dumps them in Bandits’ Cemetery,” Tommy chimes in. 
 
      
 
    “And where’s that, exactly?” Reg asks. 
 
      
 
    “Nobody really knows for sure. A bit of Philly’s folklore,” Dick says. 
 
      
 
    “Not true, Reg. Bandits’ Cemetery is real; it’s just that nobody but the bandits know where it is. It’s hard to say how many bodies have been planted there over the years,” Archie says, waving his cutlery to stress the point. 
 
      
 
    Archie frowns at Dick who is shaking his head, chuckling.  
 
      
 
    “Reg, you gotta excuse my friend, Archie. Now me, I only deal in the facts. Until somebody can dig me up the real story,” Dick says, his pun causing general eye rolling from everyone but Archie. “I’ll keep to the line that it’s just a romantic tale to entertain the kiddies.” 
 
      
 
    Archie glares at the challenger. “Not all history is known, Dick. There must be something to it; we’re still talking about it after all. The legends go way back, Reg; a hundred years or more. Now me, I think it’s a bog near where the Cohocksink Creek used to run. There must be a break in the storm sewer along there somewhere,” Archie says. 
 
      
 
    Maggie clears her throat, again concerned that the conversation is veering off into territory not suitable for Tommy’s ears. 
 
      
 
    Dick nabs a couple of rolls as they go by. “Duffy runs most of the numbers, the pro skirts, and supplies the speakeasies around here. He doesn’t cook his own moonshine, but imports his inventory through a partnership with kingpin, Max Hassel. Hassel’s also operating a few breweries out in Camden so can keep the suds rolling, too.” 
 
      
 
    “What about Boo-Boo, Mr. Beamish?” Tommy asks. “The guy who has all the boxers and sets up those fights? He’s a bootlegger, too, right?” 
 
      
 
    “You’re right, Tommy. We can’t leave Boo-Boo off our list. Now, Reg, if you ever see a short, flashy fella walking around town with rings on every finger and a giant bodyguard at each shoulder, that’s Boo-Boo Hoff. Loves to entertain, and rich like a Vanderbilt. A real attitude, arrogant as all get out, but I guess when you’ve got that kind of dough you can afford to swagger.” 
 
      
 
    “Up in Chicago, our gangsters all have hard, mean names like Scarface or Machine Gun Kelly or The Enforcer. Where’d he get that goofy name?” Reg makes a silly face at Tommy, earning a choked giggle in return.  
 
      
 
    “A good story, Reg. Boo-Boo’s real name is Max Hoff, and he has an older brother, Lou. When Lou was a tyke in South Philly, his mother would holler “Bo”, which is Yiddish for “come” when she wanted him to hightail it home. All the kids started calling Lou by the name of Boo-Boo and, when Max came along, they started calling him “Little Boo-Boo”. Now that he’s the big macher in town for running booze, nobody dares call him Little, but they still call him Boo-Boo.” Dick is filled with history—thrives on it for his backstories.  
 
      
 
    “That’s a good one. So, you have the Italians, the Jews, and the Irish. Who else?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, Duffy’s not Irish. He’s Polish. Changed his name early in the game to fit in with the Irish. The O’Leary clan would be the biggest Irish gang, but they don’t hold a candle to Duffy and his crew. Make no mistake, there’ll be hell to pay for last night. Dick catches a warning look. Oops, sorry again, Missus B.”  
 
      
 
    “Why don’t we try having a nice dinner without talking about guns and violence, for once? Tommy, why don’t you tell us about your Christmas pageant next week? Are you singing?” 
 
      
 
    “No, but I get to be a shepherd and wear a beard. It’s really just the end of a mop, but it looks like the real thing.” 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    After dinner, Tommy settles at the kitchen table with Archie for his ongoing math tutoring. Maggie is finishing up the last of the tidying. Dick has pitched in. They listen as Tommy painfully recites his multiplication tables.  
 
      
 
    “Two times two is four, three times two is six.” He gets through the lower numbers easily, but stumbles when he gets to the seven times table. Archie makes him start all over again. 
 
      
 
    Dick watches Maggie grimace. “Not my strength either, Missus B. I’m more of a words man.”  
 
      
 
    “Well, speaking of words, I think I’ll go do a bit of writing in the living room. I’m almost finished my journal for this year, and I have a few ideas I want to jot down before 1926 ends,” Maggie says. 
 
      
 
    “Sounds good, Missus B. I’ve got a story to file for the paper. I think I’ll head down to the Inquirer.” Dick puts on his hat and lifts his coat off the hook by the back door. 
 
      
 
    Maggie tops up Archie’s coffee and ruffles Tommy’s hair as she carries her own coffee to the living room. He’s trying hard; she wishes he had the head for numbers her father has. When her father worked as the Chief Accountant at the Hog Island Shipyards, he could juggle multiple columns of numbers in his head at the same time. 
 
      
 
    Maggie smiles and her shoulders relax as she enters the living room. When she and Jack had first bought the house, they pulled the room together; a hodgepodge of cast-offs from her mother, and various rummage sale finds. With a bit of financial breathing room, Maggie has been upgrading when she finds a bargain. Recently, she’s bought a burled-walnut cabinet radio. She’s not sure the sound is any better than the tabletop model that’s now upstairs in her bedroom, but it sure looks swell in the corner. 
 
      
 
    She turns the knob, sets the volume on low, then settles at her desk, next to the dapper, older gentleman sitting in the chair beside it. 
 
      
 
    “Hello Inspector, were you here when we were talking about the hijacking?” Maggie keeps her voice quiet, to blend with the radio, so the pair in the kitchen don’t overhear. 
 
      
 
    Frank Geyer, a retired Inspector with the Philadelphia Police, is Maggie’s mentor and friend. A mutual passion for truth and justice had united them to begin an investigation into young Oskar Leszek’s murder almost three years ago. They were thwarted in bringing Oskar’s killer to justice by the murky circumstances surrounding his death; and, recently, the investigation concluded in a tangle of lies with Mickey and his gang at the center.  
 
      
 
    Recognizing that their city will continue to be ravaged by the actions of Prohibition profiteers, Frank and Maggie’s investigative efforts have now expanded to include the criminal empires of other bootleggers. As well, the duo has a close working relationship with the Philadelphia police, assisting them in their efforts to curtail police corruption. They have bestowed upon Frank the nickname ‘The Phantom Informant’ because no one on the force has ever met the man. Maggie acts as a conduit, feeding the information to one of her first lodgers, newly promoted Sergeant Joe Kelly. 
 
      
 
    The police don’t fully appreciate the accuracy of the nickname. There’s been a lot of water under the bridge since Maggie came to accept that her mentor and friend is not of this world. She’d thought she was going crazy, and it took irrefutable evidence before she would accept that Inspector Geyer is a ghost.  
 
      
 
    Not long ago, Sergeant Kelly’s grandmother saw and spoke with the Inspector. Her Celtic roots and elder knowledge confirmed that the Inspector was indeed ‘in-between’. The why of it was a mystery, although she had stressed that it had to be something personal. Over the years, Maggie has thought a lot about the Inspector’s spectral nature. What is his higher purpose or unfinished business? Is it geography that keeps him tethered, his nature as protector of the city, or something else?  
 
      
 
    Frank’s ghostly ways took some time to adapt to. Now they are a team, Maggie relies on his unique attributes to gather information and go places she doesn’t have access to.  
 
      
 
    “I heard it all,” he says. “Tragic. Five dead. I’ve been on watch at Mickey’s warehouse since early this morning. He came down as soon as he got the news, and sent Henry Mercer and a couple of his boys to retrieve the goods. They wanted to get the inventory back before it was sold. Apparently, there was some trouble out at the farm, and shots were fired. Of course, retaliation needs to be swift. While it looks like the Bailey brothers did the actually hijacking, Mickey’s sure that Hoff is behind it, and he’s called a big confab of the gang for later this week.” 
 
      
 
    “I expect that whatever happened when they retrieved the liquor won’t be the end of it. Mickey won’t take kindly to somebody challenging him like that.” 
 
      
 
    “Absolutely. It sounds like he’s planning something bigger; that’s probably why he is getting everyone together before they hold the funerals for his men that were slain during the hijacking. With everyone there, I think I should be there, too.” 
 
      
 
    Reg pokes his head around the corner, a cup of coffee in one hand and a book in the other.  
 
      
 
    Maggie drops her journal. “Oh, you surprised me.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to startle you. I see you’re alone, but wanted to let you know I’m done for the night. I can sit and join you if you like?” 
 
      
 
    Maggie shakes her head. “I’m fine, Reg. Please go and enjoy your book. I like the solitude to write; sometimes I muse aloud, trying out words and phrases.” 
 
      
 
    “Okay. Goodnight, Mrs. Barnes, I mean Maggie. I’m going to head upstairs and finish this book by Mr. Dale Carnegie. Heck of a salesman; I’m picking up some good techniques.” 
 
      
 
    The stairs creak. Maggie and Frank wait for Reg’s door to close.  
 
      
 
    “Being there next week, for that size of meeting, sounds like a good idea, Inspector. I expect the funerals will be Wednesday or Thursday, so the meeting will be sometime in the next few days I imagine. This could be a turning point. Certainly, Mickey can’t fail to react. Maybe something will shake loose that we can benefit from.”  
 
      
 
    Frank settles back, pulling out a couple of matches from the matchbox that’s always in his pocket. He begins the ritual of rolling the clipped cigar, ensuring the end has thoroughly caught, before beginning to puff. The cigar is as much a phantom as the Inspector himself. No smell, no smoke, no dropped ash left behind: the perfect smoker as far as Maggie’s concerned.  
 
      
 
    Evening Report is a nightly ritual he and Maggie enjoy. “I can only hope Mickey’s time of reckoning is near. He’s done a lot of damage to people in this city. No one has held him accountable… although perhaps we can change that.”  
 
      
 
    “Duffy’s been acting invincible. Since he skated free after we found the list of his suppliers and customers, no one’s bothered even to try and pin anything on him,” says Maggie. 
 
      
 
    “Good, then it’s settled. I’ll head over there for it, which means I won’t be able to join you for Report that night.” 
 
      
 
    “Hold on a minute, Inspector. What do you mean, ‘you’? This is a partnership, remember? It’s been ages since I’ve had a chance to do any field work. I’m going, too.” 
 
      
 
    Frank’s eyebrows shoot up. “Certainly you can go, Maggie. I only thought that since its surveillance, I might be better suited. It’ll be good to have you there, but it’s dangerous. Invisibility has some advantages, you know.” 
 
      
 
    “Objection noted but overruled, Inspector. I’m coming along.” 
 
      
 
    “Dress warmly then. It’s nippy at night and, since you’re coming, we’ll have to be outside.” 
 
      
 
    “I’ll make sure I’m bundled. And I’ll make sure Archie or Dick will be home to keep an eye on Tommy. I’ll tell them I’m going to the pictures.” 
 
      
 
    Frank clears his throat, averting his eyes. “Maggie, I have a confession to make. I wasn’t at the warehouse the entire morning. After Mercer and the trucks left to bring back the stolen merchandise, I came here to tell you, but saw that you were visiting with Edith. I apologize, but I eavesdropped on the conversation you were having.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh Inspector, you promised you wouldn’t do that—lurk about. It’s rude, and it makes me uneasy. We were enjoying a bit of private, well, girl talk. I need to know when you’re here.” Maggie fixes him with a stern look. “Just because you can pop in and out whenever you want, and no one can see you but me, doesn’t mean that you shouldn’t respect boundaries and give me a bit of privacy. Even ghosts should have manners.” 
 
      
 
    “I know. And again, I apologize. But she’s right.” Frank looks her square in the eyes. “You do spend too much time on your own, Maggie. And Jack would agree with me: the living should live. It’s time, my dear.” 
 
      
 
    “Is this the ‘you’re not getting any younger’ speech? Just spare me, Inspector. I get those from Mother all the time. And now you and Edith have joined the chorus?” 
 
      
 
    “Only because we have your best interests at heart, Maggie. You must be lonely. And you are a woman who’s easy to love. You shouldn’t be alone.”  
 
      
 
    “I’m not alone,” Maggie answers quickly. “I have Tommy, and the lodgers. I have you.” 
 
      
 
    “Tommy is your son, a boy who will grow to be a man and find his own life. Your lodgers will come and go. This is merely a resting spot for them, a way station on their road to somewhere else. And I’m not truly here. If I were alive, I’d be older than your grandfather, maybe even your great-grandfather. You can’t claim me as a substitute for a real flesh and blood man.” 
 
      
 
    “I sometimes forget you’re a ghost, Inspector. And I’ve gotten used to you being here, to having you around. You’ve taught me so much about investigations.” Maggie smiles at Frank. “We’re a team, Inspector. Few partnerships, including marriage, can claim that.” 
 
      
 
    Frank smiles back. He’s also come to savor their companionship, and thrives on the renewed purpose their activities have brought him. Frank’s previous isolation had been a heavy burden. Well, he’s done his duty and raised the matter, and can now move on to other, safer issues. The realm of emotions, especially women’s emotions, have never been a comfortable place for him.  
 
      
 
    “What do you think Duffy will do next?” asks Frank. “I saw his reaction at the warehouse when he learned he’d lost men and inventory. Outrage doesn’t begin to describe it. This isn’t just business for Mickey. It’s personal. They stole from him. They took friends. They hijacked his liquor. It will be The Almighty himself raining down fire and fury at that meeting with the whole crew.” 
 
      
 
    “Mickey has a terrifying temper. I’ve seen it first-hand. Believe me, he’s capable of anything. After the hijacking makes the front page news tomorrow, a large slice of Philadelphia will be holding their breath waiting to see what happens next,” Maggie says. 
 
      
 
    “As will we, my dear. And, we’ll have to be on guard. We can’t risk your discovery. It’s probably no use asking you, again, not to come, is it?”  
 
      
 
    “You know me well, Inspector. Well, that’s it for me. It’s getting late, and I should be off to bed.” Maggie begins to turn off the lights. “Are you coming to Tommy’s concert on Friday?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, I wouldn’t miss it, my dear. I’m looking forward to it.” 
 
      
 
    With the lights off, Maggie climbs the stairs, leaving Frank with his thoughts. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 6 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   A s time passes during Prohibition, the young, brash Turks who are making money from selling the booze, grow richer. They buy fancy suits, drive fancy cars, have a fancy dame on each arm, and they live in fancy hotels. It is a dream come true for young men from the wrong side of town; no education to speak of except for the school of hard knocks, and no grub-stake to start a business with. For them, Prohibition has been an Opportunity with a capital ‘O’, a situation uniquely suited to their particular skills and attitudes. 
 
      
 
    Boo-Boo Hoff was born a poor Russian Jew in Philadelphia’s Little Italy. His easy-going charm opened a lot of doors. He, too, had paid his dues on the fields of France and come home older and wiser. When he was in his early twenties, he started his first casino in the swank Society Hill neighborhood in Philly. Early backing came from Jewish and Italian money, which he has repaid ten-fold.  
 
      
 
    First and foremost a businessman, he is also known far and wide for his passion for boxing. Never a successful fighter because of his short stature, he has built a boxing empire with the same forethought and deliberation on which he built the bootlegging side of his business. Those in the world of sports figure he owns the largest stable of boxers in America, and he makes sure to bet on every match. 
 
      
 
    Prohibition created a demand for a product Boo-Boo knew he could supply. He also recognized other businesses would be impacted by the Volstead Act, and took full advantage of the chemical manufacturing that was happening along the Delaware Valley before Prohibition. He bought out, under favorable terms, many larger industrial alcohol plants that had large inventories of legally manufactured alcohol, and valuable, legitimate licenses to make it—all proverbial licenses to print money. And hey, if some of it happens to get diverted to speakeasies and gin-joints? Well, that’s just ‘slippage’. 
 
      
 
    As befitting a gambling and racketeering tycoon, Boo-Boo’s headquarters are on the second floor of the luxurious Hotel Sylvania. Handy to one of Philadelphia’s major avenues, Broad Street, it is a prestige address for the boxing promoter turned bootlegger. The Sylvania’s trendy art deco style adds an air of progress to his reputation as a young, forward-thinking businessman. 
 
      
 
    The usual assortment of men have showed up in the Hoff suite that night: Boo-Boo, his top lieutenants, his bookkeeper, some of the crew, boxers and, of course, the dames. Ya gotta love those dames. Always dressed to the nines as if they were coming back from or are just heading out to a party, these gals are gorgeous. And their eagerness to accommodate is part of their charm. 
 
      
 
    Gathered around the metal and glass art-deco dining table, Skinny and Fats play cards with a couple of the guys, including Sidney Schwartz, Boo-Boo’s chief lieutenant. Sid and Boo-Boo were bar mitzvahed together and there’s nobody Boo-Boo trusts more, except maybe family. Lately, the Bailey brothers had also been sitting in on the regular game, but today they’d been a no-show. 
 
      
 
    Skinny is losing badly. He looks at the cards he’s holding and the small pile of dough in front of him, then back at his cards. 
 
      
 
    “You fat slug, Skinny. Your pudgy fingers are getting all the cards greasy. Play or fold, but stop sweating on them,” Sidney says.  
 
      
 
    In the corner, Boo-Boo sits between a pair of girls, one perched on each arm of the chair. He laughs. 
 
      
 
    “Fold.” Skinny abandons his cards and the table. He heads toward the comfort of the sofa and a couple of gals, but their cold shoulders force him to change direction. He stops in front of the bar cart set up in the corner of the room. 
 
      
 
    Fats barely notices Skinny’s absence. He’s holding a pair of eights and a pair of queens and is trying to figure out what’s in Sid’s hand when, all of a sudden, shouting can be heard coming from the hallway outside the suite. 
 
      
 
    Boo-Boo’s bodyguard opens the door. Frankie and James Bailey burst in.  
 
      
 
    “That bastard Duffy hit us. Pop’s dead and Bert’s been shot bad.” Frankie stands there, wild eyed, his father’s dried blood smeared on the front of his shirt. 
 
      
 
    Skinny takes a step toward the brothers, the bottle of whiskey forgotten in his hand. Fats, still at the table, lays his cards face down. He stands, and approaches the brothers, alarmed by Frankie’s wild look. Neither Fats nor Skinny had mentioned the job to Boo-Boo when they showed up at the hotel earlier in the day. The hijacking had been Frankie’s idea, and he could be the one to spill the beans and pay the consequences. But this was a heck of a way for Boo-Boo to find out, and Skinny and Fats aren’t sure this is the best way to break the news.  
 
      
 
    “It was real bad.” James is trembling. “We came as soon as the doc left. Bert’s been shot in the back. Doc’s not sure he’ll walk again. Pa’s gone.” 
 
      
 
    Boo-Boo does not rise; his voice cuts through the room. “What the hell happened, Frankie? You say Duffy killed your pop?”  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, in cold blood. They showed up at noon. Drove right into the farmyard and started shooting.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s just crazy. So, what’s the rest of the story?” Boo-Boo asks, tilting his head to one side. 
 
      
 
    Frankie’s still gulping breaths, his gaze going from one face to the next. James steps further into the room. “They were looking for booze,” James says. 
 
      
 
    “And why were they looking at your place?” Boo-Boo asks. 
 
      
 
    “Because we hijacked an alkie-run they were doing the night before. We lifted a bunch of whiskey and some beer off ‘em,” Frankie says quietly. He looks away from Boo-Boo. Skinny and Fats take a step away from Frankie. 
 
      
 
    Boo-Boo pats one of the girls on her thigh and stands. Barely five-feet tall, his slow walk toward Frankie stirs the air; grown men hold their breath. By the time he reaches the Bailey boys, he towers above them. 
 
      
 
    “You’re the ones who hijacked Mickey Duffy’s booze? I saw it in the newspaper on my way back to the hotel tonight. You and who else?” He turns, searching the room for Skinny and Fats. “Please tell me you schmiels didn’t kill anybody,” Boo-Boo says. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, we did. Nobody got out. Three people dead? Maybe four?” Frankie says. He looks to his brother.  
 
      
 
    “Five.” James corrects.  
 
      
 
    Boo-Boo tenses. “Oye, oye, oye.  From bad to worse. And the booze you stole? What were your plans for the booze?”  
 
      
 
    The men in the room quietly shift, clearing a path to their holsters. 
 
      
 
    Frankie cannot meet Boo-Boo’s eyes. James speaks up. “We was planning on selling it for you, Boss. The usual split. What with it being the holidays and all, we just figured you could use some extra inventory.” 
 
      
 
    There’s an inaudible sigh of relief in the room, and shoulders relax. 
 
      
 
    Boo-Boo looks behind him to Sid, and then back to the Baileys. “So, let me get this straight. You killed a bunch of Duffy’s crew and stole his booze to give to me,” says Boo-Boo, shaking his head. “You two. If they put your brains in a bird, it would start flying backward. Not so smart, Frankie.” Boo-Boo taps Frankie on the forehead.  
 
      
 
    There’s restrained laughter from Boo-Boo’s men. 
 
      
 
    “It’s sad that your old man and brother got hit, boys. A real crime. It’s my hope that you should know no further sorrow. But, heck, it can’t be a surprise that Duffy showed up,” says Boo-Boo. “Did they get their booze back?”  
 
      
 
    “Yeah,” Frankie whispers. 
 
      
 
    “Feh, what a situation, Sid,” Boo-Boo says. 
 
      
 
    “It stinks all right,” says Sid. “It’s going to cause trouble, Boo-Boo.”  
 
      
 
    Frankie grabs Boo-Boo’s arm. “We should hit back, Mr. Hoff. Go over to Duffy’s tonight and shoot up the joint.” 
 
      
 
    Skinny and Fats look to James, who gives a subtle shake of his head. They relax, relieved there is one calm head on a Bailey. 
 
      
 
    Boo-Boo steps back, brushing at his sleeve where Frankie had grabbed him. “Look, Frankie, you can go do what you want, but this doesn’t involve me. This is your battle, not mine. You’ve got a real mess here, and I want no part of it.” Boo-Boo returns to his chair and his girls. 
 
      
 
    “Boss?” Frankie’s arms are outstretched.  
 
      
 
    Boo-Boo ignores the brothers, but stops before sitting. “It bears some thinking, Sid.”  
 
      
 
    The crime boss gets himself comfortable between the women. “Maybe we can help you get what you want, eh?” Boo-Boo looks to Frankie and James. “My enemy’s enemy is my friend- kind of thing.” Boo-Boo taps his chin, a small smile on his face. “Yeah, I think we can help. But give me a few days. If you’re still alive and kicking by the end of the week, we might have a plan.” Boo-Boo winks at Frankie. “Condolences on your loss, fellas. I hope your brother pulls through.” Then he turns his attention to the glamorous distractions. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 7 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   L ate afternoon sun streams through the large classroom windows. Tommy’s been watching the slowest clock in the world. It hangs above Mrs. Sneezeby’s desk. His mother has said that he could go downtown after school. He’s been saving his newspaper money and plans to buy her something special for Christmas. This is the first time he’s had his own spending money, and the possibilities seem endless. 
 
      
 
    It ticks, it tocks, and the seconds hand does not appear to move. Tommy dares himself to look away and count. Then, just as his attention is diverted by a girl passing a note to another girl, the dismissal bell rings. A surge of energy pumps through him. When Mrs. Sneezeby permits the class to leave, he escapes the classroom, rushes down the hall, and pushes through the double wooden doors, clearing the front steps in a single bound. 
 
      
 
    As he walks toward the trolley stop, he considers his choices: jewelry, perfume, a book maybe? She’s always writing in that journal of hers about crime and murder, so maybe a mystery with a detective to catch the bad guy? Who’s the one with the weird hat? I bet she’d like Sherlock Holmes. 
 
      
 
    He kicks a lump of ice down the sidewalk. Or maybe something else. She’s got her business with all the numbers; a fancy pencil case, or maybe a briefcase? No, that would be too expensive. But maybe a special file folder for putting papers in?  
 
      
 
    He reaches up and swats at an overhanging bare tree branch. What about something more girly? She’s pretty. In the movies and on the radio the girls always like perfume and scarves and stuff like that. Maybe jewelry? She’s been going out at night to places, so maybe something that sparkles? Sheesh, this is tough. Too bad she didn’t want a bicycle, because then I could buy one and we could share it. 
 
      
 
    A shout and scuffling jerk Tommy out of his daydream. Up ahead, he sees the class bully, George McGovern, shoving a small boy. George is the biggest boy in the school. He’s been in Tommy’s class since first grade. Always ready with his fists. A terror in the playground.  
 
      
 
    George pushes the small boy to the ground. The pocket of his coat is almost ripped off. There are books scattered on the sidewalk. A little girl sits on the curb, sobbing. Tommy hates it when girls cry; it makes his stomach hurt. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, McGovern,” Tommy yells. “Whaddaya think you’re doing?” Tommy marches over and shoves George. Having been caught off guard, George stumbles and falls backward. Tommy towers over him. “Pick on kids your own size, Georgie. Now, get lost.” 
 
      
 
    George scrambles to his feet, glaring at Tommy. He stares down at his victim. “You just wait, Charlie. I’m not through with you yet.”  
 
      
 
    Tommy steps forward, fists raised like a boxer. “Scram!”  
 
      
 
    George jumps back then turns, sauntering away. Tommy watches him go. “You guys okay?” 
 
      
 
    The boy nods his head. “Just my coat. I don’t know about my sister. You okay, Gertie?” 
 
      
 
    The girl who’d been sobbing has joined Charlie. She nods, tears still streaming down her face.  
 
      
 
    Tommy leans down and picks up the boy’s soft cap, slapping it against his leg to knock the dirt off, and hands it to him.  
 
      
 
    “Thanks. You’re Tommy Barnes, right?” Charlie asks. 
 
      
 
    Tommy nods, then helps collect the books and scattered papers. Gertie stuffs them in her brother’s knapsack. Tommy discovers Charlie’s in third grade and Gertie’s in second. 
 
      
 
    “You two should head home in the other direction. You know what I mean? And watch out tomorrow for George. He carries a grudge.”  
 
      
 
    Tommy heads for the trolley stop. It’s bad enough when George picks on kids his own size, but those two are just babies.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 8 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   T he Roaring Twenties have turned Philadelphia into a playground for bootleggers. There are a couple who are ‘Kings of the Hill’—petty tyrants ruling wealthy kingdoms. Boo-Boo Hoff is one of a handful that has earned the name King of the Bootleggers, his immense wealth a product of chaotic times. 
 
      
 
    Boo-Boo Hoff’s business empire, both legitimate and illegal, is extensive. One of the foundations of his business philosophy is to be fully integrated. His empire controls the making, selling, transportation, and distribution of alcohol, legal and illegal. As well, he has his stubby fingers into loan sharking, enforcement and protection money, prostitution, and gambling. The gambling includes everything from the card game in your neighbor’s living room, or the casino downtown, to the race track, and the boxing rings. If people are betting, Boo-Boo is taking his taste somewhere. Boo-Boo owns commercial and residential property all over New Jersey and Pennsylvania and takes pride in being described as the wealthiest gangster on the East Coast. 
 
      
 
    Boo-Boo employs hundreds of people. An operation this big and complex can’t be run out of a hotel suite and is headquartered in an office building on South Seventh Street. There’s a reception desk, hallways of offices, and a bookie joint behind the main floor deli. The web of businesses and interests stay connected through one hundred and seventy-five telephone operators. 
 
      
 
    Boo-Boo and Sid Schwartz are heading to the elevators from the top floor’s boardroom where they’ve met with the accountants and lawyers about Boo-Boo’s latest business venture. Sid is careful to match his pace to Boo-Boo’s shorter stride  
 
      
 
    They get off the elevator early and take a detour at the switchboard floor. Boo-Boo loves the modern equipment. Row upon row of women, with headsets connected to switchboards, look up as he walks by. He nods and smiles; the little emperor, walking amongst his troops. The workers in this office building are as crucial to his survival and success as the gun-toting crew members back at the hotel.  
 
      
 
    On the main floor of Boo-Boo’s building is a delicatessen, a popular place, a thousand people a day making their way in off the street. Most don’t stop for long; their final destination is Boo-Boo’s bookie joint in the back room behind the counter.  
 
      
 
    Today, Sid and Boo-Boo will grab something from the deli, too. But first, he checks in on the bookies; like touching a rabbit’s foot for luck. 
 
      
 
    The walls of a large, dark room are covered in chalkboards. There’s the tote board for the horse races, with the nags’ names running down the sides and the odds for each race at different tracks scribbled beside each name. Another set of tote boards record sporting events, and highlighted on those are the boxers and various fights around the country. A third set of boards record the dog races that are usually run at night. In the center of the room, behind a long counter, are tables set up with telephones that are constantly ringing. 
 
      
 
    Odds are tracked, and men in shirt sleeves scurry back and forth between the phones and the boards. Each race, game, or fight has one of Boo-Boo’s men stationed on-site to call in the results. Small kids with fists of money dart behind the counter, running in-between the bookies, carrying the hopes, dreams, and desperation of the bettors on the street. Inside the courier bags they carry are locked bags. In each locked bag is a clock, betting slips, and dough to prove that bets were placed before the race started or fight ended. In the background of all this mayhem, various radios blare out the races. 
 
      
 
    Customers are lined up in front of the counter, money or betting slips clutched in their hands. Some stand quietly, eyes glued to the boards. Some shout and gesture, trying to catch the bookies attention before bets are locked down.  
 
      
 
    Behind the counter, carefully watched by security, are the bookies: eye shades, jackets off, shirt sleeves secured with black bands, usually a pencil tucked behind an ear. Rivers of cash flow across their counters and into the wooden drawers. A lot of cash. Boo-Boo has a contented smile on his face, watching the money being made.  
 
      
 
    They head back to the deli.  
 
      
 
    “How was Atlantic City, Boss?” Sid asks. 
 
      
 
    “Interesting. Nucky Johnson has AC sewn up tight. I was impressed by how much booze he moves along that coastline. He was boasting it might be a quarter of all the imported liquor in the United States, and he may be right.” 
 
      
 
    Sid whistles in admiration as he places an order for a couple of hot corned beef on ryes. 
 
      
 
    Boo-Boo leans on the counter beside him. “He has this crazy idea that the bootleggers and racketeers on the East Coast and Mid-West should work together. He wants to create a network of crime. He’s calling it a syndicate. Nucky claims there’d be efficiencies in scale and distribution; that if we would stop competing and warring, we’d be able to maximize profits and create some kind of national monopoly in illegal alcohol.” 
 
      
 
    “Wow, that is a crazy idea. It’ll never happen. Capone sitting down across the table with anybody and not trying to stab them to death? I can’t see it, Boss.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah. But Nucky’s worried about what happens after Prohibition, and wants to be ready. And there’s some merit in that, Sid.” 
 
      
 
    “Sounds like you and Nucky are on the same page, Boss.” 
 
      
 
    “He’s got a good head on his shoulders for the business side of things.” 
 
      
 
    Boo-Boo and Sid grab their sandwiches and head over to a table by the window. Boo-Boo loves to watch the people streaming in and out of the betting joint; men and women from all walks of life bringing him their money. “His ideas are interesting, and I can see how we’d benefit. We’ll keep an eye on things in AC and see what happens.” 
 
      
 
    “How does Duffy, and the situation with the Bailey’s, fit into this idea of cooperation?” Sid asks around a mouthful of corned beef, a bit of mustard on his chin. 
 
      
 
    Boo-Boo hands him a napkin. “I’m of two minds, Sid. On the one hand, if Duffy, Hassel, Sabella, the Lanzettas, and I all joined forces, we’ll control all the money to be made off the booze and gambling in this area. It’s appealing. But we’ll need peace and cooperation, not bloodshed, to make that happen.” 
 
      
 
    “So, no retaliation on the Bailey hit, then?” 
 
      
 
    “If that’s the route we go down, then Frankie and his kin can sort it out themselves. It was their stupid move that caused this mess to begin with.” Boo-Boo pauses, taking a bite of his sandwich. He chews thoughtfully. “On the other hand, if there is going to be this ‘period of cooperation’ eventually, we might want to think about reducing the number of partners we’ll be working with and, of course, who we’d be sharing the profits with.” 
 
      
 
    Sid has seen that speculative gleam in Boo-Boo’s eyes before.  
 
      
 
    “We’ll need to do it soon, before Nucky and his syndicate idea gets rolling,” says Boo-Boo. 
 
      
 
    “Let’s say we ‘do’ retaliate and take out Duffy. That would make our piece of the East Coast pie bigger. You gotta like that idea, Boss.” 
 
      
 
    “There’s merit in both. We need to think on it. As my zeydah would say, a curse is not a telegram; it doesn’t arrive swiftly. It’d be a big deal to go up against Duffy. He controls a lot of the action in town. And he’s such a crazy bastard, he’d fight hard to protect it.” 
 
      
 
    “What if we appear to back away from the fight between him and the Bailey’s, but still make sure Frankie and his brothers come out on top? That way, nobody will know we’re involved. If it doesn’t work out, all we’re short is a couple of beheymes. And a pair of fools we don’t need,” Sid says.  
 
      
 
    “It’s always good to poke the fire with somebody else’s hands.” 
 
      
 
    “You’re a regular Solomon, Boss.” 
 
      
 
    Business continues on their way back to the Sylvania. “Speaking of trouble, how’s that lawsuit with Gene Tunney coming?” Sid asks. “Are you going to get any of those boxing promotion fees back from the fight?” 
 
      
 
    “The lawyers are still working on it. I tell ya Sid, fixing the Duffy problem at the end of a gun is a heck of a lot easier than paying a bunch of lawyers to jabber back and forth. It’s mighty tempting to resolve all of life’s little problems so simply.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 9 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   M ickey’s not arrived yet, but his warehouse is packed. The whole crew is present. It’s not often they all get together, so there are stories to be shared and going-ons to catch up on. Those who haven’t secured a chair sit on crates and barrels, lean against vehicles—even the stairs become bleachers. The room has that easy feel of a family wedding, but without the dames.  
 
      
 
    Maggie and Frank are outside, perched on a tower of crates next to a window which is slightly ajar. Over the years, they’ve created this unobtrusive spot from which they can survey the activities inside the warehouse. Maggie’s brought a thermos of coffee and a warm lap rug. She envies Frank’s imperviousness to the cold. 
 
      
 
    Maggie had been careful not to mention the stake-out at home, especially with a reporter in the house. She was worried that Dick would get wind and want to tag along. She can imagine the headlines—front page stuff—and her landlady, single mother identity revealed.  
 
      
 
    “Any sign of Mickey yet?” Maggie whispers. She’s leaning against the brick wall. Frank, with his unique advantages, can peer in the window unseen. Frank is sometimes frustrated with his ghostly attributes: he can’t physically touch anything, but it’s times like these that he’s got a real advantage—no one can see him except Maggie, and Joe Kelly’s grandmother, but she’s back in Ireland.  
 
      
 
    “No doubt he’ll want to make an entrance.” 
 
      
 
    “Why are we still doing this? I’m getting tired of peering in windows, of pretending to be someone else so I can gather information or trap bad coppers. I’m tired of lying to Edith. Not enough has happened since we found the list of Duffy’s suppliers and customers two years ago. That’s a long time, Inspector.” 
 
      
 
    “Sometimes, when you’re in the middle of a long case, it’s hard to see forward or back. Patience, Maggie.” 
 
      
 
    “The heck with patience. I want results.” 
 
      
 
    Frank sighs. “We’ve been trudging along for a few years now, but we’ve also managed to accomplish a lot. Things have happened. I’ve said it before, ‘victory belongs to the most persevering’.  
 
      
 
    “Well, I’m tired of trudging, Inspector. It just feels like there’s been little headway.” 
 
      
 
    “Little headway? How can you say that? We’ve been involved in several cases with the police. You’ve even worked undercover for them on operation Minnow last year, selling liquor on street corners to nab those coppers on the take. We’ve managed to get Duffy hauled into court, a previously impossible accomplishment. We’ve accomplished a lot.” Frank turns away from the window and faces her. “We have to stay focused, Maggie. We are working on putting Duffy and others of his kind away. They spread rot and corruption wherever they go: families, businesses, the police, politicians. We are persisting because no one else is prepared to step up and set this right. Come on Maggie, you’re a fighter, not a quitter. What’s wrong?” 
 
      
 
    “I am a fighter, Inspector. But I also have to see a difference and, from here, the problem appears to be getting worse, not better.” She gestures to the window. “Surely you can see that for yourself. When we first started doing this, there were maybe a dozen men working out of this warehouse. Now look at it. There are over a hundred gangsters in there.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s what happens when evil is allowed to flourish unchecked. But we’ve had some successes. We’re the extra hands and eyes the police need, or at least those police not on Duffy’s payroll.” 
 
      
 
    “I suppose. It’s not like we can look the other way and pretend that it’s not happening. Ever onward, Inspector. Do you think that the meeting is a sign that Mickey is declaring war on Hoff?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, I don’t think it’s to distribute Christmas turkeys. The implications of all-out warfare between the gangs are huge. I’m not sure Philadelphia would survive it.” The crunch of tires on frozen ground stops their conversation. “Mickey’s here,” says Frank. 
 
      
 
    Maggie edges closer to the window to watch. Mickey strides into the warehouse. He’s wearing his trademark homburg hat and a fur-collared topcoat. While the crew quieten and come to attention, he’s busy pulling off a fine pair of leather gloves. Once removed, he slaps them against his hand. 
 
      
 
    “Gentlemen, glad to see so many of you could make it.” Mickey goes over to the stairs. The men on the steps scramble out of his way. He climbs a few steps above them so that everyone in the room can see him. 
 
      
 
    Mickey looks out over the eager faces. Some are long-time comrades, working for him since the early days. They’re standing quietly, patiently, waiting for orders. There’s knowledge in their eyes of how mean the streets have gotten, and the knife edge you walk to stay on top. Others are fresh recruits with peach-fuzz faces. They’re vibrating with excitement over the chance to pay their dues. Their eyes dart around the room, looking at other faces, pretty sure that they are the toughest, nastiest crew around. 
 
      
 
    Henry Mercer is within a few feet of Mickey and gives a sharp whistle, getting everyone’s attention.  
 
      
 
    Mickey takes off his hat. “No doubt, you’ve heard about the raid that happened Wednesday. We lost five good men that night. Five comrades who won’t be standing shoulder to shoulder with you anymore. The funerals for Jerry, young Bill Campbell, the Kaczynski brothers, and Lou, will be Wednesday. Henry has the details. I’ve made generous contributions on your behalf to the widows and their children. They are also part of our family, and will be cared for. The five were good, loyal men and they will be missed.” Mickey places his hat back on his head.  
 
      
 
    “You mighta heard, the day those sukinsyn bastards killed our pals and stole our booze, Henry Mercer and a few of the boys took a ride out to the Bailey farm. To take back what was ours.” Mickey now glares around the room. His outrage at the theft pours out of him. “They stole from us and were caught red-handed. Old man Bailey was killed, one of the brothers seriously wounded—and for good reason.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey pauses while the murmuring gets louder. He slowly scans the room, making eye contact with several of his trusted lieutenants. His silence ratchets the tension in the room. “But make no mistake. That was not our revenge.” The power of Mickey’s words has risen to a roar. 
 
      
 
    The men cheer and whistle.  
 
      
 
    “Those Bailey’s that didn’t cooperate, paid. The other brothers told us what we needed to know, and are still alive. Now. We. Must. Settle. The. Score.” Mickey stabs the air in front of him. “No one steals from Mickey Duffy. No one steals from you. Not the Bailey’s, Not Boo-Boo Hoff. No one.”  
 
      
 
    The crowd erupts in cheering, stomping, and whistling. 
 
      
 
    Frank and Maggie exchange glances. “It’s as bad as we feared. Mickey is all but declaring war on Hoff,” whispers Maggie.  
 
      
 
    “Which will lead to a bloodbath in the streets of Philly,” says Frank. 
 
      
 
    “On Wednesday, we pay our respects. Honor our dead. Then we’re going to teach the Bailey’s a lesson this town won’t soon forget. And if we need to pay a visit to Boo-Boo Hoff, we will.” More cheering. “Henry will have instructions for you; talk to him after the meeting. We will get revenge. Bill and Jerry will get their revenge. Lou and the Kaczynski’s will get their revenge. Their fatherless children will get their revenge. Let no one doubt we rule this town.” Mickey’s fist pumps the air above him. 
 
      
 
    John Bricker, Mickey’s bodyguard and driver, heads to the warehouse door. After watching Mickey the past few years, he knows the Boss likes to make a statement with his exits as much as he does with his entrances. 
 
      
 
    Henry Mercer directs some of the junior men to start pouring drinks for everyone. 
 
      
 
    As Mickey makes his way through the warehouse, men jostle to be able to pat him on the back or share a few words. Eventually, he steps outside and out of sight of Maggie and Frank. The men inside are passing about bottles, oblivious to the world outside the warehouse. Already drunk with feelings of ambition and invincibility, they’re chasing it with some of their own hooch. 
 
      
 
    “We need to let Joe and the police know, Inspector,” she whispers. Maggie can hear Mickey’s car’s engine rumble to life. 
 
      
 
    Frank leaves their perch and walks to the corner of the building, continuing surveillance on Mickey. From the yard gate, a young woman approaches Mickey. Frank waves for Maggie to join him.  
 
      
 
    John Bricker gets out of the car and comes around to stand beside Mickey, his open overcoat showing off his holster and gun. 
 
      
 
    The girl looks to be about fifteen or sixteen. She is stunning, her honey-blonde hair hanging in a thick braid down her back. Her coat is patched, her shoes scuffed and well worn. 
 
      
 
    Mickey raises his hand to halt his bodyguard’s progress.  
 
      
 
    “Well, Mickey Duffy, long time, no see.” There’s an insolent swagger to her tone. She looks him up and down, her hand on her thrust-out hip. 
 
      
 
    “Delores Bailey. What the hell are you doing here? That crowd behind me will rip you apart if they find out a Bailey’s here.” 
 
      
 
    “It wouldn’t be the first time that one of your boys had a piece of me, now would it, Mickey? Or you. Wasn’t that long ago.” The girl crosses her arms, chin out. 
 
      
 
    “Say your piece, Delores, then go away. I don’t wage war on women,” Mickey says. 
 
      
 
    Delores reaches into the pocket of her coat and pulls out a small handgun. John Bricker steps in front of Mickey, his own gun drawn. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, for goodness sakes, girl. Put that away before you shoot yourself,” Mickey says. 
 
      
 
    “Never underestimate a Bailey, Mickey. I’m a good shot. Better than my brothers. Like the one you shot in the back. And my Pa, dead and buried yesterday. I’m going to even the score, here and now.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, if you’re going to shoot me, make sure you aim for the head or the heart. That’s where the trouble is. But not in the stomach, okay. I’ve seen fellas walking around, their arms full of their guts like dirty laundry; takes days to die that way.” 
 
      
 
    Delores’ hand wavers at the description. “What, ya don’t think I’ll do it?” she says. 
 
      
 
    “Tell your brothers to come here themselves and fight like men, not to hide behind a woman’s skirt.” Mickey steps to one side of John, and Delores turns slightly to keep him in her sights. As she does that, John Bricker lunges at her, knocking the gun away. Delores screams and, with her claws out, tries to reach Mickey. John easily holds her away. 
 
      
 
    “Delores, get the hell out of here. Go back to your ma, little girl,” Mickey says. He gets into the car, leaving John to deal with the young woman. 
 
      
 
    John shoves Delores toward the gate of the warehouse yard. He stoops to pick up the gun lying on the ground, gets in behind the wheel, and pulls away. Delores, tears streaming down her face, chases after them, shouting, “Bastard! Murderous bastard! You killed my pa!”  
 
      
 
    Defeated, Delores hangs her head, standing at the edge of the yard, crying. Maggie hurries over to her.  
 
      
 
    “Sweetie, you’ve got to get out of here. The men could come out any time now. Come on. Come with me.” Maggie puts her arm around Delores’ shoulder and leads her out of the yard and around the corner.  
 
      
 
    Delores sobs into Maggie’s shoulder. 
 
      
 
    Out of sight of the main doors of the warehouse, Maggie looks at Frank. He shrugs.  
 
      
 
    “Come, now.” Maggie leads Delores in the direction of a busier street. She remembers a nearby diner, and turns at the first corner. “Let’s get something to warm you up,” says Maggie. “How does a hot drink and some food sound?”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 10 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   D elores and Maggie settle into a booth at the diner. Frank takes a chair at an adjoining table. It’s mid-afternoon; the place is empty. 
 
      
 
    Maggie takes Delores’ hands in hers. “My name is Maggie Barnes. What’s your name, sweetie?” Her voice is soft, full of concern; the voice she uses with Tommy when he’s hurt or frightened. 
 
