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 Chapter 1  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   T ake a look. A quick look. See the pretty lady, arms and legs flying faster than her fringe? The feathers in her hair dancing, the sequins glittering, the band tearing up the stage with that razzmatazz jazz? Look close: Betty Boop mouth a cherry red, cheeks flushed pink. Beneath the short, bobbed hair, her eyes glitter. Is it excitement? Is it the bathtub gin they serve behind the bar? Or maybe, just maybe, it’s panic. Dance faster, doll, dance faster. You don’t want to get left behind; the night is young. 
 
      
 
    Take another look. See the fella in the corner? Broad shoulders, broad lapels, wide tie. Do you see that bulge by his arm? He’s packin’ heat and supposed to be listening at the door. A quick knock, a secret password, and you’re in. Look real close. See those eyes beneath the brim of his fedora? Always moving, always casing the joint. They’re narrowed. Is it boredom? Is it lust? Is it calculation? Don’t blink; it could be over in an instant. 
 
      
 
    Look again. Past the dame on the dance floor, past the goon at the door, outside the speakeasy, just down the dark street. See those two cops talking to the fella with the flasks under his coat? They’ve been caught in the cone of the street light. Two bits a drink, bub, two bits a drink. Look closer. Whaddaya see? A criminal? Two criminals? Fear? Greed? 
 
      
 
    Philadelphia. 1926. Six years into prohibition. Take a look, then look away. Nuthin to see here, folks. Moonshine and illegal hooch is washing down the streets of the city. From the mayor on down to the poor sap on the street, everybody wants a taste. 
 
      
 
    One last look. Can you see him? Behind that fella at the door of the speakeasy? Behind that moll on the dance floor? Behind those cops on the street? Behind that schmo with the tin flask and a cup?  
 
      
 
    There. Can you see him, now? You’re looking for a guy in the shadows, the glowing tip of his cigarette. He’s the man with the hooch, with the look-away bribes, with the tommy gun, with the swagger. Take a look, but not too close. He’s the bootlegger and he’s got a sweet deal—just for you. 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    In 1926, there are 16,000 speakeasies for the two million residents of Philadelphia. Crime, thanks to tommy guns and faster cars, is exploding—literally. Citizens are beginning to panic because of the violence, and politicians are using their bully pulpits to get ‘tough on crime’. The tip of the spear of these efforts are the city’s finest, the police.  
 
      
 
    Detective Tony Giordano is one of the few Italians in Philadelphia’s police force. Tall and dashing, with a killer smile, he comes from a long line of Giordano men who offer protection. Unlike his family who are members of the Honored Society known as the Cosa Nostra, he had decided, at a young age, to go in a different direction than Pops and Nonno. He wanted to see what life looked like from the other side of the street.  
 
      
 
    Ah yes, the other side of the street—which, it turned out, was not so good. As a cop, the money in his wallet was a pittance of his gangster brother’s thick wad. Certainly not enough to afford the car and clothes that make the man. So, he planted one foot on each side of the proverbial street, taking the policeman’s motto to serve and protect to an entrepreneurial level his family would be proud of.  
 
      
 
    In the grand tradition of Philadelphia’s finest, he’s a cop on the take. 
 
      
 
    Captain Copeland stops by Tony Giordano’s desk. It’s neat and well-ordered, much like Tony himself. He looks at his captain; only a flicker betrays his distaste at Copeland’s slovenly appearance. Taking advantage of the recent directive allowing police detectives to wear street clothes, Tony is dressed in a brown windowpane-checked three-piece suit, the pant leg creases sharp enough to slice bread. His silk tie is a glorious purple, and there’s a crisp black fedora perched on the back of his head. He’d rather die than wear the soiled uniform his captain wears, complete with food stains and missing buttons. 
 
      
 
    “Giordano, its Wednesday. Aren’t you supposed to be working the street? My pockets are feeling a bit light. Maybe see about fillin’ ‘em? Swing by and pick up Gus and Fingers and see what you can do about it.” 
 
      
 
    “Sure, Cap. I was thinking that it was getting around that time of the week myself.” 
 
      
 
    Behind the wheel of his brand new Studebaker, Tony feels like the king of the world. He pulls up and toots the horn outside the warehouse where notorious gangster and racketeer, Mickey Duffy, operates most of his business. He’s called ahead and talked to Fingers. Wednesday. Collection Day. His favorite day of the week. 
 
      
 
    Gus and Fingers stroll to the car. There is no mistaking the men for anything but the gangster muscle they are. The flashy, pinstriped zoot-suits, black and white spats, the swagger, and a telling bulge beneath the left arm, all broadcast gangster. Being obvious is a good thing when you want the world to be anxious when you’re around. 
 
      
 
    “Morning, boys. Feel like making some deliveries?” 
 
      
 
    The two men laugh. “Always. The truck’s loaded. Who do you want to hit first? We got regular deliveries scheduled at a couple of different joints.” 
 
      
 
    “How about the Kit Kat Klub? That’s always on the regular Wednesday run. Then Monty’s? Maybe finish up at O’Toole’s place on Broad Street and then go for lunch?” 
 
      
 
    “Sure. Give us a half hour head start, and we’ll meet ya at the Cristal for grub,” says Gus. 
 
      
 
    Tony cruises to kill a half hour. Working with Duffy’s crew always gets him hankering about the life he didn’t choose, reminding him of his pops and brothers back in the Big Apple—made-men and wise-guys all. Ah, to be a gangster; the wild freedom—a man hankers after that. It would be a shame if shaking down speakeasies and gin joints is as close as he ever gets to living that life. 
 
      
 
    While Tony cruises up and down ‘Regret and If Only’ Streets, Gus and Fingers head to the Kit Kat Klub with their weekly liquor delivery. The manager helps them unload the cases of gin and whiskey and hands over a nice thick envelope.  
 
      
 
    “This is the second time we’ve been here this month. Try and hang on to this shipment, eh Sam?” Fingers slaps the manager on the back. 
 
      
 
    Sam grimaces. “Hey, if Butler would lay off with the padlocks, I’d be having a great month, revenue-wise. But that guy keeps shutting me down and hauling my inventory away. I figure the next retirement party they got going for some cop will have an open bar stocked with all my booze.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, I hear ya, Sam. I hear ya. See ya next week.” 
 
      
 
    Gus and Fingers repeat the process at Monty’s at the same time that Tony strolls into the Kit Kat Klub. He pulls out his badge and flashes it at the bartender. 
 
      
 
    “Go get the manager. I’m inspecting the place for illegal liquor.” 
 
      
 
    Tony and Sam go into the back room where the Duffy delivery is still sitting in the middle of the floor. 
 
      
 
    “Well, lookie here. I do believe you have illegal liquor, Sam. I am going to have to confiscate it and padlock the joint.” 
 
      
 
    Sam sighs heavily. “Detective. I am hoping we can come to some kind of understanding. You know as well as me that the charges are a revolving door. You haul me into court, and then the judge gives me a fine, and I’m out tomorrow. How’s about I pay the fine direct to you? It would save me a heap of time and trouble. Much more convenient for us all.” 
 
      
 
    “But I’ll still have to confiscate the booze,” Tony says. 
 
      
 
    Sam nods, resigned. “Of course you would. Wouldn’t expect anything else. Waddaya say? Deal?” 
 
      
 
    They shake on it. Sam helps Tony load the booze into the trunk of the Studebaker. He slips a nice wad of cash into Tony’s breast pocket, tapping it farewell. Sam heads into the Kit Kat Klub to call Duffy and make arrangements for another shipment, for any day but a Wednesday. 
 
      
 
    At the next two speakeasies, the shakedown’s repeated. No one is alarmed. No one is offended. It is how business is done in Philadelphia in 1926. 
 