      
 
    The young girl raises her red eyes to Maggie. She swallows a few tears before she answers. “My name’s Delores.”  
 
      
 
    “That’s a start, dear. Take your time,” says Maggie. 
 
      
 
    Delores whispers “Delores Bailey,” and then lowers her eyes again.  
 
      
 
    The name’s familiar but from where? “And why were you at the warehouse, Delores?” 
 
      
 
    “How much did ya see?” Delores sniffles through her drying tears. 
 
      
 
    “I saw you confront Mickey Duffy. And heard you say he killed your father and shot your brother.” 
 
      
 
    Delores nods, wiping at her nose with her sleeve.  
 
      
 
    Frank scrutinizes Delores closely. Decades of interrogation experience have honed his observation skills. It’s intuition more than anything that focus his attention on the small smile that flickers on Delores’ face. Perhaps a flash of the real Delores, before the curtain of misery slips back into place? 
 
      
 
    “I sure nuff showed him,” Delores whispers. 
 
      
 
    “What was that, dear?” Maggie fishes a handkerchief out of her bag and hands it to her. Delores fingers the lace edge before dabbing at her nose. 
 
      
 
    “Take as much time as you need, Delores.”  
 
      
 
    “You’re right. That’s what he did. Mickey shot my pa and my brother. My pa is dead. And Bert’s back might be broke. Maybe he won’t walk again. I wanted Mickey to know he won’t get away with that. He’s an arrogant bastard. Struts around, hurting people. Thinks he rules the world, he does. But I’ll make him pay for what he done.” The snarl is quickly swallowed, instantly replaced by a trembling lower lip. A pretty pout. Tears shimmer but don’t fall. 
 
      
 
    Maggie is distracted by Frank’s wave to get her attention. “Maggie, I’ve been a cop a long time, and it’s a hard man not affected by tears, but I’ve seen that same calculated look before. That glitter in her eyes isn’t tears.”  
 
      
 
    Maggie dismisses Frank’s warning with a subtle shake of her head.  
 
      
 
    “Will, too. I’ll make him pay.” Delores misinterprets Maggie’s headshake to Frank as a challenge.  
 
      
 
    “Maggie, when you look at her and see how she’s acting, don’t you think her words are off? That’s anger, not grief talking. Her father’s been killed, her brother shot, she’s tried to face-down a dangerous gangster and failed, and now she’s sitting here daintily sniffling into a lace hankie. Accepting your kind words. And she’s raging. It’s usually one or the other, not both.”  
 
      
 
    Frank frowns at Maggie when she doesn’t react. “I smell a lie,” he says. 
 
      
 
    Normally, Maggie would pay more heed to the Inspector’s sixth sense. He’s been a copper a long time. But Maggie sees a young woman, traumatized. Driven to a desperate act. Needing her protection and support.  
 
      
 
    “You poor thing. What were you thinking, confronting him like that? He could have killed you, sweetie,” Maggie says. 
 
      
 
    “Like he killed my pa? He deserves to die for what he did to Pa and Bert. Poor Bert, shot in the back he was. Right in front of our barn.” Delores takes a deep breath. “I want to see Mickey Duffy lying on the ground, rolling in agony, blood seeping between his fingers as he clutches at his guts where I done shot him. I want to see his brains splattered in the dirt. I want to see him die.” Delores hisses venom with every breath. 
 
      
 
    “You see? First the frail victim, now the fierce tiger. I can’t keep up. She’s trying on roles, to see if she can find something you want to hear,” Frank says to Maggie. 
 
      
 
    Maggie instinctively pats Delores’ hand. What’s that nonsense the Inspector is going on about? The horror the poor thing must have seen to cause such a reaction. She’s obviously overwhelmed by it all. 
 
      
 
    “Think about it Maggie. Revenge, the classic motive for murder, strikes a truer chord here. Let me tell you, cornflower blue eyes filled with hate is something I’ve not seen in a very long time.” 
 
      
 
    “There, there,” Maggie says, attempting to console the distraught girl. She shifts slightly so that her back is more toward Frank. 
 
      
 
    “Maggie, what does this young girl want from us? Comfort? Understanding? An ally? No, I don’t think so. Something isn’t ringing true.” Frank watches the pair, absently stroking his beard.  
 
      
 
    Maggie pulls her hand back and makes room for the waitress to set down two cups of coffee. “Delores, I’m not saying that Mickey shouldn’t pay for what he and his men have done. What he did was evil. We don’t need to make him pay by using a gun. You could talk to the police and have him arrested.” 
 
      
 
    “The police? Yeah, right, a fat lot of help they’d be. Them’s all on Mickey’s payroll. A bunch of lap dogs who do their master’s bidding. I’m not goin’ to no police. An eye for an eye, as the Bible says. That’s justice. That’s what Mickey deserves for killing my pa.” Delores’ eyes narrow.  
 
      
 
    Maggie shifts uneasily under Delores’ challenging gaze. She recognizes some of those feelings Delores has as ones she also shares for Mickey Duffy, the murderer of small boys. The hairs on the back of her arms alert. She rubs at them, absently. 
 
      
 
    “What do you know about a man like Mickey Duffy, anyway?” Delores says, tossing her head, “Are you some kind of charity worker do-gooder?” 
 
      
 
    For the first time since she’s met Delores, Maggie realizes the girl is taking in her practical cloth coat and her dishpan hands. She blushes, tucking her hands beneath the table. 
 
      
 
    “Stay in control, Maggie. She’s just trying to rattle you. Focus on what you want to know, not on what she’s telling you.” Frank coaches from the sidelines.  
 
      
 
    “I know Mickey better than you think, Delores. I agree with you. He’s an evil man and should pay, but let legal justice triumph, not mob justice.” 
 
      
 
    “Ya say you know Mickey? How?” Delores asks. 
 
      
 
    “I met him when a young boy in our neighborhood was killed. Since then, I’ve been watching him closely, looking for a way to bring him down.” 
 
      
 
    “How long ago was that? Having any luck with it?” Delores sneers. 
 
      
 
    “Why is she being so aggressive?” Frank asks. 
 
      
 
    “Delores, the police will be interested in what happened today and what happened to your family. They’ll be looking into it, and will act.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, ain’t that just the biggest pile of horse apples. You may think you know Mickey,” Delores says, leaning back and letting her eyes crawl over Maggie, “which I doubt unless he’s gotten desperate since I left. But ya sure don’t know cops.” Delores tosses her head. 
 
      
 
    “Be careful, Maggie. Don’t let her show you she’s shocked you, and don’t let her know too much,” says Frank. “If only I could throw her in a cell until she lost that attitude of hers.”  
 
      
 
    “There’s no way the police are going to move against Mickey. No way,” Delores says “If that’s all ya got, I’m gonna look after this myself, my own way.”  
 
      
 
    Delores rises. Maggie reaches out and grabs her arm. Despite the distractions of Frank’s advice and Delores’ belligerence, a plot’s beginning to form in Maggie’s head, and she doesn’t want to lose Delores just yet. 
 
      
 
    She looks to Frank for advice. “Get her to order something to eat with you,” he says. 
 
      
 
    “Hang on, Delores. Let’s have some soup, or some pie. Don’t leave yet. There’s more. I know things about Mickey. I have inside information. If you want to see him pay for what he’s done, work with me. Together, we’ll stop him, but with laws and justice. Not a gun.”  
 
      
 
    Delores lowers herself back into the booth.  
 
      
 
    “Pay attention. Look into her eyes, Maggie. Don’t you see it, the calculation that’s there? She’s steeped in manipulation.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie looks. She doesn’t see it. She sees desperation. With everything that’s happened, no wonder she has a hard time trusting anyone. The poor girl. Another Duffy victim. 
 
      
 
    “At least you’ve got her attention, Maggie. Use it. Why is she sitting in this booth? What does she want?” Frank continues coaching from the sidelines. He frowns and mutters. “You should be getting information. Wring it out of her. I wouldn’t let her play me like this.” 
 
      
 
    “I knows I want some pie. What do ya want from me?” Delores asks, smirking. 
 
      
 
    Maggie takes note of the self-interest. Frank nods at Maggie. “Yes, you begin to see it now, don’t you?” 
 
      
 
    Maggie shifts again so that she can see Frank more easily.  
 
      
 
    “Careful, treat her like a hostile witness. She’s no ingénue,” says Frank.  
 
      
 
    The silent back and forth between Maggie and Frank gives Delores time to relax into her seat. She leans back, the confident smirk in place.   
 
      
 
    “Give her a bit of time to want to help. Don’t be too eager. Take a sip of your coffee. Trust me.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie lifts her mug and drinks the strong brew. Delores copies her. 
 
      
 
    Maggie glances at Frank, then realizes Delores has followed suit and is looking for whatever has caught Maggie’s eye. Maggie gives Delores her undivided attention. She takes another mouthful of coffee. Delores the same. “You’re right. This coffee would go down better with some pie. What kind shall we have?” Maggie asks.  
 
      
 
    Delores chooses apple. With a scoop of ice cream.  
 
      
 
    “I’m not sure where you’re going with this,” says Frank. “But you seem to be connecting.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie leans in, her hands clasped on the table. “Delores, I’ve been at this for a couple of years now, and what I’m doing isn’t working. I think it’s time to try something different. You want what I want. Maybe two heads are better than one?” 
 
      
 
    Frank studies Delores while Maggie speaks. “Amazing. You can actually see the wheels turning. There is more than just her father’s death going on here, Maggie,” says Frank. “See if you can find out what. I’ve heard of the Bailey boys. There are more brothers than the one that was shot. Ask her about what her brothers think about the shooting.” 
 
      
 
    “Delores, you have other family, right? A mother? Is she taking care of your brother?” 
 
      
 
    “Bert,” says Delores. “Ma’s taking care of Bert.” 
 
      
 
    “Poor Bert,” says Maggie. “And do you have other family? Do they know you’re here?” 
 
      
 
    Their coffee is refilled. They order pie. Delores gives the waitress a tremulous smile, her lashes batting away unshed tears. The waitress smiles back. “I’ll get you an extra scoop of ice cream for that pie, honey. Now don’t you fret.” 
 
      
 
    The waif is gone again when Delores looks back at Maggie. Hard Delores has returned. Frank shakes his head, frowning, his look grim.  
 
      
 
    “My brother Frankie. He’s the oldest. Then James. And then Bert. I’m the youngest. Frankie and James knows where I was goin’. They think someone should knock Mickey off to pay him back for killing Pa.” 
 
      
 
    “But surely they didn’t think that someone should be you?” Maggie asks. 
 
      
 
    Delores’ eyes narrow and her jaw clenches. Frank leans forward, attentive, as if he’s watching a tennis match. “It appears that the time for consolation is over and now she wants to fight again. She doesn’t like to be challenged. Careful, Maggie.” 
 
      
 
    “And why not me?” Delores says. “What is it with people like you and Mickey? I want to kill Duffy as bad as my brothers do. I’m just as good with a gun as they are. I’m no weak girl. I can shoot.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m sure you can, Delores. I saw how brave you were back at the warehouse. But what about a different approach? What would your brothers think if you worked with someone, me, to build a legal case against Mickey so that he’s arrested?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, they’d laugh, for sure they would. And they’d think we was both stupid.” Delores’ words lash out at Maggie. “And I ain’t stupid. As far as we’re concerned, a mean junk-yard dog like Mickey only knows one thing: how to cower in front of a bigger dog. We aim to make him beg before we kill him.” 
 
      
 
    “You’re losing her. She needs more time,” says Frank. “She’s still aligned with her brothers, fighting Mickey. We need her to shift and start cooperating with you.” 
 
      
 
    “Excuse me just a moment, Delores. I need to get some milk for my coffee, and check on our pies. But before I go, I want to say that I think you’re smarter than your brothers.” Maggie stops and puts her hand on Delores’ arm, looking her straight in the eye. “You don’t always do what they say, do you? Or don’t they let you think for yourself?” 
 
      
 
    At that last comment from Maggie, Delores stiffens. She has a calculating look, watching Maggie head to the counter, and she glances at Maggie’s handbag. She’s just reaching for it when Maggie turns back toward the table. Delores quickly withdraws her hand, disguising the movement by picking up her spoon and stirring her coffee. 
 
      
 
    The waitress is right behind, two plated pieces of pie with ice cream.  
 
      
 
    Maggie notices the transformation when Delores tastes the pie. Comfort food. Soothing. She’s being mothered. And it’s difficult to remain hostile when you’re sharing pie and ice cream with someone. 
 
      
 
    Frank nods to Maggie. “Better. You’re back on track, I think.” 
 
      
 
    “Delores, I’d like you to consider my offer. I need you: a new set of eyes and a new perspective. And you need me and what I’ve already learned about Mickey. Your father’s killing may be the key to locking Mickey up.” 
 
      
 
    Delores uses her finger to wipe the now empty plate. Her shoulders slump, and her head hangs low. She sighs. 
 
      
 
    “Be vigilant, Maggie. You may have her.” 
 
      
 
    When Delores speaks again, it is in a meek voice, barely above a whisper. “Maybe you’re right Maggie. Maybe, if ya help me, we could bring Mickey to justice?” She offers a tremulous smile. “Would ya help me, please? For my pa and my brother? So I can go home and tell my ma that Mickey is gonna go to jail for what he done?” 
 
      
 
    Frank crosses his arms and leans back, regarding Delores. “We’ve now seen the vigilante, the vengeful daughter, the cynic, the thief—yes, she was going for your handbag—and now the hapless victim. All that during a single cup of coffee.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie shrugs off Frank’s comment, and instead leans forward and offers her hand. “Of course I will help you, Delores. I have resources you don’t know about, and together we can make sure that Mickey answers for what he’s done. Why don’t you come by my house the day after tomorrow? We can talk. I’ll write the address on a napkin.”  
 
      
 
    As Maggie squeezes Delores’ hand, Frank shakes his head. “Maggie, please be cautious. This just doesn’t feel right.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 11 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   M ickey sits on the edge of his bed, pulling off his socks. He’s bone weary, having dealt with the boys in the warehouse and then Delores. He’s disturbed by how angry he got when he was talking with the men. He really wanted to drive his fist into somebody’s face. Anybody’s. He shakes his head. Sure, he gets mad, but not like tonight. All he sees is red. He can’t think. He can’t breathe. That’s not him. It’s been happening a lot lately. Edith calls them his rages. The Bailey’s had set off another one. Henry shoulda dealt with them at the farm. Now, he’ll have to look after it. He looks down at his hands. He makes a fist to get them to stop shaking. Maybe he should eat something. 
 
      
 
    He’d wanted to go grab a drink with Henry after he’d met with the crew, but Henry’s not drinking much these days. Seeing Delores again put him off the dames, at least for tonight, he assures himself. Mickey rolls his shoulders, trying to work out the knots. He’d decided he’d call it a day, come home, and go to bed. Ha, he was getting old, the street lights hadn’t even come on yet. Might as well get some sleep. Be ready for whatever tomorrow would bring. 
 
      
 
    There’s a tentative knock at the door and Edith pokes her head in. “Bunny, I wasn’t expecting you home.” 
 
      
 
    “Why the hell not? I live here don’t I?”  
 
      
 
    “Oh. I’m sorry. You look beat. I’ll let you rest.” Edith starts to close the door. 
 
      
 
    “Kitten, wait. I’m sorry. Long day. Come in and tell me about your day.” 
 
      
 
    Edith glides into the room, dressed in a pale peach colored satin peignoir, heavy with ivory colored lace, a perfect complement to her dark brunette hair and alabaster skin. There’s little left to the imagination, and Mickey’s beginning to think maybe he’s not as tired as he thought. She settles in an armchair next to his bed. She kicks off her slippers, tucking her feet up under her. 
 
      
 
    Mickey catches a brief glimpse of painted toenails, a dainty ankle, and the soft curve of the arch of her foot before it’s tucked away out of sight. He used to kiss that delicious curve. It drove her crazy. “So, how was your day, sweetheart? What did you do?” he asks. 
 
      
 
    “I met with some of the ladies down at the opera. They have asked me to come on the fundraising committee.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey flinches. Fundraising. He knows what that means: check writing. “Opera. All that screeching and wailing. What do you know about opera?” 
 
      
 
    Watching her back stiffen, he realizes that he’s taken the wrong approach. He loves Edith best when she’s soft, pliable. “I don’t know much about opera myself. But if this is something you want to do, Kitten, then I’m all for it.” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know much about it either, but I’m at loose ends now, not having my Zonta work anymore. This might be fun. And I know a couple of gals on the committee. I don’t think we’d have to go to many performances. You might like it; everybody dies. And the costumes are great.” 
 
      
 
    “Sounds like a swell deal. Say, I’ve had a hell-of-a-day. Why don’t you scoot over here and rub my neck for a while. Like you used to.” 
 
      
 
    Edith gives him a slow, sultry smile. “Just like I used to?” She gets up and sashays over to the bed. She hikes the hem of her nightgown up to her thigh and kneels behind Mickey. 
 
      
 
    Mickey groans as she starts kneading his neck and shoulders. She slips off one of his suspenders, then the other. “These are in the way,” she whispers in his ear. 
 
      
 
    Mickey’s eyes close and his head rolls back against her. “That feels good.” 
 
      
 
    “As good as the opera?” she says with a throaty chuckle. 
 
      
 
    He turns and gathers her in his arms. “Oh yeah, Kitten. You’re hitting all the right notes.” 
 
      
 
    The glow from the street lights throw shadows around the room. Edith snores lightly, her back curled into his side and her head pillowed on his arm. Mickey gently pulls the cover up over her bare shoulder. Maybe he should go see the doc? Get a bit of a check-up. Figure out what all this anger is. And why he’s dizzy sometimes. Can’t be that the pox has come back. No sign of trouble there. Yup, those docs did a great job on Edith. Maybe they could fix him up, too.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 12 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   M aggie has become an expert at juggling business responsibilities with those of her family, but the one person she can’t fit tidily into a box is her mother. The afternoon after the drama of the meeting at the warehouse and coffee at the diner with Delores, Maggie sits on the couch across from her. Maggie is fuming. Cordelia Gifford glares back. Two lifelong adversaries at a stalemate. 
 
      
 
    “This feud with your father has gone on long enough, Margaret.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie’s eyes narrow. “Stop calling me that. My name is Maggie now. You know full well that I swore on Jack’s grave that I would never forgive Father for what he did. What he did to Jack and, ultimately, to Tommy and me.” 
 
      
 
    “He did not kill your husband, Maggie.” 
 
      
 
    “But he was responsible.” 
 
      
 
    “I won’t accept that. Decisions were made. He was merely carrying out the Board’s directive.” 
 
      
 
    “Merely following orders? That’s a bit stale, don’t you think? He needs to own up and take responsibility for what he did,” Maggie says. 
 
      
 
    “He loves you, Maggie. And misses you. I’ve told him about how successful you are as a landlady, and about your bookkeeping business. He’s so proud. And he would love to get to know Tommy.” 
 
      
 
    “I’ll not have Tommy anywhere near that monster.” 
 
      
 
    “Margaret. You are talking about your father. I won’t stand to hear you use that language.” 
 
      
 
    “Then it’s best you leave, Mother. Because those are the only words I have left.” 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    Maggie yanks drawers open, bangs pot lids down, and slams cupboard doors as she prepares supper. Cordelia has that effect on her, but this visit was particularly bad. 
 
      
 
    “Maggie, why are you in such a state?” Frank asks. He’s standing by the door to the front hall. 
 
      
 
    “Mother was here. With her usual harangue about forgiving Father.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, at least she’s given up on the idea that you should move home. That’s progress.” 
 
      
 
    “As if I’d live under the same roof with that man.” 
 
      
 
    “Yesterday I sat and listened to you talk to Delores about revenge. Maybe you should listen to your own words. Perhaps your father has been punished enough? It’s been years. He’s never met his grandson.” 
 
      
 
    “And Tommy barely remembers his father, thanks to him.” 
 
      
 
    “Forgive my presumption, but I care for you and Tommy. The way I see it, this is hurting you both. Hypocrisy is not the way to maintain the moral high ground, Maggie. Pretending you’re principled, saying you’re principled when you’re talking to Delores, is not the same thing as being principled.” 
 
      
 
    “You think I’m a hypocrite? That’s harsh, Inspector.” 
 
      
 
    “Truth alone wounds, Maggie. Your father has paid a stiff penalty for a moment of weakness. He’s lost his daughter and, by keeping Tommy from him, you’ve taken away your father’s legacy, his contribution to posterity. That weighs on a man. You can’t preach justice and the evils of vengeance when you perpetuate your own revenge and your father’s suffering. It’s time to set aside the acrimony.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie whirls around, hands clenched into fists. “Mind your own business, Inspector. You’re not even real. I don’t have to listen to you.” 
 
      
 
    Frank stands firm. “No, but you do have to listen to your conscience.” 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 13 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   T he emotional storm is wearing Maggie down. She’s exhausted. There’s been no break since yesterday as she and Frank walk warily around each other, the disagreements over Delores and then her father unresolved. Unsettled weather at home, headlines about the hijacking, the possible gangster war, and the shooting at the farm, all threaten an oncoming storm.  
 
      
 
    Delores has shown up as planned. Maggie finds it ironic that, a week ago, Mickey’s wife, Edith, sat in the same kitchen chair Delores now occupies; a woman sworn to kill Mickey is sitting in the same chair his wife sat in. A week is a long time in Philadelphia. 
 
      
 
    Frank is by the back door. The rancor simmering between him and Maggie is unfamiliar. He has put himself at the edge of the room, close enough to observe, but out of the line of fire. 
 
      
 
    “Thank you for coming, Delores. How is Bert?” Maggie asks. 
 
      
 
    “Gettin’ stronger every day. Doc says that he’ll walk again once the swellin’ in his back goes down.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m glad to hear it.” Maggie pulls a notebook toward her. “This seemed to be the best place to talk. We’ll have a bit of privacy. Alas, no pie. I think that you’ve made a good decision to seek justice for your father through legal means. More violence isn’t the solution; we’ll let the courts handle it. What can you tell me about the attack at the farm?” 
 
      
 
    “I was in the kitchen with Ma. We heard ‘em come into the yard. Me and Ma went to the door to see what was what. Two trucks and a car. The Duffy men—I think I told you that I know a lot of the Duffy men—they were yellin’ at Pa about some stolen hooch. Askin’ where it was at. That kind of thing. Pa wasn’t sayin’ nuthin. One of the guys slapped Pa hard. That’s when Bert started goin’ to the barn. Pa keeps… kept… his shotgun there. When Bert got shot, Pa lost his mind and tried to jump the man doin’...” Delores pauses, swallows. “Doing the talking. I think that was a fella called Henry Mercer. That’s when Pa got shot. Ma pulled me inside and shut the door. I didn’t see much after that. I heard James come into the yard from the field. There was more yellin’, I mean yelling and some talking. Then I snuck to the bedroom window and saw the truck going over to the shed. They loaded up the stolen hooch and took off.” 
 
      
 
    “Wait. You didn’t mention Mickey. What was he doing?” 
 
      
 
    Delores fiddles with her spoon. “Mickey wasn’t actually there when the shooting happened. But they wouldn’t have done it unless he told ‘em to.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie stifles a sigh, letting it slide for now. “You said you knew Mickey from before. Did you recognize any of the men from Duffy’s gang? By name?” 
 
      
 
    “Sure, like I said, Henry Mercer was doin’—doing all the talking. Fingers and Gus were there. They’re Mickey’s muscle—what they call a couple of torpedoes. I recognized a few others, but I can’t remember their names right now.” 
 
      
 
    “But Mickey definitely wasn’t there?” Maggie’s heart sinks. She can feel her solid case against Mickey collapsing. 
 
      
 
    “No, but that don’t make no difference. I know he was the one that sent them to take back his booze. Isn’t he just as guilty for ordering them to go to the farm as the men who actually fired the shots?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, let’s start with the shooters and work out from there. I’ll talk to a friend I have at the police station to see what they know. And I have another friend who’ll be able to find out exactly who was on the raid. He might also be able to find out what was said before the raid. We’re going to need witnesses.” 
 
      
 
    “It sounds too good to be true that we’re gonna get those murderous bastards arrested and put away,” says Delores. “I can’t thank ya enough for offering to help me, Maggie. My Ma thanks ya as well.” 
 
      
 
    “I know what it feels like to lose someone you love, Delores. My husband was killed during a strike at the shipyards. No one was ever arrested. They never were able to tell me who did it, although I know who was responsible.” 
 
      
 
    “Ya,” Delores hardly pauses. “You must have been sore mad when he died.” 
 
      
 
    “I was. I wanted to kick down the door of the shipyard brass. I wanted to make them pay for what they’d done to my poor Jack.” 
 
      
 
    “Then why didn’t ya?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, it was complicated. Still is. My father was one of those top brass. He may not have pulled the trigger, but he was part of the decision to call in the strike-breakers and the police. Heads were meant to be busted, and my Jack’s was one of them.” 
 
      
 
    “Your own Pa,” Delores says, shaking her head. “I don’t think I could ever get over something like that, Maggie. You are a better person than me, that’s for sure.” 
 
      
 
    “But you are facing the same decision, Delores. And you’ve made the same decision I did: not to meet violence with violence.” 
 
      
 
    “I know, but it would sure feel good to make Mickey hurt for what he did.” Delores looks Maggie in the eye. “There’s gotta be consequences, ya know?” 
 
      
 
    Maggie pats Delores on the hand and goes to refill the plate of cookies. From his position by the back door, Frank, watches Delores. With Maggie’s back turned, she snatches at the cookie beside her cup and snaps it in half, and then snaps those pieces in half, and then snaps those pieces in half. All that’s left on her napkin is a pile of crumbs. She looks at the napkin and then gathers it up, putting it into her pocket. 
 
      
 
    Frank looks to Maggie, who is standing at the counter filling the plate. “Our guest has a bit of a temper on her,” he says. Maggie turns to look at him, and then Delores, who sits meekly drinking her coffee. 
 
      
 
    “It must be hard growing up in a house full of brothers.” Maggie returns to the table. 
 
      
 
    “As long as my ma and I are quick to do what we’re told, it’s not too bad.”  
 
      
 
    “Do what you’re told? Isn’t that a bit severe?” 
 
      
 
    Delores shrugs. “Pa is, I mean was, a hard man. The boys were wild. He’d need to take his belt out when we was small. We all learned to listen good.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie shakes her head. “What are the boys like? Frankie and the other two?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, Frankie’s the oldest and just full of himself. He’s in charge when Pa’s not around. James is smart. He runs the still with Pa. And Bert is a sweetie. He looks after Ma and me when he can. He’s the youngest, so he knows what it’s like to get picked on.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, it took a lot of gumption on your part to come down to the warehouse and confront Mickey like that. You were a brave girl.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, Frankie told me to do that. He said that they’d not hurt a girl. He gave me his gun, which I lost. I got a whoppin’ over that, I can tell you.” Delores takes a bite of another cookie. 
 
      
 
    “Frankie sent you to Duffy’s?” 
 
      
 
    “He and James dropped me off.” Delores shrugs. “He knew that he wouldn’t be able to get close, so he sent me instead. Mickey and I go a ways back, and Frankie figured I had the best chance.” 
 
      
 
    Frank is shaking his head. “Oh, Maggie,” he says. “There’s a lot we probably don’t know.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, we’ll make sure that everything works out, Delores. For your sake and your mother’s. Frankie has made his own bed and may have to lie in it.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, Frankie doesn’t make his bed, Maggie. That’s my job.” Delores giggles over her joke. It’s the first time Maggie has seen her smile. The girl is a stunner.  
 
      
 
    “And what’s your thinking now?” Frank asks. Delores has just left and he and Maggie are sitting in their customary places in the living room. Both tread lightly with each other through the conversation. 
 
      
 
    “I agree with you she’s a troubled girl. She didn’t have an easy time of it growing up. My heart goes out to her, Inspector. And I can certainly sympathize with her feelings about Mickey. I must confess that I’ve thought about what it would feel like to point a gun at him.” 
 
      
 
    Frank shakes his head. “Never say that, Maggie. Even in jest. Violence begets violence.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, I know. But the wheels of justice seem to be mired in the mud at the moment. What do you think of Delores’ testimony? Do you think that there’s enough here to tie it to Mickey?” 
 
      
 
    “It will depend on if we can get her or her mother to come forward with what they know. It’s unlikely that her brothers or the Duffy crew will say anything,” Frank says. He gives her a small, tentative smile. “Which may be a model for my own behavior in the future; less talking, more silence. My apologies, Maggie, for causing you upset, and for sticking my nose in where it doesn’t belong. Your relationship with your family is your affair and none of mine.” 
 
      
 
    “Thank you, Inspector. Although I’ve thought on what you said, and there may be some truth to it. I can’t dissolve a decade of hurt and blame overnight. Give me time. Families are complicated.” 
 
      
 
    “Despite evidence to the contrary, family drama is something I’m familiar with. Not recently perhaps, but no family is immune to conflict. I know you’ll find a path forward, Maggie. Perseverance is one of the strengths I admire most in you.” 
 
      
 
    There’s a twinkle in her eye as she returns Frank’s shy smile. “And here I thought it was my stunning good looks.”

 
 
   
  
 


 Chapter 14 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   H enry Mercer is enjoying a drink by himself in the bar off the lobby of the Ritz-Carlton Hotel. Just one. Last year, inspired by Edith’s commitment to kick her drug habit, he had given up his own addiction to cocaine. But he still likes to nurse the occasional drink, especially at the Ritz. Henry likes how certain sounds echo throughout this grand hotel, bounce off the cold marble floors, up into the tall ceilings, and wrap around the pillars. And he loves the way uniformed staff jump to make sure he gets whatever he wants. A man from the wrong side of the tracks can feel like a prince at the Ritz. 
 
      
 
    It’s a small corner table, and Henry’s back is to the wall; he can see the entire room. Not much light from the lobby makes its way into the dark bar. Small lamps at each table cast a warm, intimate glow, throwing just enough light that waiters can find their way. The whiskey is top shelf; he’d personally dropped off a case of Hiram Walker’s Canadian Club with the bartender when he arrived. It always pays to keep the bartenders happy. 
 
      
 
    Patrons at tables talk quietly. A piano player is entertaining the room with a Gershwin tune that’s all the rage. Henry enjoys the civility of the moment. Casually glancing at a new arrival, Henry freezes. Walking toward him is Sidney Schwartz, Boo-Boo Hoff’s lieutenant. Henry unbuttons his suit jacket, giving easy access to the gun tucked away in his shoulder holster. His eyes never leave Sid. 
 
      
 
    “Evening, Mercer. May I join you?” Before Henry can agree, Sid pulls out a chair and sits. 
 
      
 
    As Henry goes for his gun, Sid shakes his head. “Uh-uh. I’m not packing. Came in unarmed.” Sid opens his jacket, offering proof. 
 
      
 
    “Sid, what are you doing here?” 
 
      
 
    “Hello. How are ya? What’s new at the zoo? A few pleasantries, maybe?” Sid says. The waiter arrives, looking anxious. Two rival gangsters in the lounge could mean all kinds of trouble. “I’ll have what he’s having,” says Sid. 
 
      
 
    The small talk while they wait for Sid’s drink is limited to the grandeur of the hotel, the stats on the latest model Ford has put out, and baseball. The waiter puts down the drink and scuttles away. 
 
      
 
    “Okay, small talk’s over, Schwartz. Why are you here?” 
 
      
 
    Sid takes a sip of his drink, enjoying the smoothness of a premium whiskey. He tips the glass toward Henry. “I always like a good whiskey.” 
 
      
 
    Henry is tense. And careful. Sid is dangerous, as is the situation.  
 
      
 
    “Boo-Boo heard about Mickey’s little speech the other day. He wants to clear up any misunderstanding there might be that he was involved in the Bailey hijacking.” 
 
      
 
    Henry raises an eyebrow and waits for more. 
 
      
 
    “He’d like to get together with Mickey to make sure that we’re all good here. Boo-Boo doesn’t want this ‘misunderstanding’ to affect business.” 
 
      
 
    Henry considers the message. Unlike Mickey, he’s not anxious to go to war with Hoff any more than Hoff does with the Duffy gang. But a meeting with Boo-Boo carries risk. 
 
      
 
    “Convince me,” Henry says, leaning back. 
 
      
 
    “The folks in Harrisburg and down at City Hall are getting antsy about all the shooting. Bystanders have been hurt. Boo-Boo’s wanting to avoid having to increase his annual Policemen’s Ball contributions, if ya know what I mean. If there’s a war, there will be casualties. Boo-Boo wants to settle things with a treaty instead. We need to get off the front pages of the papers for a while. And bodies thrown into the river do tend to wash up on the front page.” 
 
      
 
    Henry nods. Cooperation makes sense. Like the plan that Nucky is proposing down in Atlantic City that Mickey’s always going on about. “I think Mickey would be interested in hearing about anything that can save him money, meaning making him more money. I’ll run it by him and let you know. Where and when?” 
 
      
 
    “Boo-Boo and Duffy can have a private chat at St. John the Evangelist. Tomorrow morning. Just the four of us inside. And the nuns and friars of course. Maybe the odd parishioner wanting to confess. The place will be almost empty, and private.” 
 
      
 
    “I’ll let you know later tonight. Tell Boo-Boo to keep his dance card open.” 
 
      
 
    Sid drains his glass and smiles. “Lovely stuff. Gotta be imported. Canada, right?” 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  *   
 
      
 
    Bootlegging has been a reliable business model since the beginning of Prohibition in 1920, but Mickey can feel the ground shifting. This idea of cooperation makes him wary. The frontier wild-west anything-goes world of the early Prohibition days are being replaced with rules and structure.  
 
      
 
    As a predator, Mickey can smell reorganization in the air. While the past couple of years have been good, and he thought he finally had a solid footing, he’s sensing slippery times ahead. He’s not sure he likes it. And he knows he sure doesn’t like meeting with Boo-Boo Hoff. 
 
      
 
    Mickey sits in a pew, at the back of St. John’s, with his thoughts. He used to be a regular churchgoer: communion, altar boy, acolyte—helper, the whole deal. It was important to the women in his family, Matka, Babica, his sisters and his aunts. Seems like a lifetime ago. It’s been a long time since Mickey’s had faith in anything but his own abilities. It’s difficult to be a practicing Catholic and make your money selling illegal hooch, running numbers, and keeping it all together at the point of a gun. Confession would be a problem. 
 
      
 
    He’s not been in this church before. Mickey is attracted to the altar with its contrasting dark wood behind the white stone altar. The stained glass is magnificent. What he’s always hated about churches, though, is the cavernous interior with its bouncing sound and echoes. You have to whisper all the time; a trick God plays to keep you humble. 
 
      
 
    Henry sits on the other side of the aisle, arm draped over the back of a pew; he’s been watching the door. His eyes carefully follow Boo-Boo as he slides in next to Mickey. Sid sits in the pew behind Henry.  
 
      
 
    “Not your usual haunt, Hoff,” says Mickey. 
 
      
 
    “True. But it’s a beautiful building. Hey, you’re Catholic. Maybe you know why these places are always so cold. It’s freezing in here,” says Boo-Boo. 
 
      
 
    “So nobody falls asleep during the sermon,” Mickey says. 
 
      
 
    Boo-Boo chuckles. “Yeah, same issue at synagogue. I guess staying awake is hard whether it’s Latin or Hebrew.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey shifts and faces Boo-Boo. “So, what’s up Hoff? Why am I here?” 
 
      
 
    “Mickey, that Bailey business was a fakakta. A real screw-up.” He spreads his hands wide. “You gotta know I wouldn’t risk my business on something so stupid. You got your slice of the pie, and I got mine.” 
 
      
 
    “None of my guys would ever go rogue, Hoff. Ya gotta get more control over your men.” 
 
      
 
    Hoff shrugs, hands raised. “What can I say? Those Bailey boys. They’re stupid. You know that better than most. I understand your anger and frustration, and you gotta do what you gotta do. Trust me, Duffy, I’m okay with that , you dealing with your frustration.” One eyebrow raised. 
 
      
 
    “I plan on being a lot less frustrated tomorrow evening. I gotta bury a few of my pals, and then I figure I’ll go work off a bit of ‘frustration’.” 
 
      
 
    “You know, Mickey, God punishes, but man takes revenge. Tomorrow night, eh? Okay by me. So, we’re good here? You’ll go work out your frustration, God will get his due, and I won’t have to worry about any business interruption. Good?” 
 
      
 
    “I think we’re good.” Mickey nods at Henry. 
 
      
 
    “Pleasant chatting. Although I won’t say we must do this again some time.” Boo-Boo slides off the seat of the pew. Sid slips in behind him as they head out of the church, gawking like tourists. Henry stands, coming over to where Mickey sits, contemplating the altar.  
 
      
 
    “What’d he say?” Henry asks. 
 
      
 
    “He said he wasn’t involved. That the Bailey boys are stupid assholes and he doesn’t care, one way or the other, what happens to them tomorrow night.” 
 
      
 
    “So, we’re still going ahead with it?” 
 
      
 
    “Nobody steals from Mickey Duffy.” Mickey places his hat firmly on his head. He stands, and then abruptly sits down again. Henry puts his hand on his shoulder, but Mickey shakes it off. 
 
      
 
    “You okay?” asks Henry. 
 
      
 
    “Just got up too fast is all.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey eases himself up, sliding out of the pew. He faces the altar and crosses himself. It is going to be a busy day tomorrow, and a little respect won’t hurt.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 15 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   T he lobby of Green’s Hotel is decorated for the season with a soaring Christmas tree, ornaments dangling from chandeliers and, in one corner, Santa in a sleigh pulled by a life-sized reindeer. In the Garden Grill Room, Professor Meyer’s Orchestra plays a selection of traditional and popular Christmas music. Maggie is settled at a table in the restaurant, perusing the menu. 
 
      
 
    “Merry Christmas, doll.” Edith swoops in and kisses the air beside Maggie’s ear. 
 
      
 
    Maggie half gets out of her chair to return the kiss. “You, too, Edith. Merry Christmas.” 
 
      
 
    The maitre D’ hovers behind Edith, waiting to pull out her chair, her glorious fur coat draped over his arm. 
 
      
 
    “I know what I’m having,” says Edith. “And I saw they have your favourite turtle soup, Maggie.” 
 
      
 
    The order is placed quickly. 
 
      
 
    “You look like a Christmas elf in that dress,” Maggie says, admiring Edith’s’ red velvet dress trimmed in white fur. Edith has added a red poinsettia to the side of her wide-brimmed hat.   
 
      
 
    “So tell me, what are the Christmas plans? Are you staying in or going out tomorrow night?” Maggie asks. 
 
      
 
    “We’re planning to stay home Christmas Eve. It’s been so busy, a nice quiet night at home, just Mickey and I, will be a Christmas treat. We’ve had a party, sometimes two, every night. Tonight we’re off to some shindig at the Ritz-Carlton. I bought the most divine dress, Maggie. It’s black tulle, and covered with silver bugle beads and sequins. Oh, and you should see the headband. It’s the cat’s pajamas—a net of silver beads that dangle past my ears. When I shake my head, dancing the Charleston, everything flies,” Edith says. “Your turn. What have you been up to, Mags?” 
 
      
 
    “I bought Tommy a new bicycle this morning. A Red Racer; they’re delivering it this afternoon. I’m not sure where I’m going to hide it. Maybe behind the old washtubs on the veranda. I could cover it with a sheet. He’s been so curious, snooping through closets and cupboards, trying to find Christmas presents.” 
 
      
 
    “Kids. I remember doing that, too. I never did find out where Ma hid the gifts,” Edith says. 
 
      
 
    “Speaking of gifts, I have something for you,” Maggie says. She places a flat box on the table.  
 
      
 
    Edith squeals, and pulls off the wrapping paper. Inside, from an exclusive hosiery store, is a pair of silk stockings with small, sparkling rhinestones delicately running up the back seam.  
 
      
 
    “When I saw them in the window, I just couldn’t resist. They just screamed your name. I’m sure you’ll find somewhere to wear them.” 
 
      
 
    Edith rises and gives Maggie a hug. “Oh doll, they’re perfect. They’ll look great with that little number I was telling you about. Look, I got you a little something, too.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie opens her gift. Inside are a pair of soft, kid-leather gloves. Royal blue. “Edith, they’re lovely. Thank you so much.” 
 
      
 
    Rising hems, falling waists, bias cuts: fashion provides an endless distraction for the two women while they wait for lunch to be served. A discrete cough signals the arrival of Maggie’s turtle soup and Edith’s sole meunière.  
 
      
 
    “Madame ordered the sparkling water?” another waiter asks officiously, holding up a heavy bottle wrapped in a starched white napkin. 
 
      
 
    “Mmm, yes please, Pierre. A glass for us both, and leave the bottle in the bucket.” 
 
      
 
    Pierre pours two glasses of champagne, tucking the bottle into a bucket of ice beside the table. 
 
      
 
    Maggie has ceased to question Edith about the appearance of wine and cocktails that arrive when they go out. Such are the advantages of having a friend who is married to a successful bootlegger. 
 
      
 
    Edith raises her glass in a toast. “Here’s to a true friend. The person who makes you laugh when you think you’ll never smile again.” 
 
      
 
    They eat and visit. Maggie is fascinated by the glimpse into Philadelphia’s social scene that Edith gives her, especially at this time of year. And Edith never seems to bore of Maggie’s stories of Tommy and her lodgers. They’re windows into each other’s very different worlds. Then, as they wait for the plates to be cleared, Maggie becomes quieter; unsure how to broach the next topic. 
 
      
 
    The Inspector warned me about getting too close to surveillance subjects, but I’m long past that with Edith. I know how betrayed she’d feel if she found out that the origin of our friendship was the murder investigation involving her husband, Mickey. Trust is so important to her. Regardless of how much this is going to hurt her, I have to ask her about Delores, now that I’ve finally figured out where I heard the name before. She was the girl—so young—that was with Mickey, and was such a big part of Edith’s dark time last year. 
 
      
 
    The crowd in the room is beginning to thin. It’s been a long and enjoyable lunch. Now for the business. She hopes the champagne they’ve been drinking will have taken a bit of the edge off Edith.  
 
      
 
    “Edith, I’ve met someone you may know. Her name is Delores. Delores Bailey.” Maggie feigns nonchalance. 
 
      
 
    Edith dabs at her mouth with the napkin. “Yes, I know that tramp. She was one of the many whores that has slept with Mickey. A real hillbilly. I think she helps run the family moonshine still out in the woods somewhere. She’s not hanging out with Mickey again, is she?” Edith no longer looks perky in her Santa’s helper dress.  
 
      
 
    “Oh, Edith, please don’t frown. Absolutely not. Nothing like that. We just bumped into each other, and she mentioned she knew you.” I must keep pushing. Something is so off with the girl. The Inspector said so, and now I know it, too.  
 
      
 
    “What do you know about her? I’m curious.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, I never actually met her, but I’ve heard plenty. And saw plenty, too. You were with me that night at the club when Mickey was busy trying to clean her tonsils. That family is a bunch of lazy crackers; nothing but trouble. They have a hard-scrabble place outside of town. Dirt poor. I read in the paper that there was trouble out there. Her father was a savage brute; a reputation that’s made it into the city. She’s a cunning, nasty piece of work. Always greedy for more. You’d tell me if I should be worried, wouldn’t ya, doll?” 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    Across town, a somber group bury their friends and colleagues; five services at three churches, and then three receptions to attend. The day before Christmas Eve. A tough time to say goodbye. A lot of drama. A lot of libation. 
 
      
 
    Bootlegging is hard on families, but there’s support amongst the women. Many of them got to know each other from the neighborhood when their men served together in the war. A bond was formed then and, knowing that their husbands will either wind up in jail, or dead, because of the bootlegging, they stand together still.  
 
      
 
    Sadly, and perhaps inevitably, funerals are a regular occurrence. The grieving is eased by knowing there will be some ongoing financial support, especially if there are kids. Mickey has always ensured his crew and their families are looked after. 
 
      
 
    With the formalities taken care of, Mickey’s men begin gathering in the warehouse. Frank watches them file in. A bit of refreshment at the receptions following the services, and the raw emotion of the day, has them cranked up. They’re eager to get going: pacing, cleaning and checking their weapons, preparing for battle. The air is heavy with the anticipation of action and danger. 
 
      
 
    The shrill ring of the phone gets everyone’s attention. All eyes are on Henry as he walks over to answer it. 
 
      
 
    Henry cradles the receiver, listens, then hangs up. He glances at his watch and then sits at the table in the center of the room. And he waits. And they wait. 
 
      
 
    Mickey arrives a short time later. He and Henry huddle. The men in the room talk in low voices amongst themselves, keeping one eye on the pair. 
 