      
 
    *  *  * 
 
      
 
    The three fellas sprawl in the booth at the Cristal, roaring with laughter. Between the beer and pastrami, Tony cuts the money five ways: a taste for the two bosses, Copeland and Duffy, and the rest for their own hard work. Later, he’ll follow the boys back to Duffy’s warehouse to help restock the booze that will be sold again, maybe even back to the Kit Kat Klub. There’s a reason why they’re called racketeers; it’s such a nice, tidy little racket.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 2  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   T he handsome Russian lieutenant gazes down at the helpless woman supine before him. She trembles. His eyes smolder with desire. He is tall, dark, brooding. His Cossack uniform, ripped from his muscled body, lies scattered on the carpeted floor of the Czarina’s palace bedroom. She doesn’t struggle, caught by his magnetic eyes. He lowers his head, her lips part… 
 
      
 
    “Oh, Rudy,” Edith says. She breathes his name.  
 
      
 
    “Shh,” Maggie says. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, shh yourself.” Edith never takes her eyes off the screen until ‘The End’ flashes, and the theater lights come on. The Eagle is Rudolph Valentino’s latest silent movie to hit the theaters. The lineup to get tickets had been around the block. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, isn’t he just the dreamiest?” Maggie is standing, eyes shut. Raising a languid hand to her forehead, she pretends to swoon. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, you goof. Come on, let’s go grab a coffee before I run you home.” Edith slips into her fur coat, then links arms with Maggie.  
 
      
 
    Leaving the movie theater, adjusting to the afternoon light—despite the gathering clouds—the two women are a study in contrast. Edith Duffy, a tall, sleek beauty in her early thirties, has that pampered languidness that wealthy women often get. Her movie companion, Maggie Barnes, a few years younger, is not quite so well-turned out: a cloth coat to Edith’s fur; sensible shoes rather than satin pumps; a plain brown knit hat compared to Edith’s saucy garnet number that sports a jaunty feather.  
 
      
 
    Maggie is solid; some would say dependable. She’d cringe at that; aspires to something more glamorous. Where Maggie is steady, Edith is flamboyant. Where Maggie is cautious, Edith is devil-may-care. Where Maggie carefully counts out her pennies to pay for the movie, Edith throws a tenner onto the counter, picking up the tab. Maggie looks forward to the day when she’ll be able to treat Edith. There’s a running tally in her head, keeping track of the obligation. 
 
      
 
    The two gals couldn’t be more different or closer. Some days it feels like they’ve been through the wars together, and in many ways they have. 
 
      
 
    Six years into it, Philadelphia is entrenched in the anarchy of Prohibition. Bootleggers have turned a city, once known as a place that had a week of Sundays, into a playground for gangsters and racketeers. Washington should have known that you can’t tell people, especially those in Philadelphia, what to do. If they want a drink, then they’ll find someone to sell it to them. The fact that it’s illegal is merely an inconvenient technicality. Moonshiners brew it. Rum runners import it. Bootleggers and speakeasies sell it. And cops and politicians all look the other way for a small fee. Lawlessness bleeds into all areas of life because, if you’re comfortable being a lawbreaker so that you can enjoy an afternoon tipple or a night on the town, then it’s easy to slide just a wee bit further down that slippery slope. The fact the slope is sometimes slippery with blood? Well, it’s not happening to me, bub, so look the other way. 
 
      
 
    Maggie loves coming to the pictures. The Stanton is one of Philadelphia’s magnificent baroque movie palaces: ornate plaster and golden flourishes. The moment when the lights dim and the heavy, red velvet drapes sweep open always makes her catch her breath as she falls into a world of make-believe. 
 
      
 
    Her life allows only a few indulgences. Maggie’s widowed and raising her son. She’s managing to keep a roof over their heads, thanks to the regular rent payments of her lodgers. Even so, Maggie can hear the padded footsteps of hungry wolves always pacing back and forth in front of her door. 
 
      
 
    A pinched pocketbook is one of the reasons why Maggie Barnes enjoys these little outings with her best friend, Edith Duffy. They’ve gotten to know each other well over the past year and a half. The circumstances that brought them together were a real crossroads in Maggie’s life: a neighbor’s child’s death; her search to find the murderer and bring him to justice; a kidnapping. Some would shudder, trying to forget, but Maggie is grateful that, in all the darkness, Edith’s friendship shone through. The fact that her friend is married to the chief suspect is merely a complication—hey, in these riotous days, what isn’t complicated? 
 
      
 
    The two gals stroll arm in arm down the street toward the coffee shop. With one eye on the darkening sky, Maggie’s glad she’s brought her umbrella. More rain is the last thing she needs. 
 
      
 
    “Rudy Valentino really is one of the greats. I hear that he and his co-star, Vilma Banky, are having an affair.” 
 
      
 
    “No. How wonderful.” Edith leans in closer, not wanting to miss a detail of the Hollywood gossip. “Those arms, those eyes. I loved his beard in The Hooded Falcon. I tried to get Mickey to grow one, but he was having none of it. He hates Valentino, calls him a fop.” Edith gazes off into the distance. “Mmm, imagine what it feels like to be wrapped in those strong Valentino arms.”  
 
      
 
    “And how is Mickey?” Maggie asks, one eyebrow raised in a wry arch. 
 
      
 
    Edith pouts as Maggie pours cold water on her fantasy embrace. Edith’s marriage to Mickey Duffy, Philadelphia’s notorious King of the Bootleggers, is rocky. “Let’s not talk about Mickey. Let’s talk about you. Tell me, how’s that kid of yours?” 
 
      
 
    Maggie gives her friend’s arm a squeeze. You’d never guess from Edith’s beautiful face that there was a world of hurt going on. Maggie has no idea how Edith manages to pull it off. Confident society dame on the outside. Insecure, lonely coat-check girl underneath. She’s one heck of an actress. Not even Mickey knows how much pain Edith is in. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, Tommy’s swell. Doing good in school, when he applies himself. Unfortunately, that’s not as often as his teachers or I would like. But he’s a good kid.” 
 
      
 
    They settle into the booth at Edith’s favorite coffee shop, the strong smell of whiskey wafting from her mug. Maggie stirs her regular coffee—black with a teaspoon of sugar. “Oh, Edith, I love the movies. The fantasy and make-believe. What would a romance with a Cossack like Valentino be like?”  
 
      
 
    “I know a bit about the movies. What you see on the screen isn’t what it’s like on the set at all. Fake walls. Hot lights. Crabby directors. Greedy agents. Co-stars with wandering hands. Nasty, ambitious people scurrying everywhere. The star, hung over, with her face wrapped in ice cubes and towels, trying to close her pores.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie laughs out loud. “Oh, Edith. You slay me. That’s just too rich.” 
 
      
 
    Edith chuckles. “Well, it’s true, doll. But not so different than our own lives, is it? Before I go out, the cold cream’s on and the hair is in pin curls. While it looks all natural, believe me, it ain’t.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie snorts her coffee back into her cup. “Oh, Edith. Stop.” 
 
      
 
    Edith sits back, a satisfied smile on her face. “Oh, Maggie. I won’t stop it and neither should you. It’s so good to see you smiling, doll, instead of that serious Mrs. Grundy look you usually wear.”  
 
      
 
    Maggie gives Edith a mock-serious face. 
 
      
 
    “I love the new look, by the way. Bobbed hair really suits you. Lovely waves. Are they yours or do you have to do them? 
 
      
 
    Maggie pats her new haircut. “Nope, all me. I got the curls from my grandfather. It was a moment, Edith, walking into the beauty salon. I didn’t know whether I could go through with it. And Mother had a bird when she saw. Apparently, only loose women have short hair. I told her it fits better under the cute new hats.” 
 
      
 
    “I would have loved to have seen that. Your mother can be a real card, sometimes, Maggie.” 
 
      
 
    The waiter returns with two coffeepots on a tray: one for the Ediths of the world, and one for the Maggies. 
 
      
 
    A little later, Maggie nods, accepting a refill. “Okay, one more. But I gotta get going soon and get supper started. It won’t be long before the boys will be home and, if there’s no supper on the go, they’ll start raiding the icebox like ravaging hoards. Tommy’s the worst, but not the only culprit.”  
 
      
 
    “Still just the pair of lodgers? You’ve not restocked the third room with some mysterious man?” 
 