      
 
    Mickey nods at Henry, who walks to the center of the room. “Okay, listen up. One of ours just called in from a speakeasy on Locust Street. We got a job to do tonight. We know where the Bailey’s are at, and we’re going to get those bastards.” 
 
      
 
    There’s general nodding and shuffling as the men await their orders. At last.  
 
      
 
    “Gus, you’ll have Paddy, Stan, and Al ride with you. Fingers? You, Eddy, and Roy will come with me. We’re leaving now, so grab your gear.” 
 
      
 
    There’s a shout from the back of the room. “What about Hoff?” 
 
      
 
    Mickey looks at the men. “He’ll be getting his. Not to worry. All in good time.” 
 
      
 
    The identified men, armed, gather by the cars. Mickey and Henry join them. “We’re talking a drive-by, so Eddy will go inside and check the place out to make sure they’re still there before we start shooting. There’s an alley nearby where we can wait. When we’re good, we’ll go.” 
 
      
 
    As the squad climbs into the assigned cars, Mickey turns to Henry. “I want those bastards, Henry. Come find me at the club when it’s done.” 
 
      
 
    “An early Christmas present, Boss,” Henry says. He climbs into the driver’s seat. The two cars pull out of the warehouse, headlights disappearing around the corner. 
 
      
 
    Henry drives slowly along Locust. He can see the speakeasy on the passenger side in the block ahead. Street lights and marquee signs glow. There’re more pedestrians on the sidewalks than usual. Two days before Christmas, folks are doing their best to cram in a bit more holiday fun. Henry slows even more, crawling along the block of the speakeasy. The door opens, and patrons spill out. Henry and his men tense, scanning faces for Frankie and James Bailey. 
 
      
 
    “We’ll park and go inside to see if they’re still in there,” says Henry. 
 
      
 
    Henry is just pulling into a spot when the front door opens again. 
 
      
 
    “Damn. It’s them,” says Fingers, already rolling down the window of the car. Gus, in the car behind, has seen them, too. Henry slams on the brakes. Gus, busy watching the Bailey brothers, drives into Henry’s car’s rear end. The car rocks. Pedestrians stop and look. 
 
      
 
    Henry grits his teeth. They’re in the worst position, slightly ahead of the target. In order to shoot behind him, he sees Fingers slide forward on the narrow seat. From experience, Henry knows what’s going on in Fingers’ mind. He’s automatically taking regular deep breaths as he aims his tommy gun. His vision narrows, sound falls away. It’ll be just him and Frankie; Frankie staring straight at the gun barrel pointing at him from out the car window. Time stops. Breathe. Squeeze. He’ll see people falling, bleeding, moving, but won’t hear them screaming. 
 
      
 
    Henry snaps back to attention when he hears the burst of gunfire coming from Gus’ car. Eddy and Fingers start firing toward the speakeasy, raking the front of the building with bullets. Terrified people on the street scatter. The window of the speakeasy is shattered, glass flying. Frankie dives behind a parked car and returns fire. James crouches beside him. The parked car they are hiding behind is riddled with bullets. The Duffy crew can feel the impact of bullets hitting their own cars. 
 
      
 
    In the distance, police sirens close in. “Okay, we gotta go,” Henry floors it. The car lurches, and takes off down the street. Gus is right behind. Roy watches out the rear window; Frankie is standing, firing at the fleeing cars. 
 
      
 
    “Did we get them? Anybody here hurt?” Henry asks.  
 
      
 
    “Faster, Mercer,” says Eddy. “The coppers are on our tail.” 
 
      
 
    Henry makes a sharp left and then a right, cutting through an alley to the street beyond. He accelerates again. Gus follows. Eddy throws his arm out the window, gesturing left at the corner and then goes right. Gus swings left, drawing the police car away from Henry.  
 
      
 
    “Are we clear?” Henry shouts. 
 
      
 
    “Yup, they’re following Gus,” says Roy. 
 
      
 
    Henry glances beside him. Fingers has his hand pressed to his sleeve, blood seeping through. 
 
      
 
    “You okay?” 
 
      
 
    Fingers grimaces as they hit a bump, and nods. “Just a scratch.” 
 
      
 
    Henry slows and takes a winding route to the warehouse. “The Boss is not gonna like this,” says Roy.  
 
      
 
    Henry’s body is stiff, hands gripping the wheel. He remains silent.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 16 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   M aggie cherishes these few days of Christmas. Her lodgers have all scattered, spending time with their own families, either in town or far away. The privacy is a rare treat that adds to the special feeling of the holiday. Just the two of them. Three if you count the Inspector. 
 
      
 
    Maggie keeps supper light so she and Tommy can concentrate on getting ready for Christmas. Earlier, they’d gone to the tree lot by Harold’s grocery store and chosen a tree they could manage on the sleigh.  
 
      
 
    While Maggie prepared supper, Tommy evened the end of the trunk and attached a wooden cross-brace to the bottom to keep it from falling over. Afterwards, he and Maggie moved the desk to one side to make room for the tree in the corner of the living room.  
 
      
 
    The radio fills the room with Christmas carols. On the table near the fireplace is a plate of Christmas baking: squares, decorated cookies, other sweet treats. A bowl full of nuts, and another bowl of hard candy are nearby. 
 
      
 
    Under Frank’s watchful eye, Maggie and Tommy are busy decorating the tree. First to go on are the popcorn garlands Maggie and Tommy had strung earlier. Then the green and red paper chains that Tommy had made. Maggie opens the shoebox full of paper stars and snowflakes from previous years, as well as the few ornaments that they have either bought or been given. A few glass balls from her Christmases with Jack are precious, and she reminds Tommy to be careful with them as she hands them to him to hang.  
 
      
 
    Tommy has a rhythm going: one ornament, one treat. He slowly empties the shoebox and the plate.  
 
      
 
    Last to go on is the silver tinsel she buys every year. There are families who manage to save it after Christmas, but Maggie can’t figure out how they get it off the tree, or how they store it. Her tinsel was always a tangled mess, so she buys a new box every year. 
 
      
 
    “There’s a bare spot, near the bottom,” Frank says. Maggie points it out to Tommy, who fills it with a shiny snowflake. 
 
      
 
    Maggie and Tommy cuddle on the couch and gaze at the sparkling tree. Frank sits, content, smiling, completely entertained by Tommy’s excitement. It’s wonderful to be with those you care about at Christmas.  
 
      
 
    Under the tree are a few gaily wrapped parcels from Mother and Father, and more from Mamma and Papa Barnes. There’re a few parcels from Archie. Dick had stuck some money in a card for Tommy and tucked it into the tree. A large, extravagantly wrapped box—To Tommy from the Duffy’s—is there too. It was delivered earlier in the day, causing no end of curious energy from Tommy.  
 
      
 
    And nestled onto a branch of the tree is a small, flat package, loosely wrapped, with a big, floppy bow. Tommy has insisted on putting his gift to Maggie right into the tree every year after seeing the Christmas tree at Wanamaker’s Department Store. It looks like this year he has maybe broken from tradition and given her a scarf rather than perfume?  
 
      
 
    “Time for bed, soon, sweetheart.” Maggie kisses the top of his head.  
 
      
 
    “Aw, Mother,” Tommy protests automatically. “Oh, I almost forgot.” He dashes up the stairs and returns with a single, limp sock. He anchors it to the mantle by tucking one end under the clock. 
 
      
 
    “Perfect,” says Maggie. “Now come here, and I’ll read you The Night Before Christmas.” A tradition from her own childhood, she could recite it from memory. The year Tommy was born, Jack had given her an exquisitely illustrated version of the tale, and the two of them had stood next to Tommy’s cradle reading it aloud to their son. 
 
      
 
    The fire warms the room. Tommy curls into Maggie so he can enjoy the pictures. Frank, basking in the moment, is sitting across from them in his chair, smoking his cigar. He is also enjoying the family tradition. 
 
      
 
    “And to all a good night.” Maggie closes the book. She misses Jack most on a family evening like this. “And that means good night to you, too, young man. Now, off with you, or Santa won’t come,” Maggie says.  
 
      
 
    Tommy checks to see that his gift to his mother is still secure in the tree branches. “No peeking, Mother,” says Tommy as he scampers off to bed. Maggie clears away the plate of cookie crumbs. Frank follows her into the kitchen. 
 
      
 
    “The tree is the nicest ever, I think,” Frank says. 
 
      
 
    “Why, Inspector, thank you. You’ve had a lot to compare it with.” There’s a twinkle in Maggie’s eyes.  
 
      
 
    “Are you going to get some of those electric lights next year? I’ve seen them on other trees, and they really are something.” 
 
      
 
    “You know, I was thinking I might get a string at the end of the season, when they go on sale; put them away for next year. They can be used outside, too. I’d love a string around the front window. Oh, it would be so magical to turn off the lights and look out through the red and green glow.” 
 
      
 
    “When are you putting out the bicycle?” Frank asks. 
 
      
 
    “The delivery man was kind enough to lift it behind the washstand on the porch. I hope I can get it out again. If I can, I’ll put it beside the tree tonight; otherwise, it might take both Tommy and me to wrestle it out tomorrow morning. Let’s get his stocking filled first. I don’t want to be creating a lot of racket and fussing with the bike, if he’s not asleep.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie has hidden an orange behind the sugar canister. She puts it into the toe of the sock Tommy had brought downstairs. She adds a few nuts and some candy. She is smiling. There’s a spring in her step as she goes into the dining room and gets the small book of Boys Own stories she has hidden in the buffet. She also tucks into the sock the new woolen mittens, brown with green and red stripes, that she had knitted in the evenings after Tommy was in bed. There’s a nice heft to the Christmas stocking. She sets it on the kitchen table to put on the mantle later. 
 
      
 
    Giggling and shushing, she and Frank tiptoe upstairs to her bedroom. The two stand in the doorway to Tommy’s room, gazing at the sleeping boy. “Sugarplums dancing,” she whispers to Frank. 
 
      
 
    Quietly, she opens her closet door and pulls down two wrapped boxes. One contains a new wool sweater. A bicycle bell is in the other. She grins.  
 
      
 
    “He is going to be over the moon tomorrow morning,” Frank whispers. The magic of Christmas secrets has him lowering his voice, even though Maggie is the only one that can hear him. 
 
      
 
    “I know,” Maggie whispers back. “And Edith got him a train set. She spoils him rotten.” 
 
      
 
    When Maggie has the two wrapped parcels under the tree, she and Frank head to the back door to start the big project for the night. Maggie lifts the metal washtubs off the stand and wrestles them into the kitchen. Then she carefully slides the heavy wooden washstand to one side. With every scrape, she looks to Frank who is standing watch in the middle of the kitchen, listening for Tommy. When she can get behind the washstand, she lifts the bicycle onto the top of it. Maggie wiggles past and lifts it down. “Oof, that’s heavy.” 
 
      
 
    Rolling it into the living room, she leans the bicycle against the desk beside the tree. She ties a bright red bow to the Red Racer’s handlebars and a tag that says “Tommy”, in case there’s any doubt about who Santa has left the bicycle for. 
 
      
 
    “It must mean a lot, being able to give Tommy such a wonderful gift,” Frank says. 
 
      
 
    “It does. He’s wanted one for ages. Thank goodness for those bookkeeping clients. They really made the difference this year. There were days when things were fairly bleak, money-wise. But the past year has been so much better. Bills are paid, I’m on top of the loan payments, there’s money saved for Tommy’s school, I can get repairs done on the house—without worry—and the refrigerator is full. I am blessed.”  
 
      
 
    There’s a lovely feeling in the room: the fragrant and sparkling tree, the gifts, the bicycle. Maggie feels satisfied with herself and the world. “Let’s sit a bit, and then I’ll go put the porch to rights.” 
 
      
 
    “Are you going to see your family this year?” Frank asks. 
 
      
 
    “Aren’t you one to spoil the mood.” She’s full of good cheer and is teasing him. “I haven’t been back for years. I’ll probably phone Mother tomorrow morning if I can get a line, and Tommy can thank her for the gift personally. Missing Jack so much just dredges up all the hurt feelings again, and reminds me of what Father did. I won’t be seeing them for Christmas or any other time soon.” 
 
      
 
    Memories of Frank’s urging for reconciliation—their last conversation on the subject, lie between them. 
 
      
 
    Maggie gazes at the tree. “It must be hard on you, Inspector. You must miss family gatherings at this time of year.” 
 
      
 
    “It is lonely. An unusual kind of lonely. People far from home can at least imagine what their families are doing, and can be with them in their mind’s eye. My family is lost to me. One year I managed to track down one of my great-grandsons in Philadelphia. I went to ‘visit’, but it wasn’t the same. He was a stranger. The photos of his parents—meaning my granddaughter and her husband—unfamiliar. I was so alone that year and others. And then I met you.” Frank smiles at Maggie. 
 
      
 
    “I’m glad we can spend Christmas together, Inspector. I hope that you think of us as family. I get lonely, too. Especially at night after Tommy’s gone to bed. I miss Jack and sharing all this with him. He would have loved to teach Tommy to ride that bicycle. And I can just see the two of them under the tree, setting up the train set.”  
 
      
 
    She raises her coffee cup. “Here’s to loved ones no longer with us.”  
 
      
 
    Frank raises his hand as if there is a cup in it. “To loved ones, near and far.” 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    Across town, the Duffy’s are settled in front of a Christmas tree festooned with glass ornaments. Ropes of red and green beads are woven through the branches. Its electric lights are reflected in the large picture window in the living room. Beneath the tree, reaching almost to the walls on either side, are piles of presents. The Duffy Christmas is marked by abundance. 
 
      
 
    Edith is curled up in one of the big leather armchairs next to the roaring fire. After dinner, she’d slipped into silk lounging pajamas. Mickey is settled in the other chair across from her, his smoking jacket tied loosely around his full stomach. He pats it. “Hilda’s Christmas dinner.” They sip a special Christmas cocktail their housekeeper has made. Christmas records play on the Victrola.  
 
      
 
    “Isn’t this nice. Sitting here in front of the tree together. So much better than going out,” Edith says. 
 
      
 
    Mickey acknowledges by making a noise around the cigar in his mouth. He takes it out, puts it into the heavy crystal ashtray, then reaches into his pocket. Mickey pulls out a small wrapped box. 
 
      
 
    “Merry Christmas, Kitten. This is for you.” He hands her the box, picks up the cigar, and watches her.  
 
      
 
    Edith unwraps it. She gasps. “Oh Mickey, it’s gorgeous!” As she holds the box, her hands tremble, which makes the diamonds and precious stones seem alive. It is a cat brooch. Its eyes are emeralds, and rubies create the small tongue that peeks out between the diamond head and body.  
 
      
 
    “A gorgeous cat for my precious kitten.” Mickey says magnanimously, and puffs on his cigar. 
 
      
 
    Edith feels sick inside. Mickey is at his most generous when he is guilty of some indiscretion. Ignoring the pain she feels inside, she eases out of her chair and wraps her arms around his neck. He manages to get his cigar to the ashtray, as she kisses him “Thank you. It’s magnificent.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, I’ve been away so much lately, I wanted to make it up to you, doll. You’re always my best gal.” Mickey smiles. 
 
      
 
    Edith’s smile becomes brittle. “I’m glad to hear it, Bunny,” she says, spitting out the endearment. She steps back into her seat. “I’m sure there is some stiff competition in the line-up,”  
 
      
 
    “Edith? Kitten, come on.” 
 
      
 
    “So who is she this time? One of those floozies at the club, or a little something tucked away in Atlantic City?” 
 
      
 
    Mickey winces as the barb strikes home. 
 
      
 
    Edith throws a cushion at him. “I knew it. You do have a girl in AC. You are such a bastard, Mickey.”  
 
      
 
    “Look, honey, I don’t know what you’re talking about. There’s no one in AC. There’s no one at the club. You’re the only girl for me.” 
 
      
 
    “Liar. This is getting old, Mickey. I’m going to bed.” Edith stalks off. The cat brooch abandoned, still in its box. 
 
      
 
    Mickey shakes his head. “Hilda, can you make me another cocktail?” he shouts in the direction of the kitchen. He winces when Edith’s bedroom door slams.  
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    Out in the country, at the Bailey farm, there aren’t any Christmas carols or decorations. There’s no special treats to eat. No special dinner. The boys are sprawled at the kitchen table. In the next room, Bert sleeps on the couch, his arm dangling off the edge, his fingertips grazing an empty whiskey bottle lying on the floor. 
 
      
 
    Vi sits next to the wood stove, her mending in her lap. Delores is beside her, reading a movie-star magazine she’s stolen from the drugstore. Maybe she’ll go to California and be in the movies. 
 
      
 
    Frankie and James have been drinking hard all day. The shooting on Locust Street the night before has them panicked and, like many bullies, they react with false bravado. 
 
      
 
    “We sure showed them, eh, James?” Frankie pounds the table, knocking over his empty glass. “Hey, who drank my whiskey? Ma, more whiskey!” Frankie waves his glass. 
 
      
 
    Vi hurries to grab the glass and fill it from a jug on the counter. 
 
      
 
    James speaks into the crook of his arm where his head rests. “We chased ‘em off, Frankie. You and me. Ran like scared rabbits, they did.”  
 
      
 
    “You should have seen it, Delores,” Frankie says, leaning back in his chair to see his sister. “There must have been a dozen of ‘em, all with tommy guns.” He swivels a bit too much and falls to the floor. 
 
      
 
    “What the—?” he says, getting up onto his hands and knees. “Who did that?” Frankie glares with bloodshot eyes at his sister, who is ignoring him. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, I’m talking to you. If you’d done your job, you stupid cow, Mickey’d be dead already. Then nobody would be shooting at poor ol’ Frankie.” He pushes himself up off the floor and staggers over to Delores. 
 
      
 
    Frankie turns around, arms swinging wildly. “James, that’s right, ain’t it? If this cow had done what she was supposed to, Mickey would be a stiff, dead as a doornail.” 
 
      
 
    James is snoring, head flat on the table. 
 
      
 
    Frankie turns back to Delores and smacks her magazine to the floor. Delores stays still, stares at her hands. “Stupid cow. It’s all your fault.” The sound is sharp as he slaps her on the face. She doesn’t react. Nor is there a word or movement from Vi. Delores’ cheek blooms red. The momentum of his swing causes him to continue twirling and lose his balance again. Frankie lies on the floor, somewhat stunned by the change in elevation. Sighing, he curls up into a ball and passes out. 
 
      
 
    Delores stares at him, murder in her eyes. She slowly reaches for the magazine. Standing, she turns to Vi. “Another Merry Christmas, Ma. I’m going to bed.” 
 
      
 
    “Wait, Delores. Don’t go yet. Sit for a sec.” Vi whispers, careful not to disturb her sleeping sons. She reaches into her mending basket, pulling out a pair of turquoise blue mittens. She’s sewn a narrow strip of white rabbit fur around the top. She strokes them and then hands them to Delores. “Here, Delores. I made these for you. For Christmas. They match your eyes.” 
 
      
 
    Delores’ blue eyes swim with tears. She slips one on, holding her hand up so that she and Vi can admire the color and the fur. “Thanks, Ma. They’re beautiful.” She casts her eyes over her mother, a woman broken but hopeful. Vi’s desperation makes Delores feel sick. She looks over at her brothers, passed out and snoring, and her lip curls. 
 
      
 
    Walking over to the wood stove, she uses the cast iron hook to lift the round cover plate. Delores drops the mittens into the fire underneath.  
 
      
 
    Vi gasps.  
 
      
 
    As she puts the cover plate back in place, she turns to her mother, Frankie’s handprint now bright red against her pale skin. “Merry Christmas to you, too, Ma,” she says, her eyes empty.  
 
      
 
    Delores steps over Frankie and moves down the hall toward her room.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 17 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   M aggie was reluctant to let go of the glow of an almost perfect Christmas morning. Tommy was so excited with his bicycle, riding it up and down the street through a light dusting of new snow. All the neighbors got to hear the bell on the handlebars.  
 
      
 
    Tommy had given her a new journal, the soft leather cover and lined pages evidence of his maturing thoughtfulness. Her boy was growing up. 
 
      
 
    Frank had joined them at the table while they ate turkey and Christmas pudding. Maggie was touched to see the spirit of Father Christmas infuse the man. She wished Tommy could have known the Inspector was there. 
 
      
 
    After the brief, happy interlude of Christmas and then Boxing Day, reality returns. The papers are full of updates on the shooting spree on Locust. The lodgers return with stories—and laundry. Tommy and Archie may have a few more days of freedom before school starts, but Maggie is, once again, swimming fast against a current of work after the oh-so-brief respite of the holidays. 
 
      
 
    Frank, sitting in the living room, watches Maggie working at the dining room table. He’s comfortable here, and she’s teased him that it’s his chair. The approaching year-end means that Maggie will be busy with her other business. In addition to her lodgers and the investigations, Maggie also does the books for several small businesses, relying on solid word-of-mouth referrals to expand the number of clients she serves. It’d been an astute decision to take night courses, improving on her natural aptitude for numbers, then turn that knowledge into a nice, steady revenue stream. 
 
      
 
    Frank couldn’t be more proud. There was a lot that had initially confused him about the modern Twenties he was now part of, but watching Maggie set her mind to something, and reach her goal, was invigorating. Her determination reminds him of himself a very long time ago. 
 
      
 
    With her clients’ books and boxes of receipts spread out on the dining room table, her trusty adding machine close at hand, Maggie is deeply immersed in the task before her, tallying Accounts Payable, and reconciling Accounts Receivables to the sales journals. When the doorbell rings, Maggie sighs in frustration at the interruption. After all, she’d even asked Tommy to abandon his train set and read in his room; she needed to concentrate.  
 
      
 
    Delores is on her front porch. Unannounced. The girl is somewhat disheveled, with an expression of discomfort.  
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry to just show up again, Maggie. I hope it’s an okay time?” 
 
      
 
    “Delores, please come in. Would you like some coffee? I was just going to put on a fresh pot.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie puts Delores in the living room, where the Christmas tree still stands. A traditionalist at heart who believes in the twelve days of Christmas, Maggie will keep the tree up until the 6th of January. While Maggie is busy in the kitchen, Frank is struck by the look of desperate longing in Delores’ face as she gazes at the festive tree. As soon as she sees Maggie, the look is gone, replaced by the bored indifference that he recognizes that the young people of nowadays wear. 
 
      
 
    “So, what’s up Delores?” 
 
      
 
    Frank listens to the two women. He frowns with concern, every antenna the old copper has alerting him to… to what? Delores’ tale is nothing new. He’s heard far worse in his years on the force. No, it’s something else. She reminds him of someone. It’s just there, beyond his vision. But it’s there. Pay attention, it says. 
 
      
 
    “That shooting on Locust was ca-raz-ee. I don’t care particularly if Frankie gets offed. I like James, though. He’s teaching me how to run the still. But Frankie is a bastard.” Delores shrugs at Maggie’s shocked expression. 
 
      
 
    “Surely you don’t want your brother to be hurt or killed?” 
 
      
 
    “My life would be better if Frankie weren’t in it. I need James until I can figure out a way to lift and pour the heavy mash barrels, but Frankie? Pfft.” Delores brushes away the imaginary dirt of her abusive brother. 
 
      
 
    Frank watches Maggie take a deep breath. He assumes it must be difficult for her to try to assimilate this rough honesty into her image of Delores as a helpless victim. He’s also noticed that Delores has found her g’s again. 
 
      
 
    “Have any of your brothers said anything about the Locust Street shooting?” Maggie asks. 
 
      
 
    “Not much. Just the same old. Mickey’s a bastard. Frankie got hit in the shoulder, but not bad. They’re going to get Boo-Boo Hoff to help them out when they go after Mickey.” 
 
      
 
    “The police had better get to Mickey first. More shooting means somebody else is going to get hurt.” Maggie looks around the room for her notes. “I did learn who was in the lead car the night your brothers hijacked Mickey’s booze. And I know who the shooters were the night of the hit on Locust Street,” Maggie says. “Now, where did I put them?” 
 
      
 
    Frank had been spending a lot of time at the warehouse, piecing together the information from conversations between members of Mickey’s crew. Maggie had prepared copious notes from his observations.  
 
      
 
    “You must have some pretty serious connections with Mickey to learn all that stuff. But why do we need to know who was there? Don’t we just need to prove who shot Pa and Bert?” Delores asked. 
 
      
 
    “When you’re building a case, you need to put all the pieces together. Our objective is to build a case against Mickey Duffy, who is at the center of all this and responsible for what happened to your father and brother. To do that, we need to prove he was giving the orders and making the arrangements.” 
 
      
 
    Delores nods, distracted by Tommy’s train set. The cars and track are set up under the tree. “Aha. I see them.” Maggie moves to the desk in the corner to get her notes. 
 
      
 
    While Maggie’s back is turned, Delores gets down and pushes the train around the track. The engine is sleek with shiny chrome, and the cars are a mix of passenger and freight. Delores is delighted when she discovers the tiny lantern swinging from the railing of the rear platform of the tiny caboose. She pushes the train faster around the corners, the small cars rocking back and forth. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, don’t touch my stuff,” Tommy shouts from the doorway.  
 
      
 
    Maggie spins around. “Tommy, that’s rude. And you’re supposed to be in your room.”  
 
      
 
    “I was thirsty.” 
 
      
 
    A startled Delores pushes the train off the tracks: the cars on their sides, the engine decoupled, the track disconnected. Tommy rushes to protect his toy. 
 
      
 
    Delores pulls her hand back and sits on her heels. She stares resentfully at Tommy, her lower lip out in a pout.  
 
      
 
    “You broke it. Mother, she broke it. Now I need to fix it.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m sure you just need to reassemble it, Tommy. No damage was done. Just leave it there, and you can work on it before supper. Miss Bailey and I still have a few things we need to discuss, so off you go. Grab a cookie from the kitchen and scoot back upstairs.” 
 
      
 
    Tommy throws Delores a nasty look and pushes the train set further under the tree. On his way back from the kitchen, he looks through the living room’s doorway to make sure that the train is still safe. 
 
      
 
    “Tommy, upstairs. Now, please,” Maggie says. 
 
      
 
    She waits for his door to close. “What we need to know next is what the police know about the hijacking, about the raid at the farm when your father and Bert were shot and, to those two events, we can now add the speakeasy attack. With all that going on, surely there must be some evidence we can find that will pin something on Mickey.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s getting to be quite the list. But how are we going to do all that?” 
 
      
 
    “I’ve mentioned my friend who works on the police force? He might be able to find out what we need to know. I’ll talk to him, but in the meantime, you be careful. There seem to be a lot of bullets flying when your brothers are around.” 
 
      
 
    Delores is slipping her coat on when the telephone in the front hall rings. Maggie goes to answer it. While she’s out of the room, Frank watches Delores slide over to the train set. She crouches and snatches one of the cars, stuffing it into her coat pocket. She knocks the other cars about and stands, then heads to the front door. 
 
      
 
    Maggie finishes her call and turns to smile at her. “Thanks for coming, Delores. I know it’s a long trip in.” 
 
      
 
    Before she finishes her goodbyes, Frank moves to the threshold, arms crossed. “Best to check her coat pocket, Maggie. You’ll find one of Tommy’s train cars in it.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie puts a hand on Delores’ arm. “Delores, did you put one of Tommy’s train cars in your pocket?” 
 
      
 
    Delores hunches her shoulders, and grabs the toy and thrusts it into Maggie’s outstretched hand. “I dunno how it got there. I didn’t take it. Look, I gotta go. Right now.” She pushes past Maggie and lets herself out. 
 
      
 
    Shocked, Maggie stands in the hallway, the train car still in her hand. She stares at the now shut front door. “Why would she do that, Inspector?” 
 
      
 
    “I guess because she wanted it,” Frank says, also looking at the front door. Suddenly, the missing piece falls into place. “I know who she reminds me of.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie looks at him sideways as they head back into the living room. 
 
      
 
    “That case I told you about when we first met, the Holmes case. He was a serial killer. He eluded the police for so long because he was so darn clever. And he had absolutely no remorse for any of the crimes he committed. The murders were merely the means to an end. Delores is like that. No guilt over her actions. No remorse. Revenge is probably the only emotion she feels. Or hate.” 
 
      
 
    “Inspector, I can’t believe that you’re comparing that poor girl to a serial killer. She’s had a violent childhood, and is abused by almost everyone she knows. It’s no wonder she wants something better, even if it’s a toy train car. She needs our compassion, Inspector, not our judgment.” 
 
      
 
    “What about her language, Maggie. She doesn’t speak the same way she did when we first talked with her in the coffee shop. Surely you’ve noticed that?” 
 
      
 
    “I guess I’m just a good influence on her, Inspector. She wants to improve herself. What’s wrong with that? She’s a clever girl and picks things up quickly.”  
 
      
 
    “That’s what concerns me, my dear. Just be careful, Maggie. Holmes was a chameleon, changing his personality to suit the situation. There was no truth to the man. If Delores is like that, well, there’s no telling what she might be capable of.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 18 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   W ith Christmas behind them, and New Year’s Eve just ahead, The Garden Grill Room at Green’s Hotel is decorated as a garden gazebo, with flourishes of silver and gold. Green and white marble floor tiles set the mood for white lattice in front of mirrored panels; there are lots of potted plants, and baskets of calla lilies and other exotic blooms.  
 
      
 
    Families and friends from out of town, visiting for the holidays, pack the ornate room. The restaurant is full of holiday cheer.  
 
      
 
    Tommy had been furious when he’d seen his train set had been knocked about. After a long conversation with Frank about Delores’ personality, Maggie had decided not to have Delores back to the house again. However, knowing she doesn’t want to let the evidence slip away, and feeling a little guilty about not having Delores back, she’s booked a table for them at Green’s—the invitation made on the pretext of celebrating the New Year that is fast approaching.  
 
      
 
    Delores follows the maitre D’ to where Maggie sits. She walks close behind him, her shoulders hunched around the handbag she clutches to her chest.  
 
      
 
    “Golly, this is some swell joint, Maggie. It’s been ages and ages since I was in a place so nice.” Delores gawks at the other patrons, the elaborate décor, and the small orchestra playing on the low stage. Maggie keeps things light by showing Delores the menu, and discussing various luncheon options. 
 
      
 
    Glancing up, Maggie curses her choice of venue. Edith is standing in the doorway. It’s impossible not to notice her, wearing an eye-catching coat heavily embroidered with oriental dragons and pagodas and trimmed with dark fur. She’s accompanied by John Bricker, Mickey’s bodyguard.  
 
      
 
    When she notices Maggie, she takes a step forward. Maggie sees John place his hand on Edith’s arm.  
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    “Hold on a sec, Mrs. Duffy. I don’t think you should go over there. Mickey sent me along today to look after you. Retaliation from the Bailey’s and all. He’s worried about your safety.” 
 
      
 
    Edith turns to him, rolling her eyes. John shrugs. “Anyways, I’m pretty sure there’s going to be an explosion if you head over there.” 
 
      
 
    Edith pats John on the arm to reassure him. He’s a middle-aged man with a large mustache. Edith has always liked him for his kind eyes. Mickey has always trusted him for his quick draw. “What are you on about, John? That’s my friend, Maggie. I’m just going over to say hello, and then we’ll find our own table for lunch, okay?” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t think that’s a good idea, Mrs. Duffy. The gal that’s with her is Delores. One of the Bailey’s. Not a good idea right now.” 
 
      
 
    Edith looks at the young girl sitting with Maggie. Her head tilts to one side and John can see the wheels whirling. 
 
      
 
    “Delores Bailey, you say? Even better, John. It’s been ages since I’ve seen her, although I don’t think that we’ve ever been formally introduced.” Edith sails into the room, making a beeline toward Maggie’s table. 
 
      
 
    John follows. “Trouble with a capital T. Give me a gun fight any day over a couple of dames arguing over a fella.” says John to the back of Edith’s extravagant ensemble.  
 
      
 
    “Sweetie, how wonderful to see you,” Edith exclaims. There’s a flurry of perfume and fur as she swoops in, kissing Maggie on both cheeks.  
 
      
 
    “Edith, what a surprise.” 
 
      
 
    “How are you, doll? Did Tommy like the train set? Now, who is your friend?” 
 
      
 
    John stands behind Edith, legs slightly apart, ready for trouble. 
 
      
 
    Flustered by Edith’s sudden arrival, Maggie introduces Delores. An overzealous wait staff, eager to accommodate a regular customer, slides a chair behind Edith. “Lovely to meet you, Miss Bailey. John, why don’t you get a chair and sit? We’ll be cozy, but there’s room for four here. You’re giving me the willies standing there. Miss Bailey, this is a friend of my husband’s, John Bricker. Or maybe you two know each other already?” 
 
      
 
    Maggie looks questioningly at Edith. John gives Edith a hard stare. Delores studies the napkin in her lap, a rosy blush on her face. She mumbles a small ‘hello’. 
 
      
 
    Edith is all vivacious charm, ordering champagne. “Tell me,” she says brightly, turning to Maggie. “How did you gals meet?” 
 
      
 
    John sputters into the water glass he’s just sipped from. He dabs at the spill on his suit. 
 
      
 
    “Um, Delores and I met, um, she’s a friend of Dick Beamish’s. He’s one of my lodgers. Isn’t that right, Delores?” 
 
      
 
    Delores looks up and smiles at Maggie and says, “Yes, that’s right. Dick and I go way back. He’s a good friend.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, I’m sure he is. I’ve heard you were a very friendly kinda dame. Perhaps you still are. Maggie, have you noticed how friendly your Miss Bailey is? Have you met any of her other ‘good’ friends?” Edith smiles a saccharine sweet smile. Champagne that Maggie did not order arrives. The second Maggie’s is poured, she drains her glass. 
 
      
 
    Stilted conversation flows over the bubbly. “And what are your New Year’s plans, Miss Bailey? Going out anywhere special? Somewhere with… Who are you with now? Ah yes, Mr. Beamish.” Edith keeps waiving the waiter away when he comes to take their order. 
 
      
 
    “Nowhere special. What are you doing, Mrs. Duffy?” Every time Delores says Edith’s name, there’s a slight emphasis on the ‘Mrs.’ that makes Maggie squirm. 
 
      
 
    “Mickey, my husband, is taking me to his club, the Cadix. Perhaps you’ve been there?”  
 
      
 
    “Oh, I’ve been there lots. I think John and I may even have run into each other there a time or two. Right, John?” 
 
      
 
    John turns a hard smile on Delores. “I don’t remember, Miss. That would have been a long time ago. Ancient history. I forget stuff like that because it’s not important.” He’s picked up Edith’s habit during the conversation of emphasizing the last word or two of a sentence. 
 
      
 
    Delores tilts her head to one side, her finger on her lips. “Yes, I remember. It was at Club Cadix.” And she turns to look at Edith. “I used to go there a lot. An awful lot. Sometimes every single night. If I was lucky, maybe twice in one day. It’s such a special place.” Delores turns to Maggie, who has been twisting her napkin into a tight rope. “And what are your plans, Maggie? Going anywhere special?” Delores asks. 
 
      
 
    Edith jumps in. “Maggie is coming with Mickey and me to the Cadix. We’re going to see the New Year in together. Right, doll?” 
 
      
 
    “Thank you for reminding me, Edith.” Maggie looks at Edith, eyes wide and questioning.  
 
      
 
    Delores turns to John. “How ‘bout you, Mr. Bricker? Or can I call you John? Any special plans?” 
 
      
 
    “I’ll be out with the Duffy’s and Mrs. Barnes,” John says. 
 
      
 
    “You’ve got a wife and a couple of kids I think, right John? Don’t you want to see in the New Year with the missus?” Delores asks. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll be working till late. I’ll spend time with the family the day after.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, any particular plans, Mr. Bricker? Or just going to enjoy a day off?” Maggie pulls the conversation away from the game between Edith and Delores.  
 
      
 
    “I knocked down an old shed in the backyard over Christmas. New Year’s Day, my kids and I are going to build a fort with the old boards.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh that sounds like fun,” Maggie says. “My son Tommy, he’s ten, and he’d love something like that. How old are your children, Mr. Bricker?” Maggie smiles brightly at no one. 
 
      
 
    “Two girls, sixteen and twelve. And four boys, thirteen, nine, four, and a baby.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh goodness, your wife must be busy.” 
 
      
 
    Delores remains on form. “A regular rabbit, eh John? You know how them Irish love big families, Maggie,” says Delores with an exaggerated wink.  
 
      
 
    John stands. “I’m going to pay for the bubbly, Mrs. Duffy, and then I think we need to be somewheres else.” He heads off in search of the maitre D’. 
 
      
 
    “But John, we haven’t even ordered yet,” says Edith to his retreating back. 
 
      
 
    “Delores, why don’t you visit the Ladies to powder your nose before we order,” says Maggie. 
 
      
 
    “No, I don’t think I need to use it, Maggie.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m pretty sure you do, Delores,” Maggie says with a bit more force and a tilt of her head in the direction of the Ladies Room. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, all right. Back in a jiffy.” She flounces off.  
 
      
 
    “Oh Edith, I am sorry. I had no idea you’d be here today,” Maggie says. 
 
      
 
    “What a little tramp she is. How did you two ever hook up?” Edith asks. 
 
      
 
    “After the shooting out at her farm. Maybe you heard about it? From Mickey?” 
 
      
 
    Edith gives Maggie a level stare. “Yes, I had heard something. Or maybe I read about it in the papers.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie leans in close, one eye on John, who has collected Edith’s coat and is on his way back. Delores has just emerged from the Ladies Room. Both are on a collision course, bearing down on the table where Maggie and Edith sit. 
 
      
 
    “Edith, this is urgent. Listen to me. Trust me. You must watch out for the Bailey crew. They have a grudge to bear against Mickey. Be careful, sweetheart,” Maggie whispers. “And Edith.” Maggie stands and pretends to kiss Edith’s cheek, whispering in her ear, “I am not Delores’ friend. How can I say this quickly? We are working together on a project.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie smiles at Delores, who has reached the table first.  
 
      
 
    “All ready to go then, Mrs. Duffy?” John has reached the table. 
 
      
 
    The other three stand by the table, waiting for Edith. She remains seated, digging through her handbag and extracting a powder compact. She dabs her nose and says, “Look, John. We came here to have lunch and we’re going to eat. Sit down everyone, please. Throw my coat over there.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie and John exchange glances while Delores grins like a cat with cream. The most awkward of lunches ensues: broken small talk, unfinished sentences, drawn daggers between Edith and Delores. Maggie watches, with dread, the dangerous game Edith and Delores are playing. Finally, the plates are cleared. 
 
      
 
    Edith dabs at her mouth with her napkin. “That was a lovely lunch, Maggie. I thoroughly enjoyed myself. Hey, I know, John, why don’t we give these two gals a lift home? That is, if you don’t have a car of your own, Miss Bailey?” 
 
      
 
    “Thank you, Edith, but Delores and I can make our own way home,” Maggie says. 
 
      
 
    Edith leans over and grips Maggie’s arm. “Maggie. I insist. It’s no trouble, is it John?” 
 
      
 
    “I think Miss Bailey lives a ways out of town. Isn’t that right, Miss?” John is pale.  
 
      
 
    “Yes, I take the train into Philly. But I’d love a ride to the station.” Delores smiles sweetly at John.  
 
      
 
    “It’s settled then. Come on, Maggie, let’s go,” Edith says, fitting her arm through her friend’s arm, leading the way out of the restaurant. 
 
      
 
    With Maggie and Edith in the back of the Duesenberg, and Delores settled in the front seat, John pulls away from the curb. 
 
      
 
    “Why don’t I drop you off first, Mrs. Duffy? We’re close to home. Then I can take Mrs. Barnes home, and then Miss Bailey to the station. I have an errand for Mr. Duffy after that.” 
 
      
 
    There’s frosty silence in the car as John delivers Edith to her home, and Maggie to hers.  
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    The air pressure within the car returns to normal as Delores and John watch Maggie walk up her front steps. “So, what was all that about, kid? At the restaurant? You don’t want to pick a fight with Edith, doll, ‘cause you’d lose.”  
 
      
 
    Delores is slouched on the seat, arms crossed. “She was just rubbing me the wrong way is all. All snooty and high-falutin’. And she started it, John. Meow, meow.” 
 
      
 
    John laughs. “So how ya been? It’s been ages since I seen you. You were what? 14? 15? Too young, that’s for sure.” 
 
      
 
    “Mickey didn’t seem to mind,” Delores says. 
 
      
 
    “You know that was a bad situation. I won’t say what Mickey did was right, or even okay and, as soon as he got right in the head, he sent you home. How is home, by the way? Frankie still whaling on you?” 
 
      
 
    Delores shrugs. “He’s in a twist because of you and your boys taking shots at him. Were you there, the day they shot Pa and Bert?” 
 
      
 
    “Nah, doll. I was with Mickey. But Delores, it was provoked. Your brothers stole from Mickey. That’s just not done. I heard that there was a scuffle at the farm. That your Pa wasn’t going to give back what wasn’t rightfully his.” 
 
      
 
    Delores glares out the window.  
 
      
 
    “Look, Delores. I like you. Always have. I admire your spunk and grit. Right now, things are pretty bad between your kin and Mickey. Maybe you should stay low for a while. Until things blow over. I expect it would be a waste of breath to ask you to tell Frankie to back off and keep his nose out of Mickey’s business?” 
 
      
 
    “Like I give Frankie advice all the time.”  
 
      
 
    “Well, I think we’re square now. As long as the boat don’t get rocked again, it’ll be smooth sailing.” 
 
      
 
    “Listen to you, all sailor-like.” 
 
      
 
    “I’ve been spending a lot of time with Mickey down in AC. I pick things up.” John grins at Delores. When they pull up in front of the train station, John comes round to open the car door. “Take care, Delores. Keep your head down, okay?” 
 
      
 
    “Sure thing, Matey.” She snaps him a salute. “And thanks for the ride, John.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 19 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   Y esterday’s discarded Philadelphia Inquirer has been left in the living room, and Maggie notices that the Women’s Section features chuck beef recipes. She tucks it by her chair to read later. There are never too many recipes for cheap cuts of meat for a landlady, especially when she also has a ten-year-old son in the middle of a growth spurt. 
 
      
 
    It isn’t until Tommy has had lunch and headed back to school that she, finally, has two minutes to sit and read the paper. She has brought a pair of scissors in with her, to clip that recipe.  
 
      
 
    She reads that President Coolidge has announced a world peace conference, and that the first contingent of American troops in China have arrived in Shanghai to protect U.S. citizens there. The headline in the Sports section is all about Babe Ruth threatening to quit baseball if he doesn’t get a raise. Apparently, he hasn’t had a raise in over three years, although Maggie doesn’t feel too sorry for him. He makes $52,000 for baseball, plus money from his Vaudeville appearances and movie roles. Apparently, he won’t be permitted to join the Yankees’ Florida training camp until he signs a new contract. No wonder her lodgers, who follow baseball religiously, were agitated last night during dinner. She hadn’t been able to follow the conversation then, but can certainly add her own two cents in now, should it come up again. 
 
      
 
    However, Maggie is more interested in the sale Lit Bros is having: fabric is discounted. I would love a new dress, although ready-made dresses are also on sale ($12.75), and look, shoes ($2.97). A new pair of snappy t-straps would be perfect for Easter. Maybe I’ll pop into Center City and see what they have.  
 
      
 
    Next is the ‘People You Know’ section. Maggie loves reading the gossip about people she doesn’t know, going places she’ll never visit. There’s a paragraph about vacations in Palm Beach, Florida. Look at those palm trees. Even if it wasn’t the romantic vacation on the beach, but rather a business trip at Al Capone’s Florida home, at least it was warm. I bet Edith got a chance to wear one of those new bathing suits and sit under a palm tree during her Miami trip last year. Something I’ll never get to see. 
 
      
 
    Buried in the Society Announcements is a small notice about the opening of a new exhibit at the Mutter Museum, profiling a murder case. Maggie is intrigued. When she discovers it’s the Holmes’ case, she wonders what the medical museum will have to say about an old murder.  
 
      
 
    Surely, this is something that will interest the Inspector? After all, this was the case which made him famous. I wonder if they’ll have any theories about serial killers? 
 
      
 
    Maggie carefully clips the notice, and sets it to one side, before turning to the recipes section. Mmmm. Tuscan beef stew. The boys would like that. 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    There is a short line for tickets to the new exhibit—The Holmes’ Murder Case: Confessed Twenty-Seven Murders, Lied, Then Died.  
 
      
 
    “Let’s go through the other exhibits first and save Holmes for last. That way we don’t have to rush. I’ve never been to the Mutter Museum before and there are a few exhibits I’d like to check out. Is that okay with you, Inspector?” 
 
      
 
    Maggie and Frank are attracted to A Stitch in Spine Saves Nine: Innovations in Spinal Surgery display. She also makes a few notes on the side of the brochure in the Benjamin Rush Medicinal Plant Garden.  
 
      
 
    Frank finds Broken Bodies, Suffering Spirits: Injury, Death, and Healing in Civil War Philadelphia brings back memories for him. No Civil War battles were fought in or near Philadelphia, but the war came in other ways. Tens of thousands of wounded and sick soldiers arrived in the city, to be cared for in local hospitals. As they take in the exhibit, Frank mentions seeing his own father march off to fight in the Civil War, and wishing he were old enough to join up, too. 
 
      
 
    Maggie feels a shiver of dread looking through The Soap Lady exhibit. The Soap Lady is the name given to a woman whose body was exhumed in Philadelphia in 1875. Frank explains that the specimen is unique because a white, fatty substance called adipocere encases the remains. They learn that adipocere formation is not common, but it may form in alkaline, warm, airless environments, such as the one in which the Soap Lady was buried.  
 
      
 
    Frank is fascinated with the Hyrtl Skull Collection. The Mutter Museum had acquired this collection of one hundred thirty-nine human skulls in 1874. Hyrtl’s work was an attempt to counter the claims of phrenologists, who held that cranial features were evidence of intelligence and personality and that racial differences caused anatomical differences. Hyrtl’s aim in collecting and studying the skulls was to show that cranial anatomy varied widely in the Caucasian population of Europe. 
 
      
 
    “There were several medical theories to explain J.J. Holmes’ aberrant behavior. Some doctors felt that his violence and degeneracy was a throw-back to an earlier time, along the lines of Darwin’s evolutionary theories. They made measurements of his cranium but were unable to prove anything conclusively. There may be some reference to that in this skull exhibit,” says Frank. They pass row upon row of grinning skulls.  
 
      
 
    “Other doctors said it was a broken maternal bond,” Frank says, as they move through the exhibit. 
 
      
 
    Maggie rolls her eyes. “Oh, please, not the mother’s fault, surely?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, there is some truth to the important role a mother’s love plays in a healthy child’s upbringing, although I don’t think that abandonment or neglect formed Holmes character. I would say he had, if anything, an unhealthy affection for his mother.” 
 
      
 
    “And what’s your theory, Inspector? Are you a believer of nature or nurture?” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t think that you can categorize the issue so neatly. And, certainly, there hasn’t been nearly enough research done. If you can believe it, even now, in the 1920s, they’ve never looked to see if any of the serial killer personality traits are inherited. That would certainly be helpful. As to the nurture component: between biology, psychology, and sociology, I think there’s ample evidence to suggest the importance of the role the environment plays in the shaping of general criminal behavior. But, getting back to your question, and theories aside, I think Holmes was just evil. He was born that way, and he died that way.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m disturbed to think you see something of this in Delores.” 
 
      
 
    “She bears watching, Maggie. The environment she grew up in, the violence of her family, the ongoing abuse. There may be drinking, maybe drugs. Her father and brothers are savage; perhaps it’s a characteristic that runs in the family. Certainly her environment created a fertile environment for deviancy. Any one of these things, let alone all of them, would certainly encourage criminality.” 
 
      
 
    “Are you ready to see the Holmes exhibit, Inspector?” 
 
      
 
    Frank nods eagerly. “Let us proceed.” 
 
      
 
    They arrive in the part of the museum they’ve purchased tickets for. Maggie takes a deep breath. She is surprised that she has found forensics so fascinating, and anticipates that science will have much to contribute to law enforcement in the coming years. But this exhibit makes her anxious, now that they’re on its threshold. It showcases an important time in the Inspectors life, and it is the first time she’s had to confront the actual nature of the man, the ghost, she’s come to regard as a friend. My phantom becomes real once I step through that doorway. 
 
      
 
    Frank displays no second thoughts or hesitation, and has barrelled into the exhibit, confident, curious, and skeptical. 
 
      
 
    And there he is. She stops in front of an oak case. In a silver frame, on loan from the Philadelphia Police, is a photograph of a young Inspector Frank Geyer. Next to it are his police badge and the train ticket stubs from the expense reports he had filed from chasing Holmes across the country and, eventually, into Canada. 
 
      
 
    Frank is lagging, caught up in the display outlining JJ Holmes’ early life. “Inspector, come look at this,” she whispers, glancing around the otherwise empty hall. 
 
      
 
    Frank joins her. He stares intently at the police badge. “That bit of silver and tin was my life. I remember the ceremony. Earning the badge on graduation day represented the culmination of tremendous effort and achievement, and meant I could finally go out on patrol alone. The Director pinned it on; I wore it for thirty-six years.” Frank stares at the badge thoughtfully. “It was a talisman, reminding me, every day, of my duty: Honor, Integrity, Service.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie studies the shield-shaped badge, the eagle flying proudly above the seal of Philadelphia, the ladies of peace and plenty, and the motto ‘Let Brotherly Love Endure’ flying below a ship. 
 
      
 
    “Tell me about the badge, Inspector. I see them on the chest of every policeman, including Joe Kelly’s every morning at breakfast for two years, and yet know so little about them.” 
 
      
 
    Frank gathers his thoughts. “When a policeman puts on his badge, it tells the world that he is a person with legal authority. But it is so much more, Maggie. It also means you have a public trust or duty.” Frank stands silent, again pursuing his own thoughts, perhaps swimming against a tide of memories. 
 
      
 
    Respecting his need for privacy, Maggie moves on to the next case and the doctors’ notes made after examining Holmes. When she turns to ask the Inspector a question, he’s still in front of the display case that holds his shield. She returns to him. 
 
      
 
    “I’ve never really looked closely before. It’s quite something, isn’t it?” she says. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, Maggie, it’s much bigger than it looks. Criminals are always trying to push buttons. Someone is always saying, ‘you wouldn’t be so tough if you weren’t wearing that badge.’ I once knew a copper who actually took it off when he was going to do something that would tarnish the honor of his badge—usually knocking heads.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie has been raised to respect authority and hopes that she has instilled that same feeling in Tommy. Having a policeman like Joe Kelly living with them for a time has been a powerful role model for the young lad. Tommy’s even talked about becoming a police officer when he’s older. 
 
      
 
    Frank turns away from the case. “It wasn’t easy wearing that badge. As a police officer, we are held to a higher standard than are those we serve. Not because we are better, but because of what the badge represents.  As I said before: Honor, Integrity, Service. Values run deep when one is dedicated to protect. Coppers today, with all the corruption, don’t deserve to wear the badge. They’ve forgotten what it means. To them, it’s just a piece of metal or, even worse, something to be used to intimidate and coerce.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie stares at the Inspector, profoundly moved by his words. She hears in them the man he was. Not the ghost—a phantom—but a real man who wrestled with his ego, who took up his duty, heavy as it was,  and carried it with pride. She wants to reach out and touch him, to let him know that he’s not alone; that he has connections to this time and place as well. 
 
      
 
    “I didn’t really understand, Inspector. Thank you for sharing it with me. Are you all right? Do you want to leave now?” 
 
      
 
    “Perhaps that would be best. I feel that this is reopening a wound better left to heal.” He turns, reaching toward the case and his badge, but then drops his hand. “Yes, I’ve seen enough. Let’s go home.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 20 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   I t’s a crisp, cold January morning. There’s a heavy frost on the ground. Out behind the Bailey’s barn are a series of ramshackle sheds. The largest one has a few more boards on the walls, and more shingles on the roof, than the others. 
 
      
 
    Inside the larger shed, it’s hot and steamy. Hard at work, Delores and James are straining the mash into the cooker: a copper wash boiler with a copper dome lid. The mash has an over-ripe, sour smell, but Delores doesn’t notice it anymore. Standing straight, hands braced on her lower back, she stretches out the stiffness from lifting the heavy jugs. 
 
      
 
    The equipment in front of her looks like a giant science experiment. The cooker has a copper gooseneck attached to copper tubing that is coiled into an oak fifty-gallon barrel full of cold water from the creek. The end of the copper tube sticks out the bottom of the big barrel. The cooker, sitting on a kerosene stove, is kept warm so the liquid inside evaporates but doesn’t boil. It had been James’ job to make sure the temperature stayed true. But, now that he’s running the rest of the still, and Bert is laid up, he’s teaching the moonshine craft to Delores. 
 
      
 
    “Ya got a real knack for this, Delores,” James says over the cooker. 
 
      
 
    Delores smiles shyly. “Ya think so?” 
 
      
 
    “Yup, I do. Now, watch the jug at the bottom. As the alcohol fumes go through the tube in the cold water, they’ll become liquid again and drip into the jug. Keep an eye on the cold water. When it gets too warm, let me know, and I’ll haul up another barrel from the creek. You’ll know when it’s too warm because the vapour will stop condensing.” At Delores’ puzzled look, he adds, “stop dripping.” 
 
      
 
    She nods enthusiastically and leans in.  
 
      
 
    “Once the jug is full, we’re gonna pour the jug back into the barrel with the mash a couple of times. We want to taste each batch to see if we need to add more sugar or yeast. Sometimes I add in some prunes; that is, when I can get them. It gives the hooch a nice bourbon flavor, but don’t taste too much. That jug is about one-hundred-proof or stronger. Never on an empty stomach, Delores, or you’ll be blotto before breakfast.” 
 
      
 
    Delores is listening closely, taking it all in.  
 
      
 
    “We got a couple more barrels of mash almost ready to strain, so we wanna get this batch done quick. Boo-Boo’s crew will come by and pick it up in the next couple of days.” 
 
      
 
    “You was hauling in barrels from the manure pile for straining the day they came and shot Pa,” Delores says. James stares at the barrels, but sees the farmyard that fateful day. 
 
      
 
    “What’s going to happen now, between you and Duffy?” Delores asks. 
 
      
 
    “Not sure. I don’t make those decisions, Frankie does. He and Boo-Boo seem to be cookin’ sumthin up. I reckon I’ll know when I need to.” James adjusts the temperature of the stove. “See here? It’s a bit too cold. We’re not going to get enough fumes boiled off. Crank it up just a notch. Not too much.” He turns it back down. “Now you try it.” 
 
      
 
    Delores adjusts the knob on the kerosene. “Good girl. Now listen close. Ya don’t want to hear boiling. That’s too hot.” They stoop close to the cooker to listen. “That sounds just about right,” says James. “Ya got that memorized?” 
 
      
 
    “Do ya ever think the police will put Duffy in jail, James?” 
 
      
 
    “Ha, that’s a laugh. He’s got the police, the lawyers, and the judges all on the payroll. Nobody is gonna touch Duffy unless we do it ourselves.” 
 
      
 
    “I’ve made sort of a friend, a lady I know anyway. She’s friends with Duffy’s wife, Edith. And she knows lots of stuff about Duffy’s crew. Should I find out some stuff for ya? Would that help?” Delores looks at James, eager to please after his kind words about her moonshine skills. 
 
      
 
    “Well, I should think so, Delores. The more we know, the better. Who is this dame?” 
 
      
 
    “I met her at Duffy’s warehouse, the day after Pa died. When you and Frankie dropped me off.” 
 
      
 
    “She’s hanging around Duffy’s crew? She one of his floozies, or what?” 
 
      
 
    Delores shakes her head. “She’s an ordinary gal. A widow-lady. She wants to get Duffy, too. She thinks he killed a kid from her neighborhood, and she wants to put Duffy in jail.” 
 
      
 
    “Dames. Like I told you before kid, that’s not happenin’. Duffy’s got a pass when it comes to the joint. Now, you stay out here and watch that jug. When it gets full, just dump it back into the mash barrel over there. I gotta talk to Frankie.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 21 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   B ootlegging is all about transportation; getting the booze in and out. Newly constructed, and opened during last year’s Sesquicentennial celebrations, the Delaware River Bridge connects Philly to customers in Camden and the rest of New Jersey. It has the bragging rights to the title of world’s longest suspension bridge. Mayor Kendrick and the Council are looking to rename it, but are squabbling over who’ll get the honor.  
 
      
 
    The six vehicle lanes and two streetcar tracks on the main deck provide steady income to city coffers through tolls. In 1926, it costs twenty-five cents for a car, fifteen cents for a horse and rider, and thirty cents for a horse-drawn carriage. The only vehicles not bothering to stop and pay a toll are the whiskey sixes that fly across its expanse, eager to be on an alki-run, or fleeing pursuers. 
 
      
 
    Money is a magnet to other money. Camden’s proximity to rail, water, and Philadelphia, attracts major industrial development like Campbell’s Soup and RCA Victor, as well as smaller manufacturing. The recent boom times have Camden’s mayor and civic boosters bragging that it could become a second Brooklyn. And it’s not just legit businesses attracted to Camden’s amenities. It offers plenty of warehouse space, and good transportation routes for smuggling liquor and, of course, there are those relaxed New Jersey Prohibition laws. Camden is an ideal location for bootlegging expansion. 
 
      
 
    While the future may be bright in Camden, tonight’s quarter moon doesn’t shine much light on its streets. Despite the hustle and bustle portrayed in the promotional business brochures, it’s a quiet night, the odd rat or cat rooting through the garbage. The bit of moonlight paints an old warehouse a silver grey. Blackened window panes are blind, and long shadows snake across the frozen ground. Frankie and Fats are crouched behind a truck in the warehouse yard.  
 
      
 
    “Are you sure this is a good idea, Frankie?” Fats asks. “Hitting Duffy again is kinda dumb, don’t ya think? Boo-Boo’s already riled at youse guys and Skinny, and I have to work there too, you know.” 
 
      
 
    “Shut yer mouth,” Frankie whispers. He creeps toward the warehouse door. He stops at a pile of of wooden crates. So far, all is silent. Frankie had worried there might be a dog around. If it were his warehouse, he’d have a dog. Dogs are mean, and bite. And they bark. It’s stupid not to have a dog. 
 
      
 
    He half turns, and waves everyone else over. James, Skinny, and Petey sneak to Fats’ position behind the truck, then the four of them scuttle to Frankie.  
 
      
 
    “I don’t see anybody,” Frankie says quietly. “Petey, go see if you can look in them windows. Check if there’s anybody inside.” 
 
      
 
    Petey quietly moves under a window located high on the brick building’s wall. He stands on a couple of crates, scratches a bit of paint off the glass, and peers in. He calls to the others. “All clear. It’s empty.” 
 
      
 
    “Okay. Go get our truck, Fats. Back it up to the door. Skinny, you and James break the lock. You brought the crowbar?” James holds one up. 
 
      
 
    The two men push the iron bar through the hasp of the lock and give it a couple of sharp twists. The lock snaps, and one end of the chain that is securing the door, drops. They swing the door wide. 
 
      
 
    Inside are rows of crates and barrels. Some are labeled ‘Canadian Club’; there are other imported brands visible. Some say ‘Paint Thinner’, a trick James has seen Boo-Boo use to disguise their locally brewed hooch. He and Skinny start moving the imported brands to the front of the warehouse. The truck’s engine is close.  
 
      
 
    The five men start loading Mickey’s premium inventory into the back of the truck. Boo-Boo had mentioned that they were running low on stock, and, with New Year’s coming, the hotels and speakeasies are getting anxious. Important private customers also want to lay in a supply for their parties. Boo-Boo didn’t want the locally distilled liquor the Bailey’s and others like them make. He wanted the finest brands smuggled from Canada and the Bahamas. 
 
      
 
    When the truck is full, they shut the door and adjust the chain so that it isn’t obvious that it is broken. That will buy them time if there is a night watchman. Keeping the lights off, they drive off down the road; two of them in the cab, and three in the back with guns drawn, just in case of trouble. 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    “They did what?” Mickey’s voice thunders. Henry has just delivered the news. He and some of the boys are in his hotel suite at the Ritz-Carlton; classier digs than the warehouse.  
 
      
 
    Mickey grins and then begins to laugh uncontrollably. “Those bloody bastards. I’ll kill them myself.” Eventually the laughter subsides. 
 
      
 
    Henry and the others around the table exchange uneasy glances. This wasn’t the reaction they were expecting. The intense laughing and good cheer is something new, and they’ve learned that it’s more dangerous than Mickey’s rage. Mickey slaps Henry on the back. “Cheer up. We’ll rip their guts up and out through their noses.” Mickey mimes the action and starts laughing again. Eventually, he calms, prowling around the dining room table in the hotel suite. 
 
      
 
    Mickey stops and whirls on Henry. “I thought you were going to put a guard on the warehouse.” He slaps the back of one hand into the palm of the other. Henry, Maladrewicz, the accountant, flinches at the sound. “Can’t I trust you to carry out a simple job, anymore?” Mickey yells, glaring at Henry. 
 
      
 
    Henry’s face pales, the scar that runs alongside it standing out in stark relief. “I did. On all of them. I don’t know why the one in Camden wasn’t there, Boss, but I’ll find out. It won’t happen again.” 
 
      
 
    “Screw-ups. All we got are screw ups. First, the drive by on Locust got screwed up, and now this. We gotta fix this, Henry. We can’t let it keep going.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey scowls at his accountant, a meek, bespectacled man in a dapper, checked suit and a bow tie, who is sitting at the mahogany dining table in the suite. “Waddaya say, Mike? How short does this make us?” 
 
      
 
    Mike Malazdrewicz adjusts his spectacles as he peers at the papers spread out on the table in front of him. “We can meet our commitments for New Year’s, Mr. Duffy, but that taps us out. Let’s hope that everyone is too hung-over on January first to want something to drink.” Mike chuckles at his own joke. 
 
      
 
    “Ya think that’s funny, Mike?” Mickey gets close up into Mike’s face. “We want folks to drink all night, and then drink all day. We don’t want nobody taking a holiday from drinking.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Mr. Duffy.”  
 
      
 
    Mickey sits down at the head of the polished mahogany table, an invitation for the others to join him and the accountant. They do, nervously. Mickey’s manic laughter clearly has everyone on edge.  
 
      
 
    “Okay, we got a couple of problems. First off, we gotta get more booze for January.” Mickey sits back in his chair, counting issues off on his fingers. “Second, we need to put a stop to the Bailey boys. This time it was definitely Hoff behind it. No way Bailey would be able to unload all the premium stock they stole unless Boo-Boo was backing them. So, number three, we gotta figure out a plan to deal with Hoff.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey closes his eyes, lowers his head, and steeples his fingers. Everyone can hear each other breathe.  
 
      
 
    “Henry and Gus. Everybody else out,” Mickey says. 
 
      
 
    John Bricker leans against the wall near the door, correctly assuming the order does not include him. When the room is clear, Mickey looks up at Henry. “What do you think about this idea Nucky is floating? About everybody working together? Think it’s crazy?” 
 
      
 
    “Mickey, you and I have talked about this before. I think it’s good business. Working together means economies of scale. We can buy thousands of glass bottles a heck of a lot cheaper than a hundred at a time. The same goes for distribution. If everybody agrees who’s selling to who, we don’t need to worry about it. The problem, though, as I see it, is you gotta be able to trust your partners, Mickey. I don’t think it’ll work because nobody trusts the other.” 
 
      
 
    Gus shakes his head. “That’s for sure.” 
 
      
 
    “Whaddaya you think, Gus?” asks Mickey. 
 
      
 
    “Look, Mickey. I’m not one of your smart guys. I’m a dumb guy that can shoot good. You need me for muscle, not brains.” 
 
      
 
    “But I want to know what you think about this partnership idea. If Nucky pulls it off, then Hoff and I will be partners.” Mickey says. He spreads his arms wide, as wide as the smile on his face. “Tell me what you really think. Tell me what your gut is telling you.” The pair at the table wear their poker faces, a raised eyebrow from Henry the only sign of unease. 
 
      
 
    “I agree with Henry. Hoff lied when youse guys met at the church. He bought some time. But he was only thinking about himself. Maybe it’s different in Atlantic City where Nucky’s from. Maybe everybody in AC is more afraid of Nucky than they’re afraid of each other, but here? Sabella and the Italians will side with the other Italians over you. And they got New York connections. Hassel might work out; he likes to make money. But then so does Boo-Boo, and no way can you trust that dope. Nope, I think we knock ‘em all off, steal all the territory, and run this city for ourselves,” says Gus.  
 
      
 
    Mickey calls over to John. “And what do you think, Bricker? You’re a smart guy and good with a gun. Do you think we should set aside our differences?” Mickey says, mimicking Boo-Boo’s accent. The guys around the table tense as he starts to chuckle.  
 
      
 
    John pushes off the wall, sits at the table. Mickey calms. “There’s a lot of truth in what these guys say, Mickey. Nobody here got successful running a democracy. Equal’s only good when you’re the one in charge. I figure all the business that could be made by working together could also be made if there was only one guy in charge. I say that guy should be us,” John says. 
 
      
 
    Nodding, Mickey leans back and stretches his arms and his legs, tipping the chair some. “I think that’s the way to go, boys. Hoff double-crossed us. Bailey keeps stealing from us. I think their greed outweighs their fear. We need to change that.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey stands, then leans on the table. The men stare up at him. “We got enough hooch to get through the New Year’s Eve parties tomorrow night. I say let’s go refresh the inventory for January 1 deliveries. We let our colleagues know that Mickey Duffy doesn’t want to make friends.” 
 
      
 
    “You want that we should go do something tomorrow night, Boss?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, but let’s be smart about this. New Year’s Eve is the perfect time to rebuild the inventory. Everybody will be out tomorrow night partying. I gotta take Edith and her gal pal out to the Cadix. The mayor’s going to be there, and a bunch of other folks that we need. I want you to look around, see where Boo-Boo is weakest. That’s where we’ll strike.” 
 
      
 
    Henry rises, mirroring his boss’ stance. Mickey looks long and hard at his chief lieutenant. “But Henry, when the time comes, don’t miss.” 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  *  
 
      
 
    Out in the hallway, Gus, Fingers, and Stan head toward the elevator. Fingers lights a cigarette, flicking the match into the ashtray by the elevator door. “So, what was that all about? It creeps me out when Mickey laughs like that. Crazy.” 
 
      
 
    Stan shrugs. “Who the hell knows? Mickey’s a crazy fella, especially lately. That’s for sure.” 
 
      
 
    Gus leads the trio into the elevator. “Shut yer yaps you guys. Mickey’s fine. And it’s not healthy to think otherwise.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 22 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   D ick Beamish whistles as Maggie comes down the stairs. She’s made some alterations to one of Edith’s old gowns, and it has a new life, perhaps even more stunning than the original. Green and gold sequins cascade down the front of the dress. Maggie has added a gold tulle flounce for the back, to which she’s sewn green sequins. She’s also taken some of the tulle and gathered it off her shoulders and under the bodice, again adding in green sequins. In a burst of creativity, she has taken a gold clip and added green feathers to it. It sets off her short, wavy hair and gives her a sassy look. Perfect for going out to a club on New Year’s Eve.  
 
      
 
    “Wowza, Missus B. You are looking like the cat’s pajamas tonight,” Dick animatedly exaggerates a leer.  
 
      
 
    “Hey, that’s my Mother you’re talking about, Mister.” Tommy delivers a fake punch in the arm to Dick. Maggie makes the hallway a catwalk, and takes a spin.   
 
      
 
    “Ravishing, my dear. You are a beauty,” says Frank. Maggie blushes. 
 
      
 
    A knock at the door signals the Duffys’ car has arrived. Maggie slips her good cloth coat over her finery, then kisses Tommy goodbye. 
 
      
 
    “Thanks for watching him, Dick. And not a minute past midnight, you hear?” she says to Tommy. Another quick kiss and she’s out the door. 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    Maggie’s heart pumps faster as the music pours out of the Club and onto the street. Mickey opens the car door for her and offers her a hand out. No thoughts of investigations tonight. Well, I do have to talk to Mickey, but it’s personal. Nope, this is New Year’s Eve, and I’m going to celebrate. It’s going to be a perfect evening. 
 
      
 
    Edith, wrapped in a dark fur cape, is on the sidewalk. Small animal tails flick along the wrap’s hem when she moves. She’s been secretive about what she was going to wear tonight, and if the two diamond wings in her headpiece are any indication, she’s planning on making quite a statement. 
 
      
 
    The doorman snaps to attention and opens the door. “Happy New Year’s, Earl,” Mickey says, leading his little parade into the club. 
 
      
 
    “The same to you, Mr. Duffy, Mrs. Duffy, Ma’am.” Maggie is thrilled to be included in the deference. What a night, and it’s hardly begun. 
 
      
 
    The place is packed with sparkling women, fringes flying; men in formal tuxedos with flowers in their lapels. Many are wearing party hats and have noise-makers clutched in their teeth. Geoffrey, the club’s manager, greets the Duffy’s. He helps Edith with her fur cape and hands it to a waiting coat check girl.  
 
      
 
    Maggie slips off her own coat and lays it on the coat check counter. Turning, she almost gasps at Edith’s dress. She is sheathed from her bust to the floor in gold lamé. The dress is gathered around her hips to the front where there’s a heavily embroidered panel of gold and crystal bugle beads dripping to ankle height. The dress is secured to one shoulder by a two-inch strap in the same embroidered style as the panel, cascading back over her shoulder to fall in a train about ankle length to the floor behind her. It, and the tassels on the front panel, sway with Edith’s every move. Looped around her neck are four strands of outrageously large pearls and gold beads. They reach mid-waist, complementing the diamante-winged headdress. 
 
      
 
    As they move into the Club, Edith pauses in the doorway, glancing lazily around the room, making sure that all eyes are on her. 
 
      
 
    Mickey had used his contacts to secure Benny Goodman, and Benny’s orchestra, to play. The young Polish boy, Benny, from Chicago, is a favorite of Mickey’s. They have the room up dancing. The Duffy’s and Maggie make their way through the brilliant crowd. Mickey pulls out Edith’s chair, then repeats the gesture for Maggie. He sweeps his arm in a low bow, ever the humble servant. Edith laughs at his hijinks, delighted in his lighthearted attitude.  
 
      
 
    Mickey’s bodyguard, John Bricker, slides into a chair at an adjoining table—it’s basically touching the Duffy’s. He stares at his boss, shaking his head. There are three more chairs at John’s table, so Maggie assumes others will be joining him. 
 
      
 
    The pandemonium on the dance floor is barely leashed, and the night is young. The noise of the room, the gaiety, the dancers, the music, the abandon, catch Maggie and gives her a squeeze. She doesn’t know where to look next.  
 
      
 
    “Happy New Year to a pair of the most beautiful dames in the room. To 1927.” Mickey raises his glass, and his voice, so he can be heard over the hubbub. Maggie and Edith return the toast. The champagne is cold and bubbles in Maggie’s throat. She giggles and gives a tiny sneeze. “Oh, my.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie takes in all the bedlam in the room. It looks like the well-heeled in Philadelphia are going to be ringing in the New Year with conviction. Which is too bad. Maggie had hoped to have a quiet talk with Mickey. She has a favor to ask of him, but it will be impossible to find a quiet moment tonight, but maybe another time, soon. She’d thought long and hard about approaching him, and is disappointed that it will have to be postponed. 
 
      
 
    Glancing around the club, Maggie spies a stately, older woman on the arm of a tall, thin man in a tuxedo. She is draped in a soft mauve gown and ropes of pearls. The couple make their way through the crowd. The closer the couple get to the Duffy table, the bigger the man’s megawatt smile. Mickey stands to greet them. 
 
      
 
    “Happy New Year, Mickey. You too, Edith. You both remember my wife, Mable?” 
 
      
 
    “Of course, Mayor Kendrick. Nice to see you again. This is our good friend, Mrs. Maggie Barnes,” says Mickey. “Maggie, meet Mayor Freeland Kendrick and Mrs. Mable Kendrick.” Mickey shakes the Mayor’s hand. Edith gives the couple a quick smile and looks away, bored; seeking a distraction. 
 
      
 
    Mayor Kendrick slaps Mickey on the back. “Call me Freddy, Mickey. All my good friends do.” Mickey chuckles at the mayor’s good humor. 
 
      
 
    William Freeland Kendrick turns his smile, which is his best political asset as far as he’s concerned, on everyone at the table. “Great party, Duffy. We’re having a swell time,” the mayor beams. “Say, Edith, can I take your husband away for a few minutes? There are some people I want him to meet.” 
 
      
 
    Edith waves her hand to shoo the men away. Mable drifts off to chat with another group of people she knows. 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    Freddy leads Mickey over to where the recently elected US Senator, William Vare, is holding court--elected under a cloud of rumors about rigged voting. The cemetery vote was the kicker. 
 
      
 
    “Senator Bill, you know Mickey Duffy, don’t you?” Mayor Freddy has his arm around Mickey’s shoulder. 
 
      
 
    “Of course I do. I wouldn’t have won the election without your support, Mickey. You got a great club here. Swell party. Love the band.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey takes a cigar out of his pocket, strikes two matches on the pillar next to where they’re standing, and lights it. The two men wait politely for him to finish. When he’s taken a puff and it’s out of his mouth, he asks, “So, Freddy, how much is this going to cost me?” He stands grinning at the other two men. It’s a crocodile’s grin, with teeth. 
 
      
 
    The politicians laugh awkwardly. Mayor Freddy changes the shoulder-hold to a slap on the back. “What a kidder, Mickey.” 
 
      
 
    “No, really. I figure you want to talk to me about some dough. I’m just trying to figure out whether it’s a lot or a little. Your re-election campaign, Freddy? Or maybe a donation to support the bottomless pit of the Sesquicentennial?” 
 
      
 
    The mayor winces at the mention of the recent fair celebrating the one-hundred-and-fiftieth anniversary of the signing of the Bill of Independence. When it concluded last month, it left a legacy of four hundred creditors and a whopping debt of almost six million dollars. The graft and corruption and total mismanagement of the Fair had also sucked the well of goodwill toward Mayor Freeland Kendrick dry. There would be no mayoralty re-election campaign for Mayor Freddy. 
 
      
 
    Freddy pats Mickey on the shoulder. “No, no. No talk of money tonight. Actually, the senator and I just want to make sure we can count on your continued support, what with all this unpleasantness of the challenge to his election results.”  
 
      
 
    There has been a lot of newspaper coverage of the vote rigging allegations during the last Senate race. Vare’s Republican Primary opponent, Governor Gifford Pinchot, has announced he is going to meet with the US Senate leadership to see about getting the results overturned. The Senators in Washington are ducking for cover from the scandal, refusing to seat Vare until it’s resolved. As far as Mickey is concerned, Bill Vare is the perfect senator for the times. He has him in his back pocket, and will make sure to keep him there. 
 
      
 
    Bill Vare leans in. “Pinchot is just a sore loser after I kicked his butt during the primary. I won that election fair and square. With the bad publicity, the Senate says they won’t seat me yet. I had your back when I was the House Rep, when Lucky Luciano wanted to set up shop in Philly, Mickey. Remember? Us South-End Philly boys gotta stick together, right? I figure, with your support, we can hurry this along.” 
 
      
 
    “You want me to deal with Pinchot? Seems a bit harsh, even for you two,” Mickey says between cigar puffs. 
 
      
 
    The Mayor and would-be Senator exchange a look, and laugh nervously. Mickey throws his head back, laughing at his own joke, except he knows the joke isn’t that funny. 
 
      
 
    Vare speaks: “Oh no, nothing like that. But maybe if you mentioned your support to Senate-President Dawes, Speaker Longworth, and maybe some of your other, ahem, acquaintances on the Hill in Washington? I’d owe you one. This stress is going to kill me.” Vare snags a drink off the tray of a passing waiter. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll see what I can do, Senator.”  
 
      
 
    Mickey heads toward his table only to see a crush of people wanting to speak with him. Dancers jostle him as they swing by. He scowls at the bedlam, and allows himself to get lost within the crowd, then takes a detour, making a beeline for the coat check. 
 
      
 
    Standing behind the coat check counter is a pretty-sweet-young-thing. Her hair is a sporty bob. Her face features a red pouting mouth and kohl-rimmed eyes. She watches hungrily as Mickey nears. 
 
      
 
    Mickey rests an elbow on the counter. “Well hello, gorgeous. What’s a beautiful dame like you doing in a dump like this?”  
 
      
 
    “Careful Mister, my boss might hear you, and he wouldn’t like you talking sass about the Cadix.” She winks. 
 
      
 
    The two banter then, suddenly, the girl freezes.  
 
      
 
    “I thought I might find you here, Mickey.” Edith’s cold voice is right behind him. 
 
      
 
    “I was just looking for a match for my cigar, Kitten. It seems to have gone out, and I was hoping Trixie here would have another behind the counter.” 
 
      
 
    Edith shoots the girl a glare; then she looks up at Mickey with a pout and eyelashes fluttering. “Bunny, come back to the table. This party is just so boring without you,” Edith tugs Mickey’s arm. 
 
      
 
    Mickey shrugs at Trixie. “I guess I’ll get my match another time, doll.”  
 
      
 
    Edith and Micky make slow progress to their table. There are judges, celebrities, wealthy businessmen, and customers, to pause and say hello to. Edith is charm itself, flirting with the men just enough to make sure that Mickey knows he’s got a catch on his arm. Mickey’s a territorial animal, and Edith has been married to him long enough to know and make use of that instinct. By the time they arrive, Mickey is firmly at Edith’s side. 
 
      
 
    Once he pulls out Edith’s chair, and settles her beside Maggie, he joins a newly arrived Henry Mercer who is in deep conversation with John Bricker.  
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry we were gone so long, doll. I hope the waiters kept that champagne glass full.” With Mickey busy with the boys, Edith spies her chance to escape. “Let’s go powder our noses, Maggie.”  
 
      
 
    But, instead of heading to the ladies room, Edith leads Maggie to the coat check.  
 
      
 
    The pretty girl behind the counter returns from hanging a coat. “Oh, Mrs. Duffy. Do you need your wrap?” 
 
      
 
    “No, that’s not what I need, doll. I just want to make sure you have what you need. Trixie, isn’t it?” 
 
      
 
    Maggie appears puzzled by Edith’s intensity. 
 
      
 
    Trixie tosses her short bob and gives Edith a sly smile. “Oh, I think I have everything I need, but thank you for your concern, Mrs. Duffy.” 
 
      
 
    “Everything you need? Oh, I’m not sure about that. I know you think you have this swell job, for example. But do you, really? You like working here, and you like the paycheck, I’m sure. And you have such a pretty little face. A bit too round for my taste: looks a bit like a cabbage, but some might find it attractive. You should appreciate all these things, doll. Fate can be cruel, and she’s not the only one. Paycheck, job, face, it can all be gone like that. pfft.” Edith snaps her fingers. “So, think carefully about what it is you really need.” 
 
      
 
    Edith pauses, one eyebrow raised at Trixie, making sure she gets the point.  
 
      
 
    Eyes wide, Trixie nods.  
 
      
 
    Edith turns to Maggie. “Come on, Maggie, let’s see if we can find a couple of dance partners. I feel like cutting the rug tonight.”  
 
      
 
    On their way back into the festivities, Edith leans close so Maggie can hear her over the crowd. “I was a coat check girl myself once. I know the game, and I protect what’s mine.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie glances back at the girl, then at Edith; the pieces fall into place. 
 
      
 
    The two gals have just slid into their chairs when Benny Goodman, the band leader, finishes the music set and steps up to the microphone. “Ladies and gentlemen. Let’s count down the final few minutes of 1926. Ten. Nine…” 
 
      
 
    Maggie hears her own voice among hundreds. “Eight. Seven. Six. Five.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 23 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   D elores wears heavy socks and boots, pants, and a heavy sweater under one of her brother’s old jackets. A thick, wool scarf is wrapped around her neck, and a knit hat is pulled down over her ears. Her arms are loaded down with an old blanket to sit on, and a cloth sack, heavy with a thermos of hot tea and a jam sandwich. 
 
      
 
    Since she saw John Bricker at Green’s, he’s been on her mind. A lot. She does not have many good memories of her time with Mickey, but John was the exception. He’d looked out for her, always had a smile, and didn’t seem to mind spending time with her, real time. Delores is a moth to a flame because of that kindness.  
 
      
 
    When she was ‘handed over’ to Mickey, and then basically lived in the hotel, she and John had whiled away the hours waiting for Mickey to finish up whatever business he was dealing with at the time. Once, they’d had breakfast together, just the two of them. Delores warms to the memory: fried eggs, ham, crispy onions and potatoes, and a stack of toast. One of the best meals, ever.  
 
      
 
    When John had driven her to the station after that lunch where she’d finally met Mickey’s wife, Delores had made a decision to come back and check John out. She’d since told James it was because it might give them more information about Duffy’s whereabouts, for when they were planning the hit. But that’s not the whole reason she’s come prepared to camp out today. She knew that day at the train station, and every day since, that she has to know what he’s up to these days; if he is still the same great guy she remembers. Ever other fella in her life has let her down, and two years is a long time.  
 
      
 
    John had said Mickey gave him New Year’s Day to be with his family. She’s held onto his words of how he’ll build a fort with his children. Delores is totally prepared for surveillance.  
 
      
 
    Delores had tagged along with Mickey a couple of times last year when he had to stop by John’s house, so has a pretty good idea where he lives. It had taken some wandering around the neighborhood to find his house again, but here she was, snug as a bug in an unlocked, old shed on the neighbor’s property. Cozy, out of sight, and warm, it has a great view of the Bricker’s backyard. “Sorry. Goodnight, Mrs. Barnes, I mean Maggie. I’m going to head upstairs and finish this book by Mr. Dale Carnegie. Heck of a salesman; I’m picking up some good techniques.” 
 
      
 
    She moves things around to make a comfortable nest for herself. A loose board, about eye height when she sits, is perfect. She widens the vista by wiggling the board. She pours herself tea from the thermos and settles in to wait. 
 
      
 
    It’s a nice spot for thinking while waiting for the Bricker family to come outside. John, Mickey, the hotel; those were the best times. She had had a soft bed, tasty meals, and nobody hit her. She and Mickey always had fun; although sometimes he forgot his own strength and that fun left her a bit bruised. In more ways than one. But hey, she was a Bailey, and bruises were nothing new.  
 
      
 
    Delores remembers the hotel: all that marble, the elevator, room service. A classy joint. She loathes the farm. When her body started to blossom and curve, she thought she might have a chance to escape. Mickey was supposed to be her ticket out, a saviour of sorts. He looked after her, bought her pretty things. Sure, he was much older, but that was okay. It didn’t bother her none, and it was a pretty good life while it lasted. Which wasn’t long enough; making going back to the farm and her family so much harder.  
 
      
 
    Thank goodness for the moonshine. Not that she’s glad that Pa is dead and Bert laid up. Okay, maybe a little bit. The ‘shine is an unexpected opportunity, and she plans to take advantage of it. She reviews all the ‘still’ details and the tasks she’ll need to do when she gets home. Delores is as surprised as anyone that she’s so good at cookin’ the hooch. She’s patient and methodical, useful traits to have if you’re a moonshiner. 
 
      
 
    Being good at something is new for Delores. Well, she was always good at ‘that’, but cookin’ hooch is different. Her brothers respect her now, at least a little bit. They ask what she thinks about when to strain and when to bottle. And that’s a novelty, too, getting to have an opinion. Before, the best thing they would say about Delores is she is the smallest and the weakest and rarely fights back. It’s different now. They listen when she talks about the still. 
 
      
 
    The Bricker back door opens. John emerges, a cup of coffee in hand. He’s dressed for the outdoors. He stands on the back porch, looking at the pile of used boards stacked to one side of a tree. Delores watches him turn. Aha, somebody is behind him and he’s turned to look. A tall girl, also dressed for the weather, joins him.  
 
      
 
    The tea warms Delores’ insides. Delores focuses on the tall girl. Oh, my gosh. It must be Dorothy. She said to call her Dot when I met her a while back. She sure has grown. I haven’t seen her since that day when we were playing dolls at the Ritz in Mickey’s suite. The day Mickey stopped liking me and sent me back to the farm.  
 
      
 
    The back door swings open again, and two more Bricker kids roll out: a boy with bright red hair, and a smaller version of John. Redhead Raymond? Ray? He’ll be thirteen now. And that other kid must be Wally—he’s gotta be nine.   
 
      
 
    Delores watches the four of them stand on the back porch, pointing to various spots in the yard, outlining building shapes with their hands. Wally takes off to a spot on the other side of the tree where the boards are piled. He jumps up and down, waving his arms. John laughs at him, nodding, then leaves his coffee cup on the rail of the porch, and the three Brickers head down to join Wally. 
 
      
 
    As Delores watches, she sees John get the kids sorting the reclaimed lumber into different lengths. He disappears into the garage and returns with a toolbox. As the group checks out the spot Wally has picked, another Bricker child arrives. She pulls on her mittens and joins the group. John hugs her and tugs her hat down lower over her ears. That’s Ruthie, the twelve-year-old.  
 
      
 
    Delores is fascinated seeing the fort take shape. John acts as foreman, directing his kids, but otherwise letting them build it. When one is struggling with a task or a weight that is too much, another lends a hand.  
 
      
 
    With one wall taller than the others, the fort looks like it will have a sloped, shed-style roof. There’s a hole for a window on one wall and a hole for a doorway on another. Boards are being cut and hammered. At one point, John fetches a ladder from the garage. 
 
      
 
    Hours pass. Delores notices that sometimes the curtains, in what must be the kitchen, flutter. Maybe it’s Mrs. Bricker? Maybe the youngest boy? She likes that John is giving the girls the same kinds of jobs as the boys. She always thought he’d have little princesses from the way he talked about them, but these girls are useful. A knot forms in Delores’ stomach, and her mouth recognizes the sour taste of envy.  
 
      
 
    The kids are all working together and having fun. John’s not hit one of them. Never even yelled. Delores sips her tea and closes her eyes, placing herself in the middle of the Bricker family. Oh, how different my life would have been.  
 
      
 
    At one point, Mrs. Bricker comes out, her sweater pulled tight against the cold. She calls everyone for lunch, standing by the open door as the parade of kids troop in. John hugs her and kisses her on the cheek, and they both go inside. 
 
      
 
    Delores’ stomach grumbles. She unfolds the waxed paper around the sandwich and, chewing, slides into a vivid daydream. The stories that go on in her head sometimes could be real.  
 
      
 
    She imagines the scene in the Bricker kitchen. John will be at the head of the table, all the children seated on either side according to height. Mrs. Bricker, and maybe Dot, brings delicious food to the rest. Delores closes her eyes, slipping further into her fantasy. They’ll be eating a big turkey, John carving and asking everyone whether they want white meat or dark. The baby, Eugene, will say something funny in his little baby voice, and everyone will laugh. There’ll be mashed potatoes and turnips, and a big fancy dish of pickles; a cloth covered basket with warm rolls inside—maybe a secret recipe from Mrs. Bricker’s mother? Delores smiles. They’ll hold hands and bow their heads for a prayer. There will be no fighting or bickering between the children. John won’t be drunk, or loud. He’ll compliment his wife on the excellent food. Mrs. Bricker will blush and smile. One of the older boys, Ray maybe, will tell a story that will make everyone laugh again. Delores chews her sandwich, lost in notion of her imaginary family. 
 
      
 
    The Bricker family troop out the back door later, minus Dot, who Delores decides must be helping her mother in the kitchen. Ruthie is holding baby Eugene’s hand. They quickly set to work to finish the fort and get the roof on. John keeps an eye on the fort and on Gene. Ray shows Gene how to hammer a nail into a scrap of wood. The wee boy is happily occupied, banging away. 
 
      
 
    Anxious about the time, Delores thinks about her own jobs still to be done at the farm. James wants to finish a batch of moonshine and get another started. He said he was going to bring up a few more barrels of mash today. I’d better get back. They can’t do it without me. She folds her blanket and takes one last look at the fort, almost done. She looks at the happy family, working together. Delores’ smile is ear to ear, as if she’s been down there with them and they’ve just said, ‘Bye, honey. Take care. See you next week.’ She makes her way back to the train station and, when onboard, she wraps herself in warm images inspired by her day with the Bricker’s.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 24 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   B oo-Boo is furious. Sometime during the night on New Year’s Eve, when everyone was out celebrating the arrival of 1927, somebody had cleaned out three of his warehouses.  
 
      
 
    Sid sits and watches his boss, alert for orders, and danger. If his boss wasn’t so consumed with rage, he might be impressed by the organization a stunt like that took to pull off. Sid was. 
 
      
 
    “It had to be Duffy. I’m going to get him. I’m going to kill him. Where are those Bailey clowns? Isn’t that their job?” Boo-Boo paces and roars. 
 
      
 
    Sid lets him blow off steam. Trying to get into the middle of one of Boo-Boo’s tirades is always a dangerous thing; must have something to do with how short he is. Sid grimaces and keeps silent. 
 