      
 
    “Still just Archie and Joe. Not a lot of mysterious men in my life.” Except for Frank of course, but he will remain my secret. “I’ve interviewed another lodger who’ll move in next week. That’ll help with the finances. I’ve been missing that third rent check.” 
 
      
 
    “Joe’s the cop and Archie’s the teacher, right? Why’d you wait so long before finding a replacement for Eugene?” 
 
      
 
    Maggie shrugs. “Oh, I don’t know. After he died, and the way he died, it just seemed too soon.” She’s often wondered how much Edith knows about Mickey’s role in Eugene’s murder. Or, for that matter, if Edith has ever suspected Maggie’s own role in trying to put Mickey behind bars. Maybe Edith’s not the only good actress at the table.  
 
      
 
    “When I finally did advertise it, nobody wanted it. Or at least no one that I wanted to rent to was interested in it. Not like the rooms upstairs that are so close to the bath. Eugene’s old room is such a sad little place, off behind the kitchen. Although I must admit, while it’s been empty these past months, I’ve enjoyed not having anyone underfoot, traipsing back and forth while I’m doing laundry or cooking. I spend a lot of time in that kitchen.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, I know what you mean. A queen in her castle. I go into ours and Hilda has a fit. The kitchen is her domain. My part of the kingdom ends at the kitchen door.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, like in the theater, with the front of the house versus the back of the house. You’re the star, doll. Poor Hilda merely looks after the props.”  
 
      
 
    The gals sip their beverages, each drink offering a different kind of pick-me-up.  
 
      
 
    I wonder how Edith would react if I started talking about what I think is the real back and front of the house in the current Duffy production: Edith’s sophisticated and well-mannered world compared with the violent, sordid life of Mickey’s that makes it all possible. It doesn’t matter whether it’s the Stanton, the movie set, or Edith’s life, the back of the house is never acknowledged by the front of the house. When I first met her, she seemed much more involved with Duffy’s enterprise but, lately, she’s stepping back, spending more time on stage in her genteel society swirl. 
 
      
 
    Maggie glances again at her watch. “Sorry, Edith, but I gotta run.” She looks out the coffee shop’s front window. The gloomy clouds from earlier in the afternoon have followed through on their threat. It’s pouring.  
 
      
 
    “Oh, no. Not more rain. Edith, can I get you to drop me?” 
 
      
 
    “Sure thing, doll. I parked the Roadster just around the corner. Thank goodness I put the top up. We can make a dash for it. And we’re still on for when I get back from Miami?” 
 
      
 
    “Are you kidding me? Banana splits at Child’s. Cossacks and wild horses couldn’t keep me away.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 3 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   P hiladelphia in the mid-1920s is booming, a magnet for immigrants seeking to make fortunes in manufacturing and retail. The city is divided into various pockets; the established, long time Philadelphians live in the large mansions in one area of the city, and ethnic neighborhoods of recently arrived Italians and Eastern Europeans in the other parts of the city. Folks pretty much stay where they’ve decided they belong, and everyone gets along. 
 
      
 
    Maggie Barnes is an exception. When she was Margaret Gifford, a sweet young thing living in her parent’s Philadelphia Victorian mansion, she had the occasion to visit the Hog Island Shipyards where her father served as Vice President of finance. It was there she met the dashing and handsome Jack Barnes.  
 
      
 
    Jack was not part of her parent’s world. There were no broad lawns and afternoon tea parties in his childhood. From the other side of the tracks, Jack’s family were hardworking laborers relying on their strong backs to find work. Jacks father was proud of his son’s position as a welder—a skilled trade—and his work on the warships that were part of America’s contribution to achieve victory in the Great War.  
 
      
 
    Jack was also a passionate believer of workers’ rights, and active in the union, pushing for fair wages and benefits. After the war, when thirty thousand workers were laid off their wartime manufacturing jobs almost overnight, Jack rallied his co-workers. They hit the streets, demonstrating for fair severance. Swept up in Jack’s arms and in the excitement of the movement, Maggie had marched side-by-side with the workers. She helped write letters to newspapers and government officials, and she made endless pots of coffee and prepared thousands of sandwiches during the fight.  
 
      
 
    Their elopement generated condemnation from her parents; it hadn’t helped when Maggie and Jack’s son, Tommy, was born six months after their vows.  
 
      
 
    Like many young families starting out in Philly, housing options had been limited. Jack and Maggie—he lovingly called her Peggy—found an affordable house in Philly’s Northern Liberties neighborhood of newly established immigrants; four bedrooms and an addition Jack and his neighbors built with the intention to help newly-arrived immigrants with housing. Jack knew many of the neighbors from Hog Island and labor meetings, although Maggie was more standoffish. They had only a few years together before Jack was killed during a labor demonstration at the shipyards. She has never forgiven her father for his role in Jack’s death which was a massive blow to her. Every time she looks at Tommy, she’s reminded that he is fatherless.  
 
      
 
    Left with a house continually needing repairs, a young son, and no money, Maggie made the decision to take in boarders. The house is now part of her business, not just a home for their family, which makes it ever more problematic when things go wrong. 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    Driving home with Edith, in the rain, after the movie, Maggie had been full of dread at what she might find when she arrived back at the house. The wet spring has been good for farmers, but bad luck for folks with leaking roofs. She stands in her bedroom, glaring at the ceiling. Drip. Plunk. Drip. Plunk, from a large yellow stain, into the bucket below. On the ceiling, the paper covering the lath is peeling away. This isn’t the first time it’s leaked. 
 
      
 
    What am I going to do now? There’s no way I can afford to fix the roof. If it’s bad in one spot, maybe there are other leaks? Nerts. I just can’t get ahead. How am I ever going to find the money for a new roof? 
 
      
 
    Maggie relaxes her hands that have curled into two fists on her lap. I gotta lay my hands on more money. A lot of money. Raising the rent will be small beans compared to what I need now. I can’t put this off anymore. 
 
      
 
    Maybe I could borrow? Maybe from Edith? Edith would let me have it, I’m sure. But I couldn’t do that. Not only is she my friend, but I’m working to put her husband away as part of a racketeering investigation. No, I can’t ask Edith.  
 
      
 
    Maybe my parents could help? Not a chance. I’ll not give them the satisfaction of asking. Sure, they’d do it gladly, but then I’d never hear the end of it. And it would be giving in. That door’s been shut too long; I’m not opening it now.  
 
      
 
    There has to be another way. Should I go to the bank? Would they lend me money? How much is the house worth?  
 
      
 
    Drip. Plunk. Drip. Plunk. 
 
      
 
    There’s a knock on her door. “Maggie. It’s Archie,” he says from the other side of the door. “I have a small leak. Do you have an extra bucket?”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 4  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   I nspector Frank Geyer’s been sitting inside the brewery for over an hour. It’s cold inside the brick building, but he doesn’t appear to feel it. He’s an older gentleman, a bit stout, which his suit vest attests to. A walking stick rests next to his knee. His high, outdated collar is held tight with a collar pin. Perched on his head is a bowler hat. He sports an unfashionable but luxuriant clipped beard and mustache. There is still the veneer of a police officer on the Inspector, even though it has worn thin from age and use. No one who sees him can mistake him for anything else than what he was before his retirement: a tireless officer of the law working to protect the citizens of Philadelphia. 
 
      
 
    Frank’s been watching this particular brewery for several days. Now that he’s retired, he has the luxury of following up on cases and investigations that pique his personal interest. While watching Mickey Duffy and the other bootleggers, he has become intrigued with the entire business model; their transportation of the illegal alcohol is only a small part of the flood of crime and corruption in the city caused by Prohibition.  
 
      
 
    Frank is captivated by the special role beer plays in the Prohibition story, recalling that, in his day, beer had been regarded as a cereal beverage; mothers had been encouraged to give their children a glass at breakfast to aid digestion. It had also been generally accepted that an adult’s well-being depended on a pint or two in the evening.  
 
      
 
    For a brief, shining moment at the beginning of Prohibition, there had been a successful lobbying effort regarding the sale of beer. Thanks to the influential voices of the United States Brewers Association, and the clamor of citizens, the Federal government had voted to exempt beer from the Volstead Act that established Prohibition, and allowed doctors to prescribe beer for its health benefits.  
 