      
 
    “How much booze we got left? Can we make it through the week? I’m going to make him pay for this. For leaving me short.” Boo-Boo kicks the chair, sending it skidding across the floor. 
 
      
 
    Sid moves outta the line of fire, and pours himself a drink. It would be suicide to point out that, if it was Duffy, and it probably was, then it’s just tit-for-tat. Those stupid Bailey crew had robbed Duffy’s warehouse. Around and around we go. It better end soon or Philly was going to start looking like Chicago. 
 
      
 
    Boo-Boo stands in the middle of the room, tearing at his hair, screaming obscenities at the ceiling. It’s a heck of a way to start the year.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 25 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   E ven though it’s the city’s lifeblood, flowing people in and out of Philadelphia, Maggie doesn’t often get to ride the train along the Main Line. The city is soon left behind, and Maggie takes in the small hamlets and villages that are linked, like a string of beads, along the route.  
 
      
 
    Delores had been quite insistent when she’d invited Maggie to the farm, telling her that her brothers wanted to meet her. They had a plan about how to deal with Mickey, and apparently were promising all kinds of cooperation with the investigation. 
 
      
 
    Despite her better judgment, the Inspector’s skepticism about the visit drove Maggie to accept the invitation. She rationalized it by saying that a trip to the crime scene might turn up some evidence. However, Delores’ anxiety is infectious. As Maggie watches out of the train’s window, she’s having second thoughts about the wisdom of her decision, and is glad that she made sure the Inspector and Dick knew where she was going, and when she would be home.  
 
      
 
    Maggie follows Delores’ instructions, getting off the train at the Merion stop. She looks up and down the platform for Delores. 
 
      
 
    Someone taps Maggie on the shoulder, and she turns. “Delores. I was getting worried.” 
 
      
 
    “Sorry, I meant to be here earlier, but Frankie wouldn’t leave.” 
 
      
 
    “Frankie’s not going to be there?” 
 
      
 
    “Nah, just Bert and James. Frankie wouldn’t like it too much for you to be at the farm, being such a good pal of Mickey’s and all. It would just lead to trouble.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie doesn’t think she wants any trouble from Frankie.  
 
      
 
    “I was going to hitch the horse to the wagon and come get ya, but it seemed simpler to walk. It’s not too far. We can take a shortcut,” Delores says. 
 
      
 
    Maggie looks down at her city shoes. “Swell.”  
 
      
 
    When they get to the farm, Maggie is surprised Dolores leads her to the barn instead of the house. “Ma’s inside and I wouldn’t want her to keep something from Frankie. James and Bert are going to meet us in the barn. Hey, I can show you the still while you’re here. You can see how good I am at making moonshine.” Delores opens the door next to the big barn doors, and they go inside. 
 
      
 
    Barns are magical places, especially if you’re a big city girl. The animals are out in the pasture right now, but Maggie can smell they’ve recently been inside. The scents of hay and feed fill her senses. Bales are stacked to one side; the empty animal stalls line the other. A barn cat, tail raised high, stalks toward them along a stall’s partition wall. “This here is Blackie. She just had kittens. Wanna see?” 
 
      
 
    Delores takes Maggie to a loose pile of hay. Maggie hears the distinctive mewing of newborn kittens. Kneeling down, Delores carefully pulls back some hay. Underneath are five black and white kittens, their bright eyes curious at the sight of a visitor. Blackie jumps off the wall and into the nest, and starts washing them; a proud momma showing off her babies. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, aren’t they darling,” Maggie says. “Can I pick one up?” Delores nods, and Maggie kneels down, scooping up one that is mostly black with a white tip on its tail and one white front paw. The tiny body fits into her hand. The kitten nuzzles Maggie’s chin. “Oh, aren’t you just the cutest.” 
 
      
 
    “I think he likes you,” Delores says. 
 
      
 
    The barn door opens, and two men come in. Delores scrambles to stand. Also rising, Maggie carefully returns the kitten, then brushes straw off her coat.  
 
      
 
    Delores steps close to Maggie, hovering just behind her. “She made it. These are my brothers, James and Bert.” 
 
      
 
    Bert’s leaning on a cane, his other hand on James’ arm. 
 
      
 
    “Hello. I’m Maggie Barnes.” 
 
      
 
    The two young men nod. James’ eyes skim her head to toe, lingering on certain areas that make her blush. Her fingers itch to smack the smirk off his face. Not a good way to begin what could be a tense discussion. She looks at him sternly, which makes him leer more. 
 
      
 
    Delores drags a couple of hay bales to make a seat. James gets Bert settled, and then sprawls beside him.  
 
      
 
    Kneading the edge of her coat into a ball, Delores looks from Maggie to James. The suspicious silence stretches, and Delores breaks it first. She clears her throat. “Thanks for comin’, Maggie. Bert is only just up and about, and we didn’t think he’d be able to make a trip to Philly just yet. Besides, Frankie has the car.” 
 
      
 
    James takes some time to work up a large wad of phlegm, spitting it onto the floor. All eyes turn to him, waiting for him to speak. 
 
      
 
    “So, you’re Delores’ friend, Mrs. Barnes. She says ya got a bone to pick with Duffy and might have an idea of how we can work together to get even. She says you know stuff about Duffy that we might wanna know. That we can use to get even with the bastard over shootin’ Pa and Bert. Well, here we are. Let’s hear it.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie shoots Delores a quick look. Aha, Delores has spun the same tale to her brothers as she did to me. I’ll play along for now.  
 
      
 
    Maggie smiles at James, refusing to acknowledge his hostility. “Please, call me Maggie. I’m sorry for your loss.” There are niceties to be observed, and she’ll not let James take control of the conversation. “Delores has told me a bit about what happened. How are you feeling, Bert?”  
 
      
 
    “Oh, good days and bad days. I can’t complain.” 
 
      
 
    “He does complain. All the time,” Delores whispers behind her hand to Maggie, giving a nervous giggle. 
 
      
 
    They stare awkwardly at each other. James’ scowl seems permanent.  
 
      
 
    “I hope Delores explained that I am only interested in Mickey being arrested, not killed. I can’t condone an eye for an eye,” Maggie says. 
 
      
 
    The two men frown at each other, then Bert shrugs. “Yeah, Delores said as much.”  
 
      
 
    There’s another awkward pause. Finally, Bert nudges James’ shoulder. James glares at Maggie, his words not matching his hostile look. “I expect we can work together, ma’am.” To Maggie’s ear, his words sound rehearsed, without conviction. She watches his eyes flick toward Delores. “Although I don’t think that the law will do anythin’, even if Duffy does get arrested. It’s not like he’s been making a secret of selling illegal hooch or nuthin, and they’ve never bothered him about any of that before.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie leans forward, anxious to avoid any misunderstanding. “We have to stay within the law, gentlemen. Otherwise, we’re no better than Mickey.” 
 
      
 
    James looks her up and down again, his lip curled in contempt. Maggie shudders. His animosity and bitterness are almost a solid force.  
 
      
 
    “You dames do get these peculiar notions, don’t ya? If we’re goin’ to get anybody to talk, we’re gonna have to be persuasive.” James smiles a crocodile smile. “Nobody’ll snitch on Duffy without a little help.” 
 
      
 
    “How about we nab Mickey himself and get him to confess?” Bert asks. “I wouldn’t mind doin’ a bit of that persuadin’.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie doesn’t like the look of glee on Bert’s face, nor the fist he slams into the palm of his hand. Maggie shakes her head. “I don’t think Mickey would do that, Bert. He believes in loyalty. Even if you beat him, he wouldn’t give you anything the police could use.” 
 
      
 
    “What about we grab somebody else, and make ‘em talk?” James asks. 
 
      
 
    “Like who?” 
 
      
 
    “How ‘bout his wife? And they say she’s a real looker.” Bert leers at James. 
 
      
 
    “Edith?” Maggie says, alarmed. “No, I don’t think that would be a good idea either.” 
 
      
 
    “Maggie and Edith are all buddy-buddy,” Delores explains. Maggie’s alarmed at Delores’ revelation, confirmation of close ties to Mickey she doesn’t need right now. Glancing at her out of the corner of her eye, she can see Delores is fixed on James. 
 
      
 
    “Well, if grabbin’ Mickey won’t work, and we can’t grab the wife, who can we grab?” Bert asks. He flexes the muscles in his hands, which keep forming fists. Maggie watches his hands warily. 
 
      
 
    “What about not grabbing anybody? You two were here the day your father was killed. Why not just go to the police and tell them what happened?” Maggie asks. Her heart is pounding. I doubt these boys ever hear the word ‘no’. 
 
      
 
    The three Baileys look at Maggie like she just grew a third eye.  
 
      
 
    “You gotta be kiddin’ me. No way are we talking to the police. I know how that turns out. They’d nab us and lock us up. Mickey would make sure of that. He holds all the cards. And then, when we’re in the joint, there’d be a little accident: a shiv in the ribs. No siree. We’re not talking to no police.” James sneers.  
 
      
 
    This family is so tragic. Resentment, a lifetime of suspicion. It rolls off them in waves. In his voice. No wonder Delores is so mixed up. 
 
      
 
    “Okay, what if Delores tells the police what happened? They won’t arrest a girl.” Maggie says. I’ve got to steer the conversation back to safer ground. 
 
      
 
    James shakes his head. His voice is low and harsh. “Look, ma’am, Maggie. No police. I don’t think I can say it any other way. Not even Delores squeals to the cops.” He half rises, a belligerent challenge to his gaze. Bert grabs his arm and pulls him back down. Maggie clasps her hands together; they’re trembling. The menace in the room thickens. 
 
      
 
    “What are we gonna need, Maggie, if we’re gonna get the police to arrest Mickey?” Delores asks quickly, feeding Maggie her lines. Delores’ eyes flick between Bert and James, ready to jump if a fist lashes out for her impertinence. 
 
      
 
    “Usually it’s either proof from evidence, an eyewitness, or a confession,” Maggie says, her gaze directed at the two men. 
 
      
 
    James leans back, picking a piece of straw off a bale and chewing on it. “Well, I don’t know about proof. It happened a while ago, so’s unless Duffy’s got a piece of paper that says ‘Let’s go shoot Frank Bailey’ in his pocket, we’re outta luck there.” 
 
      
 
    Bert snorts. “A note. Yeah.” He reaches for his own piece of straw to chew. 
 
      
 
    “Well, that just leaves a witness or a confession. I think everyone can agree that Mickey will not confess, nor will the actual shooters,” Maggie says. 
 
      
 
    “I guess you’re outta luck then. If they won’t talk and we won’t talk, I guess that takes off the witness part from your list, too. Won’t be no snitches to the shooting on our part. Already made that clear.” 
 
      
 
    “What about a witness to Mickey ordering the hit?” Maggie suggests. 
 
      
 
    Maggie notices how passive Delores is around her brothers. She’ll not come out with an opinion, but instead waits and watches to see which way the wind blows. Maggie is left doing all the convincing with no backup. And those ‘gs’ seemed to have disappeared again. 
 
      
 
    “There’s an idea,” James says, turning to his brother. “How about we nab the accountant? He probably knows something. It won’t take much for him to break and spill the beans.” 
 
      
 
    The three Baileys nod in unison. Bert has taken to flexing his hands again. And that grin on James’ face—makes her skin crawl. Maggie looks on horrified. She’s seen what happens to accountants under questioning. “No. No nabbing, no breaking,” her voice rising. She feels too warm in her coat. 
 
      
 
    James looks at her carefully with a cold, icy glare. “You’re mighty protective of Duffy and his crew, Maggie. Sumthin we should be worried about?” 
 
      
 
    Bert leans forward. “Yeah, pretty quick to suggest that we turn ourselves over to the police, too.” 
 
      
 
    Delores shifts away from Maggie. 
 
      
 
    “Are you a stoolie? You goin’ to rat us out, Maggie?” James asks, sneering. The threat lies between them. Maggie feels far from home and suddenly incredibly vulnerable. It would be hours before she’s missed. A bead of icy cold sweat drips down her back.  
 
      
 
    “No, you invited m-me, remember?” Maggie catches her voice rising an octave and takes a breath. She speaks her next words with more control. “I just don’t believe that violence is solved with more violence.” Despite her outer control, her stomach clenches in fear at her foolishness over challenging James.  
 
      
 
    Delores looks from Maggie to her brothers. “I told ya Maggie don’t want to help if that’s what we’s thinkin’. Besides, she ain’t no stoolie. Just squeamish. She wants Mickey to pay just as much as us. Right, Maggie?” Delores stares at Maggie intently, twisting the fabric of her skirt, scared Maggie’s answer might cook her goose.  
 
      
 
    “Yes,” says Maggie. What a lifeline from a surprising source. The girl is trembling. Such a risk to speak up like that. What will it cost her? Maybe Delores has a conscience after all? “Yes, Delores is right. I’ve been chasing Mickey for a couple of years now. He’s always managed to slip away. We even managed to drag him into court once, until the evidence and the witness disappeared.” 
 
      
 
    James and Bert relax a bit, leaning back against the hay. “See. It’s like I told ya. Nuthin and no one can touch Duffy,” James says. 
 
      
 
    Maggie feels she’s come to the end of her safety tether. The conversation can go no further, except in directions that lead to trouble. “Look, fellas, we’re not going to come up with a solution this afternoon. I have to get back to town. My lodgers will be wondering where their dinner is.” Maggie stands, shoulders back, waiting to be challenged. 
 
      
 
    Delores jumps up and the sudden movement makes Maggie flinch. She covers it by brushing straw from her skirt.  
 
      
 
    “Maggie, let me show ya the still before ya go. And we should take another look at them kittens.” Delores pulls on Maggie’s arm. 
 
      
 
    “Sure Delores. I’d love to see the still.” 
 
      
 
    James comes close behind, looming. Maggie doesn’t flinch away. “Maybe I’ll come along. Just in case ya need to know something that Delores don’t know the answer to. We won’t be two shakes, Bert. You good here for a few more minutes? Or should I take ya back to the house?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m good, James.” Bert’s face is drawn, and there is sweat beading on his forehead. James goes back over to him and helps him up. Bert gasps and almost crumbles. “You gals go look at those kittens. I’ll walk Bert to the house. And ya don’t go looking at the still without me, Delores, ya hear?” 
 
      
 
    Delores nods. “Ya need me to come with you, Bert?” 
 
      
 
    Bert waves her away. “Nah, go look at those baby cats. James can do it, then Ma will see to me.” 
 
      
 
    When they’re alone, Maggie turns to Delores. “I think you brought me out here on false pretenses, Delores. Your brothers didn’t have a plan, beyond smash and grab. No way are they interested in a legal solution.” 
 
      
 
    “And who can blame ‘em? I told you, the first time we met, that Mickey has the police and the courts in his pocket. If we accuse him, the only folks punished would be Bailey’s. Mickey’s a devil, and he’ll always be a devil. He’ll never stop putting hurt in the world. It’s not in his nature. Like a rabid dog, Maggie. We’ve got to put him down.” 
 
      
 
    “Delores, don’t say that.” 
 
      
 
    Delores crosses her arms, her mouth in a stubborn pout. 
 
      
 
    “I think that I’m going to pass on the tour, Delores. It’s Tommy’s first day back at school after the break and I want to be there.” 
 
      
 
    “Why so anxious to get going, Maggie?” James appears at the door, his eyes narrow and full of suspicion. “Delores has been looking forward to showing ya around.” 
 
      
 
    Delores looks at Maggie, her eyes pleading.  
 
      
 
    “All right, but a quick tour. I really do have to get back home.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie’s nervousness is forgotten in her fascination with the workings of the still. Delores explains the process, telling stories of boilers blowing up and mash being eaten by pigs. Maggie can hear the rooting pigs outside. 
 
      
 
    “James says I’m real good at makin’ moonshine, ain’t that right, James?” Maggie marvels at the girl’s transformation. Confident, coy, smiling, relaxed. So different than the earlier bundle of nerves in the barn. 
 
      
 
    “She sure is, yup. In fact, sometimes she even comes along on a little delivery run some nights. Say, why don’t you two gals go together?” James leers. 
 
      
 
    Maggie supresses a shudder. I can’t back down from a challenge. There’s no way I’ll give him that satisfaction. And it may be the only way I make it out of here in one piece. 
 
      
 
    Delores squeals. “Oh, golly, would ya?” She looks at Maggie and grabs hold of both her hands. “I love going. Police hardly ever stop women drivers. Lots of ladies run ‘shine.” Delores grins. 
 
      
 
    James looks over at Maggie, nodding. “I’m liking this idea more and more. A couple of dames is even less suspicious. After spending the day talking about all this moonshine stuff, I’m sure you’re interested in seeing a bit more. Ya got any problems going on a ‘shine run, Maggie?” The question is loaded with implications, tension in the air. 
 
      
 
    Maggie can sense the unspoken challenge. Whose side is she on? This is a test. Maggie thinks quickly. “I think that would be a swell idea, James. It’s hard for me to get away at night, but I might be able to swing something. Are we going to be gone all night?” 
 
      
 
    “Nah, we’ll send you on a short run. A couple of hours at most.” 
 
      
 
    “Would it be Boo-Boo’s booze we’d be running?” Maggie asks, feeling a little nauseous at the thought. 
 
      
 
    “No, it’ll be our own stuff. Boo-Boo picks his up in bulk and bottles it himself. This is just a little side business we do to keep the locals happy. Boo-Boo don’t know nuthin about it.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie tries to give a bright smile. “Well then, that sounds exciting. I can hardly wait.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 26 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   T he first day back at school after Christmas break is always hard. It’s hard to get up. It’s hard to sit still and listen to the teacher. It’s hard to remember your multiplication tables and which is the longest river in South America. Yup, it’s just plain hard. 
 
      
 
    Tommy is relieved when the school day is over. He and Jimmy walk home, heads bent close, deep in conversation about Tommy’s new bike and the train set that he has gotten for Christmas. Jimmy has been over to play trains once during the holidays, and he has come up with an idea for building a tunnel. Tommy is nodding, excited by the idea. 
 
      
 
    As they turn the corner from the commercial hustle and bustle of Marshall Street onto their quieter neighborhood, Tommy sees little Charlie. The kid is sitting on the curb and crying. His sister isn’t with him. He nudges Jimmy. “Poor kid, looks like George didn’t learn his lesson.”  
 
      
 
    The two boys walk over to Charlie and sit down beside him. “Hey, Tommy, Jimmy.” 
 
      
 
    “Hey, Charlie. What happened?” 
 
      
 
    Charlie wipes his nose on his sleeve. “The last day of school before Christmas break, George knocked Gertie down and took her lunch. Gertie told Ma and Ma went to the school and gave the teacher what for. I guess the teacher told George’s mother, who told his father, and then George got the strap.” Charlie pauses, taking in a shuddery breath. “George was waiting for me after school today. I told Gert to run home. But George caught me and punched me in the stomach real hard. Then he tore up all my homework and my geography textbook.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, jeez. That’s bad,” Jimmy says. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah. We can’t afford a new one. Things aren’t so good at our house right now. My Pa, he was in the war, he died last year. Ma says that his lungs just couldn’t take it anymore. Since then, she worries all the time. My Gran came to stay with us so Ma can go out and find work.” 
 
      
 
    “Look, kid, how about I get my mother to pack me two lunches. Jimmy, you get your ma to do the same. We’ll share with you and Gertie. If you don’t take any lunches to school for a few days, maybe George will forget about you guys and leave you alone,” Tommy says. 
 
      
 
    Charlie sniffles. “You think that might work?” 
 
      
 
    Tommy shrugs. “Couldn’t hurt. You gotta try something, Charlie.” 
 
      
 
    Charlie jumps up. “Thanks, fellas. I gotta scram. I’ll tell Gertie.” Charlie dashes off down the street. 
 
      
 
    Tommy and Jimmy restart their walk. “I think Mother will go for it. What about you?” 
 
      
 
    Jimmy shrugs. “If my ma won’t make two lunches, I’ll give Gertie mine and eat part of yours. Okay?” 
 
      
 
    Tommy puts his arm around Jimmy’s shoulder. “Sure, anything for a pal. You can have the carrots and other stuff I don’t like.” 
 
      
 
    Jimmy shoves Tommy into a nearby hedge. “Heck no, I want your cookies.” 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 26 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   M aggie’s been running a successful boarding house for three years. What started out as a solution to a financial crises has become so much more. Her lodgers have become her family—her boys. Some have been with her longer than others, but it doesn’t take new ones long to settle into the household. 
 
      
 
    While the lodgers often come into the kitchen for a snack, or to grab coffee, it is unfamiliar territory. The kitchen is where dishes are cleared to the counter. Sometimes they help with washing up, but it’s generally conceded the kitchen is Maggie’s and Tommy’s world. 
 
      
 
    Rarely do lodgers sit in the living room, finding it a stiff, formal place. They use it like the reading room at the library, quietly and respectfully. Their bedrooms are the places that they escape to; their private sanctuaries.  
 
      
 
    The dining room is the place that draws them together; the heart of the home for her lodgers. Gathering around the table provides the sustenance they all need: good food and companionship. Arriving at the front door at day’s end, knowing that there will be someone on the other side waiting to greet you by name, inquire how your day was, and listen to your stories, makes it home, even if it’s not family.  
 
      
 
    Maggie is rattled from her visit to the farm. She’s eager for the dinner routine. She looks at her boys—as she likes to think of them—around the table, and breathes in the security of the familiar. Once again, Dick is holding court. The man can talk. It must come from being an observer of the world, and having an opinion about everything. He’s a good newspaper reporter, and an entertaining dinner companion, although Reg, being a salesman, can give him a run for his money most nights. Of course, Archie can find anything to disagree with. Dinner time is always engaging. 
 
      
 
    “With Philadelphia sliding further into chaos, there’s a lot to be concerned with, Archie. You can’t hide out in your classroom entirely. If people can’t rely on the law to protect them, they resort to other means to safeguard what’s theirs,” says Dick. 
 
      
 
    “Aw, come on, Dick. Surely you’re not condoning that kind of vigilante justice. I thought the pen was mightier than the sword?” Reg says. 
 
      
 
    “And it is, Reg, it is. But to wield it you have to know what enemy you’re fighting. Is it the corrupt politicians who make the laws, like Mayor Kendrick, who managed to lose money throwing a big Sesquicentennial party where the whole country was invited? At the end of the day of that little boondoggle, the only benefactors were his contractor pals who overcharged, and his buddy who sold him the land. Should we take our mighty swords to those criminals? And speaking of criminals, how about our newly elected William Vare who the US Senate won’t even seat because of ballot box stuffing. Maybe he and the mayor should be the threat we skewer with our sharp pens. There are a lot of targets, sometimes too many.” 
 
      
 
    Archie leans in. “And that’s not even counting the judges who look the other way when laws have been broken, or the police that decide, for a ten-spot, which laws to enforce. Don’t forget to add those to your list, Dick.” 
 
      
 
    “As I said, a lot of targets. People are always quick to accuse the obvious criminals like the speakeasy owners, the mother selling beer to her neighbors in her living room, or the third generation moonshiner but, in a lot of cases, they’re just regular Joes who are figuring out how to survive. No, it’s the crooks in the shadows we need to watch out for.” 
 
      
 
    “So, you’re saying it’s not their fault? The regular Joes, as you call them, know they’re breaking the law. I won’t accept that they bear no responsibility for their actions, Dick. Everyone makes choices all day long. You have to be accountable for your actions,” Maggie says. 
 
      
 
    “You mean like when the butcher gave you that prime rib roast but only charged you for chuck by mistake, Mother?” Tommy asks, his eyes twinkling with mischief. 
 
      
 
    Maggie blushes. “That was different, Tommy.” Everyone at the table laughs. Maggie’s answering grin is playful, giving it right back to him. “So, Archie, what part of mathematics are you and Tommy working on tonight?” 
 
      
 
    Tommy groans, staring at his plate.  
 
      
 
    “You know Tommy, the same fellow who said ‘The pen is mightier than the sword’ also had a quote about math tutors. He said ‘the best teacher is the one who suggests rather than lectures, and inspires his listener with the wish to teach himself’. What do you think about those words, Archie?” asks Dick. 
 
      
 
    “There’s merit there. But all knowledge needs to be built on a solid foundation. There’s no room for interpretation in mathematics. As a bookkeeper, you’d understand this, Maggie. Two plus two always equals four. Math is about rules, not inspiration.” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know about that, Arch. Let’s see if we can inspire a bit of mathematics. I, myself, was never very good at the memorizing stuff, but I always did like a good pirate story,” Reg says, leaning toward Tommy. 
 
      
 
    Tommy looks eagerly at Reg. He also likes a good pirate story.  
 
      
 
    “So Captain Red Beard, the bloodthirsty captain of a crew of murderous pirates, is boarding the merchant ship. They are hungry for gold. You with me, so far Tommy?” Reg leans in with a pirate’s leer. 
 
      
 
    Tommy nods, a grin on his face. “Gold, yes. Not times’ tables or math.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, the Captain is in the middle of his crew, on the rope ladder, climbing up the side of the ship, the hook that is his hand wrapped around the rope, a parrot perched on his shoulder. There are seven men in front of him. How many men in total?” 
 
      
 
    Tommy looks at Reg, thinking and counting. “Fifteen? Seven in the front and seven in the back, plus the captain in the middle?” 
 
      
 
    Reg chuckles. “Yup. See kid; you’re good at math. It’s all how it’s presented.” Reg winks at Archie, who huffs, arms crossed. 
 
      
 
    “But Mr. Littleton, that puzzle is wrong. The captain wouldn’t be in the middle. He’d be at the front, leading the charge. His cutlass gripped in his teeth. Argh, matey!” Tommy says, his arm waving the imaginary sword. 
 
      
 
    Everyone at the table laughs. “You’re right, Tommy. But the answer is still fifteen,” Reg says. 
 
      
 
    “And we still have to get the twelve times table memorized young man. Let’s help your mother clear the table and then we can get to it,” Archie says. 
 
      
 
    Tommy groans theatrically, but gets up to help. 
 
      
 
    Later, with Tommy and Archie at the kitchen table, and Reg and Dick out for ‘a walk’ to the local speakeasy, Maggie relaxes with Frank. The radio is tuned to the Eveready Hour and provides nice, relaxing background music to give them some cover in the privacy of the living room. 
 
      
 
    “How was your trip to the Bailey farm? Did you learn anything?” Frank looks at home in his chair. 
 
      
 
    “You mean, besides how strange they all are? I learned there’s no way that they’ll come forward with evidence against Mickey or his men. And that they’re very enthusiastic about beating a confession out of someone.” 
 
      
 
    “I guess they favor a tried and true method. A bit of ‘thump therapy’ we used to call it on the force.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh Inspector, not you, too?” 
 
      
 
    “No, I still cherish law and order, and always will. But it happens. How was young Delores?” 
 
      
 
    “Much as you’d expect. Eager to please her brothers. Anxious about Frankie, who wasn’t there, by the way.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh?” 
 
      
 
    “He was with Boo-Boo. Delores says he wouldn’t be too keen on me being at the farm. They chose my visit to be at a time when Frankie would be away. Seems some of them, maybe all of them, think I’m in cahoots with Mickey. It got pretty tense a few times.” 
 
      
 
    “They’re a dangerous bunch, Maggie. Just be careful.” 
 
      
 
    “I will. They’re a scary lot, and I’m nothing if not a big fraidy-cat.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s a whopper of a lie, and you know it, Maggie. You’ve got courage, spunk, and intelligence.” 
 
      
 
    “What are we going to do, Inspector, if the Bailey boys won’t come forward and testify? How will we be able to build a case strong enough to charge Mickey? Is this another lost cause?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m certain something will come up, Maggie. There are a lot of folks that know what happened at the farm. Something will shake loose. What about the mother? Wasn’t she there the whole time?” 
 
      
 
    “There, but totally under Frankie’s thumb. There’s no way she’d go against him if he doesn’t want her to say anything. And besides, that would only give us the actual shooter, not Mickey. James Bailey had suggested the accountant might be a weak link in the chain. What do you think? It worked before.” 
 
      
 
    “It’s a thought. These crimes all come back to money. Let me see what I can find out about him. And you can see what Edith has to say. Maybe Mickey’s mentioned something at home,” Frank says, nodding. “It might prove useful.” 
 
      
 
    The Eveready Hour continues to play softly on the radio. “Inspector, why do you think the Bailey boys are the way they are? There’s such bitterness, a real meanness to the family. Where does that come from?” 
 
      
 
    “It’s a hard life they lead, and probably always have. Prohibition may, in fact, be the glory days for the Bailey family. There’s a streak in those folks though; resentment at what life’s dealt them. Envy at what others have. It makes them angry, but they aren’t secure enough to show it, so they swallow it. Again and again. Each resentment and slight another meal they can dine on. And from what I’ve seen in my years as a policeman, anger concealed often hardens to revenge.” 
 
      
 
    “Speaking of your years on the force, Inspector, when we were at the Museum, I saw that you spent a lot of time looking at your old badge.” 
 
      
 
    “I’ve thought little about anything else since we were there. It’s been constantly on my mind. I hadn’t realized the void it created when it was ‘left behind’ until I saw it behind glass.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie remembers the yearning on the Inspector’s face. And the sadness. She twists the gold band around her finger. “Such a simple piece of metal, and yet so much more. Far more valuable than the price of the alloy it’s made of.”  
 
      
 
    “Exactly, Maggie. And it’s not abandoned without some cost.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 28 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   M aggie asks the desk clerk at the Ritz to ring Mr. Duffy’s suite. While she waits for the call to be put through, she twists her wedding band on her finger around and around. 
 
      
 
    “Mr. Duffy? It’s Maggie Barnes. I’m downstairs in the lobby and was wondering if I could chat privately with you for a few moments in the coffee shop?” 
 
      
 
    While Maggie waits for Mickey, she over-stirs her coffee and fiddles with the salt and pepper shakers on the table. Desperate times call for desperate measures. What if I’m doing the wrong thing? Maybe I shouldn’t mention anything to Mickey. I’ll just go. I’ll tell him later that something came up. 
 
      
 
    “Mrs. Barnes, you are full of surprises. What brings you to my lair?” Mickey radiates an animal magnetism that pushes Maggie back in her chair. Will I ever be able to relax when he’s around, or will that episode in his warehouse continue to haunt me?  
 
      
 
    Mickey slides into the chair across from her. His shadow, John Bricker, takes a chair at another table, giving them privacy. 
 
      
 
    “I have an unusual request, Mr. Duffy. I need help, and you’re probably the only person I can ask.” 
 
      
 
    “How curious. Ask away, Mrs. Barnes. I’m all ears.” 
 
      
 
    “I need to steal something. From a museum. Can you help me?” 
 
      
 
    “Not what I was expecting. Someone whacked, maybe? But not something stolen.” He smiles as the color drains from her face. “What are we stealing?” 
 
      
 
    “A police badge.” 
 
      
 
    “Even better. And why are we stealing a police badge?” 
 
      
 
    “It belongs to someone dear to me. A family heirloom of sorts. He’d like it back, but isn’t in a position to be able to ask for it.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey waits for more information, which Maggie doesn’t supply.  
 
      
 
    “I don’t think that I’ve ever stolen a police badge before. Although I have been to a museum. When do you want to do it?” 
 
      
 
    “Right now.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey grins. “You are full of surprises, Mrs. Barnes. John, bring the car around.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey and Maggie sketch out a plan on their way over to the Mutter Museum. Maggie doesn’t know whether the case will be locked, so Mickey’s had John dig up some lock picking tools. Maggie will be the distraction. 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    About a dozen people mill about the exhibit. In the distance, excited chatter comes from a group of school children. Mickey tests the cabinet door while Maggie asks the security guard a question about a display on the other side of the room. The door pops open easily. He nods at Maggie, just as the school children crowd into the exhibit hall. 
 
      
 
    Maggie clutches the shoulders of the security guard. “Help me, please. I think I’m going to faint.” She closes her eyes and starts to slide to the floor, moaning. 
 
      
 
    The guard grabs her arms and lowers her to the floor. The children crowd around; excited squeals and lots of questions. The disturbance draws the other patrons. “Shall I get a doctor?” someone asks. “Ma’am? Are you all right?” Maggie moans, eyes closed, securely holding onto the arm of the security guard. 
 
      
 
    With all eyes on Maggie, Mickey grabs the police badge and tucks it into his pocket. The whole exercise lasts but a few seconds. Smooth. He still has the moves. 
 
      
 
    He rushes to Maggie. “Darling? Are you all right? What happened? Darling, speak to me.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m fine. Just a little faint. This nice man helped me,” Maggie says, smiling beatifically at the blushing security guard. 
 
      
 
    “There we go, sweetheart. I’ve got you.” Mickey gathers Maggie in his arms. “I’m going to take her home. Too much excitement. Can you walk, darling?” 
 
      
 
    “I think I can manage.” 
 
      
 
    “All right then. Let’s go,” Mickey says. He leads Maggie out of the museum. 
 
      
 
    Maggie giggles, climbing into the back of the get-away car. I should be worried that I enjoyed that so much.  
 
      
 
    Mickey hands her the badge. “I’m sure that there’s a story here, Mrs. Barnes. I’d love to hear it.” 
 
      
 
    “It’s not my story to tell, Mr. Duffy. But thank you from the bottom of my heart.” She grabs his hand, looking meaningfully into his eyes. “It means the world to me, Mickey.” 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    Excited, Maggie hurries through supper. Did I do the right thing? Breaking the law for a law maker? What if he just wants to forget what he once was? Did I misjudge his reaction at the Museum? She has rehearsed all kinds of lines in her head about what she’ll say to the Inspector. 
 
      
 
    “You seem on edge tonight, Maggie. Is everything all right, my dear?” Frank asks. As is their custom, they are sitting in the living room, the radio providing a buffer from the rest of the household.  
 
      
 
    Maggie clears her throat and takes a steadying breath. Frank looks at her curiously. 
 
      
 
    “The other day we were talking about talismans, and what they mean to us. My wedding ring. Your badge.” 
 
      
 
    “I remember.” 
 
      
 
    “I know how I’d feel if I lost my ring. It would be like losing Jack. And I know how I’d feel if I saw my ring sitting behind some glass at a museum. It would rip my heart out.”  
 
      
 
    Frank takes a breath, a wave of emotion rolling over him at the thought of the badge and his days on the force. 
 
      
 
    “Inspector. You’re a policeman. Your badge is part of who you are. I want you to have it back.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie takes the police badge out of her pocket and sets it on the side table. Frank’s eyes follow her shaky hand. Maggie doesn’t know if it’s Frank’s eyes that have teared, or if it’s the blur of her own that makes it look that way.  
 
      
 
    “But how? This is my… You took the badge? You stole it from the museum?”  
 
      
 
    “Yes. And if the stealing bothers you, I can return it. But seeing how powerfully you feel about it, I think that you should have it.”  
 
      
 
    “This is my… You took that risk? For me?” 
 
      
 
    “And I think it’s much better than having it sit in a dusty cabinet and then tossed into a cardboard box at the end of the exhibit.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m overcome, Maggie. How can I thank you?” 
 
      
 
    “No thanks are needed. This is the cord that binds you to the man you were. Before you became the ghost sitting in my living room. It’s only right that it be returned to you.” 
 
      
 
    There is such joy in Frank’s eyes as he smiles at her and at the badge. Maggie suddenly feels as if she’s intruding on a very private moment. 
 
      
 
    “Inspector? Why don’t you see if you can pick it up?” 
 
      
 
    “Maggie. You know that I can’t touch anything. What if I can’t touch my badge? That would break my heart.” 
 
      
 
    “Go on. You can pick up your hat, and your cane, and those infernal cigars you smoke. Maybe you can pick up your badge. You won’t know unless you try.” 
 
      
 
    Frank extends his hand gingerly, letting it hover over the badge on the table.  
 
      
 
    Maggie holds her breath. Time stops. 
 
      
 
    Frank slowly lowers his hand and wraps it around the badge. His eyes are even more tear filled.  
 
      
 
    “I can feel it, Maggie, I can feel it.” 
 
      
 
    “Because it’s part of you, Inspector. Maybe the most important part.”  
 
      
 
    He lifts it.  
 
      
 
    “It’s in your hand,” Maggie says. 
 
      
 
    Frank brings it to his heart for a few seconds, then returns it to the table. “You try. Can you pick it up?” 
 
      
 
    Maggie picks up the badge.  
 
      
 
    “I wish Joe’s grandmother, old Mrs. Kelly, were here. She’d know what to make of this. A thing that exists in two worlds,” she says. 
 
      
 
    Frank picks up the badge again, turning it over and over. “Maybe because it is not just a piece of metal to you, and to me; it represents intangibles like dedication and service. Its symbolism allows it to exist in your plane and mine.” 
 
      
 
    Frank pins the badge to the inside of his jacket, next to his heart. “Regardless of why, I’m glad its home.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 29 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   M ickey and Edith Duffy live in a grand, stone house in a posh part of the city. It is a house that was built to proclaim wealth and standing. Mickey loves the house for those reasons. It says to Philadelphians that he is a man of consequence. 
 
      
 
    Edith hates the house. It’s heavy, dark, and old-fashioned; at odds with her effervescent, modern personality. Her bedroom is the one room that she’s made her own; the place where she feels comfortable, where she can escape from the feeling that she’s being buried alive in a mausoleum. 
 
      
 
    Edith’s room is all sharp angles; geometrical. It’s metallic, modern, and edgy—lots of shiny mirrored surfaces. Decorated in an art deco style, its bold designs, clear lines, and vibrancy, speak to Edith in a profound way. The decor represents luxury, glamour, exuberance, and progress, united by a desire to be modern. Much like the woman herself. 
 
      
 
    With Mickey gone so much, her bedroom has become a refuge. She eats in her room at a small corner table. She reads in her room, reclining on the chaise longue next to a small telephone that connects her to an extensive network of friends. Her dressing room is enormous: rows of dresses, shelves of hats, and racks of shoes. Oh, the shoes: red, gold, white, black, white and black, embroidered, bejeweled, with feathers and bows. When you have legs like Edith’s, you show them off with daring hemlines and gorgeous shoes. 
 
      
 
    The room is no cozy refuge tonight, though. Edith sits in front of her dressing table, angrily pulling a brush through her hair. The turquois silk peignoir set she’s wearing ripples with every tug. She can see Mickey in the mirror’s reflection; he’s in an armchair just behind her.  
 
      
 
    “Look Kitten, she’s nobody. I don’t even know her name.” 
 
      
 
    “It didn’t look like it was her name you were checking out, Mickey. How do you think I feel, seeing you act that way with another woman when I’m standing right there?” 
 
      
 
    “Look doll, I don’t understand why you keep going on about other women. I promised you last year, when you were sick, that you were the only girl for me. I mean that. You have my word on it. The other dames are no threat to you. So learn to live with it, okay? In fact, you’re the last person that should be lecturing me about loyalty. Bricker says you and Maggie Barnes were all cozy at lunch the other day with the Bailey girl. How do you think that makes me look?” 
 
      
 
    “I wasn’t cozy with Delores Bailey, at least not as cozy as you once were.” 
 
      
 
    “Enough, Edith. Delores was a long time ago. Right now, she’s the sister of the sukinsyn bastards that are robbing me blind. It looks real bad if you’re seen hanging out with a Bailey. I think you’ve forgotten that you’re also part of the crew. You should know better. What threatens one of us, threatens us all. The Bailey family are the enemy right now. Not just my enemy, but our enemy. Having lunch with one of them betrays us all.” 
 
      
 
    “Betrayal? I have lunch with one of your old floozies, and you’re accusing me of betrayal? How many times have you cheated on me over the years? Too many to count.” Edith swings around and throws the hairbrush at Mickey. 
 
      
 
    Mickey ducks. “Hey. Settle down. Look, I have better things to do than sit here and listen to this gówno.” When Mickey starts talking Polish, things are headed south. Edith, panicked and wild-eyed, watches him rise. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, Bunny. I’m being a dope. Don’t go. Look, aren’t you even interested in what that Bailey girl had to say about her brothers?” 
 
      
 
    Mickey resettles in the chair. Relieved, Edith takes a deep breath. “Help yourself to whiskey, hon. There’s more on the side table,” she says. 
 
      
 
    “So, what did you hear?” Mickey drains the glass and pours another. Edith’s shoulders relax a fraction more. 
 
      
 
    “Just that the Bailey’s are spoiling for a fight, and that you should watch your back.” 
 
      
 
    “Nothing new there. What’s up with Maggie Barnes hanging out with Delores, anyway? Don’t tell me they’re friends.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, you know Maggie. She’s picked up Delores like she’s a stray cat she’s found. Thinks a bit of petting and warm milk will turn her into a house pet. Wait ‘till she finds out she’s feral, with claws.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey chuckles. “She’s not the only one with claws, Kitten.”  
 
      
 
    Edith smiles a warm, slow smile at Mickey. Their eyes lock. 
 
      
 
    “What’s happening here, Edith? I used always to be able to count on you to have my back. Sometimes, doll, you’re the only one I can truly trust.” Mickey gets up and stands behind Edith, his hands on her shoulders. He can feel her warm skin beneath the cool silk. 
 
      
 
    Edith stiffens. “Maybe you let me down one too many times, Mickey Duffy. That loyalty you’re always going on about? It’s a two-way street, you know.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey removes his hands. “These are crazy times, Edith. I need you beside me. I need to be able to count on you.” 
 
      
 
    Edith twists on the bench. She reaches out to Mickey. “I’m sorry about lunch, but having an inside track to the Bailey family isn’t such a bad thing; hold your friends close and your enemies closer, right? I wasn’t cheating on you, having lunch with Delores Bailey. She just happened to be in the same restaurant. But Bunny, don’t you dare talk to me about loyalty after what you put me through.” Pouting, Edith looks up at Mickey through her eyelashes. 
 
      
 
    “God, you never let up, do you? These are wild times, Edith. This is not the right time to have this discussion. There is way too much crazy stuff going on. I’m always lookin’ over my shoulder, doll. I need you on my side.” Mickey’s hands begin to caress Edith’s arms again, slowly. 
 
      
 
    Edith leans back into Mickey, her curves soft promises of things to come. “Bunny, I’m crazy about you, but I need to be able to trust you, too.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey grabs her hand and pulls her up. He wraps his arms around her. “What is all this foolishness tonight? You gotta know that I only have eyes for you, Kitten.” Nuzzling into her neck, he murmurs that she smells so good. 
 
      
 
    Edith looks over Mickey’s shoulder at their reflection in the mirror. Something begins to stir in those big brown eyes. She can only wonder when the next heartache will be.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 30 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   M onday is wash day at Maggie’s, and all the other households on the street. It’s a day that starts the night before when Maggie puts the soap shavings in a pot of water on the back of the stove; they need all night to soften. She’s up at dawn to heat the large pails of water she’ll need through the morning. The washing machine may be automatic, but there’s lots of manual effort, too. 
 
      
 
    Since she bought the automatic washing machine, the workload has been less physically exhausting. She doesn’t need to drag out the washstand and tubs. Before, she had to scrub by hand and move each item of clothing from one tub to another, squeezing out the water from the clothes between tubs. Now, she puts in a load of clothes, and the machine agitates and spins and rinses all on its own. With the mangle to squeeze out the water from the clothes permanently attached to the top of the machine, all she needs to do is drain the water between loads, and there’s a handy spigot and hose for that. So much easier than before. She still has to lug the clothes out to the line and hang them, but compared to before, the day’s a breeze. Will the day ever come when I’ll be able to put the clothes into a machine and take them out clean, dry, and folded? Dream on, toots. 
 
      
 
    Tommy’s wolfing down his breakfast. He had been up earlier and eaten an apple while doing his paper route. The days are long ones, but he does like the money. “Hey, Mother? Can I get you to pack two sandwiches and two apples for my lunch? Maybe extra cookies, too?” 
 
      
 
    “My goodness, Tommy.” Maggie turns to look at him. “That’s a lot of food for one boy to eat. What are you up to?” 
 
      
 
    “It’s not for me, Mother. One of the big kids named George is stealing lunches from the little kids at school.  He’s taking them from this boy, Charlie, and his sister, Gertie. He pushes them around. They’re just little, Mother, and hungry when they don’t have lunch. And Gertie’s a girl. He pushed a girl. I figure that if they don’t have any lunches for a couple of days, George won’t have anything to take and will leave them alone. Jimmy’s ma is packing an extra lunch, too.” Tommy hopes, if he talks fast enough, he can convince his mother without her asking too many questions. 
 
      
 
    “Goodness. Is this George character bullying you, too?” 
 