      
 
    It wasn’t surprising that people trampled on a good thing, with everyone and his grandmother suddenly needing a prescription for the restorative or digestive powers of beer. The government quickly rescinded the decision to exempt beer from Prohibition laws, and now the only beer that can be sold is ‘near-beer’ with an alcohol content of 0.5%.  
 
      
 
    The other aspect of beer that interests Frank is the brewing process. Because beer needs to be aged, at any given time breweries have vats of normal strength beer in their cellars—and that part is perfectly legal. Then, in order to comply with the Prohibition laws, they then de-alcoholize it, reducing it to ‘near-beer’ strength before it’s bottled and shipped.  
 
      
 
    Given temptation and greed, police have been deployed to guard breweries and ensure compliance with the law. It is a cat and mouse game, determining which barrels being shipped out are ‘near-beer’, and which hold the real stuff.  
 
      
 
    Human nature being what it is, especially in these dark days, most of the police inspecting the beer are accepting regular ‘look-away’ envelopes every time a shipment goes out. It is an aspect of the case that rankles. In Frank’s day, police were honorable men who didn’t need minders. But, these days, there’s too much temptation. Corruption flows as easily as the suds. 
 
      
 
    Colonel Smedley Butler, the Director of Public Safety, a role similar to the Chief of Police in other communities, does not ignore the corruption within his department. His response is to have police covertly watch the police who are guarding the breweries. These covert operators are notoriously known as ‘ginks’, and are despised by police and beer drinkers alike. 
 
      
 
    On the floor of the brewery, there’s the usual level of activity. Men come by regularly and check the metal vats and their gauges. Notes are made on clipboards. The brewmaster does his usual sampling mid-afternoon. More notes are made. 
 
      
 
    Everything in the brewery appears as it should. The nights are just as uneventful and crime-free as the day shifts. There is a night watchman who does regular rounds, and a cleaner that comes in and sweeps up. Nothing untoward.  
 
      
 
    Perhaps it is the boredom, or maybe a well-seasoned policeman’s instincts, but the very ordinariness and law-abiding nature of the brewery operation is an itch that Frank just needs to scratch. It’s highly unlikely that a brewery owned by Max Hassel, notorious racketeer and the local Beer King, is following the law. He’s turning a pretty profit on this brewery, in both the books he shares with the tax man as well as the books Frank has seen in his bottom drawer. Frank knows he’s selling the real, high-powered beer somewhere. But how? Frank hates being bested, and someone has certainly figured out a way to commit a crime right under his nose. 
 
      
 
    Seeing nothing amiss happening on the floor of the brewery, Frank’s eyes follow the metal pipes that travel from the vats to the bottling conveyor belts, now idle. Those belts had been very busy yesterday, bottles being labeled, filled, capped, and crated; readied for shipment. 
 
      
 
    Today, a delivery truck pulls into the loading bay, and a half-dozen men start loading wooden crates of beer bottles into the back end. Once loaded, they pull out of the brewery, stopping at the gate for the mandatory police inspection. 
 
      
 
    Frank walks over and peers over the policeman’s shoulder as he checks a random bottle. 0.5% as usual. He steps back with a frustrated sigh and looks at the vats and bottles. “Well, I’m flummoxed,” Frank says.  
 
      
 
    Frank has seen the gauges and watched the shipping process. The vats are full of real beer, but there is a huge discrepancy between the amount of full strength beer brewed and ‘near beer’ shipped. So where is the real beer going? How is it leaving the brewery? 
 
      
 
    Looking at the workers and the beer vats, Frank pulls a freshly clipped cigar out of his pocket and flares two wooden matches. He slowly rotates the cigar, ensuring the end is glowing before taking his first puff. Watching the brewery, there is a feeling of discovery, the tantalizing bite of something significant but not yet understood. It has a hold on him now, this puzzle, and he relishes that feeling.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 5  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   I t is in that special time between breakfast dishes and preparing lunch that Maggie has a few moments of time to herself. Walking through into the living room, coffee cup in hand, her shoulders relax and a smile breaks through.  
 
      
 
    Maggie loves this room. It is cool and serene, with as much elegance as she and Jack could afford when they first started out. Mother had grudgingly given her the beautiful gold-striped Empire couch which holds center-stage, while the reality of Maggie’s life intrudes through the strategically placed furniture over the worn spots of a threadbare Aubusson rug. The clock on the mantle ticks away the minutes; a shiny brass carriage clock that sits beside the framed photo of she and Jack on their wedding day.  
 
      
 
    “Inspector? Are you here?” she asks the empty room. 
 
      
 
    “Maggie, I’ve had the most frustrating morning, my dear.” Frank is behind her. 
 
      
 
    Maggie swirls around. “Oh Inspector, there you are.”  
 
      
 
    Inspector Frank Geyer and Maggie Barnes have been a team for almost two years, pursuing the bootleggers in Philadelphia, gathering evidence for the police so that Prohibition scofflaws can be brought to justice. It’s an effective duo, if somewhat unusual. And it’s not only that a woman is working in an investigative capacity that would raise a few eyebrows.  
 
      
 
    Frank is the ghost of a Victorian detective with the Philadelphia Police. His reputation lives on, as does his service to the city. It took some convincing for Maggie to accept his spectral nature. She’d eventually convinced herself she was not crazy by involving one of her lodgers in a demonstration of the Inspector’s invisibility to everyone but herself.  
 
      
 
    Maggie’s ghost has none of the gothic eeriness of hauntings and spookiness. No, the Inspector is as cranky as many older gentlemen, pining for usefulness and nostalgic for his glory days. And he’s become a dear friend, despite his overbearing nature. Inspector Frank Geyer, long dead these many years, and now back in harness as Maggie’s investigative partner. 
 
      
 
    “Sit and visit, will you? Tommy won’t be home for lunch for another hour.” Maggie chooses her usual chair by the desk, and Frank takes his by the fire. “I want to hear how you made out at the brewery. Any luck?” 
 
      
 
    “Another shipment went out this morning. But it was all ‘near beer’. I just don’t know how they’re doing it, Maggie. I haven’t seen a single shipment of ‘real beer’ in the weeks I’ve been watching the place, yet the vats are emptied and refilled like clockwork. I know by the gauges they’re brewing much more than they ship, but I have no idea what they’re doing with the ‘real beer’, or how they’re managing to sell it.” 
 
      
 
    Frank has been watching the brewery for several weeks, trying to find the answer to this puzzle. Initially, they had thought the near beer was being brought back to full strength at another location. Of course, everyone knows that there is the occasional cask of near beer that has the alcohol reinjected through the bung of the barrel with a horse syringe. This ‘needle-beer’ never tastes quite as good, and the brewmaster at the brewery Frank is watching has forbidden the practice. He has standards to uphold; after all, it is his name on the label.  
 
      
 
    Maggie raises an eyebrow. “Well, it’s got to be going somewhere. Max Hassel is a pretty smart cookie. Too smart to be pouring good beer down the drain.” 
 
      
 
    Frank stares at her open-mouthed. He slaps his forehead. “Of course. The drains. Why haven’t I thought of that? I was looking where I should instead of where I shouldn’t. The drains. That’s brilliant, my dear. Max isn’t the only smart cookie,” he says. 
 
      
 
    “Why thank you, Inspector. Although I’m not sure what I said that was so brilliant.” 
 
      
 
    “The only other way to exit the premises is through the drains,” says Frank. 
 
      
 
    “Ugh. I can’t imagine they’re pouring the beer into sewer pipes. Could he somehow be using a separate pipe?”  
 
      
 
    “It’s an interesting idea. The entire situation is fascinating. I can hardly wait to return to have a closer look. I meant it, my dear. We’re a good team, what with your intuition and my methodical stubbornness.” He leans toward her and winks. 
 
      
 
    “Inspector, I was only teasing that time I said you were stubborn. We’re a good team, you and I. Behind every good student there is a great teacher.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m sure the quote is ‘behind every good student there is a surprised teacher’,” he says with a teasing twinkle in his eye that earns him a chuckle from Maggie.  
 
      
 
    Frank settles further into his chair and puffs on his cigar, the smoke and odor as ghostly as he is. “I also swung past Enforcement Unit Number One headquarters. You won’t believe it, Maggie. Colonel Butler’s planning another raid on the Venice Café.” 
 
      
 
    “What? There have been five police raids on that speakeasy in, what, the last three days?” 
 
      
 
    “They keep reopening, and the police keep going back. Apparently, I’m not the only stubborn man in Philly. Colonel Butler is tenacious. This will be raid number six this week. It’s become a contest of wills between the Colonel, bootlegger Boo-Boo Hoff who owns the café, and the magistrates who overturn the charges. We’ll see who wins.” 
 
      
 
    “Given the pay-offs that must be happening to keep it open, that little speak is a blessing for somebody,” Maggie says. 
 
      
 
    “You mean everybody, not somebody. The police, the lawyers, the magistrates will all have their fingers in the pie. Boo-Boo must be making a tidy profit to be able to afford to keep paying the bribes to reopen and restock that establishment. Speaking of profit, have you found another tenant yet for Eugene’s room?” Frank asks. 
 
      
 
    “I have. Mr. Sessions is moving in tomorrow. He’s a clerk at the Atlantic Refining Company. You know, where Joe’s fiancée, Fanny, works? She gave him my name. He’s moving here from a small town somewhere down south and needed a place for a few months before his family arrives. He seems nice enough, and Fanny says he’s a swell fella.” 
 
      
 
    The front door bangs open. A young boy throws his jacket over the front banister. “Mother, I’m home.” 
 
      
 
    “Tommy, I’m right here, sweetheart. You don’t have to shout. And hang up your jacket, please.” Maggie rises and meets him in the hall; gives him a hug. “Come on, let’s get some soup into you and you can tell me what you learned in school this morning.” Maggie checks in on Frank, but he’s gone. The living room is empty. 
 
      
 
    Over soup and a frantic description of a frog in Abigail’s schoolbag, there’s also speculation about whether Mr. Stanwick adds blacking to his hair. “It was dripping on his collar, Mother,” says Tommy. He continues with a blow by blow description of a marbles’ game at recess.  
 
      
 
    Tommy’s a gregarious, outgoing boy, but today he seems a little too upbeat; a little too anxious to fill the air with chatter. “Everything okay at school, Tommy?” 
 
      
 
    Tommy puts another spoonful of soup in his mouth, along with a big bite of bread, to avoid answering.  
 
      
 
    “Manners, young man,” she warns. Maggie glances at the clock by the stove. “Goodness, Tommy. Your coat. You’re going to be late.” 
 
      
 
    Tommy grabs his coat, and turns as Maggie holds open the door. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, here, Mother. I forgot. Principal Harris says you’re to come to his office after school.” Tommy thrusts a crumpled, soiled envelope into her hand. 
 
      
 
    “What? Why? Tommy?” But he has taken the veranda steps two at a time and is tearing toward school. 
 
      
 
    Maggie stands in the open doorway. A note from school. A last minute delivery. Tommy’s incessant babbling. This can’t be good. 
 
      
 
    Maggie opens the envelope and unfolds the single sheet. It has no details beyond a strongly worded invitation to meet Principal Harris in his office at four o’clock.  
 
      
 
    Maggie tidies the mess from lunch, then heads up the stairs to change out of her housedress. Edith’s finally home from her trip to Florida and Maggie is excited to hear all about it—before four o’clock. And yes, there will be ice cream.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 6  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   M aggie has loved Child’s Place Ice Cream Parlor since she and Jack first visited it while they were courting. Its long, marble-topped counter along one wall has many flavors of frozen temptation. You can get a crick in your neck swiveling between the chalkboard list on the wall behind the counter and the rainbow of frozen colors in the glass display case. And then there are the toppings: fruit, nuts, candy sprinkles, and mounds of whipped cream. Oh, my. 
 
      
 
    Maggie sits at a small, round table opposite the counter, perched on a swivel chair. She’s savoring the contrast between the sharp, bitter taste of the chocolate and the smooth sweetness of the whipped cream. 
 
      
 
    “Doll, you started without me,” Edith says, swooping in for a quick, two-cheeked peck. “Looks delish. What did you get?” 
 
      
 
    “Mmmm. Chocolate with cherries. So-o good.” Maggie licks her spoon and smiles at her friend. Today, Edith is wrapped in a dark emerald green velvet coat trimmed in bands of dark fur. Perched on her head is a matching hat, also fur trimmed. The gal has style. “Edith, go grab yours and then hurry back. I’ve got to scoot early to meet with Tommy’s principal, so I don’t have as much time as usual.”  
 
      
 
    As Edith heads to the counter, Maggie strokes her own brown wool coat. Serviceable. Of service. The story of my life.  
 
      
 
    “So what’s that all about, then?” Edith asks, sliding in beside Maggie, clutching her bowl of strawberry ice cream bathed in chocolate sauce. 
 
      
 
    “I haven’t the faintest idea. But you don’t get called to the principal’s office with good news. I’ll let you know.” Maggie licks her spoon clean and leans in close to Edith. “So. Tell me. How was the trip? How’re things with Mickey? You look great, all toasty brown.” 
 
      
 
    Edith rolls her eyes dramatically. “Oh, you know. The same. He goes out. I’m left behind sitting alone by the pool. When we do go out together, he’s prowling around, talking to men in corners.” 
 
      
 
    “Ah, sweetie. I thought you two were going away together. You know, for a little sun, a little romance?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, we did go away. I thought we’d sit on the beach, hold hands, watch the sun set and drink rum punch. But instead, Mickey was mostly meeting with a bunch of fellas about business.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh,” Maggie says, suddenly interested in her ice cream. “Seems like a long way to go for business.” 
 
      
 
    “Al Capone’s got a place down there. You know, that fella from Chicago? His place is beautiful, Maggie. You should see it. Like an Italian villa by the sea. It has a pool, and he’s rigged a diving board off the second-floor balcony. That little tub makes quite a splash when he hits the water.” 
 
      
 
    “I didn’t know Mickey knew Al Capone. Is he looking to do some business in Chicago?” 
 
      
 
    “What do I know? I’m hoping he’s looking to buy a place in Miami so that we can spend the winters down there. As if.” Edith laughs. 
 
      
 
    “Well, I’ll come visit if you do. I love the thought of getting away from Philly’s winters.” 
 
      
 
    “And how about you, doll? What’s new with you? What’s happened while I was away? Edith wiggles her eyebrows. Anything new?”  
 
      
 
    “As if.” Maggie shoots back with a laugh. “No, those fires were banked and the embers gone cold a long time ago. Jack was the only man for me. Except for Tommy, of course.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, Tommy is a sweetie. But there’s no reason you have to live like me, alone every night. You need to be going out and having some fun. Hey, I got an idea. Why don’t you come to the Cadix with Mickey and me? We could gossip about what all the dames are wearing. It’d give me something to do while Mickey talks business.” 
 
      
 
    The Cadix with Mickey? Yikes, no way do I want to do that. Not after the kidnapping episode at his warehouse. I’ve managed to avoid seeing Mickey this long, maybe I can put it off some more?  
 
      
 
    “Oh, I’m not sure, Edith. Who would look after Tommy? What would I wear?” 
 
      
 
    Edith looks her up and down. “Of course, you couldn’t wear that old thing.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie flinches. Edith never thinks about her words before they’re out of her mouth. 
 
      
 
    “Well, options are limited. I can’t afford anything new and, believe me, there is nothing in my closet that I’d wear out to a club like the Cadix,” Maggie says. 
 
      
 
    “Banana oil, doll. I’ll loan you one of mine. Come over, and you can try a few things on. They’re just hanging there all lonely-like. It’d do them good to get out and be seen.” 
 
      
 
    “Are we talking about dresses or you, Edith? Surely things aren’t that bad?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, it’s a big house for just one person. Mickey’s hardly home. In fact, he’s spending a lot of his nights ‘out’, if you know what I mean.” The tears swim in Edith’s perfect, hazel eyes. 
 