      
 
    “He only picks on the little kids. I can stick up for myself.” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t mind sending along another lunch, especially because it sounds like Charlie and Gertie need the food. But this is just dealing with the consequences; you know, making it better after it’s happened, sweetheart. And if he can’t get a lunch off Charlie and his sister, he’ll find someone else to pick on. What you need to do is deal with the source of the problem. Packing an extra lunch may buy you some time, but George is still there, waiting. Maybe you should tell the teacher?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I should do that. But can I still have an extra lunch? Just in case? Maybe tomorrow, too?” 
 
      
 
    Maggie ruffles his hair. “Sure thing, kiddo.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie watches Tommy as he heads along the street, two lunch sacks tucked into his knapsack. The sun is shining. It’ll be a good drying day.  
 
      
 
    She reaches for the pail of wooden clothes pegs that will anchor clothes to a line that stretches from the back porch to the edge of the fence. Maggie’s habit is to do the sheets first. They’re white, and washed while the water is hot and clean and, when they’re hung, they shield some of her more delicate wash from nosey neighbors.  
 
      
 
    Maggie gathers the first load to hang. Oh, this world is full of bullies. What of this Georgie fellow that Tommy’s going to deal with to protect the little ones? Bless Tommy’s heart. The bullies in Delores’ world: her family, and maybe life itself. Life. Who’ll protect her from that? And what about the bullies who threaten Philadelphia every day. What happens if you stand up to them? Tommy should talk to the teacher and get some support. I don’t want him in any confrontation. Could Delores stand up for herself against her brothers? Not easily. What’s that girl to do? Delores can’t keep on like this. Like the small tykes that Tommy’s defending, she needs allies, to know she’s not alone. And, what about Philadelphia? Bullies pick on the weak. Does Philly have defenders to help her stand up to the bootleggers? 
 
      
 
    Maggie’s mouth is full of wooden clothespins. Philly will have to wait for another day. I can’t fix all the problems, but I can get this laundry done. She jabs a peg onto the corner of the sheet, attaching it securely to the line. Less thinking, more doing.  
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    Tommy meets up with Jimmy at the corner, and together they head off toward school. 
 
      
 
    “Did you get extra for lunch?” Tommy asks. 
 
      
 
    “Some. But not an extra sandwich. How about you?” 
 
      
 
    “I did. Let’s stop and split up what we got into four lunches,” Tommy says. While they are dividing the fruit and cookies and the sandwiches, Tommy also shares what his mother had said about dealing with the consequences versus fixing the problem. “She wants me to tell the teacher.” 
 
      
 
    “Then you’ll end up like Charlie did. George would thump you good.” 
 
      
 
    “What do you think we should do?” 
 
      
 
    “You and I could take him, easy,” Jimmy says. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, but when we’re not around, he’ll just go picking on the little kids again. And I don’t want to have to always be fighting. My mother would find out, and that would be bad, real bad.” 
 
      
 
    The boys walk along, mulling the problem over in their heads. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, Jimmy. How about we get all the kids that he’s picked on, and together we just threaten to thump him? Bullies don’t pick on strong kids, only weak ones. When they’re working together, they’ll be stronger. There’d be so many kids, I bet he’d just back down. That would teach him that even little kids have big friends, and the little kids would learn to stand up for themselves.” 
 
      
 
    Jimmy whistles. “Wow, Tommy. That’s pretty deep thinking, pal.” 
 
      
 
    “I was just trying to think what my father would have done. He was a labor organizer, and died trying to help the guys he worked with.” 
 
      
 
    “You know, I like that idea. I like it a lot. Let’s start spreading the word at recess. When do you think we should do this?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, my mother said I could have an extra lunch again tomorrow, so how about tomorrow after school? You know that spot where they used to keep the horses for the cab company? How about we all wait for George there? He walks by there on his way home.” 
 
      
 
    Jimmy grins at Tommy. “I like this idea a lot.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 31 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   F rankie and James are in front of Goldberg’s store on Chestnut Street. Inside, down in the basement of the dry goods store, Edward Goldberg runs a very lucrative side business. The Military Sales Company supplies many of the East Coast racketeers and bootleggers with their weapons. Boo-Boo is a frequent customer; rumor is that he’s a silent partner. 
 
      
 
    Frankie, Sid, and Boo-Boo have agreed that hitting Mickey is the best strategy, and Frankie is pretty proud that they think he is the man for the job. They’re meeting Boo-Boo and Sid to foot the bill for more firepower. 
 
      
 
    Once inside, Eddie stands in front of a long, rough wooden table, various machine guns and sawed-off shotguns laid out in front of him. “See anything you like, boys?” 
 
      
 
    Frankie and James are mesmerized by the selection. James is immediately drawn to a machine gun lying in the center of the table. He picks up a 1921AC Thompson machine gun, shifting it in his hands, getting the feel of its weight and balance.  
 
      
 
    “That’s a beaut’,” Eddie says. “Good for distance work. Accurate. I’ve seen fellas write their names on a wall with the bullets. It’s outfitted with the latest recoil brake, the Cutts Compensator. Chambered with .45s. Nine-hundred rounds a minute. That’s 20 rounds every time you take a breath. It’ll set you back two hundred clams.” 
 
      
 
    James whistles. Cradling the stock with his elbow, he tucks the gun into his hip and swings the barrel round in the classic gangster pose he’s seen others do. And he counts the seconds between breaths. Twenty rounds. Breathe. Another twenty rounds. Breathe. Another twenty rounds. That’s a lot of firepower. If a man like James could giggle, he would. 
 
      
 
    Eddie nods to Boo-Boo. “Mr. Hoff said nothing but the best for you boys.” 
 
      
 
    While James has been fondling the elegant but deadly tommy gun, Frankie has been drawn to a more primitive weapon: a sawed-off shotgun. It’s a simple, brutal weapon, much like the man admiring it. He runs his fingertips along the stock and barrel, caressing it much like he would a woman, or a horse, all three being objects that need to be coaxed into submission. 
 
      
 
    Eddie looks over and sees what’s caught Frankie’s eye. “Ah, I see yer lookin’ at the Humpback,” he says, nodding at the distinctive high rear end. “She’s a 20 gauge Remington 11. Nothing elegant about it, not like yer brother’s tommy. The Remi will rip a man to pieces, blow the hinges off a door. Take off a man’s face. With this one, there won’t be an open casket after you’re finished.” 
 
      
 
    Frankie lifts it to his shoulder. Eddie continues his spiel. “It’s pretty soft on the recoil, not like a 12 gauge. A heck of a kick if you’re planning on using one of those. If you’re in cramped quarters, the shortened barrel on the Humpback will do you. You can also conceal it under yer coat more easily than the tommy.” 
 
      
 
    “What’s she like at a distance?” Frankie asks, his voice a whisper. Eddie smiles, sensing a sale. “You can get the job done at forty to fifty yards with a nineteen-inch barrel. Anything further than that and there’ll be a lot of spread. Lots of damage but probably not a kill shot. Closer in though, and there won’t be much left after yer finished. If you’re working with the tommy, it will give you time for reloading, if you need it, but it’s usually not necessary.” 
 
      
 
    “So, whaddaya think?” Boo-Boo asks Eddie. 
 
      
 
    “It’s a nice matched set. Good balance. The 1921AC has accuracy, range, stopping power. It checks all your boxes, Boo-Boo. Although the Remi Frankie’s holding is a classic. You don’t need good aim to get the job done. It’s devastating at close range. There might be some collateral damage, as it’s not a precise weapon, but it is effective.” 
 
      
 
    Boo-Boo is nodding. “So boys, what’s the plan? Are you looking for something for a crowded room or a dark corner at night?” 
 
      
 
    “How’s about both, Boss? We’re still not settled on the where, so having both gives us options,” says Frankie. “And it’s not like we won’t be using them again for sumthin or other, sometime later.” Frankie hefts the shotgun back up to his shoulder. 
 
      
 
    Boo-Boo laughs. “Greedy bugger, aren’t ya? Well, you guys will be heroes if you can take out Duffy.” He slaps Frankie on the back. 
 
      
 
    Frankie grins again, first at Boo-Boo, then at James. 
 
      
 
    “Okay, Eddie, we’ll take both. And ammo.” 
 
      
 
    “Deal, and thanks Boo-Boo. I always appreciate your business. You boys need anything else? Maybe a couple of these, the latest thing,” Eddie says, holding up a bulletproof vest. 
 
      
 
    James puts down the machine gun and reaches for the vest.  
 
      
 
    Boo-Boo reaches out and pushes James’ arm down. “Nah, I think we blew enough on the guns. We won’t be needing the vests if the Bailey boys can get the job done.” 
 
      
 
    James shrugs and picks up the machine gun again. “Sure, Boss. We’ll get the job done. Especially with these babies.” 
 
      
 
    Frankie and James shake hands with Boo-Boo. The boys linger. Boo-Boo and Sid head up the stairs. Outside, Sid lights a cigarette. 
 
      
 
    “Really, Boo-Boo? Both guns?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I know, but I was feeling generous. Them’s beautiful guns. Eddie always has the best stock.” 
 
      
 
    “Ya think those two shlemiels can pull this off? I don’t think I’ve ever met a bigger pair of clowns. And Mickey keeps himself behind a pretty thick wall.” 
 
      
 
    “Hey, stranger things have happened. After that little screw up at New Year’s, these guys are a liability, Sid. Refilling those warehouses took serious coin. And their stupidity and greed have got a little turf war going on here in Philly. Either way it gets played out ends the war. That makes me happy.” 
 
      
 
    Sid drops the cigarette, crushing it with his toe. “Okay, Boss. Whatever you say. I just hope it happens sooner than later, so we know whether we need a plan B or not.” 
 
      
 
    Boo-Boo laughs, heading toward the car. “We won’t be needing a plan B, Sid, not with those guns.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 32  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   M aggie has been efficient and delivered accurate year-end statements to her clients; now it’s month end. She enjoys the regular rhythm of the work and the elegant simplicity of a set of balanced books. It’s deeply satisfying. Maggie is beginning to pack up her books and papers from the dining room table when there’s a knock at the front door. 
 
      
 
    “Delores, what a surprise. Please, come in,” Maggie says. 
 
      
 
    “Thanks, Maggie. I know I should have called first, but I wanted to catch you at home in person so I could say sorry for the other day out at the farm. And I brought you a present to make up for all the unpleasantness.” 
 
      
 
    Delores reaches into her coat pocket and pulls out a wee black and white kitten. “Oh, Delores, it’s the kitten from the barn.” Maggie reaches for the tiny furball.  
 
      
 
    “See, it remembers you,” Delores says, as the kitten snuggles up under Maggie’s chin, purring.  
 
      
 
    “What a sweet baby you are,” Maggie croons. “Thank you, Delores. You didn’t have to do this. But I’m happy you did. Tommy is going to love having a kitten to play with. Would you like to come in? I can put the coffee on. I just closed the books on January so I’d love to sit and visit for a few minutes,” Maggie says, leading Delores down the hall and into the kitchen. 
 
      
 
    With the coffee heating, Maggie sits next to Delores at the kitchen table. The kitten curls up in Maggie’s lap, purring like a tiny motor as she strokes its soft fur. 
 
      
 
    “I’m glad you came by, Delores. I’m having second thoughts about going on the moonshine run.” 
 
      
 
    “No, you have to come. James has already got it planned for Thursday night.” 
 
      
 
    “Thursday? So soon?” 
 
      
 
    “Everybody’s stock is low because of New Year’s. He wants to sell them our hooch before they buy it somewheres else. Please say you’ll come. It will be perfectly safe. We just deliver the bottles and collect the cash. If there are any problems, James will figure it out later. Please, Maggie?” 
 
      
 
    “But what about the police?” 
 
      
 
    “Trust me. I’ve been on lots of deliveries, and it’s like James said. The police won’t stop a car with a dame driving. They never suspect us. Not sure whether it’s because they don’t think we can do it, or because they don’t want to know we can. Break the law, I mean.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, okay. As long as we’re not gone too long. I’ll ask one of the lodgers to keep an eye on Tommy. What time will we leave?” 
 
      
 
    “I’ll come by and pick you up just past ten. It’ll only take a few hours. You’ll be home by one or two in the morning, tops.” 
 
      
 
    “Okay, I’ll be ready. Do I need to bring anything?” 
 
      
 
    “Maybe a blanket in case it’s chilly. The car isn’t too warm. I’ve got a thermos and will bring coffee. It’ll help keep us awake. James will have the liquor bottles packed inside the car, but they’ll be hidden so nobody can see what we’re doing.” 
 
      
 
    “I hope James and Bert understand that this means I’m not linked up with Mickey in any way. I was worried when we were talking that they were getting that impression.” 
 
      
 
    “No problem, Maggie. They’re square with everything.” 
 
      
 
    “What about you, Delores? Are we square? Are you still determined to force a confession out of one of Mickey’s men?” 
 
      
 
    “No way, Maggie. I thought a lot about what you said and agree a hundred percent that putting Mickey in jail is the best way to go.” Delores says. 
 
      
 
    “You didn’t sound convinced when we were in the barn. It sounded like you were agreeing with your brothers.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, I had to do that, or they’d have walloped me after you left.” Delores nods her head several times. “I’m right there with you, Maggie. No doubt about it.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie hears a whisper behind her. She turns and sees the Inspector leaning against the counter, arms folded, a scowl on his face. She shoots him one of her own and returns her attention to Delores. 
 
      
 
    “Well, I’m glad you’ve thought things through, Delores. Hopefully, you’ve realized that your brothers’ way is the wrong way. Even if you don’t entirely believe that my way is the right way.” 
 
      
 
    Delores smiles at Maggie. “You bet, Maggie.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, I’m glad we got that cleared up. And thank you so much for the kitten. I’ll let you know what Tommy decides to name it.” Maggie walks Delores to the door. “I’ll see you Thursday night.” 
 
      
 
    She’d barely got the front door closed when Frank says, “You’re going to do what on Thursday night?” 
 
      
 
    Maggie heads back to the kitchen, kitten still tucked in her arm. 
 
      
 
    “I’m going on a moonshine run with Delores. She says it will be perfectly safe and the police never stop women.” 
 
      
 
    “Maggie, that’s crazy. You can’t go running around in the middle of the night with bootleggers.” 
 
      
 
    “It’s just Delores and me. And it’s only for a few hours. I got cornered into agreeing to it and I can’t back out now.” 
 
      
 
    “What about Tommy? You’re going to leave him alone to go off with Delores?” 
 
      
 
    “I told you, it’s only for a few hours and I’ll make sure Dick and Archie are aware that I’m not going to be here.” 
 
      
 
    “And the danger? What if something happens?” 
 
      
 
    Maggie stands, arms crossed, glaring at him. There are times that he pushes too much. I’ve thought this through, maybe not as much as I should have, but I really was in a corner. What other choice did I have? Tommy will be all right with Archie and Dick. And Reg will be here, too. And it’s only for a few hours. And I really want to go.  
 
      
 
    With that last realization, Maggie walks into the living room and sits. And I really want to go. 
 
      
 
    “Maggie—“ 
 
      
 
    “Shush. Please, Inspector. I’m thinking.” 
 
      
 
    I really want to go. I want to see what it feels like to be a bootlegger, flying down the road in the dark, knowing that cops or hijackers could be on the road right behind me.  
 
      
 
    Maggie looks at Frank, alarmed. “Oh, Inspector, am I crazy? Is it too dangerous?” 
 
      
 
    Frank sits down in his chair. “Maggie, you can’t trust that girl. Put it down to an old copper’s instinct, but she’s trouble, and she’s not telling the truth.” 
 
      
 
    “Look, Inspector, we’re going to have to agree to disagree on this. I don’t think she’s anything like your Mr. Holmes. Sure, Delores has had a rough upbringing, Inspector. You heard her. She lives in fear of what her brothers will do. Her mother doesn’t make a peep. She saw her father gunned down in front of her. Who knows what other horrors? She needs a break, Inspector. And she needs a friend, an ally.” Maggie nuzzles the kitten. “Doesn’t she, sweetums?” 
 
      
 
    “Maggie, listen to me. This is dangerous. Once you know who the Bailey customers are, they’ll not let you walk away. And the criminal act is something they’ll hang over you. Please, Maggie, don’t do this.” 
 
      
 
    Putting the kitten down on her chair, Maggie gets up and begins to pace. 
 
      
 
    “Do you know what it’s like Inspector, to have your whole life defining who you are and what you can do? I ran away with Jack to get away from that. I started working with you to get away from that. I stood on a street corner selling booze to get away from that. This may be my one last kick-at-the-cat—sorry Dart—to be adventurous, to be audacious. If I deal with the risks, then it’s not reckless.” 
 
      
 
    Frank appears tense, his hands clenched and brow furrowed. “I understand how you’re feeling Maggie, but this is not good.” 
 
      
 
    “I’ll make sure Archie and Dick know that I’m with Delores. I won’t tell them why, but if something happens, they’ll know where to start looking. I made it through a kidnapping and a shootout, Inspector. Surely I can make it through a few hours with Delores Bailey.” 
 
      
 
    “My point exactly, my dear. Kidnappings and shootings aren’t as dangerous as Delores and this moonshine run.” 
 
      
 
    The Inspector sounds like my father telling me to leave Jack. And like the bank manager when I went for my loan. Like everyone who’s ever told me I can’t do something. Well, I’ve always figured it out and proved them wrong. This time won’t be any different. Will it? 
 
      
 
    Maggie squares her shoulders. “Pish, Inspector. You’ve had your say. I’ve listened. I respectfully decline to agree. You have your sources of information while surveilling the warehouse. I’m just doing a valuable bit of reconnaissance of my own. It’s worth the risk.” 
 
      
 
    “I think we should discuss it further.” 
 
      
 
    “Inspector. There’s nothing to discuss. I have to go. I’m safer going than backing out.” Maggie ushers him out the front door and out of the conversation.   
 
      
 
    Heading into the dining room to finish putting away her bookkeeping papers, she sets the kitten on her chair. She wasn’t honest with the Inspector when she said she wasn’t worried. And she’s stretching the truth when she said she believes Delores. Maggie blows a stray hair off her face. She knows a liar when she hears one, and Delores is lying. But she’s not evil.  
 
      
 
    Maggie taps her papers firmly into place.  
 
      
 
    What if I wrote a note to Mickey that he’d only get if there’s trouble on the ‘shine run. He’ll know how to handle it if something goes wrong. I’m doing it for him anyway. And what if I call Mother? I won’t tell her anything but maybe I’ll say I’m updating my Will and want to ensure that they’re comfortable being Tommy’s guardians. Should I take a gun with me? Where would I find a gun? No, I wouldn’t be able to shoot it anyway. No, I’ll have to trust Delores. Maggie heads into the kitchen to start supper.  
 
      
 
    And I really want to go. 
 
      
 
    Never, in her wildest dreams, when she was tied to that chair in the warehouse the year Oskar died, could she have imagined herself taking a risk like this in order to protect Mickey. But times change. If she goes on the moonshine run, she may well find out more information about what the Bailey’s are planning. She trembles when she wonders if she can trust Delores.  
 
      
 
    Maggie gathers the kitten in her hands and holds it close to her face. “Oh, what to do? What to do?” The kitten doesn’t answer; just stares at her and then blinks.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 33 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   T ommy and Jimmy are pleased with the turnout in the old taxi pasture. More than a dozen kids of all shapes and sizes are gathered, and are sharing their stories. Tommy’s sad when he realizes so many of the kids from school have suffered at George’s hands. His day of reckoning is long overdue. 
 
      
 
    “How’d you get George to leave school late?” 
 
      
 
    “I told old Sneezeby that I’d seen him cheating on a test. She was still reaming him out when I left.” 
 
      
 
    “Good. Now, what’s the setup?” 
 
      
 
    “Okay, everybody, gather round.” Tommy’s excited to be standing in the middle of the group; he’s sure his father would have been proud.  
 
      
 
    “George will be here soon. I want everyone to find a place to hide. If he sees a bunch of us, he’ll just run away, and we need to talk to him. I’ll wait out in the open and get him to come into the pasture. When’s he’s here, Jimmy will whistle. Then we can make a circle around him. He’ll have to listen. Then, hopefully, he goes away and thinks about what we said.” 
 
      
 
    “Aw, I want to lay a lickin’ on ‘im,” one of the smaller boys says.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, give him what for,” says another, punching his fist into his open hand. 
 
      
 
    “You know, if we have to, we will. But it will be better if we don’t. He’ll tell, and we’ll all be in trouble, both with our folks and at school. Let’s see if we can just scare him into leaving you alone, and not hurt him.” 
 
      
 
    The kids scatter, hiding wherever the can. Tommy stands alone in the middle of the lot. He moves to the curb to wait for George. 
 
      
 
    It’s not long before he sees him. George is wearing an ugly look on his face; Sneezeby must have been tough on him.  
 
      
 
    “Hey, George, I hear you got the strap,” Tommy yells down the street. George looks at him and scowls. 
 
      
 
    “Bugger off, Barnes. I got no time for you today.” George keeps walking toward Tommy, head down and his hands in his pockets. 
 
      
 
    “Are you as stupid as an ox, Georgie? Jimmy says you are.” 
 
      
 
    George growls and quickens his approach. Tommy scampers into the pasture. 
 
      
 
    “You know what I heard? That your sister was kissing Chester Andrews behind the school. Is that true? She likes to meet boys out behind the school?” Tommy puckers up, making loud kissing noises. 
 
      
 
    George roars and runs at Tommy. Tommy dashes away, hearing Jimmy whistling for all he’s worth. 
 
      
 
    George takes a swing and just misses Tommy. The rest of the kids start to come out of their hiding places and into the pasture. 
 
      
 
    George is only focused on trying to hit Tommy.  
 
      
 
    “Georgie, Georgie,” they are chanting. 
 
      
 
    “What the heck?” George stops and looks around. “What is this?” 
 
      
 
    Tommy takes a run and knocks him to the ground and then quickly climbs up on top of him, pinning him in place. The circle of chanting children closes in tight. 
 
      
 
    “See these kids, George? You stole their lunches and picked on them.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, you bully” “Jerk.” “Georgie Porgie” 
 
      
 
    “Get off me, Barnes. I’m going to beat you to a pulp. They’ll be scraping you off the pavement when I’m finished.” 
 
      
 
    “No, I don’t think so, George. You see, these are all my friends. We’re like a brotherhood. Yeah, a brotherhood.”  
 
      
 
    The crowd shouts in collective voice. “Yeah.”  
 
      
 
    “You pick on one of us, you get us all. Take a good look around. You want to take us all on?” 
 
      
 
    George glares at the faces around the circle. 
 
      
 
    Tommy gives him a jab with his knee. “You hear what I’m sayin’? Like the three musketeers, ‘All for one and one for all’ “ Tommy raises his arms, victorious. 
 
      
 
    “All for one and one for all.” The circle of chants is powerful.  
 
      
 
    He looks at George lying on the grass. “I think you get it now. I’m going to let you up, and you’re going to go home. You’re not going to be stealing any more lunches, so make sure your mother packs you a good one tomorrow. And you’re not going to be picking on any more kids at school because we’ll come find you. All of us.” 
 
      
 
    Tommy eases back on George, who scrambles out from under him. “Barnes, you are a dead man,” Georgie snarls. 
 
      
 
    The crowd starts chanting “All for one, and one for all.” They shake their fists in the air. Tommy crosses his arms and looks hard at George. “Time for you to go, George. Now scram!” He lunges at George. The circle opens up for George to run out. George runs. The crowd of kids keeps shouting “All for one, and one for all.”  
 
      
 
    Jimmy slaps Tommy on the back. “One for all. You were amazing.”  
 
      
 
    The others crowd around and slap Tommy on the back. They are smiling and laughing. It’s not every day you get to defeat a bully like George McGovern. 
 
      
 
    Gradually, everyone drifts away, suppertime being a vital part of any young boy’s day. 
 
      
 
    “Come on, hero. Let’s go home,” Jimmy says, slinging his arm around Tommy’s shoulder. 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    Tommy bursts through the front door and heads down the hall toward the kitchen. “Mother, guess what I did?” 
 
      
 
    He skids to a stop, staring open-mouthed at his mother cradling a kitten. “Whoa, what’s that?” He comes up close. “Can I hold him?” 
 
      
 
    Maggie gently puts the kitten in Tommy’s hands.  
 
      
 
    “Delores dropped him off for you today.” Tommy looks at his mother with wonder in his eyes.  
 
      
 
    “Can I keep him?” he whispers. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, although you’ll need to be the one feeding him. And he’ll need a name. What do you think?” 
 
      
 
    Tommy holds the kitten up, looking at him closely. He loves the white patch on the tail, and the one white paw. He sees the little pink nose. The kitten looks back. “I’m going to call him d’Artagnan.” 
 
      
 
    “D’Artagnan? Why not Boots, or Patches, or Blackie? Why d’Artagnan?”  
 
      
 
    Tommy launches into a graphic, blow by blow description of the epic battle he just waged. During the telling, the coat comes off, and Maggie hangs it up. She gets a glass of milk out of the fridge and puts it and a plate of cookies in front of Tommy. She’s only able to get in the occasional “Oh my,” or “What happened next?” 
 
      
 
    “Tommy, I’m so proud of you for thinking up the plan, and getting all those other children involved. Good for you.” She kisses the top of his head. Tommy looks up, blushes, and gives his mother a shy smile.  
 
      
 
    “Why don’t we bake a batch of chocolate chip cookies tonight after supper? You can take the whole bunch to school tomorrow and share them with your friends. I think that every vanquishing army needs to be rewarded, don’t you?” Maggie asks. 
 
      
 
    “That would be swell, Mother. And I won’t be needing an extra lunch anymore.” Tommy looks at his Mother, a big grin on his face. “Come on, d’Artagnan, I’ll show you my room.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 34 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   “ Look, Delores, if we’re going to hit Mickey, we need to know where he’s at. Ya gotta get tighter with that Barnes dame,” James says. Vi has just put bowls of soup down in front of the two younger brothers. Sitting at the table, Delores is shrinking, trying to become invisible. It’s not working; her brothers continue to badger her. 
 
      
 
    “I went over there like ya told me to. And she’s comin’ on the ‘shine run,” Delores says. 
 
      
 
    “Well, don’t screw it up, kid. This hit is important. Boo-Boo himself asked us to do it. And we picked up some sweet firepower to get the job done.” James glowers at her. “So make sure we know how to find Mickey.” 
 
      
 
    Delores nods, head down, staring at the table and listening to her brothers slurp their soup. Her stomach growls. 
 
      
 
    Delores raises her head; car in the farmyard. “Frankie’s home, Ma,” James says to Vi, who has returned to her mending pile corner. She puts away a shirt, stands up, and goes to the kitchen window. 
 
      
 
    Frankie throws the door open. “What’s the matter with you? All staring at me like I got three heads.” He goes over and kicks a chair away from the table, sitting down. Vi puts a cup of coffee down in front of him. 
 
      
 
    “Are we having a family meeting and no one told me?” Frankie says, glancing around the table at the guilty looking faces.  
 
      
 
    Delores cowers in her chair. “Maybe I should go check the cooker in the still,” she says, half rising. 
 
      
 
    “Sit,” Frankie shouts. Delores sits. “James, what’s up?” 
 
      
 
    “We were talking to Delores about using the Barnes dame to get information about where Duffy will be at. So we can make plans.” 
 
      
 
    “Who’s that?” 
 
      
 
    “Some dame Delores met when she went to shoot Duffy at the warehouse, but didn’t,” James says, glaring at her “The dame’s after Duffy, too. Only she has some cock-a-mamy idea about putting Duffy in jail.” 
 
      
 
    “Women. Hearts and heads are always too soft. Only one way to deal with Duffy,” Frankie says, making a gun shape with his hand and pointing it at Delores. “Bang,” says Frankie. 
 
      
 
    “The dame’s tight with Mickey and can give Delores information about where he’s at. As soon as she hears sumthin, she’ll let us know right away. Right, Delores?” 
 
      
 
    “Maggie tells me stuff all the time. She knows lots about Mickey.” Delores looks eagerly at her brothers, anxious to please. “That’s good, right?” 
 
      
 
    “This Barnes dame, we can trust her? She goin’ to steer us right?” 
 
      
 
    “Looks like it,” says James. “She’s the only lead we have, short of tailing Duffy ourselves. And he knows what we look like, so it makes it hard to get close. Delores is real friendly-like with her. Barnes and Delores are going to deliver the ‘shine on Thursday night.” 
 
      
 
    “Go on a run? Who made that decision?” Frankie glares at the other three faces at the table. It’s easy to tell how seriously put out he is to find out important decisions have been made without him. 
 
      
 
    “It seemed like a good idea,” says James. 
 
      
 
    “Anything else I should know, Boss?” Frankie sneers. 
 
      
 
    “Ah, no, that’s it. Delores is going to get us the info. Delores, maybe you can pump her for details on the drive? Seems like it would be a good time.” 
 
      
 
    “I’ll make sure she tells me what you need to know.” 
 
      
 
    “Ha! What’ll ya do? Cry and snivel until she talks? What a sap you are, Delores,” says Frankie. 
 
      
 
    Delores flinches. “Can I go now? I gotta see to the fire under the cooker.” 
 
      
 
    “Git. And bring back a bottle or two when ya come back. The boys and I have a bit of thirsty work to do, what with the planning and all.” 
 
      
 
    Delores jams her arms into her coat and stomps off to the shed. She stoops to pick up a rock. Then she lets it fly, hitting one of the pigs rooting near the barn door, making it squeal and run. “Stupid pig. What a sap you are.” 
 
      
 
    The stove under the cooker is the perfect temperature. She’s careful about that and takes pride in her work. She fusses a bit with the dials, straightens the jars along the shelves. She rolls her shoulders, and breathes deeply, trying to ease the knot that’s wedged between her shoulder blades.  
 
      
 
    She kicks at the straw in the barn, then spies the kittens in a pile near their mother.  
 
      
 
    She grabs a gunny sack and marches over to the furry family. Momma cat hisses and bares her teeth. Delores laughs. “You’ll have to do better than that.” She grabs one of the kittens by the scruff of the neck and drops it into the bag. Then another; two kittens in the bag. Three kittens in the bag. It’s now a twisting, heaving living thing full of mewing kittens. The mother cat scratches at Delores’ hand, leaving three bright red lines from her finger to wrist. Delores yelps, but doesn’t drop the sack. She wraps a cord around the top and ties it tight. The moving bag at her feet can’t hold the cries of kittens. The mother cat desperately tries to paw her way through to her babies. 
 
      
 
    “There, now you know how I feel. Stupid cats. What a bunch of saps you are. Let’s see if you’re smart enough to get out of this mess.” She shoves the sack along the floor with her foot. “Okay, Maggie Barnes, let’s see what you know.” Delores leaves the barn; kittens still trapped, their mother trying to rescue them.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 35  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   M aggie watches for Delores. She’s been antsy all day, folding and tidying, twitching and jumping at sudden noises. Everyone’s in their rooms. She’d told Archie and Dick a friend had suddenly become ill; not to expect her until late. She’s left a note for Mickey, detailing what she knows about the ‘shine run should something happen to her. She’s propped it on her dressing table with instructions on the front of the envelope for Dick and Joe. She’s talked to her mother, the least favorite part of the plan. She’s done everything she can to be audacious rather than reckless. 
 
      
 
    The lights are all off except for the front hall light. Frank is sitting in his usual chair in the living room. “Don’t do this, Maggie.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s not helpful, Inspector. I’m going. End of story. I can do this.” 
 
      
 
    “I’d feel easier if I were going with you, but I’m not sure I could. This spirit-other-realm part—would it allow me to travel outside of Philly? You can’t take the risk that I might not be reliable backup. That’s why you should stay.” 
 
      
 
    “I can rely on my own resources, Inspector.” Maggie parts the curtain and looks out at the empty street. 
 
      
 
    “If I can’t convince you not to undertake this foolishness, make sure to keep your eyes and ears open. And don’t trust Delores. She’ll steer you wrong if she thinks it’s in her best interests.” 
 
      
 
    “I know, Inspector. I hear what you’re saying, and I’ll be cautious. But I need to find out more about what the Bailey boys are planning. I have to know if Edith is at risk. To do that, I’ve got to get close. Going on this run will make them trust me more. And I think I can get her to open up to me on the trip.” 
 
      
 
    A car pulls up in front of the house. “That’s her. Keep an eye on Tommy for me? And don’t worry, I’ll be home safe and sound in a few hours.” She grabs a folded blanket and a wicker basket with food for the trip. Maggie pulls on her gloves and wraps her scarf around her neck. “Bye, Inspector, wish me luck.” 
 
      
 
    “You’re a smart woman, Maggie. You rely on that and not on luck.” Frank smiles at her and keeps smiling until the door closes. Now frowning, he goes to the window, making a note of the model of car and license number. Old cop habits die hard. 
 
      
 
    * *  *  * 
 
      
 
    Delores is behind the wheel of Frankie’s whiskey six. A fine-looking, powerful car, except for a harsh scrape along one side. It rumbles at the curb in front of her house. 
 
      
 
    Now that she’s actually in the car, Maggie’s quite excited. This is an adventure she never thought she’d have. She wiggles to find a better position. “These seats aren’t exactly comfy. How long a trip is it?” 
 
      
 
    Delores pulls away from the curb, hands on the wheel, keeping her eyes on the road. “The front seats are stuffed with moonshine. And under the back seat, too. It’ll be more comfortable on the way back.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie turns and looks at the back seat where she’d stowed the blanket and basket. “It looks like a regular back seat.”  
 
      
 
    “Well, it ain’t. It’s a hollow box. When we get to the stop, we’ll get the customer to help us lift the bench off. It’s heavy as all get out.” 
 
      
 
    “How many stops?” 
 
      
 
    “Seven. One’s in the city. The rest are out of town.” 
 
      
 
    * * * * 
 
      
 
    They pull up to a small frame house in need of paint. “This is where we’re dropping off the liquor?” Maggie asks. 
 
      
 
    “It’s a beer flat. Some lady runs it out of her living room. I’m going to go round to the back lane. It’s quieter there.” Delores shuts off the headlights. She eases in a slow creep down the gravel back lane. A dog barks a few houses away but, otherwise, the neighborhood is silent, and essentially dark barring the occasional back porch light.  
 
      
 
    Delores stops the car.  
 
      
 
    “Do you want me to come in?” Maggie asks. 
 
      
 
    “I won’t be two minutes.” Delores gets out, then opens the rear door. She pulls on the seat cover and reveals a stack of bottles secured by metal straps.  
 
      
 
    “Oh, wow. Isn’t that clever? Is that what I’m sitting on, too?” Maggie asks 
 
      
 
    “You’ve got about a dozen bottles there.” Delores puts a half dozen bottles into a box that’s on the back seat and carries it to the house. 
 
      
 
    The dimly lit door opens, and a wedge of light cuts across the backyard. Maggie sees a woman in the doorway. She takes the box from Delores and hands her an envelope. Delores stands on the porch and takes out the contents of the envelope. She counts the money. She’s barely cleared the bottom step when the back porch light goes off. 
 
      
 
    “That was easy,” she says. She tucks the money into her handbag. “Next stop is in Bucks County.” 
 
      
 
    Despite the mission they’re on, Maggie enjoys the drive. It’s every bit as thrilling as she’d hoped. Dark country roads, the moonshine in the back. I can see the appeal. 
 
      
 
    “So, you’ve done this before?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, a few of times. The first time with Frankie, but the other times by myself.” 
 
      
 
    “Were you scared?” 
 
      
 
    “Sometimes. Once I had a flat tire, and that was about the worst. I had to wait until somebody came by to help me fix it. I’ve never had any trouble with the deliveries, though. I don’t have a lot of moonshine loaded, and folks know that they’d have to answer to Frankie. Nobody is that dumb.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie appreciates that first-hand. They pull into a yard in front of a large house with a big veranda. The lights are blazing. Honky-tonk music blasts from a record player. A couple of trucks and a few old cars are scattered haphazardly around the yard. Off in the dark is a barn and some sheds. A couple of men stagger out the door and make it down the stairs, then head to one of the trucks. 
 
      
 
    Delores waits until they’ve driven out. “Okay, you can pack up the booze while I go in and get Bill. He’s the owner of this joint. Grab a dozen whiskey, a dozen gin.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie repeats what she’s just seen Delores do, pulling down the fabric on the back of the passenger seat. She’s not sure of where to put the bottles, so waits, looking up at the veranda where Delores is talking to an older man in shirtsleeves and a hat. He grabs a couple of crates near the front door and follows Delores down to the car. 
 
      
 
    “Suzie, this is Bill. Bill, this is my friend, Suzie.”  
 
      
 
    “Pleased to meet ya, Suzie,” Bill says. He begins to pack his purchases. Maggie looks at Delores with a raised eyebrow. Delores shrugs. 
 
      
 
    Bill loads the remaining bottles from Delores’ seat, then goes around and takes a few more from Maggie’s side. He’s familiar with the procedure. He and Delores chat about small things. When he’s done, he gives Delores an envelope. Delores walks over to the pool of light from the veranda, opens the envelope, and counts the money.  
 
      
 
    “That’s great, Bill. Thanks.” Delores waves and slides in beside Maggie “Bill’s built a great little business here. That roadhouse is always hoppin’. He’s one of our best customers. Never a lick of problem, always pays. He and my Pa go way back,” Delores says, heading back out to the road. 
 
      
 
    The dirt road they travel is well used, and relatively smooth. “This isn’t too bad a road,” Maggie says. 
 
      
 
    “Not bad. Better in the winter time when it’s frozen. This past summer, with it being so wet and all, it was a slippery mud bowl. I thought I was going to slide off the road a couple of times. And the wipers on the windows are next to useless when it’s a hard rain.” 
 
      
 
    “You seem to like this life, Delores. Working in the still, delivering the moonshine.” 
 
      
 
    “There ain’t too many things I’m good at. But I am good at this,” Delores says, smiling at Maggie. It’s the first time she’s seen Delores happy. 
 
      
 
    The next few deliveries are a repeat of the roadhouse, though one is in a farmyard. Delores explains that they’ll be resellers.  
 
      
 
    Maggie appreciates how comfortable her seat is, now that it’s shed its cargo. She breaks out the sandwiches she’s made earlier.  
 
      
 
    “Coffee’s back there too,” says Delores. “I remembered.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie raises the thermos in a salute to Delores.  
 
      
 
    “So, how are things at home? You and your brothers do any more thinking about working with the police to bring Mickey in?” Maggie finds comfort in the darkness; the conditions of their travel invite confidences. She passes Delores a sandwich. 
 
      
 
    “I can’t see it happening, Maggie. They’re pretty set on bumping him off instead. More reliable than counting on the police to do anything.” 
 
      
 
    “So, they’ve decided then? To go after Mickey directly? It sounded like they were thinking of maybe trying to get one of his crew, or maybe Edith, to talk.” 
 
      
 
    “Naw, they gave up on that idea. Too much work. With Hoff backing them, it’s just simpler to do the hit.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie is relieved that it sounds like Edith is safe, for now. “Ready for a coffee?” 
 
      
 
    “Sure. Thanks. The sandwich was good. How ‘bout you? Got any sense of what Mickey’s up to these days? I haven’t heard much about where he’s at.” 
 
      
 
    “Our paths haven’t crossed much lately.” 
 
      
 
    “Any new information about Pa’s shooting?” 
 
      
 
    “No, nothing more than what I told you before.” 
 
      
 
    The two gals are in a bit of a stalemate. They cruise along the road, each wrapped in their own thoughts. 
 
      
 
    “You’re a good driver, Delores. There’s not many women behind the wheel,” says Maggie. 
 
      
 
    “Thanks, Maggie. Maybe you don’t see as many in the city, but it’s pretty common out in the country. Work’s gotta get done, and every pair of hands is put to use.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie leans over and fills Delores’ mug. “Like running the still and making the moonshine?” 
 
      
 
    “Exactly. With Pa gone, James needed an extra pair of hands, and I got to step up and help. Got any more of them sandwiches? I skipped dinner.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie replaces Delores’ coffee mug with a sandwich. 
 
      
 
    “I gotta say that traveling with you is a lot better than being on my own,” Delores says, munching away happily. “Great chow.” 
 
      
 
    “Glad to be here, Delores. Thanks for asking me.” 
 
      
 
    “Does that mean you want to be a regular on the run?” Delores asks, a teasing smile on her lips. “I could talk to Frankie about cutting you in on some of the profits.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie laughs. “No, I think I’ll pass on a repeat. This has been real interesting, but more your kind of thing than mine.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, oh,” Delores says, gripping the wheel tightly. 
 
      
 
    “What?” Maggie says, looking around. “Oh, no. Is that the police?” She’s spied the same car that Delores has, parked with its headlights on. Silhouetted in the glare of the headlights is a man in uniform waving a flashlight. 
 
      
 
    “We’d best stop. It would be unnatural not to,” Delores says. 
 
      
 
    “I thought you said that police never stop women?” Maggie’s heart is pounding. What if it’s a hijacker and not the police? 
 
      
 
    “Well, they’ve never stopped me before,” Delores shrugs and pulls to a stop in front of the officer.  
 
      
 
    As if the police would know, in the dark, that a woman was driving. Frank is right. Delores is slick, pulling a fast one like that on me. I should never have agreed to this. What if I go to jail? What if it’s worse? What about Tommy? Maggie can’t see the head, just the body, as he walks over to the driver’s window. The officer shines the flashlight into the car. Maggie tenses. I could be arrested and go to jail. I could be shot right here in the middle of nowhere on this country road. 
 
      
 
    “Out kinda late, aren’t you ladies?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, my. I know that voice. Joe Kelly. What the heck are you doing out here in the middle of the night?” Maggie says.  
 
      
 
    The officer shuts off the flashlight and leans into the car. “Maggie Barnes? Is that you? Hello, there. We’re doing a check stop. Looking for bootleggers. You know how it is. But I should be asking you the same question.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie gives a weak chuckle. “Joe, this is my friend Delores. Joe used to live with us. He was one of my first boarders. Delores’ mama is sick, and I went to sit with her for a while.” 
 
      
 
    Joe looks at Delores. “Yeah, she has consumption. She’s doing poorly. Maggie is a doll to come out to the farm.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry to hear that, ma’am. I hope she’s feeling better soon.” He shines the flashlight into the back seat of the car. 
 
      
 
    Maggie follows the bouncing beam. She quickly tallies how much liquor is still under the back seat. “Say, Joe, I’m having a birthday party in a few weeks. Why don’t you and Fanny come round for dinner? It’s been ages. How’s she feeling?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, she’s as big as a house now, Maggie. Wait until you see her. We’d be happy to come. Can you give her a telephone call and set it up?” 
 
      
 
    “Sure, Joe. I’ll do that first thing tomorrow. Speaking of which, Delores and I had better be on our way unless you want us out here all night?” 
 
      
 
    “You head home, and careful driving, ma’am. Maggie, say hi to Tommy for me, and we’ll see you soon.” Joe steps away from the car, tipping his hat. 
 
      
 
    Delores rolls the window up and drives off slowly. “Wow. That was strange. Lucky that you were in the car, or he might have caught himself a couple of real live lady bootleggers,” Delores says. “You have an interesting assortment of friends, Maggie Barnes. Darn useful.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie gives a huge sigh. “You know, this seems like a good time to call it a night. Do we have any more deliveries?” 
 
      
 
    “Just one. And then I can drop you at home.” 
 
      
 
    “Sounds good, Delores. This has been a bit more exciting than I’d planned.” Maggie pulls the blanket up over her lap.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 36 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   M ickey loves working out of the Ritz. Most days, he gets a kick out of walking across the marble lobby, absorbing all the affluent energy that has seeped into its walls. When he was a kid from Gray’s Ferry, he would have been chased out of the place. Now he’s one of their valued customers. 
 
      
 
    He’d relocated his business operations from the warehouse to the Ritz when he saw ‘colleagues’ choosing exclusive hotels for their offices. He has one of the biggest houses in town, definitely the most stunning wife and, with the move to the Ritz, the fanciest headquarters.  
 
      
 
    It is also helpful to have a variety of spaces available—something the warehouse didn’t offer. Sometimes, like today, he’ll conduct business meetings either in the living room or at the dining room table. Other times, well, the bedroom comes in handy should he have overnight guests. The room service is convenient, too. The place always looks spiffy. Not like at the warehouse; that place is always dirty and smells of oil and grease. Yes, ol’ Mickey has come up in the world. 
 
      
 
    But now, Mickey paces in his luxury suite at the Ritz. He checks the bar cart to ensure all the premium brands are there, as well as ice in the bucket. He closes the doors to the other rooms in the suite, then decides to opens them so that it’s easy to see they are empty. He wants his guest relaxed.  
 
      
 
    Pacing back and forth, he previews his meeting with Max Hassel. Max, a fellow bootlegger, and quite a successful one, has helped Mickey out of a jam a few times. Mickey’s returned the favor whenever Max asked. 
 