      
 
    “Ah, Edith. Sweetheart. I am so sorry. Of course, I’ll come over. We’ll do some damage to your closet and find the perfect thing to wear out on the town. It’ll be a blast.” 
 
      
 
    “Look at me feeling sorry for myself. Enough. Come over early next week, okay. Just telephone and let me know what day works.” 
 
      
 
    “It’s going to be hectic for the next few days. I have a new lodger moving in tomorrow, and I’m not sure what’s going on with Tommy and school. But I’ll call you from Howard’s when I get groceries, and we’ll set a date.” 
 
      
 
    Oh, Mags. You gotta get a phone. I don’t know how you get along without one.” 
 
      
 
    “Telephones cost money, Edith. Even with the lodgers, I’m just able to make ends meet. There certainly isn’t room for new expenses.” Maggie frowns. “And now I’ve got to find a way to fix the roof.” 
 
      
 
    Edith pats Maggie’s hand. She’s heard these tales of woe a lot lately. 
 
      
 
    Maggie stirs her ice cream, lost in her thoughts. “Money. What I’ve got to do is find a way to get ahead. Fix the darn roof. Maybe buy a new refrigerator and get rid of the icebox. Maybe one of those new automatic washing machines. No hauling out the washtubs. No scrubbing or rinsing. My neighbor got one, and it looks so easy.” 
 
      
 
    “You know Maggie, given that you’re running a boarding house with all their extra laundry, an automatic washing machine sounds like a practical business expense, not a luxury.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, you’re right. And the tenants would love to have the convenience of a telephone, especially Joe with calls from the police precinct. But it still all comes down to money,” Maggie says, rubbing her thumb and finger together. “There’s just not enough coming in.” 
 
      
 
    Edith laughs at her friend. “Gosh, you’re practical. I thought I’d see you get all moony-eyed over a fella, not a washing machine.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie chuckles. “You know Edith, there’s something to be said for a powerful washing machine. Mmmm, think of that lusty motor, and that agitator, churning and churning.” Maggie winks at Edith. 
 
      
 
    “Oh doll, you do slay me.” 
 
      
 
    “I hate to blush and run, Edith, but I do have to scoot. I can’t be late meeting the principal. I’ll call you about next week.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie jumps up and slips on her practical, reliable, resented cloth coat. A quick buss on Edith’s cheek and she’s out the door.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 7  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   M aggie approaches Tommy’s school, her stomach in knots. Groups of children hang about in the playground and on the sidewalk. No Tommy. 
 
      
 
    She climbs the stone steps and pulls open one side of the heavy double doors to reveal the scent of chalk, spoiled food from uneaten lunches, teachers’ perfumes, sweat, unwashed children, books. Her footsteps echo along the corridor. Somewhere, a door slams, followed by the quick-footsteps of someone running. Maybe I can run away? 
 
      
 
    Maggie’s been in the school many times for parent-teacher interviews, Christmas concerts, and special assemblies. Each time, it’s like entering a foreign land where she’s a stranger. This time, her heart beats faster. Above a doorway, an ‘Administration’ sign extends into the corridor.  
 
      
 
    As Maggie nears the door, she can see into the reception space through a long corridor window. A large clock hangs between windows that look out on the playground. Running below the sill is a counter piled high with books and papers. Next to the counter are wooden cubbies for teachers’ mail. Another counter bisects the room. It is where she expects to see a secretary, but the spot is empty. Everyone’s gone home, finished for the day. Against the corridor window, back to the glass, she can see the top of Tommy’s head. He’s sitting. Waiting for her, for judgment. 
 
      
 
    Another breath, a pause to steady herself. ‘Gird her loins’ is a phrase that comes to mind. It must be the academic halls that dropped that nugget into her brain. She opens the door and looks at Tommy. 
 
      
 
    “Hello, son.” 
 
      
 
    His eyes widen. His face is as white as the wall behind him. “I’m sorry, Mother. It was stupid. I was stupid. I won’t do it again. Just don’t be mad, okay?” 
 
      
 
    Maggie pats Tommy’s knee, staring at the principal’s closed door. “Whatever it is, son, we’ll get this sorted.” 
 
      
 
    Mr. Harris’ door opens. He’s a small, slight, older man in a tweed suit and wire-rim glasses. Balding, grey, stern. 
 
      
 
    “Mrs. Barnes. Please, come in. Thomas, you’ll wait here until your mother and I are finished.” He stands slightly to one side so that Maggie can enter his office. 
 
      
 
    Closing the door, he returns to sit behind his desk. 
 
      
 
    “Thank you for coming, Mrs. Barnes.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie acknowledges the remark. She’s rigid in a hard wooden chair, both feet firmly planted on the ground, handbag in her lap.  
 
      
 
    “What do you know of Thomas’ academic performance?” 
 
      
 
    Maggie hates these trick questions. Will she answer correctly? Will her answer confirm what he already suspects—that she’s a bad mother? 
 
      
 
    “Tommy does his homework. His grades seem okay. He’s struggling in math, but I was never good at math either.” She fibs, and tries a shy smile to soften the man and win him over. No luck. 
 
      
 
    “Mrs. Barnes, it’s always a sad duty when I have to ask a parent in for a meeting. I have grave news. Thomas was found cheating. On a math test.” 
 
      
 
    “Excuse me?” 
 
      
 
    “His teacher, Mr. Stanwick, found him cheating on his math test this morning. Thomas had the answers written on a small piece of paper.” Mr. Harris slides the evidence across his desk toward her, grimacing at the offending cheat sheet. 
 
      
 
    Maggie ignores the paper; continues to look Mr. Harris in the eyes. 
 
      
 
    “I’m sure that you can understand that this kind of behavior is unacceptable, Mrs. Barnes. It will not be tolerated.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie waits to see if there is more information, then leans forward to counter his attack. “Mr. Harris. Tommy is not a cheater. I don’t understand what would have caused him to act this way.” Like the Inspector had taught her, establish a motive for the crime. 
 
      
 
    “Thomas is failing at mathematics, and doing poorly in some of his other subjects.” Mr. Harris’ smile is the smuggest she’s ever seen.  
 
      
 
    “Let me be blunt, Mrs. Barnes. I’m sure we both have Thomas’ best interests at heart. He’s almost ten and getting close to the stage of his academics when most young men like him decide to pursue an occupation rather than further schooling. The mills and canneries are always looking for young lads, and of course there are the messenger boys. It’s a fact that there are many young boys who are happier working in a trade rather than sitting in a classroom. And I’m sure the extra money would be appreciated. Perhaps it’s something that should be considered?” He rests his case.  
 
      
 
    You sanctimonious, judgemental…  Maggie vibrates. “Mr. Harris. I’m not certain what you mean by ‘boys like him’?” 
 
      
 
    Mr. Harris regards her over the top of his glasses. “I only meant that Thomas is fatherless. I’m sure that it is trying at times. Raising a boy on your own.” 
 
      
 
    “I appreciate your concern, Mr. Harris. I need to stress that Tommy is only nine years old. He’s not leaving school. In fact, after he’s finished here, he’s going to go to Boys’ Central High School.” 
 
      
 
    Mr. Harris shakes his head, judgment rolling off him. “It’s doubtful that Thomas’ grades will be strong enough for Boys’ Central, Mrs. Barnes. I am a graduate myself, and I assure you they do not consider young men who do not have the academic rigor to succeed. No, it’s not likely that Boys’ is in Thomas’ future.” 
 
      
 
    “Tommy will apply himself. And he will be ready to meet the school’s admission requirements. I will make sure he does,” Maggie says. Her face is grim and determined. “Are there any other issues that I should know about?” 
 
      
 
    Mr. Harris consults the contents of a file folder in front of him. “Not at this time. Thomas is a middling student. His stronger subjects are English, History, and Geography. He also appears to be doing well in Science. But, as I said, failing in Math. And now the cheating.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes. The test. May I ask what the consequences will be for this accusation?” 
 
      
 
    Mr. Harris closes the file marked: Barnes, Thomas. He rests his pen precisely perpendicular to the folder’s top edge. “We’ll be suspending him from class for two school days. He’ll be responsible for making up any work that he’s missed. If he is caught cheating again, he will be expelled.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie hasn’t missed the inference of the word ‘caught’, implying that they expect that Tommy will cheat again. 
 
      
 
    “To make sure there are no misunderstandings, Tommy is expected in class again Friday morning?” 
 
      
 
    Mr. Harris clears his throat. “Yes. And think on what I’ve said, Mrs. Barnes. Boys like Thomas are not happy in school. You’re not required to keep him in school beyond the sixth grade, which is the year after next. And we can certainly arrange for a labor permit earlier under the right circumstances. Please, consider the option. He might be better suited to a trade.” He attempts a comforting smile, but unused facial muscles refuse to comply, resulting in a painful contortion. Poor Mrs. Harris. 
 
      
 
    “Thank you, Principal Harris.” Maggie gathers her handbag. Mr. Harris comes round the desk to open the door for her. 
 
      
 
    “Tommy.” She marches past her son and out the Administrative Office door. Tommy scrambles. 
 
      
 
    Maggie’s back is ramrod straight, and her pace is brisk. She marches away from the school without a word.  
 
      
 
    “Mother?” Tommy hurries to keep up.  
 
      
 
    When they are out of sight of the school, Maggie stops and turns. “A cheater? Why would you do that, Tommy?” 
 
      
 
    Before he can explain, she holds up her hand. “Wait. We’ll not do this on the street, young man, for all the world to see. We’ll discuss it when we get home. And the walk will give me time to think of a suitable punishment.” 
 
      
 
    It’s a long, silent march home. Maggie’s fuming has Tommy keeping a safe distance.  
 
      
 
    ‘Boys like him’. Harrumph. Leaving school. The nerve. I doubt that Mr. Harris is a fan of the proposed child labor laws. Wasn’t there that one boy from down the street, I think he was only eleven, who fell into a piece of machinery and crushed his hand? He lost two fingers. I remember the ladies in the neighborhood not mourning the loss of his fingers, but rather the loss of income that he’d not be bringing home to his mother. According to them that was the real harm, and no doubt Mr. Harris would feel the same way. The times we live in. Well, that’s not going to happen to my boy.  
 
      
 
    Maggie’s hands are curled fists around the strap of her purse. 
 
      
 
    A cheater. Not in my family. Where did that come from? Is it his friends? Are they a bad influence? Does he steal, too? 
 
      
 
    Tommy chases after her. 
 
      
 
    What will this mean for his chances at Boys’ Central High School if he’s ruined it with some bit of foolishness? 
 
      
 
    Maggie mounts the front steps of the house, Tommy clambering after her. They hang their coats, and Maggie ties on her apron. Venting some of her frustration, Maggie gets supper’s ground beef browning with onions. Tommy’s grumbling stomach cuts through the silence.  
 
      
 
    Relenting, Maggie puts a glass of milk and two cookies in front of him. “Now, I want an explanation, young man. I want to know why. And I want to know how.” She sits. 
 
      
 
    Tommy gulps. First the test, then being caught, carrying the note home, pretending everything was fine at lunch, waiting outside the principal’s office after school, hearing his mother arrive, listening to their voices behind the closed door. Now the inquisition. 
 
      
 
    “Today was the math test. I didn’t study. I found the test on the teacher’s desk when I came in. So, I wrote down the answers. Then, when I was writing the test, Mr. Stanwick saw me looking at the answers and called me on it, in front of the whole class. He took me to the principal’s office. They gave me the note to give you.” Tommy mumbles to the tabletop, his head hanging low.  
 
      
 
    “Tommy, sit up and speak up. When you’ve been caught red-handed, don’t act like a whipped dog. Stand up for yourself. Take what’s coming like a man.” 
 
      
 
    Tommy straightens, squares his shoulders, and looks at her. Anger and disappointment stare back. He slumps, face to the table again. “I’m sorry, Mother.” 
 
      
 
    “Not as sorry as you will be, Tommy. I can’t believe you didn’t tell me about this when you came home at lunchtime. Saving that note until you were ready to return to school—keeping it from me is as bad as lying about it.”  
 
      
 
    Tommy’s lower lip trembles. 
 
      
 
    “Now, tell me why you decided you were going to cheat on the test and how you found the answers.” 
 
      
 
    Tommy sits silently. 
 
      
 
    “Tommy?” 
 
      
 
    “I know you want me to go to that school, to Boys’ Central. And I know my marks aren’t good in Math. I took the answers so I’d do good on the test and you’d be happy.” 
 
      
 
    “So, this is my fault? Is that your excuse? I made you do this?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes. No. I mean—” 
 
      
 
    Maggie holds up her hand. “I will say this once, so listen up. You are responsible for your actions, young man. Not your mother. It was you who decided not to study.” She points her finger at him. “You decided that it would be easier to cheat.” Another finger jab. “You decided. And now you must suffer the consequences. Do you understand?” 
 
      
 
    Tommy slumps even more.  
 
      
 
    “Tommy?” 
 
      
 
    He straightens. “Yes, Mother. I understand.” 
 
      
 
    “Are you certain that’s how it happened?”  
 
      
 
    Tommy looks around the kitchen. He won’t give up his friend Jimmy, who’d snuck into the teacher’s desk early before class. “I found them. They were just sitting there. In plain sight. No one else was around, so I just copied them. Quick.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie detects the lie; lets it go. For now. She knows what time he left for school. He’d not have had time to sneak into an empty classroom before the bell, let alone copy answers. 
 
      
 
    “Tommy. You’ve been suspended from school for two days. Do you understand what that means?” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t have to go to school?” 
 
      
 
    “It means that, in addition to the black mark on your school transcript, you have two days to work around the house doing the heavy chores. And it means that you’ll need to get Jimmy to bring home the work you’re missing in class, and get all that school work done as well. And, finally, it means that you don’t get supper tonight.” 
 
      
 
    “No supper?” Tears gather. 
 
      
 
    “No supper. I want you to feel what it’s like to go to bed hungry. Because if you don’t get good grades and don’t go to Boys’ Central, you’ll be hungry a lot.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie takes hold of Tommy’s chin, turning his head in line with her face. “Tommy, I am disappointed. And your father would be as well. We don’t have cheaters in this family.” She releases her grip and stands tall in front of him, her arms crossed. “Now, go to your room. I have dinner to get ready for the honest, hardworking members of this house.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie stands with her back to Tommy, retying her apron. She is acutely aware of his chair being pushed back, the shudder in his breath, and the receding steps. 
 
      
 
    Oh, Jack, I need you now.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 8  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   F or the lodgers in Maggie’s house, the dining room is the heart of the home. While they may come into the kitchen for a snack or to grab a coffee, it’s less familiar territory. In the kitchen, the dishes are cleared to the counter. Sometimes the lodgers help with washing up, but it is generally conceded that the room is Maggie’s and Tommy’s. Rarely do the lodgers sit in the living room. Their bedrooms are the private refuges they escape to: their personal domain. The dining room is the communal space, and the ritual of gathering around the table for a meal provides the sustenance they all need: good food and companionship. They may not be related by blood, but they are family. 
 
      
 
    That sense of community is rattled at supper; Tommy’s empty chair creates a vacuum, drawing all eyes toward it. Archie Mansfield, a math teacher at Boys’ Central High School, is a fussy, slight fellow. He’s been living at Maggie’s since she first opened her home for lodgers. Joe Kelly has also been at Maggie’s since the beginning. He is a recently promoted sergeant with the Philadelphia police and a proud member of Colonel Butler’s crack squad, Enforcement Unit Number One.  
 
      
 
    “Where’s the young lad at, Maggie?” Joe asks. 
 
      
 
    “Tommy won’t be joining us for supper tonight. He’s being punished and is upstairs in his room.” 
 
      
 
    Joe and Archie shoot a glance at each other over the table. 
 