      
 
    This idea that Nucky Johnson is floating, about all the mobsters and racketeers on the East Coast and Mid-West joining up, disturbs him. He likes the idea of centralization. He can see the dough behind that, but trusting those greedy bastards not to stab him in the back, that he just can’t do. He wants to talk it over with Max, one of the few bootleggers he trusts to give him the straight goods.  
 
      
 
    A sharp knock at the door, and John Bricker leads Max into the room. “Thanks, John. You can wait outside,” Mickey says, walking over to greet Max. 
 
      
 
    “Welcome. Glad you could come.” Mickey greets Max with a firm handshake. Max Hassel is known as the millionaire newsboy; in the early days he’d sold the Inquirer on street corners. Customers liked his cheery smile and banter, and it wasn’t too long before he was on to bigger and brighter things. 
 
      
 
    A short man, he doesn’t quite reach Mickey’s shoulder. His biggest indulgence is a new hat every day, after which he gives away the ‘not so old’ one, usually to strangers on the street outside the hat shop. He is an honorable man doing exceptionally well selling an illegal product. He takes great pride in never carrying a gun, and has a firm belief that his reputation and business savvy will protect him in the dangerous waters of Prohibition Philadelphia. 
 
      
 
    “Mickey, we miss you down at the Crystal. You never come by anymore. Henry Mercer shows up occasionally for a bite to eat and some coffee. Things are well with you?” 
 
      
 
    “Dodging a few bullets and having to steal back my own booze but, other than that, everything’s peachy. Coffee? Or would you prefer a drink?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, what the heck. I know it’s early, but make it a whiskey. I always like to see what the competition is serving.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey pours them each a tumbler-full of Canadian Club. On the rocks. One of the best imported premium brands in the city. They settle on the couches in the living room. 
 
      
 
    “Sounds like you’re having better luck than me. You heard the IRS came after me last month?” Max sips his drink. 
 
      
 
    “A million clams, wasn’t it?” 
 
      
 
    “Just over.” Max soothes the memory with another mouthful of whiskey.  
 
      
 
    “Hell, Max. That’s a pile of dough. How’d it all work out?” 
 
      
 
    “Still in process. You know how these things are. I got a great tax lawyer. Should you ever find yourself in a similar situation, call me and I’ll give you his name. We’re negotiating right now—some versus none. I’m hoping for a small fine and a reduced amount, but we’ll see.” 
 
      
 
    Max savors the smoothness of the premium import. “So, what’s on your mind, Mick?” 
 
      
 
    “I’ve been spending a bunch of time down in Atlantic City. You know I own a couple of hotels down there. Great potential. Lots of tourists, and close to all the smuggling. And I’ve gotten to know Nucky Johnson real good. You know him?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh yeah, I bring a lot of my inventory through AC. Everybody knows Nucky.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, then maybe you’ve heard about the crazy idea he’s been talking about; that we all work together. Al Capone, Lucky Luciano, Meyer Lansky. What do you think? Would it work?” 
 
      
 
    “It depends, I guess. Better a good enemy than a bad friend my zayde always said. I’ve worked with most of the fellas you mentioned, and a few more besides. I like to think that I can do business with just about anybody, so I see a lot of upside to the idea, and I’ve told Nucky that. But what about you, Mickey? What do you think?” 
 
      
 
    “I just can’t see it. The guys we know aren’t so good at sharing. And they don’t play so nice with others. Present company excluded, of course.” 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    John Bricker and Max’s bodyguard, Izzy Cohen, go way back. They stand in the hall, alert to the voices of Mickey and Max. When the elevator doors opens, they react quickly, checking out the why and who. Gus steps out and toward them. 
 
      
 
    “All good?” Gus asks, nodding to the closed door.  
 
      
 
    “They’re just talking,” John says. “Can you stand here for a bit, Gus? I want to stretch my legs, and I gotta make a phone call from the lobby.” 
 
      
 
    “Sure. You want that I get Fingers as well?” 
 
      
 
    “You and Izzy can manage. There’s no worries about anything between the two of them in there. Just keep your eyes open out here. I’ll be back soon.” 
 
      
 
    John is anxious to call his wife. She’d been to the doctor that morning and may have news about another baby on the way. He’s crossing to a bank of telephone booths when something catches his eye. He sees Delores Bailey behind one of the many potted palms in the lobby. He changes direction immediately, scanning the room to see who else is there. 
 
      
 
    He grabs Delores by the elbow, dragging her out from behind the plant. “What the heck are you doing here?” He stops looking around the room and takes a good look at Delores. He whistles. “What happened to you? Brother trouble?” 
 
      
 
    Delores nods; a black eye is swollen shut. “Frankie. Shoulda zigged instead of zagged.” 
 
      
 
    “What a jerk. You okay, kid?”  
 
      
 
    “Sure. Only hurts when I smile.” She grins at him. 
 
      
 
    “So, what are you doing here? Trying to get the other eye to match?” John asks. “You know Duffy territory is no place for a Bailey these days.” 
 
      
 
    “Just waitin’. Thought maybe I might run into you.” 
 
      
 
    “Okay, you did that.” John considers the eye, and how bedraggled Delores looks. “How about I buy you a quick coffee, for old time’s sake. I gotta get back upstairs, but I can sit for a bit.” 
 
      
 
    John leads her out of the hotel and across the street to a café. From where they sit he can watch the front door, and still have a bit of privacy. “So, Delores, what’s up?” 
 
      
 
    “John, I am thinking of going into the moonshine business. You know a lot about that kind of thing, and I don’t have too many folks I can ask about it. What do you think of the idea?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m confused. Aren’t you already in the moonshine business?” 
 
      
 
    “I mean on my own. Away from Frankie and the others. James has been learnin’ me all about how to make it. And folks say my ‘shine is the best around.” 
 
      
 
    “I think it’s a crazy idea. There’s no way that Frankie would let you set up near here. On his turf. Delores, you’ll have more than a black eye and bruised feelings if you go ahead with that idea. It’s just nuts.” 
 
      
 
    “I know that, John. I’m not stupid. I was thinking of heading out west, away from here. Do you think that I could do it? Run a still and sell what I make? Prohibition is going to be around for a while yet, and I am good at brewin’ ‘shine.” 
 
      
 
    “You’re right on both counts. But a lady moonshiner? I’ve never heard of such a thing. I suppose if it’s far away, it might work. Although, just running the still would be tough, let alone selling it. Lots of heavy lifting. “ 
 
      
 
    “I could get a fella to help me with that.”  
 
      
 
    “Even if you could, it’s still dangerous. It’d have to be far away from Bailey territory, and then some.” 
 
      
 
    “It’d be a long way from them. Maybe over to Illinois, or maybe Kansas.” 
 
      
 
    “Look, Delores, it doesn’t matter where you go, you’ll be moving onto somebody’s turf. No way folks take kindly to that. If you went to Illinois, you’d have to deal with Capone. And Kansas? Well, you’ve heard the phrase ‘we’re taking this guy for a ride’. Slicey Sauly Weissman said it first and he runs Kansas. You don’t want to get on his bad side. If you’re serious about this, Delores, you should think about going where there are not many city people. Those customers are all taken. Go further west to the Dakotas or Montana. It’s empty out there; probably more opportunity and less trouble.” 
 
      
 
    Delores nods. “I hadn’t thought of that. I like the idea of Montana. The mountains and the cowboys. Lots of thirsty cowboys, I bet.” She chuckles. 
 
      
 
    “Look, doll. I gotta get back to Mickey. If you’re serious about striking out on your own, let me ask around to see if I can find any connections in Montana. I’m sure I know somebody who knows somebody.” 
 
      
 
    Delores beams at John. “Thanks, John. You’ve always been real decent to me. I appreciate it.” 
 
      
 
    “No problem, kid. Now, you scoot. I’ll wait here a few minutes to make sure the coast is clear. Mickey’s got a guest across the street who didn’t come alone, and I don’t want anybody to get a twitchy trigger finger if they see you.” 
 
      
 
    Delores leans down and gives him a quick peck on the cheek. “Thanks a million, John. I’ll see you soon.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, and Delores?” She turns back, a questioning look on her face. “Get a steak on that eye, okay?”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 37 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   “ Frankie, I think this is a really dumb move,” James says. The two men are loitering on the street outside a prosperous speakeasy belonging to one of Mickey’s clients. “We should just settle down and do the Duffy job. Quit jumping around at other ideas.” 
 
      
 
    Frankie takes a drag off his cigarette, flicking the butt away. “This place sells a lot of booze, James. And they might as well be buying it from Hoff as from Duffy.” 
 
      
 
    “Are you sure that this is okay with Boo-Boo? You cleared it with him?” 
 
      
 
    “He was saying to me the other day that he was wanting to expand. He said I was a man of initiative, so I’m seizing the initiative.” Frankie claps James on the back. James staggers. “You can’t be thinkin’ small, little brother. After we knock off Duffy, we’re goin’ be big players in this town. We gotta be thinkin’ like the bosses. And bosses are always lookin’ to expand.” 
 
      
 
    “I dunno, Frankie. I’m not so sure Boo-Boo would appreciate you poking Duffy in the eye again. Especially now that we’re gonna kill him. If you’re keen on grabbing more customers, maybe we should look at expanding on somebody else’s territory. How about Hassel? I hear he doesn’t even carry a gun. We could take him easy.” 
 
      
 
    “Duffy’s the perfect target. He’s already on his heels ‘cause of the inventory we took from the warehouse. I bet he’s having trouble meeting customer orders. We, Hoff and me, can sell this joint as much as they need, and at a cheaper price.” 
 
      
 
    “Whoa, Frankie. I know Boo-Boo don’t know nuthin about no price discount. You better not be promising more than you can deliver.” 
 
      
 
    “Let’s just go inside and see what happens,” Frankie says, opening the door. James sighs and follows him in. 
 
      
 
    Inside, the two Baileys pause to let their eyesight adjust to the darkness. It’s the middle of the day, and the place is only half full. Frankie estimates how many people it would seat on a busy night. He smiles, then wanders over to the bar. 
 
      
 
    When the bartender comes over, Frankie leans in and asks in a low voice, “Jake around? Tell him Frankie Bailey wants to talk to him.” 
 
      
 
    The bartender wipes the counter in front of Frankie, appearing to be deaf. James steps up and puts some money on the counter. “Two whiskeys for while we’re waiting to talk to Jake.” 
 
      
 
    The bartender nods at James and slides the money off the counter. He pours, then disappears through a doorway. A few minutes later, Jake shows. 
 
      
 
    “Well, you’re either very brave or very stupid, Bailey, showing your face in here.” 
 
      
 
    Frankie tosses back his drink. “Pretty lucky, for you, that I did. I have a proposition for ya.” 
 
      
 
    Jake leans against the bar, next to Frankie. “Look, I’m not sure what you’re selling, but I think you should clear out. I don’t want no trouble from Duffy, and he’d not take kindly to you two drinking here.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s what we want to talk to you about, Jake. About maybe a new business arrangement. Boo-Boo Hoff has excellent product, reliable delivery, and easy terms. Interested?” 
 
      
 
    Jake looks at the two Baileys, incredulous that they’re still standing in front of him. He barks out a laugh. “Yer mad or drunk. Either way, I want ya gone. Duffy would tear me and this place apart if we switched suppliers. I got no problem with Duffy, and I do have a problem with you.” Jake looks over at a waiter wiping a table. “Ernie, get over here. These two gentlemen need help finding the door.” 
 
      
 
    Ernie, all six feet tall and two hundred pounds of him, ambles over. “Sure thing, Boss. Come on you two, on your way.” 
 
      
 
    James shakes off the hand that grabs his elbow. “It’s okay Jake. We was just leaving. Come on, Frankie.” 
 
      
 
    Outside, blinking in the bright sunshine, James turns on his brother. “Frankie, that was one of the dumbest things you’ve ever done. Now he’s going to rat us out to Duffy, and no doubt Boo-Boo will hear about it, too. We’ll be getting it from both sides. There’ll be hell to pay, brother.” 
 
      
 
    Frankie shrugs. “Don’t tell me what to do, or say what I do is dumb. I’m the boss. Pa’s gone. You do what I say. Sometimes, when you’re a man of initiative, not all the good ideas pan out. We’ll get ‘em next time.” 
 
      
 
    “No next time, Frankie. Let’s just focus on what Hoff wants us to do. Which is shoot Duffy. Then he’ll be able to pick up all his businesses, and no discount either.” 
 
      
 
    Frankie scratches his head. “We’ll kill Duffy, Hoff will be happy, and then we’ll move in for a larger cut. Six months from now, who knows where we’ll be, but we’ll be rollin’ in it.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 38 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   “ So, how did your moonshine run go last night?”  
 
      
 
    “Eek!” Maggie drops the breakfast cutlery she had been drying. She scowls at the Inspector and stoops to pick up the forks and spoons. “Oh, Inspector. How many times have I told you not to sneak up on me like that? I am going to have to put a bell on you. You and d’Artagnon both. He almost caught a bird yesterday. The pair of you are just too sneaky.”  
 
      
 
    “Somebody’s a bit testy this morning. A late night was it?” Frank grins.  
 
      
 
    “You know perfectly well that I got in just past midnight. So it was quite late for me, especially on a weeknight, but not too bad. We were gone for only a few hours really.” 
 
      
 
    “So, tell me all about it.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie pulls out a kitchen chair for the Inspector. “We had seven deliveries. One to a beer flat here in Philadelphia. Some to roadhouses out in the country. One to the back of a church. I didn’t get out of the car. I didn’t want to know. Oh, and Joe stopped us in a roadside check.” Maggie glanced over at the Inspector, a twinkle in her eye. She knew he’d jump at that bit of information. 
 
      
 
    “Stopped by the police? So you fell for Delores’ line: coppers don’t stop women?” 
 
      
 
    Maggie shrugs “Well, I guess she just heard it somewhere. And, I should have thought about how that might be impossible. I’ll know better next time. Joe was fine. He didn’t even search the car—just shone his flashlight around. He and Fanny are going to come for dinner on my birthday in a couple of weeks. I told you she was expecting?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m happy for them.” Frank waves that part of the story away. “Now, tell me about the moonshine run.” 
 
      
 
    “Actually, Delores is good at it. Efficient. You wouldn’t believe where you can store a bottle of liquor in a car. They’ve taken out the springs and the back seat. We had dozens of bottles all wrapped and stashed. And when everything was packed up, you’d never know they were there.” 
 
      
 
    “I’ve seen something like that at Duffy’s warehouse. It’s ingenious. Any other trouble, besides the check stop?” 
 
      
 
    “No, it went very smoothly. Delores says it’s because people are afraid of her brothers, and there may be some truth to that. But I think it’s also because the customers, at least the ones we had last night, are just regular folks getting by, trying to make some money during these Prohibition times. Not dangerous criminals at all.”  
 
      
 
    Maggie stifles a yawn. “Oh my goodness, I apologize, Inspector. I was excited when I got home, and it took me a while to fall asleep. Tommy woke me when he left for his papers, then there was breakfast to be made. Maybe I’ll try and have a nap later.” 
 
      
 
    “How was Delores, besides being good at being a criminal? Did you talk about Duffy and how they intend on getting revenge for their father’s shooting?” 
 
      
 
    “They’re definitely going after Mickey rather than working with the police, and it looks like Edith may be out of the line of fire. It’s too bad we can’t get a Bailey to cooperate. I’m going to keep working on Delores. I’m hopeful that she’ll eventually go to the police with an eyewitness account.” 
 
      
 
    “I suggest you keep an open mind about her conversion, Maggie. I’ve been a cop for a very long time, and I can spot trouble a mile away. I’ll be happier when all this runs its course, whatever ‘this’ is. Maybe it’s time we return to building the financial case against Duffy. I saw something about income tax fraud being successfully used in a couple of cases in Illinois. So far, those convicted are getting relatively light sentences, but it’s a start.” 
 
      
 
    “Hmm, tax fraud. That’s interesting. We’ve studied that at school. It’s probably easier, or at least the odds are better, to get a conviction for fraud than for murder. If you can find the books, numbers don’t lie. Nor can you threaten pages with murder so that they change their story. Do we know enough about taxes to know what to look for?” Maggie asks. 
 
      
 
    “I imagine that the tax laws have changed a lot since I’ve been gone. But simply put, you pay Uncle Sam taxes on money you earn. I agree with you. It’ll come down to finding the real set of books.” 
 
      
 
    “I’ll do a bit of research at the library, see what they have. And I’ll have lunch with Edith and see what I can find out about Mickey’s bank accounts, accountants, and other things related to his earnings. She might be inclined to talk about it, as I’m getting the feeling that things aren’t good between them. His eye’s been wandering again, as have his hands and feet. I told you about what happened New Year’s Eve with the coat check girl?” 
 
      
 
    “You did. It sounds like Mr. Duffy has a long habit of straying.”  
 
      
 
    “Edith has the patience of a saint, to put up with all his shenanigans.” 
 
      
 
    “Saint Edith she’s not, my dear. And even a saint’s patience has its limits.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 39 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   S upper preparation is almost done. Dick is home early from the newspaper, and is underfoot while Maggie does some final finishing touches. 
 
      
 
    “Here,” she says, handing him a pot of boiled potatoes that she’s just finished draining. “Mash these for me, please. Add a bit of milk and a bit of butter to them as well.” 
 
      
 
    Dick attacks the potatoes with gusto.  
 
      
 
    What is it with men, but they just want to beat those potatoes into submission? “So, Dick, are you still seeing that girl from the paper? Bette Something? She was writing for the society pages I think I remember.” 
 
      
 
    “Nah, we never got to the ‘seeing’ stage. More like ‘hope to be seeing, maybe, if you’re not doing anything else’ stage.” Dick grins and shrugs. “Bette’s nice enough, but she wants to be a regular reporter. I was always worried she was going to steal my sources. So we decided to be friendly colleagues instead.” 
 
      
 
    “Sounds like a good decision. Anyone else on the horizon?” 
 
      
 
    Dick laughs. “Are you trying to match me with someone, Maggie? I’ll have you know I am a confirmed bachelor. I like your cooking, and the paper keeps me hopping. I’ve got no need to jam things up with a dame.” Dick hands Maggie the pot, the potatoes thoroughly subdued. 
 
      
 
    “Say, Dick, I’ve got a paper due for school that’s giving me grief. Maybe you could help me pull together some information? Have you heard anything about gangsters in Illinois being put away for tax fraud?” Maggie asks in what she hopes is a casual manner. 
 
      
 
    “I think The Chicago Tribune has a reporter who’s been covering that. He’s saying it’s going to be the thing they get the gangsters and racketeers on. What was that scribbler’s name?” Dick scratches his head. “Sorry, Maggie, I’ll have to look for the guy’s byline. Anyway, from what I remember, Butch Crowley was a bootlegger and beer baron in Illinois. They’d been trying to get him on Volstead Act violations, selling illegal alcohol but, instead, they wound up arresting him on not paying income tax on his bootlegging money.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s interesting. I didn’t realize that you had to pay taxes on money from criminal activity.” 
 
      
 
    “You know the government, Maggie. You have to pay taxes on everything,” Dick samples the potatoes. Maggie slaps his hand.  
 
      
 
    “The trial was a few years ago, the early Twenties. They eventually decided to convict him of the Prohibition-related crimes, including bribing a Federal Prohibition Agent, but it was one of the first times that income tax evasion was part of the arrest warrant.” 
 
      
 
    “So, they didn’t go ahead with the financial aspects of the case?” 
 
      
 
    “No, but there’s lots of chatter coming out of Chicago that they’re building a case like that against Capone. From the sounds of it, they’re going after his underlings first, before they try and hook the big fish. If you’re interested, I can bring home clippings from the paper. We’ve run a few small backgrounders on it.” 
 
      
 
    “I’d appreciate that, Dick.” 
 
      
 
    “It’s a strange thing to be curious about, Maggie.” 
 
      
 
    “It’s this assignment. I have to write about tax fraud for class. This came up in some research I was doing at the library, and I figured you’d know the most about it. Although, Joe Kelly, who used to live here before he got married, is coming for dinner soon. He’s a police officer and may have some insights as well.” 
 
      
 
    “You think that the Philly police are interested in arresting bootleggers, Maggie? Now, that would be news.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 40  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   “ So, whaddaya think, Doc? Am I going to make it?” Mickey’s perched on the edge of the examination table in Dr. Schnitke’s office. He’s in his undershirt, his pant suspenders draped around his hips. Dr. Schnitke, at his desk, is making notes in Mickey’s file. Sitting on the desk is a bottle of Canadian Club, a present from Mickey. 
 
      
 
    “You say you’re getting dizzy. Does it happen all the time? Any ringing in the ears?” 
 
      
 
    “Nope. Not often. Sometimes when I get up too fast. Sometimes when I’ve had a few too many.” Mickey grins at his doctor. The two have been friends almost as long as Mickey’s been a patient.  
 
      
 
    “Any other symptoms, Mickey?” 
 
      
 
    “Okay, this is between you and me, right? I don’t want nobody else hearing about it.” 
 
      
 
    The doctor puts down his pen. “Won’t even be near your file. What’s up?” 
 
      
 
    Mickey stares at his hands, clasped in his lap. “I get mad. And I laugh too much. Crazy, eh?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, you’ve always had a short fuse, Mickey.” 
 
      
 
    “It’s more than that, Doc. When I get mad I see red. The slightest thing sets me off. I’m afraid I won’t be able to control it. Now, don’t get me wrong. A little fear is good for business. In fact, a lot of fear is very good for business. But this is different. Before, I could hold it back. Now, I’m afraid to let it go. And in my line of work, you gotta have control.” 
 
      
 
    Doctor Schnitke leans back in his chair and regards his friend. “What about the laughing?” 
 
      
 
    “You ever met Capone, Doc? From Chicago?” 
 
      
 
    “No, I’ve never met him. I’ve read about him in the papers a lot. What about him?” 
 
      
 
    “Capone is a jolly killer. He laughs and then stabs you in the gut. I mean he really does stab you. I saw it happen. He’ll be playing cards and telling jokes, everybody’s best friend, and then he’ll jump up and pull his knife or a gun. Bang. Do you think that could be me? He’s really crazy, Doc. I mean really crazy. I don’t wanna get crazy.” 
 
      
 
    “Hmm. Any headaches?” 
 
      
 
    “Naw, only after too much whiskey. A raw egg and tomato juice works every time.” 
 
      
 
    “I’ve given you a pretty thorough examination, and we’ll draw blood and take urine for tests. I’ll let you know when the lab results get back but, as far as I can tell, everything looks good. Physically. You haven’t looked this healthy since you had the Spanish Disease, what, ten years ago? None of the symptoms have reappeared, have they? No sores, discharge?” 
 
      
 
    “No. Nothing. I’ve been clean as a whistle.” 
 
      
 
    “Good. No problems with ‘the little fella’?” Doctor Schnitke points his pencil at Mickey’s crotch. 
 
      
 
    Mickey grins and shakes his head. “No complaints yet, Doc.” 
 
      
 
    Dr. Schnitke leans back in his chair. He looks Mickey up and down. “I’m at a loss, Mickey. If you had other symptoms, I’d say your syphilis had come back. But everything down there looks good. Myself, I’ve never heard of it travelling to the brain, although there was some work done in France along those lines. The war has given us so many new cases to study. We have a blood test now that can check for syphilis. How about we do that? Just to take it off the list.” 
 
      
 
    “You think maybe the pox is in my brain, Doc?” 
 
      
 
    “Too soon to say. But the staggering and loss of balance worries me. And these sudden mood changes.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m thinking it might be a brain tumor,” Mickey says. 
 
      
 
    “No, it’s not a brain tumor. Look, I don’t want to alarm you, Mickey. Let’s not talk about ‘maybes’. Let’s wait until the tests are back. And Edith went and got that malaria fever treatment we talked about. She’s okay?” asks the doctor. 
 
      
 
    “Right as rain. Never better.” 
 
      
 
    The doctor gives Mickey his professional smile. “I don’t know, Mickey. It’s either physical or mental. You got a lot on your plate right now, so maybe it’s just stress. We can do some blood tests to check on whether it’s anything physical. But other than that there’s not much more we can do. Modern medicine has made some advances, but we don’t know a lot about the brain. Right now, it’s just strange. I’ll give you a call when the results come back. If it gets worse, or you start noticing other symptoms, then come back and see me. For now, let’s say it’s all in your head.” 
 
      
 
    “So, no pills or anything, Doc?” 
 
      
 
    He hands Mickey his shirt. “No pills. But I want you to quit smoking, and exercise more regularly. Oh, and watch the booze.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, you bet, Doc. I’ll get right on that.” Mickey says, throwing back his head and roaring with laughter. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 41 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   D elores has thrown Maggie’s day into a tailspin by showing up uninvited again. She and Frank were just beginning to plan what information they were going to need to gather about tax law, if that was to be a new focus of investigation. Maggie shows Delores to the armchair in the living room.  
 
      
 
    “Have a seat, Delores.” I’ll finish talking to the Inspector later. I’ll get to the library tomorrow and do tax research then. And if Edith calls me back this morning, I can put lunch off until tomorrow, too. Look at that black eye. I bet Frankie hit her again. We’ve got to get her away from those boys. That’s a horrible way to live. 
 
      
 
    D’Artagnan—Dart—is curled in Delores’ lap, purring. She strokes him as she pours out her idea of moving to Montana. 
 
      
 
    “Do you know anyone in Montana?” Maggie asks. 
 
      
 
    “John Bricker says he’ll put me in touch with someone who knows the local scene, law enforcement, competition, stuff like that.” 
 
      
 
    “Ah, so you’ve talked it over with John. He’s a level-headed man. I’m sure he’ll give you good advice. And he probably knows a lot about the business.” John Bricker might know about Mickey’s business, tax-wise. Although, doubtful he’d say anything. I wonder what it would take to get him to spill the beans? 
 
      
 
    “But Maggie, you mustn’t say anything to my brothers. They wouldn’t take kindly to me scamperin’ off, and I wouldn’t want them chasin’ me to Montana, if I go. James especially, as I’m basically running the still on my own now. When I leave, he’ll be in a bad spot. Sure as shootin’, Bert’s too dumb to take over my job.” 
 
      
 
    “I won’t say a thing. When do you plan on going?”  
 
      
 
    “It’ll depend on what I hear back from John. I’m going to need a stake, so maybe I’ll time it to go right after a moonshine run.” Delores stares out the window, slowly stroking the kitten. 
 
      
 
    “Stealing from your brothers? Delores, that’s suicide. They’ll hunt you down for sure.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, it’s not like I got a whole lot of options. Ma doesn’t have any more money than Frankie gives her for groceries, and I got nuthin that I can sell. Maybe I could rob a bank?” 
 
      
 
    “If you rob a bank, the law will be after you. So it depends, I guess, on who you’re more afraid of.” She’s serious. I have to convince her how crazy this is. Listen to me, talking about bank robbers and other dastardly deeds. A conversation like this in my living room. Thank goodness Tommy is at school. 
 
      
 
    “I told you so, Maggie.” Frank comments from his own armchair.  
 
      
 
    “Do you think that your brothers could find you? In Montana?”  
 
      
 
    The telephone rings. Maggie startles. “Goodness, I can’t get used to that thing in my house. I’ll be right back, Delores.”  
 
      
 
    Maggie’s voice floats from the front hall through to the living room. “Hello? Edith, how lovely you returned my call …” 
 
      
 
    Delores grabs the kitten off her lap and throws him roughly to the floor. Dart lies there, a bit dazed, then staggers out of the room. 
 
      
 
    Frank frowns as he watches Dart limp his way to the kitchen. Concerned, his eyes follow Delores as she creeps over to Maggie’s desk next to the front hall. She picks up a book and pretends to read, leaning toward the doorway to hear Maggie’s conversation, no doubt. Frank follows.  
 
      
 
    “I was calling about getting together for lunch… No, that date won’t work, I’m having people over for dinner. It’s my birthday… Ha, ha, ha…  Oh my, that would be swell, I love going to the Cadix, but you don’t… Of course, say 9:30? And that’s so nice of you and Mickey to pick me up. Now, what about lunch?…  That works for me, I’ll see you then. Bye, doll.” 
 
      
 
    She almost bumps into Delores. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, excuse me.” 
 
      
 
    “No worries, Maggie, I was just looking at this book.” 
 
      
 
    “The Three Musketeers. Since d’Artagnan’s arrival, it seemed appropriate, and has always been one of Tommy’s favorites. I try read a chapter to him every night.” 
 
      
 
    Delores looks at Maggie with a puzzled frown.  
 
      
 
    “D’Artagnan, one of the Musketeers? D’Artagnan is what Tommy called the kitten. Dart for short.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, well I never did get much time to read,” Delores says, returning the book to the desk and resuming her seat in the armchair. 
 
      
 
    Maggie looks at the Inspector, who is shaking his head. “I’ll be in the kitchen, Maggie.”  
 
      
 
    Now, what’s he on about? 
 
      
 
    “I couldn’t help overhearing that you’ve got a birthday coming. That’s the dinner you’re going to be having with the police officer from the other night?” Delores is curious. 
 
      
 
    “February twenty-fifth. Edith’s been kind enough to invite me to join her and Mickey at Club Cadix to celebrate, as well. Imagine, two parties in one night?” Nerts, I probably shouldn’t have said anything. The Inspector’s worry has rubbed off. It shouldn’t be a problem, should it? Delores wouldn’t say anything? “Of course, I may not go. Two parties is silly.” 
 
      
 
    “You should absolutely go, Maggie. It sounds like a swell time. I gotta go now, Maggie. I got to be home before Frankie gets there. I’ll be seeing ya.” Delores beelines to the door, and in one motion she’s opened, stepped through and closed it. 
 
      
 
    “Inspector? You’re still here?” asks Maggie.  
 
      
 
    “In the kitchen,” Frank calls.  
 
      
 
    “First, I can’t get rid of her, and then suddenly she can’t be bothered to stay,” Maggie says on her way to the kitchen. 
 
      
 
    “I think that you should have a look at poor Dart. He seems to be limping. Delores just threw him to the floor”. He’s under the table with the kitten. Dart looks between Frank and Maggie, trying to make itself even smaller. 
 
      
 
    “Oh no, poor baby.” Maggie bends to get a good look, scooping him up and cradling him under her chin. “I guess what they say about animals being able to see ghosts is true. You say that Delores did this?” 
 
      
 
    “And she took full advantage of listening to your phone conversation,” says Frank. “The girl is up to something.” 
 
      
 
    “She is. She’s focussed on moving to Montana. I think she’s ready to leave her brothers and start a new, albeit illegal, life far from here.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 42 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   T he two men circle each other, gloves raised. Eddie Cool in the dark trunks has Mike Palmer trapped against the ropes and near a corner. Two rights and two lefts land on Palmer’s chin. He staggers, and four more punches deposit him on the canvas. 
 
      
 
    The crowd erupts, screaming, whistling, and roaring their approval. Eddie Cool, The Pride of Tuscany, is a local boy, and the crowd adores him. He is a hard drinker from the north end of Philly, and virtually self-taught on the nuances of boxing. Every man in the area believes that, because of the meteoric rise of an amateur like Cool, they too could have been a contender, if only life hadn’t got in the way. Matinee idol-handsome, and always impeccably dressed outside of the ring, he has his fair share of female admirers as well. 
 
      
 
    Looking to add to his large stable of boxers, Hoff is next to the ropes, talking with Joe Bradley, Eddie Cool’s manager, about offsetting some of Eddie’s training expenses for a piece of the action. The two boxers are sitting, swilling water and getting blood washed off, waiting for the next round. 
 
      
 
    It’s an elegant crowd in the first few rows around the ring. Men are formally dressed. Women are attired for the clubs after the fight. There are lots of flasks being tipped. Further up, the seats get cheaper; the customers lose their polish. 
 
      
 
    A few rows back, not wearing tuxedos, the Bailey brothers are enjoying themselves. “Cool is an animal. What a right hook,” says Frankie. 
 
      
 
    James nudges his brother with his shoulder and points with his chin. “Look at Hoff. Standing their next to some of them boxers. He looks like a leprechaun.” 
 
      
 
    Frankie laughs, and takes a long swig out of a bottle hidden in a paper bag. “Gimme some of that,” James says, grabbing at the bag. 
 
      
 
    “Here, you take it. I gotta go see a man about a horse.” 
 
      
 
    “Don’t be too long. I don’t think Palmer’s got too many more rounds,” James says. He’s focused on the ring where they’ve just rung the bell, starting the next round. The boxers float back into the center. 
 
      
 
    Frankie makes his way up the stairs to the concourse, glancing behind to keep tabs at what’s happening in the ring. He wanders through the thick crowd, eventually finding the hallway and pushing his way into the men’s room. Coming out, he brushes by someone coming in. 
 
      
 
    “Hey pal, watch it,” he says, shoving the guy.  
 
      
 
    “Hey lookee, Fingers. It’s one of those Bailey rats,” says the guy. 
 
      
 
    Frankie steps back. “Well, well. A couple of Duffy mugs. You’re out past your bedtime, aren’t ya, girls?” Frankie goes to move around them, but an arm blocks his way. 
 
      
 
    Gus grabs Frankie, slamming him up against the cement wall. “You took a couple of shots at a pal of mine. I think I should return the favor,” Gus says, his face inches from Frankie’s. 
 
      
 
    A loud group blunders toward the men’s room; they send curious looks at the men.  
 
      
 
    Gus takes the opportunity to slam Frankie hard against the wall, again. Frankie can feel Fingers’ gun shoved into his stomach. Both Gus and Fingers crowd close to Frankie, blocking him from more curious stares. 
 
      
 
    The sweat’s pouring off Frankie as he struggles against the two men. Gus releases his hold as soon as the hallway is empty, and steps back, giving Fingers a clear shot. Frankie dodges, desperate to escape. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, what’s this?” Four coppers head their way. They’re in uniform, but with top buttons undone and a couple of brown paper bags clutched in their hands. They’re at the end of their shift, taking in the match.  
 
      
 
    Frankie seizes the opportunity and dashes down the hall, careening off the wall and brushing past one of the officers. Fingers and Gus hunch their shoulders and, hands in pockets, saunter away from the cops. “Nuthin officer. He’s a Palmer fan. We was just correcting his bad judgment.” 
 
      
 
    One of the cops laughs as they head into the men’s room. “Well, keep it down, boys. We got dames in the crowd.” 
 
      
 
    Frankie runs the length of the concourse and takes the stairs down to his seat two at a time. He yanks James up. “Come on, kid, we gotta go. A couple of Duffy’s crew just nabbed me. They’re right behind me,” Frankie says. 
 
      
 
    James looks around, brushing Frankie’s hand off his arm. “Easy, boy. We got a dozen of Hoff’s guys here. They won’t try anything in this crowd.” 
 
      
 
    “Hey, sit down. We’re trying to watch the fight,” shouts an angry voice. 
 
      
 
    Frankie grabs him again. “That’s what I’m sayin’, brother. They already did try something. Look, James, we gotta scat. Let’s go find Boo-Boo and let him know that there might be trouble.” 
 
      
 
    James lets himself get dragged down the steps to where Boo-Boo is sitting. 
 
      
 
    He barely glances at the Bailey boys, totally focused on the fight happening in the ring. 
 
      
 
    “Boss, Duffy’s thugs are here. They almost got me.” 
 
      
 
    Boo-Boo gives him a brief glance, but the roar of the crowd causes him to swivel his concentration back to the ring. Without looking back at the two Baileys, he says, “I’m trying to watch the fight here. Either deal with it or scram. Now, get lost.” 
 
      
 
    Frankie looks at James, who shrugs. There are no empty seats near Boo-Boo, and the fans are impatient with them blocking the view.  
 
      
 
    James grabs his sleeve. “Okay Frankie, let’s go. We can listen to the rest of it on the radio.” 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    Delores and her mother, Vi, hear the car roar into the yard. They wince as they hear it skid to a stop. Car doors slam and there is yelling. Heavy boot steps pound the porch, and the door flies open. 
 
      
 
    “I’m going to kill that bastard with my bare hands,” Frankie roars. He stands in the back doorway, head lowered like a bull getting ready to charge. James is standing behind him, a worried expression on his face. 
 
      
 
    “Come on Frankie, let’s go inside. It’s cold out here.” James is careful not to accidentally touch his brother, not wanting to set him off further. 
 
      
 
    Bert, leaning heavily on his cane, hobbles into the kitchen. “What’s all the ruckus about?” 
 
      
 
    Frankie storms over to the table and flings himself into a chair. Delores and her mother jump up, giving him room. He slams his hand down. “We was at the Cool-Palmer fight, and Duffy’s goons try and shoot me in the hallway outside the men’s room.” 
 
      
 
    Bert whistles. “No way, Frankie. At the fights?” He looks up at James, who nods. “What did Boo-Boo do?” 
 
      
 
    Frankie scowls at Bert so intensely that Bert looks away. “He didn’t do nuthin. Told me to fix it myself.” Frankie slams the table again. “And that’s just what we’re going to do, too.” He stands, towering above Delores. “What do you know about where Duffy will be at?” 
 
      
 
    She bunches the hem of her apron in her hands. “He’ll be at the Club Cadix on the twenty-fifth, that’s next Friday at ten o’clock.” 
 
      
 
    Frankie narrows his eyes. “And you were going to tell me this when?”  
 
      
 
    “I just heard today. You weren’t here when I got home.” Delores backs up, away from Frankie. Her hands are out in front to ward off blows. “I was going to tell ya right away. Honest.”  
 
      
 
    Suddenly, Frankie lunges, grabbing the collar of her dress and striking her on the face with the back of his hand. Delores staggers back, falling to the floor. Frankie looms over her. “You stupid cow. You think I believe you? You’re all sweet and cozy with that Barnes dame. She’s probably working for Mickey, feeding you information. Are you part of a trap he’s laying for me, Delores?” He nudges her with the toe of his boot. 
 
      
 
    Delores holds her cheek, tears streaming down her face. “No, Frankie. It’s the truth. It’s her birthday that night, and Duffy and that wife of his are taking her out on the town. It’s the truth.” 
 
      
 
    Frankie glares at her. “I don’t trust that dame, and I don’t trust you.” Frankie turns to James. “I don’t like no dame knowing so much about our business. Whaddaya think, kid? She giving us the straight goods?” 
 
      
 
    James looks only at Frankie. “I think that we gotta be there, ready for anything. It could be our best shot to take Duffy out.” 
 
      
 
    “Fair enough. And I think that we need to expand the plan a bit and silence the little tweety bird Delores is hanging out with. First, we knock off Duffy, then her.” 
 
      
 
    Frankie sits. Delores scrambles across the floor nearer her mother. Bert and James join Frankie.  
 
      
 
    “God, I’m thirsty. Ma!” 
 
      
 
    Vi puts three glasses and a bottle of their moonshine on the table in front of Frankie. He pours for all, grabs one and drains it, then fills it again. Then he passes two of the drinks to his brothers. “So, what’s the plan?”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 43 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   M aggie has been spending a lot of time at her desk. Today she taps her pencil. She’s bursting with information she’s learned about income tax evasion, gangsters, and racketeers; can’t wait to tell the Inspector. She puts her pencil down and starts flipping through her notes. 
 
      
 
    “I take it you’ve found something?” Frank is suddenly in the room, sitting in his chair, his bowler hat resting on his knee. 
 
      
 
    “Oh Inspector, wait ‘til you hear. This is exactly what we need. I wish we’d known about it back when we had Mickey’s customer list.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie consults her notes. “Dick was right when he said that you have to pay taxes on all revenue, legitimately or criminally obtained. Sullivan’s a bootlegger, and right now his lawyers have appealed, and the case is going to be heard in the Supreme Court.” 
 
      
 
    “Very interesting. So, it’s not been successfully used yet?” 
 
      
 
    “No, but here’s the interesting part. Prosecutors think it’s only a matter of time, despite the Supreme Court challenge. It’s becoming common to bring tax evasion charges alongside Volstead violation charges. I found several cases in New York and New Jersey, a few in Illinois. The bootlegging stuff is tough to prove, but the criminals are so afraid of being assessed unpaid taxes, they’re actually cutting deals and pleading guilty to the criminal stuff.” 
 
      
 
    “Figuring out they can bribe a jury, or a judge, and get a light sentence.”  
 
      
 
    “Exactly. The bootleggers and gangsters would rather plead guilty to selling illegal alcohol, bribery, or extortion than have Uncle Sam go through their books.” 
 
      
 
    Frank is a bloodhound just catching the scent. 
 
      
 
    “It looks promising. Right here in Philadelphia, Max Hassel is facing charges for tax evasion. There’s no Prohibition charges, and no prison sentence. Just a fine, and a hefty one at that if the newspapers are accurate. It’s more about the money than trying to put Hassel in jail. Illinois is the better way to go about it, if the government is prepared to give up the chance at the fine. Use it as a threat, and then leverage it for the bigger crimes and jail time. It could be just the ticket.” 
 
      
 
    Frank rubs his hands together. “Excellent work, Maggie. This has real potential. What we need are Mickey’s real books. Any ideas?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m going to meet Edith for lunch, and talk to her about accountants and bank accounts. I think you need to shadow Mickey’s accountant, that Malazdrewicz fellow, and see what you can learn. You’ve got no problem going into the Ritz, have you?” 
 
      
 
    “I’ll be fine. Although I’m not going to be able to lift the actual papers. Let me get a sense of things, and then maybe we’ll have a bit of midnight larceny.” 
 
      
 
    “Why, Inspector Frank Geyer. I never thought I’d see the day. You proposing a bit of B and E.” 
 
      
 
    “We’ll do what we need to do, Maggie. Although, anything we find must be admissible in court. Otherwise, all is for naught. When did you say young Joe Kelly is coming over?” 
 
      
 
    “For dinner on my birthday. Why?” 
 
      
 
    “We may have to get him involved soon. He can get search warrants so that the books are seized properly.”  
 
      
 
    “Dick is going to bring home anything he can find in the paper’s archives about those other cases, as well as the one they’re trying to build against Al Capone. Oh, Inspector, this is just what we needed.” 
 
      
 
    Frank smiles at Maggie’s enthusiasm. “My dear, this is going to work. The noose is settling around his neck. Duffy just doesn’t know it yet.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 44 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   T he orchestra at Green’s Hotel plays quietly, creating some privacy for Maggie’s and Edith’s conversation. 
 
      
 
    “I can’t believe Mickey did that at the Cadix. With you right there,” Maggie says quietly, patting Edith on the hand. “What a dog.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh doll, I’m used to it by now. Mickey’s been chasing skirts since the day we was married. I used to be able to shrug it off. Mickey’s a hot-blooded fella, it happens. But lately, it’s getting harder. I’m not the looker I used to be, ya know? There’s a lot of sweet young things out there, and I’m starting to pull the gray hairs out.” 
 
      
 
    “Edith, you’re stunning. And you told me when we met, the day of Oskar’s funeral, you are part of the business. You have that history with him that none of the ‘sweet young things’ you talk about have.”  
 
      
 
    “I’ve been with Mickey since… well since before the beginning. He’d only been out of Eastern for a couple of weeks when we hooked up. I watched him build his business. Did what needed to be done. Provided the alibis when the police came knocking. I looked after him. And when there was trouble, I looked after the other wives and the families. I always thought we were building this business together, for us both. But now I’m worried that I could be tossed to the curb, replaced by a newer model, something with less mileage.” 
 
      
 
    “Would you think about trying to leave him again? Even if it’s just on your own?” 
 
      
 
    “It’s not that easy, Maggie. I learned my lesson with Tony last year. And worse luck, I still love the mug, despite all the cheating. How’s that for stupid? Mickey used to make me feel alive. God, I miss that. He’d walk in a room, and there’d be fireworks. Now all I feel is sad.” A tear trickles down the side of Edith’s face. “When he looks at me, I don’t see the same things in his eyes that I used to.” 
 
      
 
    Edith shrugs. “And where would I go, anyway? I’m nuthin without Mickey. None of those swank boards and committees I sit on would keep me on. A divorced woman. Horrors, a divorced woman without money. And the church. I can’t imagine what they’d say. I’d be cut off, Mags.” 
 
      
 
    “Sweetheart, Tommy and I would be there. If you want to leave that jerk, just say the word, and I’ll put Tommy on the couch. You can stay in his room.” 
 
      
 
    Edith smiles sadly. “You are one in a million, kid. If I left him, I’d have to walk away with nuthin, and that’s if I could walk away. You see, I got lots of Mickey’s assets in my name, and lots of paperwork for his businesses with my name on ‘em, too. It would be pretty complicated for a lawyer to sort it out. And pretty public. I know Mickey would never go for that.” 
 
      
 
    “Maybe you should make a list of what he owns, what you own, where the money is. You know, just in case. Does he have secret bank accounts?” Maggie asks, casually. 
 
      
 
    “How the heck would I know? The bookkeeper of his is Polish, you know? After the mix-up with the last accountant, Mickey wanted someone he could trust. Mickey and Malazdrewicz are thick as thieves. And doll, the pun is fully intended.” Edith leans back and lights her cigarette, blowing the smoke to the ceiling. “I’m sure he has money stashed all over Jersey, too. He’s got that hotel now in Atlantic City, and a couple of businesses out in Camden. There’s absolutely no way he’d part with any of that.” 
 
      
 
    “So what will you do?” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know, Maggie. I can’t leave him. He won’t let me leave him. When you’re married to a gangster, those just aren’t options. I don’t like the thought of who’d win if it was a choice of hurting me or hurting the business.” 
 
      
 
    “Edith. No. Let’s not believe that.”  
 
      
 
    “I guess I’ll do what all the other wives do. Spend his money like crazy and look the other way.” 
 
      
 
    “That sounds pretty empty, Edith.” 
 
      
 
    “You know, it probably would have been different if we had kids. Then I’d get some respect. I’d be the mother of his children.” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know, Edith. I know a lot of women with kids whose husbands walked out on them.” 
 
      
 
    Edith sighs. “Who knows, Maggie? Who knows? All I know is somethings gotta give.” 
 
      
 
    “He wasn’t himself at New Year’s. Everything okay?” 
 
      
 
    “Funny you should ask. I haven’t a clue what’s going on with him lately, but something is. I’m worried. He flies off the handle at the slightest thing, and then the next minute he’s holding his belly, laughing hard enough to split a gut. If I didn’t know better, I’d say he was on drugs. But he’s not.” 
 
      
 
    “That sure doesn’t sound like Mickey. Are you sure about the drugs? I imagine it would be pretty easy for him to get some.” 
 
      
 
    “If there’s anybody that can tell if someone’s using drugs, it’s me, doll. Trust me, a bit of booze but that’s it. No, something’s wrong. Maybe it’s the business. There’s always a lot of stress. And this little tussle he has going with the Bailey’s isn’t helping.”  
 
      
 
    Maggie leans in and gives Edith’s hand a squeeze. “I hope he’s feeling better soon. You take care, Edith. Mickey can be a very dangerous man. You don’t want to add unpredictability to that. It would be a bad combination.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 45 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   T ommy has spent the last few days in his room with the door closed. He’s been making a surprise for his mother’s birthday party. He and the lodgers held a secret meeting where they divided a list of chores. Tommy is responsible for making paper chains that will hang on the wall, and from the light fixture above the dining room table. Archie is making a banner at school and will bring it home tonight. Dick is borrowing paper Japanese lanterns that the newspaper has left from New Year’s Eve. Reg is responsible for getting flowers, or something else for the center of the table. Fanny is bringing a cake.  
 
      
 
    Tommy is so excited for the party. He’s got a special present wrapped and hidden under his bed. Earning money from his paper route has meant early mornings, but it’s been worth it. He’d been saving for a bicycle, but Santa had looked after that. So he’d decided to take some of the money he’d saved and buy his mother something special.  
 
      
 
    Tommy had been eyeing the brooch in the window of Wanamaker’s Department Store since Christmas. Every time he went to the Inquirer to turn in his paper money he’d looked at it. He bought it yesterday. It’s the most grown-up thing he has ever purchased. 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    Maggie has been given strict instructions to stay in the kitchen until she is called. She can hear the shuffling and giggling coming from the dining room. And furniture moving. She’s getting rather excited herself. She can’t remember when there’s been such a fuss over her birthday. Maybe not since Jack died? Even Delores had rung her up on the telephone to wish her happy birthday ad chat about birthday plans. 
 
      
 
    She decided to wear something nice for dinner, then change into something glamorous for later, with Edith and Mickey. The dark mulberry dress she wore at Christmas is perfect. She loves the way the soft wool drapes. It is simple but elegant. She’s got on a special party apron that Mother had given her a few years ago. Its hem is embroidered with cherries, peaches, and plums. She feels that she should wear an apron over the apron, but instead takes it off and puts on her regular one. She’ll change back to the fancy one just before she brings supper in. 
 
      
 
    Given the fuss everyone is making, she’s glad she splurged and got the prime rib roast. She’s been smelling it cooking in the oven for hours, and her mouth is watering. She’s made a jellied salad, and has Brussels sprouts and roast potatoes for sides. She’d set the table earlier, before she was banished to the kitchen. 
 
      
 
    While she stirs the gravy, Tommy’s smothered laughter flows in from the dining room. She smiles. Having lodgers has been good for them both. 
 
      
 
    “Happy birthday, Maggie.” The Inspector is at the kitchen table.  
 
      
 
    “Thanks, Inspector,” Maggie whispers. “Everyone is making such a fuss this year. It’s wonderful.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m afraid I come empty handed, my dear.” Frank spread his empty hands wide and smiles ruefully.  
 
      
 
    “Oh, Inspector. From the sounds of it, I’m going to be having a memorable birthday party. And I’m glad you’re here to share it with me.” 
 
      
 
    “I wouldn’t miss it,” he says. 
 
      
 
    Maggie hears the front doorbell ring, and someone going to answer it. Lots of greetings, then footsteps coming down the hall. Maggie gives Frank an excited smile. 
 
      
 
    Moments later, Fanny is in the kitchen. “Happy birthday, doll!” She puts a large cake tin on the table, then swoops in and gives Maggie a noisy kiss beside each ear. Maggie puts her hands on Fanny’s shoulders.  
 
      
 
    “Look at you, little mama.” 
 
      
 
    Fanny blushes “Not so little. I’m like a whale plowing through the ocean these days.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie pats Fanny’s tummy. Maggie pulls out a chair. “How are you feeling? And when is the baby due?”  
 
      
 
    Frank has vanished. Maggie guesses that all the girl talk that is about to ensue is no doubt making him squeamish. He’ll be supervising the decorators, instead. 
 
      
 
    Fanny pats her tummy as well. “Somewhere around the middle of April. Six more weeks to go, and it can’t come soon enough.” Fanny slips into a chair while Maggie makes room in the refrigerator for the cake. “My legs are swollen, my back aches, I’m up and down all night to the bathroom. Poor Joe.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie laughs. “And how is the expectant father doing?” 
 
      
 
    “Terrified. We both are. At least Joe has lots of sisters with kids, and knows about babies. I’m worried I won’t know what to do, Maggie. Any advice?” 
 
      
 
    “Follow your heart. As long as you give the baby lots of love, you’ll do fine. Is your mother coming to stay for a while?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, and Joe’s mother as well. Once she heard that Ma was coming, she insisted that she had to be there, too.” Fanny says, chuckling. “Our little house is going to be rather full for a few weeks.” 
 
      
 
    Tommy peeks into the kitchen. “Two more minutes, Mother,” he says, grinning. 
 
      
 
    “What a scamp,” Fanny says. Maggie starts getting food ready to take into the dining room. Fanny struggles to stand up. “No, you sit, Fanny. I can manage.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie slips on her hostess apron, making the bow at the back nice and stiff. She does a quick twirl, Fanny nodding in approval. “What a dish, doll. When Dick and Joe were plotting the dinner tonight, I heard that you’re heading out with Edith and Mickey after dinner? You know that Joe’s not too excited at you hanging out with the Duffy’s, don’t you?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, I know, but a girl has to have some fun. You should understand that, Fanny. Where’d we be without a little razzamatazz in our life? We’re going dancing at Club Cadix for my birthday and I’ve got a special dress. It’s the one I wore New Year’s Eve with a few alterations. It’ll be the third outfit I’ve had on today.” 
 
      
 
    “A society swell.”  
 
      
 
    “Ain’t it the truth,” Maggie says, giving another little twirl. “Joe knows that Edith and I are friends, but tell him I’ll be careful. I always am.” 
 
      
 
    Tommy barges through the kitchen, gives Maggie a big hug, and announces they are ready. “Close your eyes,” he says. He leads his mother by the hand into the dining room.  
 
      
 
    “Okay, now open them.” The group bursts into a raucous, off-key version of Happy Birthday. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, look at this. How wonderful.” The room is draped in pink and purple paper chains. Hanging from the light fixture in the middle of the room is a large silver paper lantern. There’s a banner draped across the doorway into the living room that has ‘Happy birthday, Maggie (and Mother)’ painted on it, with flowers drawn on the corners. Everyone is wearing cone-shaped paper hats that have 1927 printed on them. Something else left over from New Year’s; so sweet. In the center of the table is a bouquet of carnations, with toy cars arranged around the base. On the sideboard is a pile of presents wrapped in gaily patterned paper. 
 
      
 
    Maggie’s smile is ear to ear. “Oh, you shouldn’t have gone to all this trouble. Thank you so much. This is marvelous. The room looks beautiful.” Her eyes fill with tears. “Oh, I’m so lucky.” She hugs Tommy first, and then delivers a hug to each person in the room. 
 
      
 
    “Here Mother, you sit down, and we’ll bring in supper,” Tommy says, pulling her chair out. He’s fastened paper chains to the back of her chair. She puts on the paper hat that is waiting by her plate. Queen for a day. 
 
      
 
    Dinner is a festive affair. Her bachelor boarders are quick to give advice to the expectant parents. The men talk about the Cool boxing match and speculate about the strength of the Philly’s bullpen in the upcoming baseball season. Fanny and Maggie chat about how to let out Fanny’s dresses so that she can fit them. Tommy butts into all the conversations with a comment or two, and Dart winds around people’s legs under the table. 
 
      
 
    “Was the information I gave you about taxes useful, Maggie? Maggie’s writing a paper on it for her class,” Dick explains to the rest of the table. 
 
      
 
    “Oh yes. And I found out a bunch more about it at the library.” 
 
      
 
    “Taxes?” Joe asks, a puzzled look on his face. 
 
      
 
    “I’m doing some research into legal cases that are using tax evasion as a way to arrest bootleggers and racketeers.” 
 
      
 
    “Really? For prosecution? Have there been many? “ 
 
      
 
    “The first one was in the early Twenties, and there’s been more every year. No convictions on it yet, but the courts are using it as a bargaining tool on Volstead charges.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s a good idea.” 
 
      
 
    “Are the Philadelphia police doing anything like that?” Dick asks. Joe can see an imaginary notebook in his hand. 
 
      
 
    “I haven’t heard about anything like that happening here. We have some tax fraud cases, but those are basically the government shaking bootleggers down for money. Nothing to do with leverage, or jail time, or directly tied to illegal revenue. I should get that information from you, Maggie. There might be opportunities right here at home.” 
 
      
 
    “You should also check out what the police are doing in Chicago with Al Capone. They’ve got a special team of Treasury Agents; they’re calling them T-Men instead of G-Men,” Dick says. 
 
      
 
    “G-men are government agents, the FBI,” Archie whispers to Tommy. He has a whole section on the famous ones in his scrapbook. 
 
      
 
    “They’re building the case against Capone. Elliot Ness, the head FBI agent, is working on closing down the illegal businesses, and he turns all the paperwork he seizes over to the T-Men,” says Dick. 
 
      
 
    “Wow,” Tommy says. 
 
      
 
    “You see what a solid understanding of math can do?” Archie says to Tommy, with a wink. 
 
      
 
    With supper finished, Fanny starts clearing the table. Joe jumps up to give her a hand. She returns with the cake, candles lit. 
 
      
 
    “Happy birthday!” Everyone bursts into song. Maggie blows out the candles. Then she slices the cake, and the pieces are passed around “Tommy said that your favorite is chocolate,” Fanny tells Maggie with a stage whisper. Tommy beams. He loves chocolate. 
 
      
 
    “Can we open presents now?” he asks his mother. 
 
      
 
    Maggie nods, pushing her cake to one side. 
 
      
 
    “Open this one last,” he says, clutching a small box. Maggie exclaims over each gift: a couple of books, a scarf, a pair of gloves, a china cake plate from Fanny. Finally, Tommy hands Maggie her present. 
 
      
 
    Maggie unwraps the paper to find a jeweler’s box. She gasps. Then she carefully lifts the lid. Nestled in a bed of dark green satin is a silver art deco brooch. “Oh Tommy, it’s stunning.” Maggie reaches across the table and squeezes his hand. 
 
      
 
    “Good job, sport,” Reg says, ruffling Tommy’s hair.  
 
      
 
    “Do you really like it, Mother? I bought it with my own money. The man at the jewelry store said that it was sterling. Which is good, right?” 
 
      
 
    “It’s perfect, sweetheart. I shall wear it later tonight to the Club.” 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    While Fanny supervises the men clearing the table, Maggie disappears upstairs to change for her evening out with the Duffy’s. She slips on her News Year’s dress of organza and sequins, then pins on the brooch. A bit of extra make-up, a headband for her hair, and she is good to go. 
 
      
 
    Frank stands, leaning against the dresser. “You look lovely, Maggie.” 
 
      
 
    At the mirror, Maggie pats her hair and blows herself a kiss. “Not bad, if I do say so myself.” 
 
      
 
    “You be careful tonight.” Frank’s expression is the sternest she’s ever seen. “The Bailey’s are up to something, and Delores knows where you and the Duffy’s are going.” 
 
      
 
    The gaiety and glamor are gone, sucked out of the room. “You think they’d try something tonight?”  
 
      
 
    “I think you need to be careful anytime you’re out with Mickey. All those bodyguards are there for a reason.” 
 
      
 
    “Okay, Inspector. I’ll keep an eye out.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 46 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   M aggie feels like the ‘belle of the ball’. When they’d walked in, the band had struck up a jazzy version of ‘Happy Birthday’. There’s nothing like being with the owner of the club and his wife; everyone makes a fuss. Edith is wearing a gorgeous apricot silk, mid-length dress with a sheer over-panel emblazoned with gold embroidered flowers. Simple gold chains make a headband. Strings of gold beads and pearls swing down to her waist. She’s wearing the stockings Maggie had given her at Christmas; her long, shapely legs sparkle. Mickey is in his usual tuxedo, looking every inch the successful nightclub owner.  
 
      
 
    Once they are seated, John Bricker fills the fourth chair. Next to the Duffy table is a bucket with champagne. Maggie smiles. A girl could get used to this. 
 
      
 
    A great little band plays some swing jazz; many couples are on the dance floor. Edith, her cigarette at the end of a long holder, scans the crowd to see who is out tonight. She waggles the fingers of her free hand at various friends and acquaintances around the room. 
 
      
 
    “So, doll, do you feel older yet?” Edith asks. 
 
      
 
    “Not tonight. Tonight, I feel like I’m seventeen again and I could dance until the rooster crows.” Maggie sips her champagne, then sighs. 
 
      
 
    “What? You can’t have sad thoughts on your birthday, Maggie. It’s not allowed,” Edith says. 
 
      
 
    “You’re right. I was thinking about Jack and wondering what he would have looked like in a tuxedo. He would have loved it here.” 
 
      
 
    “Okay, enough of that. You can be blue another night. Tonight, you need to be dancing. Mickey, be a sport and take Maggie up for a dance or two, will ya?” 
 
      
 
    Mickey pulls out Maggie’s chair. “You don’t have to ask me twice, Kitten. Come on, birthday girl, let’s go cut a rug.” 
 
      
 
    The foxtrot is followed by the Charleston, which is followed by the Lindy Hop. Maggie is out of breath when Mickey finally brings her back to the table. “Wow, I’m gasping,” Maggie says, hand to her chest. “Mr. Duffy, you are a swell dancer.” 
 
      
 
    Edith jumps up. “Don’t sit down yet, bub. Now my feet are itchy. Let’s go,” Edith laughs, grabbing Mickey’s hand, pulling him back out onto the dance floor. 
 
      
 
    Maggie gulps champagne, laughing at the pair. It’s good to see them so happy. 
 
      
 
    “Aren’t they just the greatest?” Maggie asks John. 
 
      
 
    “Oh yeah, the best,” John says. 
 
      
 
    “So how long have you and Mickey been together?” 
 
      
 
    “I’ve worked for him for maybe four years? I was just part of the crew, but then things got rough, and Mickey decided he needs someone watching his back full time.” 
 
      
 
    “And how do you know Delores? She says you’re helping scout out opportunities for her in Montana?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, she told you about that, did she? Delores is a great kid. She really needs a break. And she really needs to get rid of those brothers of hers. Although the boys come by it naturally—their old man was no peach either.” 
 
      
 
    “So I understand. Did you know her when she was with Mickey?” 
 
      
 
    John looks around to make sure the couple are still on the dance floor. “We don’t talk much about that, Mrs. Barnes. Mickey doesn’t want Edith upset. You know how it is,” John says. 
 
      
 
    “So they were intimate. An affair? That’s shocking, John. She’s just a girl now. She must have been awfully young.” 
 
      
 
    “I wouldn’t call it an affair, and it didn’t last long. The Bailey’s wanted to align themselves with a bigger crew; sell their hooch, be something other than small time ‘shiners. They decided that Mickey was who they wanted to work for, but he was having none of it. He never liked the brothers. So they sweetened the deal. And it worked, for a while.” 
 
      
 
    “Frankie is unstable. I can see why, in your business, you need to be able to count on the guy beside you, and with men like Frankie, you never know.” 
 
      
 
    “You know Frankie?” John asks. 
 
      
 
    “Not well, just through his sister, Delores. But the stories she tells. What was the ‘deal sweetener’ all about?” 
 
      
 
    John checks to make sure Edith isn’t around. “So one night there’s a knock at the door at the Ritz, and who’s there but Frankie and Delores. Delores is maybe fifteen? Okay, probably closer to fourteen. She’s all dolled up and looks like a million bucks; looked a lot older than she was. Frankie shoves her through the door, saying she’s a present for Mickey, for ‘future considerations’. Like where did he find a five dollar phrase like that? Musta read it in a book. Anyway, Mickey accepted the gift and Delores was with us for a couple of weeks. But then Mickey got right in the head—was disgusted with himself, to tell the truth—and sent her back to the family. Which didn’t go over very well with Frankie, and the next thing you know she’s back on Mickey’s doorstep with a fat lip and a black eye.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, my God. That poor girl.” 
 
      
 
    “Don’t worry, Maggie. Frankie got what was coming to him. Mickey and I went out to the Bailey farm, with Delores in the back seat. He laid a whippin’ on Frankie like nothin’ I’ve ever seen. People forget that Mickey is a Gray’s Ferry rat, and there’s not a tougher neighborhood in all of Philly. And that was the start of the feud between Mickey and the Bailey family. Lots of bad blood there.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh my goodness, no wonder she has the attitude that she does.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey and Edith collapse on their chairs at the table. “Whoo, that was fun, Bunny,” Edith says, waving her hand in front of her face. “Can you pour me another glass of bubbly? I’ve worked up a thirst.” 
 
      
 
    There is only a half glass left, and the champagne bottle is empty. Mickey sticks it back into the ice bucket upside down. “I’ll go grab another, folks. And I want to talk to some fellas I see over there. Be back in a jiffy. Coming, John?” 
 
      
 
    Maggie and Edith watch the two men work the room, stopping to chat and say hello at several of the tables. They stop at George Elliott’s table. The new Chief of Police is talking with Mayor Kendrick. Mickey and John sit with them. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, oh. That could be a while.” She waves at a waiter and points to the bucket. Within moments a fresh bottle is opened and poured. 
 
      
 
    “Mmmm, don’t you love champagne?” Edith purrs.  
 
      
 
    “I like the taste well enough, but I love the sound of the cork popping best. It’s always the start of something grand,” says Maggie. 
 
      
 
    “I’m glad you’re having a good time, sweetie.” The two gals settle back for a dress by dress discussion of the women in the room. As Edith fills each of their glasses again, she looks for Mickey.  
 
      
 
    “Now, where did that fella get to?” Edith says, frowning. “If you’ll excuse me, hon, I think I know where he might be.” 
 
      
 
    “Want me to come with you?” Maggie asks. 
 
      
 
    “You know, I think that it might be better if I do this alone. Sorry to leave you sitting here by yourself. Maybe Mickey and John will be back before me. I hope so, anyway.” 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    Edith sails off toward the coat check. She pauses outside the foyer. Mickey and Trixie, the girl from New Year’s Eve, are cozy and ka-noodling. Mickey is running his fingers along her bare arm. 
 
      
 
    “Why, Mickey. There you are, sweetheart. A girl could die of thirst waiting for you to fetch a bottle of champagne.” Edith sways over and links her arm through his. “Let’s go, Bunny. Maggie’s by herself.” 
 
      
 
    Edith and Mickey arrive at the table at the same time as John, who has been keeping Mickey in sight all night. Mickey likes him close but not seen when he’s courtin’ the ladies. Maggie is up on the dance floor with some swell. 
 
      
 
    Mickey pours champagne for everyone.  
 
      
 
    When Maggie gets back to the table, Edith stands up and grabs her hand. “Come on, doll. I gotta powder my nose. Be right back, boys.” 
 
      
 
    “I take it you found Mickey? In the usual place?” Maggie asks, still out of breath from dancing.  
 
      
 
    “You bet, and we’re going to get it sorted right now.” 
 
      
 
    Edith stops by the club’s office and grabs the Manager, Geoffrey Delmore. Together, the three of them head over to the coat check.  
 
      
 
    “Mr. Delmore, I saw this girl going through the pockets of the coats. I want her dismissed, immediately.” 
 
      
 
    “Certainly, Mrs. Duffy, right away. I am so sorry. Do you want me to call the police?” 
 
      
 
    “No, Mr. Delmore, that won’t be necessary. I don’t want to damage Club Cadix’ reputation. Although you may want to search her and her handbag to make sure there are no stolen items.” Edith smiles sweetly at Trixie, who stares daggers at her rival. 
 
      
 
    “Trixie, grab your coat and purse. You’re done here,” says Geoffrey Delmore. “And there will be no reference. You should thank Mrs. Duffy that we won’t be pressing charges.” 
 
      
 
    Trixie grits her teeth, flame-bright spots on either cheek. She clutches her handbag as the doorman, Earl Brown, shows her to the sidewalk.  
 
      
 
    “I’ll get even. Wait till I tell Mickey what you done,” Trixie shouts from the street through the closing door. Mr. Delmore calls over a bellboy to run the coat check. 
 
      
 
    “Thank you for dealing with this so promptly, Geoff. She was a real hotsy-totsy. We can’t have girls like that working in a joint like the Cadix. It sets the wrong tone.” Edith and Maggie head back to the table, Edith wearing a satisfied smile. Mission accomplished.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 47 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   T wo blocks away from Club Cadix, the Bailey’s wait in a dark car, engine running. Petey Ford drums a beat on the steering wheel.  
 
      
 
    Earlier, Petey had chatted up the doorman, confirming that Duffy was inside. Every time a patron comes out, he tenses. He knows he’ll not have much time to get Frankie and James aligned with their target as Mickey comes out of the club.   
 
      
 
    Frankie, in the passenger seat, keeps a tight grip on the barrel of the shotgun resting between his legs. He stares straight ahead, jaw clenching and unclenching; neck muscles rigid and then relaxed. 
 
      
 
    In the back seat, behind Frankie, James is fascinated by the waves in his brother’s neck. His tommy gun lies easily in his lap.  
 
      
 
    Delores, behind Petey, wants to be sick. She begged not to be included, but the more she protested the more Frankie insisted. She doesn’t want to be here; instead, her mind takes her to a better place—Montana with those cool mountain streams. The images are so strong, she can smell the pines. Anywhere but here. 
 
      
 
    “Maybe Delores should go inside to give us the heads-up when Duffy gets his coat?” Petey suggests to Frankie.  
 
      
 
    “She’d rat us out. She stays in the car.” 
 
      
 
    Delores flinches. Those mountain peaks are looking pretty good. She adds some soaring birds to the scene. 
 
      
 
    “Maybe…” Petey stops before Frankie tells him to.  
 
      
 
    Frankie never breaks eye contact with the club’s front door. 
 
      
 
    The only sounds in the car, other than its smooth idle, are Petey’s fingers drumming. Delores hears the beating of her own heart. A lot of thoughts scurry around in her head as she’s sitting on that mountainside. She works hard to stay holed up in her imagination. I should have warned Maggie. I shouldn’t have told Frankie she’d be here tonight with Mickey. I should have left sooner. What about my friend, John? He’s Mickey’s bodyguard He’s sure to be there. I need to get out of this car. I should have warned Maggie.  
 
      
 
    “Heads-up. That’s Duffy’s old lady coming out,” says Frankie.  
 
      
 
    Petey follows Frankie’s orders and shifts the car into gear; the car creeps forward to the Cadix’s block. “Slower,” says Frankie. To anyone on the street, they appear to be looking for a place to park.  
 
      
 
    Half a block away from the club. Despite herself, Delores slides in close to James to get a better look. So long mountains, I’m cruising Chestnut Street now. Those mountains were real. This can’t be real. It can’t be happening. It’s like a bad movie that I can’t stop watching. 
 
      
 
    The scene ahead plays in slow motion, frames advancing, flickering like a silent movie.  
 
      
 
    Act One: 
 
    Edith is caught in the bright lights of the marquee.  
 
    Edith laughing—maybe something the doorman has said; his body language suggests he’s laughing too. He keeps the door open for others.  
 
    Edith steps forward, then turns, pausing for whoever is behind her.  
 
    (Delores puts Mickey in the script.)  
 
      
 
    Wrong, it’s Maggie right behind her—Take Two: roll cameras and… Action.   
 
      
 
    Edith is waiting for Maggie.  
 
    Maggie adjusts her coat collar.  
 
      
 
    “She’s so pretty tonight. It’s her birthday party,” whispers Delores. Delores crowds James, trying to see. He pushes her back. 
 
      
 
    Act Two: 
 
    Frankie and James have rolled down their windows. 
 
    Petey has the car at a snail’s pace. 
 
    John Bricker steps out of the club, and scans the street.  
 
    He stares at Frankie’s approaching car.  
 
      
 
    Delores panics. The warning echoes in her mind, but nothing comes out of her mouth. John, run. Go back inside. I’m so sorry.  
 
      
 
    The strip of film relentless, running through the camera: 
 
    Act Three: 
 
    At the other end of the street, a car backfires, and John swivels his head toward the sound and away from the Bailey’s car. 
 
    Edith and Maggie step forward. 
 
    Mickey exits the club. The boss is now on the sidewalk. 
 
      
 
    CUE the music: 
 
    Frankie and James raise their guns, the barrels extending past the open car windows. 
 
    John turns. 
 
      
 
    Close-up: 
 
    John sees the gun barrels. His eyes widen. Half turning, he shouts.  
 
      
 
    Pull back for a wide shot: 
 
    John pushes Mickey behind him. 
 
    Edith screams. 
 
    Maggie spins, looking for what John sees. 
 
    The car is not far from the Birthday girl and her hosts. 
 
    Maggie sees Delores. 
 
      
 
    Delores goes rigid.  Maggie. The silent film strip snaps. Reality crashes in.  
 
      
 
    “My God. John. Maggie. No,” Delores screams, pounding on James’ back. She’s grabbing at the handle of James’ door, trying to get out and warn Maggie. James elbows her back, setting up his shot again. 
 
      
 
    Frantic, Delores lunges forward over the back of the front seat, shoving Petey against the driver’s door with her shoulder. She’s hanging half over the seat, grabbing at the steering wheel. Petey shoves her hard against Frankie. Frankie pushes her away, snarling. Twisting, using both hands on the wheel, Delores gives a mighty tug. The car lurches, its momentum carrying it toward the parked cars at the curb.  
 
      
 
    James’ tommy gun sprays bullets at the crowd, the club, and the building next door.  
 
      
 
    Using the steering wheel for leverage, Delores pulls herself further into the front seat, her knees hooked over the back seat. Her shoulder is crammed into the front dash. Braced, she’s got both hands clenched on the wheel, all of her being focused on turning it. Petey struggles to regain control. One hand around the wheel, the other pounding on Delores’ hands. They grapple. She won’t let go.   
 
      
 
    Frankie is screaming curses: at Petey, at Mickey, at Delores, at the car itself. He leans far out the window, his gun firing back at the crowd in front of the club.  
 
      
 
    The sawed-off shotgun does its job.  
 
      
 
    Windows exploding. People screaming. Blood spattering.  
 
      
 
    Chaos erupts. 
 
      
 
    Metal screeches as Frankie’s car careens off a car parked in the street a few doors away from the Cadix. It bounces back into the middle of the street. The collision jars Delores’ hands loose. She slides and twists, kicking at Petey’s head, his shoulders, his arm. Lying on the front seat, crushed against Frankie, she can’t see. Is it too late? 
 
      
 
    Cursing, Frankie pulls his gun in from the window and, taking his elbow, slams it into the back of her head. Stars. Letting the shot gun fall to the floor, he twists and drives a right hook into the side of her face. Lights explode behind Delores’ eyes. I’m doomed. Just a question of how slow or how fast Frankie decides to kill me.  
 
      
 
    Frankie pulls back and drives his fist into her face again. Maggie, I’m sorry. John... 
 
      
 
    Fade to black  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 48 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   M aggie crouches beside Edith, her body shielding her friend. Edith holds Mickey, who is bleeding from multiple bullet wounds. Earl Brown, the doorman, is on the ground, moaning and clutching his leg. Propped up against the Cadix, John Bricker is dead; shot through the neck. His eyes are open and seem to be staring at something just beyond Maggie’s shoulder. Around them, people are injured; bullet wounds, flying glass, shock. 
 
      
 
    The police arrive, pushing patrons back inside the club. Three ambulances pull up, attendants rushing over to begin triage. While Mickey is tended to, Maggie is asked if she is okay. Edith too. Mickey is loaded on the gurney. Edith looks like she’s wearing a pelt of a recently skinned animal, so drenched in blood is her fur stole. She clings to Mickey’s hand, and climbs into the ambulance alongside him. It speeds away, the driver frantically pulling on the cord that rings the bell attached to the front of the vehicle. 
 
      
 
    Earl Brown, the doorman, is loaded into the next ambulance. Maggie’s in a daze, sitting on the sidewalk, but she’s aware that Earl’s got three bullets in his thigh. She’s watched the medics tightly bind his leg to stop the bleeding. His head rolls to one side as he loses consciousness while being loaded onto the gurney. Two other people with bullet wounds climb in with him, and the ambulance pulls away. People keep asking Maggie if she’s hurt and she just shakes her head. Others are tended to, wounds bandaged, comfort given.  
 
      
 
    Last to be looked at is faithful John Bricker. There is no urgency. He’s roughly lifted onto a gurney, a sheet pulled up to cover his face. Maggie winces. The bell does not ring on the ambulance carrying John Bricker. It slowly pulls away. 
 
      
 
    “You sure you’re not hurt, ma’am? Do you need any help?” a policeman asks Maggie. 
 
      
 
    Maggie shakes her head, again. “Can you call me a cab, please? I think I might need a cab. It’s time to go home.” Dazed and confused, she does not know how much time has passed since the first shot.  
 
      
 
    “Maybe you should come with us, ma’am. Someone can run you home,” the policeman says. He helps her stand, and begins leading her toward a squad car. 
 
      
 
    “Do you know Joe? Joe Kelly? He’s a policeman, too. He was at my birthday party. At home. Fanny’s going to have a baby.” Maggie sways on her feet. 
 
      
 
    “Maggie! Oh my god, Maggie. Are you all right?” It’s a familiar voice.  
 
      
 
    Maggie turns and sees Dick Beamish push his way through the crowd, past the police that are holding pedestrians at bay. 
 
      
 
    Maggie turns toward him. “Oh, Dick…” and bursts into tears. She gulps back sobs as she reaches for him. 
 
      
 
    “Are you with this lady?” the policeman asks Dick. He’s seen Dick’s Press pass tucked into the band of his hat and is suspicious. 
 
      
 
    “She’s with me. I’ll look after her,” Dick says, guiding Maggie back into the club. “I came as soon as I heard. The paper called, wanting me to come down and cover the story. Oh my god, Maggie. All the way here, I kept thinking you’d been shot.”  
 
      
 
    “No, Mickey’s the one that’s been shot. Oh, and poor John Bricker. No bell ringing for him.” Maggie spins, grabbing Dick’s arm. “Edith was covered in blood. I have to go to the hospital.” 
 
      
 
    “I think I should take you home, Maggie. You’re upset.” 
 
      
 
    “No,” Maggie pulls away from Dick. “I need to see Edith. To see if she’s all right.” 
 
      
 
    “Okay, okay. We’ll go to the hospital. My paper will want that story anyway. But first, let’s call the house and let Archie and Tommy know you’re okay. Archie and Reg know you’re here. They were there when I got the call about the shooting.” 
 
      
 
    The idea of Tommy cuts through her confusion like a hard slap. “Tommy. He knows I’m here? He doesn’t know about the shooting, does he?” 
 
      
 
    “Only Archie and Reg know. Tommy’s in bed, sleeping. It’s late. But the guys will need to know you’re safe. We need to call. Then I’ll get you to the hospital.” 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    Frank paces. Should he stay and watch Tommy? Should he go and see about Maggie? There’s a long-standing tradition when a fellow officer is shot, to gather at the hospital to wait for news. He should find Maggie. What if she’s been hurt? What if she’s dead? He slams his fist into his hand, frustrated and powerless.  
 
      
 
    Archie has been sitting on the steps in the hall since Dick left, willing the phone to ring. Reg is pacing beside it. 
 
      
 
    When it does, Archie leaps, snatching the handset from the cradle. Few words are exchanged, then Archie smiles and nods to Reg, gives him a thumbs up sign.  
 
      
 
    “Not a scratch, eh? … Understandable, it must have been a shock … No, Tommy’s sleeping. When will you be home? ... Okay, we’ll wait up.” 
 
      
 
    Franks heaves a sigh of relief. She has the lives of a cat. Frank checks in on Tommy. He wishes he could pull the cover up over the sleeping child’s shoulder. What a fine boy he is. 
 
      
 
    Frank hesitates before going into Maggie’s room. Her birthday dress from dinner is still lying across the bed. She’s a beautiful woman. And a strong woman. He could have lost her tonight. 
 
      
 
    Frank reaches into his breast pocket and pulls out the badge. He looks at it. Reflected in its shining surface are those who have performed the duties of a police officer, sweated and fought, been bloodied, cried, and sometimes died upholding the honor behind that badge. Such a simple piece of metal, and so precious. Honor. Integrity. Service.  
 
      
 
    At one time, it was central to who he was. But he’s beyond that now. He puts it down on Maggie’s nightstand. “I guess I did bring a gift.” She was almost shot in the line of duty tonight. The woman takes risks most coppers today wouldn’t take on.  
 
      
 
    It’s shaped like a shield for a reason. She should be the one wearing this now, to stand behind it and all that it means. It will be in good hands.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 49 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   T he Hahnemann Hospital is the natural destination for the ambulances. Its trauma team is top notch. Mickey is rushed into surgery, a cluster of doctors and nurses surrounding the gurney.  
 
      
 
    Edith is led to the waiting room near the operating room. Maggie, pale with spatters of blood on her coat and her legs, sits close by, holding Edith’s hand. Sometime during the night, a Polish Catholic priest arrives in case Mickey needs Last Rites. He’s lead past the swing doors that lead to the operating room. Edith clutches Maggie tightly.  
 
      
 
    It is a long night, and the sun is coming up before the surgeon finds them to tell Edith the good news. Mickey will be okay. 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    The surgery recovery ward, where Mickey has been recuperating, is a busy place. Long hallways of patient wards stretch off in either direction of the nurses’ station, which is the central hub.  
 
      
 
    Two nurses at the station review a patient’s chart at shift change. 
 
      
 
    “So, how’s our resident celebrity?” Nurse Fischer asks.  
 
      
 
    “Quiet as a lamb,” Nurse Cassidy answers. “Although I can’t say the same for the Visitors’ Lounge. The place is jammed with people day and night and has been all week.” She leans in close. “Hard-faced men. And those reporters are the worst. So pushy, always leaving a mess behind.” 
 
      
 
    Nurse Fischer sniffs. “I hate the way they badger me coming on and off shift. I could go to Florida with the bribes they’ve offered for a picture. And if spring doesn’t get here soon, I’ll be tempted,” she says. 
 
      
 
    “What about the wife? Isn’t she a treat, though? Day in and day out, she’s here. Won’t let anyone else in the room.” 
 
      
 
    “They seem particularly devoted to each other. The first couple of days after surgery, she never went home. Had her maid bring her fresh clothes every morning. Now that he’s on the mend, she sleeps at home, but gets here early every day and brings magazines and newspapers. And she brought in a radio for him. Yesterday, they spent the day playing cards, for money.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, a near-fatal experience will do that to you. Sharpen your focus.” 
 
      
 
    “He’s a lucky man to have her at his side. Although she’s got a mouth on her, I’ll say that. The doctors are in and out of there in a steady stream.” Nurse Cassidy looks over her shoulder and then leans close. “And that’s not all going in and out. Cigars and whiskey, I hear. And nurses, too. They’ve turned the room into a regular gin-joint,” she says, rolling her eyes. She catches the look the Head Nurse is wearing. “Not from our ward, of course; I mean nurses from the other wards. We’re much more professional on our ward.” 
 
      
 
    Nurse Fischer shakes her head in disapproval of the goings-on. She concentrates on the chart. “Gunshot wounds are healing nicely, I see. No sign of infection.”  
 
      
 
    “Doctor Schnitke is pleased. Mr. Duffy should be ready to go home in the next few days.” 
 
      
 
    “Good. It’ll be nice to get things back to normal around here.” 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    Boo-Boo Hoff has his feet on the coffee table, tie loosened, a cigar in one hand, and a whiskey in the other. Sid, across from him, is also relaxed. 
 
      
 
    “So, the worst of all possible worlds, eh Sid? Mickey’s still kicking, and the Bailey’s are, too. I was hoping at least one part of the problem would have been resolved. Any ideas?” 
 
      
 
    “Short of hitting Mickey in the hospital?” Sid asks, and grimaces. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, let’s skip that for now. It sounds like Duffy will be outta commission for a while. I was thinking more of those shlemiel Bailey brothers. Think I should maybe just shoot them myself.” 
 
      
 
    “I think we need to make sure that the cops look at Frankie and the others in the car,” Sid says. “The mayor’s anxious to score a win on this one. Let’s give him one.” 
 
      
 
    “Good thought, Sid. Save me the trouble of dealing with ‘em.” 
 
      
 
    “And what about you, Boss? There’s bound to be retaliation. Want that I should bring in more muscle?” 
 
      
 
    “Not a bad idea. They say living well is the best revenge. Let’s get even and really make some dough. I got this idea about banks.” 
 
      
 
    “Robbing them?” 
 
      
 
    Boo-Boo laughs. “No, them robbing other mugs. I want to buy Union Bank and Trust. Then it will loan us a few million bucks. Maybe ten million. We can use the dough to buy other businesses. You know, this Prohibition racket can’t last forever. We can take some of our money from the illegal stuff: the hooch and gambling, and run it through the bank. It’ll come out all nice and clean, all legit, and we can ‘reinvest’. Waddaya think, Sid?” 
 
      
 
    “Heck, I’m no money man, but if you can get your hand in a bank’s pocket instead of the other way around, that sounds like a swell idea.”  
 
      
 
    Boo-Boo leans back, his hands behind his head. “Yeah, I like this Union Bank idea. It’s got real potential.” 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    Joe sits in front of Chief Elliot’s desk. “I’m getting a lot of pressure from Kendrick, Joe. It’s an election year, and things don’t look good for our mayor. They say he might not run again. I thought the Sesquicentennial debacle had done him in, but these shootings are getting people riled up even more. It’s lucky there were no innocents hurt at the Cadix.” 
 
      
 
    Joe raises one eyebrow.  
 
      
 
    “I mean, except for the doorman. He’s just a doorman. Not quite the same thing as John or Jane Q. Public getting shot. Or worse, a kid. Nah, we gotta get a handle on this. With the stories coming out of Atlanta that the mobsters are looking to organize, well, heaven help us is all I can say.” 
 
      
 
    “Chief, I heard they’re doing some interesting things in Chicago. They’ve hired a bunch of bean counters, and they’re going through Capone’s books. He’s either bribed or killed the last bunch of witnesses they had on the liquor-related charges. Now they think they can get him on tax evasion. You can’t threaten or gun down an accounting ledger.” 
 
      
 
    “The best kind of witness. What do we know about our boys’ books? Do we have anything on Hoff or Sabella? Or Duffy?” 
 
      
 
    “Not yet. We’ve never looked.” 
 
      
 
    Police Chief Elliott leans back in his chair. “Maybe time to take a peek.” 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    Maggie stands in the cemetery. She’d asked the Inspector to come along, but he declined, saying it was too sad to be around all those memories. She focuses on John Bricker’s headstone—Edith had a hand in the selection; nothing but the best for the man who saved Mickey’s life.  
 
      
 
    Maggie smiles at the inscription. “Always to be Remembered by Your Pal MJD”.  
 
      
 
    Poor John. Mickey’s done right by his family, at least. All those children, fatherless. He’s making sure they want for nothing. 
 
      
 
    It’s a cool, raw day and Maggie warms her hands in her pockets. In one, her hand curls around the badge. She smiles. What a life I’m leading. It’s an honor to be included in the Inspector’s brotherhood. With Joe’s brotherhood. Both of them are fine men. Times will get better. Corruption on the force has to decrease sometime. It has to. The motto of Integrity, Honor, and Service will attract a new kind of recruit with the same dedication and commitment as those two men have. And this badge reminds me of who I am. Now. 
 
      
 
    In her other pocket, Maggie fingers the rock. It had arrived in the mail yesterday. A stone the size of an egg. Hard granite. The note had asked that Maggie put the small piece of a Montana mountain on John’s grave. There was a return address on the envelope. Maggie will write to Delores and let her know that her bit of Montana mountain has found its place. 
 
      
 
    Vengeance. Poor John. All the bad actors got away; it was the good ones that paid the price. Revenge is an imprecise arrow to be sure. 
 
      
 
    Maggie places the granite from Montana on a ledge of the ornate headstone and bows her head, sending a prayer westward. 
 
      
 
    This latest round started as a payback to Mickey for creating the situation in which Frank Bailey Senior was killed—one action leading to another, like dominoes falling. 
 
      
 
    For all my fine talk about forgiveness, I’ve still not dealt with Father and his role in Jack’s death. That anger has been festering for a long time. What is Tommy learning from how I’ve cut Father out of our lives? Does he wonder where his grandfather is? Maybe it’s time. How do I know if I’m ready to forgive him? It won’t change the past, but perhaps it can change the future.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The End 
 
    Wait!! Don’t go. 
 
    There are two exciting opportunities you might want to check out. 
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    Curious about the day that Edith and Mickey met?  
 
      
 
    Was it love at first sight or fireworks?  
 
      
 
      
 
    Only Bootlegger Readers Group subscribers get the exclusive novella, Destinations.  
 
      
 
    Go https://sherilyndecter.com/destinations-landing-page/ and you can start reading today  
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    Release date: April 25, 2019 
 
      
 
    A mother's dilemma. A crime boss and his crumbling mind. Will she make him an offer he can't refuse? 
 
      
 
    Philadelphia, 1928. Maggie Barnes has a growing gangster problem. Her recently beaten-up son just accepted a job with the town’s most notorious criminal. Now she’s torn between accepting the crook’s city-wide protection offer, or putting the violent racketeer behind bars… 
 
      
 
    Mickey Duffy ignores the rumors that his sanity is failing, choosing to relieve his paranoia with heavy-handed violence. But as he awaits word of a critical mob boss meeting, he discovers that someone stole the records of his secret accounts. Now his only way to avoid jail might be a deal with the woman who’s always wanted him locked up.  
 
      
 
    With a Grand Jury investigation looming, Maggie’s insider information puts her directly in the line of fire. Can she keep her son safe without joining the devil and dooming the city she loves? 
 
      
 
    Watch Your Back is the fourth novel in the Bootleggers’ Chronicles series of gripping historical mysteries. If you like Prohibition-era lawlessness, determined heroines, and crime bosses gone crazy, then you’ll love Sherilyn Decter’s mobster exploits. 
 
      
 
      
 
   
  
 

 The Bootleggers’ Chronicles series: 
 
    Innocence Lost (Book One) 
 
    Tasting the Apple (Book Two) 
 
    Best Served Cold (Book Three) 
 
    Watch Your Back (Book Four) 
 
    Come at the King (Book Five)

 
 
   
  
 


 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 Best Served Cold: Kate Decter, Rachel Andrews, Jessica Decter, Kim Mitchell, Grant McPhail, Pat Britton, 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) 
 
    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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