      
 
    “Um, delicious dinner, Maggie,” Archie says. It doesn’t matter what size they are, boys can always detect a certain tone in a mother’s voice. 
 
      
 
    The empty chair swallows the conversation. The table misses the noise and vitality Tommy usually brings into the room.  
 
      
 
    “Joe,” says Maggie. Archie and Joe are pulled to attention. “How are your wedding plans coming along?”  
 
      
 
    Archie, a confirmed bachelor, returns to his supper. 
 
      
 
    “Swell, Maggie. Fanny and her mother have most of the arrangements done. I’ve got a couple of me pals from the police to give us an honor guard to walk under. And Colonel Butler himself has said that he and his missus will be there.” 
 
      
 
    “Have you and Fanny decided to go on a honeymoon?” 
 
      
 
    “No, we’re going to put the money we’d spend travelling toward a house. We’re looking at places this weekend. Small to start, but something with a yard, and room for a small garden.” 
 
      
 
    “Don’t tell me, a white picket fence, too?” I’ll miss him when he goes. He’s like a brother to me.   
 
      
 
    “If Fanny has her way. She’s a woman who knows what she wants.” 
 
      
 
    “And how are things at work, Joe? Still keeping the city safe from evil?” Archie asks. 
 
      
 
    “You joke, Arch. There’s enough crime out there to keep a dozen of me busy for a month of Sundays.” 
 
      
 
    “I’ve been reading about it in the newspaper. It seems like things are happening and moving in the right direction, at least,” Maggie says. 
 
      
 
    “Colonel Butler is committed to an all-out war against the bootleggers and Volstead violators. He’s calling them Prohibition profiteers.” Joe pauses to have another bite, and shrugs while he chews. “Although, we’d be able to make better progress if we had more of the element of surprise. Half the time, we arrive at a speakeasy only to find everyone in the joint sipping tea, and not a drop of illegal hooch to be found.” 
 
      
 
    “The bartenders must have a good nose for trouble,” Archie says, smirking. 
 
      
 
    “More like a good ear. They’re getting tipped off by our members.” 
 
      
 
    “I’ve seen those headlines, too. ‘Philadelphia is corrupt and contented’.” Maggie says, quoting a recent headline in the Inquirer. 
 
      
 
    “Which is the other front that Colonel Butler is fighting on. Trying to clean up the police department. We got word today that his forty-eight-hour corruption crackdown caught eight lieutenants. They’ll be disciplined for incompetence and neglect of duty.” 
 
      
 
    “Only eight? I would have thought more,” Archie says. 
 
      
 
    “It’s a start. There will be more crackdowns, although if you can catch eight loos in 48 hours, I’m not sure who or how many will be left after a sustained effort. And there will be more action to come. Rumor is that anyone found drunk on duty is going to be fired. And that’s not going over well in the ranks. Policing’s not a well-paying job to begin with, and, for a lot of the fellas, a steady supply of booze has been an important fringe benefit.” 
 
      
 
    “I hear there are other ‘benefits’ and ‘incentives’ that make-up for the low pay,” Archie says.  
 
      
 
    “Such as pride in protecting the streets, knowing that we all sleep better at night when you’re on the job, Joe.” Maggie says, rushing to Joe’s defense. 
 
      
 
    Flushed from Archie’s remark, Joe smiles toward Maggie.  
 
      
 
    “And when will we be getting to meet the new lodger, Maggie?” Archie asks. 
 
      
 
    “Tomorrow. He’s moving in after he finishes work. His name is Clive Sessions, and he’s from Louisiana. He’s a clerk at the Atlantic Refining Company, where Fanny works. And he comes with excellent references.” Maggie nods to Joe. “His family will be joining him in Philadelphia at the end of the school year, when they’ll look for a house. But until then, he’ll be with us in Eugene’s old room off the kitchen.” 
 
      
 
    “Maybe I can give him some pointers on what areas of the city to look in, and house prices,” says Joe. 
 
      
 
    “Well, a Southerner. That will make things interesting,” Archie says. 
 
      
 
    “I’m hoping for dull and boring,” Maggie says. She stands and starts gathering up dishes. “Could I talk to you privately in the kitchen, Archie?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, don’t mind me, Maggie. You and Archie can talk. I’ve got to head back to the precinct. I’m on duty tonight,” Joe says, pushing back his chair.  
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    Archie sits at the kitchen table while Maggie begins to wash the dishes.  
 
      
 
    “What’s up, Maggie?” 
 
      
 
    “Tommy was suspended from school today.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, that’s not good. What happened? Fighting?” 
 
      
 
    “No. Not fighting,” Maggie says, offended that Archie would think Tommy would do such a thing. “He was caught cheating on a math test.” 
 
      
 
    “Cheating. Now, that is serious. I’m surprised he cheated. I always thought he was a good kid.” 
 
      
 
    “He still is a good kid, Archie. He’s just not doing very well at math, and he knows how much I want him to get good grades so he can go to Boys’ Central.” 
 
      
 
    “Boys’ won’t take kindly to a suspension on his transcript, Maggie. It’s a tough school to get into. I get dozens of inquiries every year from parents who want their sons to attend.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, surely Tommy isn’t the first boy to apply with a suspension on his transcript. They can’t all have been rejected.” 
 
      
 
    “No, hardly. I could tell you a few stories from the boys in my own classroom. But they are legacy students, for the most part. Their fathers attended, and their fathers before them. And, quite likely, their families are also generous donors to the school. I’m afraid that Tommy is at a bit of a disadvantage on both those counts.” 
 
      
 
    “You’re right. Jack didn’t go to Boys’, although he did have some high school. Legacy students. Hmm. My father could probably help there, but I won’t ask him. Getting into Boys’ is going to be tricky, but it’s a problem for another day. Today, we’ve got to figure out how to get those math marks up. Perhaps you could help, Archie?” 
 
      
 
    “Of course I’d like to help, Maggie. What are you thinking?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, would you consider tutoring Tommy in mathematics? In the evening after supper? You could also look over his homework if he were having any trouble. And you already know the expectations for Boys’ math curriculum. Oh, please say yes?” 
 
      
 
    “Regular tutoring? Oh, I don’t know. I usually read in my room after supper. Are you thinking every day?” 
 
      
 
    “Maybe only to start, until you get a sense of how big a job it will be. I would certainly pay you. Or I could give you a discount on your rent.”  
 
      
 
    Maggie stands, dishtowel in hand, waiting for his answer. “Tommy’s future is at stake, Archie.” 
 
      
 
    “I suppose I could do it for a little while. At least long enough to evaluate him. How much of a discount on the rent?” 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 9 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   M aggie is dwarfed by the bank; it’s a solid stone temple to mammon. Thick pillars encircle it. A panel of ancient warriors battle along the top. To enter the building, Maggie will climb a broad set of stairs to reach the imposing, heavily paneled, gilt front doors. 
 
      
 
    Now or never. You’ve done harder things, girl. Been in tougher spots. It’s not fair—Jack should be here. But he’s not, is he? I miss him. Forward march. That roof has got to get fixed. 
 
      
 
    Maggie had chosen her clothes carefully this morning. Considerations were: dress up, maybe in one of Edith’s castoffs, and look like she didn’t need the money; dress down in something old, maybe patched, and look like she really needed the loan. In the end, she decided to appear as business-like as possible in a simple skirt and jacket, a man’s straight tie, and a vest. With her hat and gloves, she looks like the smart young women that hang around colleges and universities. Demure, brainy, bluestockings. 
 
      
 
    And now it is time to take those stockings through the front door and meet the formidable Mr. McKim, the man who holds her future in his hands. 
 
      
 
    “Good morning, Mrs. Barnes.” McKim rises from behind his desk. He sports the pencil mustache of all movie villains, and his hair is slicked back, a razor-straight part through the middle. Critical. Precise. Maggie can’t imagine him mowing a lawn or playing ball with a son. He looks like a man who lives behind his desk day and night, counting the bank’s money. He could be Principal Harris’ brother.  
 
      
 
    “Good morning, Mr. McKim. Thank you for seeing me.” 
 
      
 
    “Of course. Please, have a seat. How may I be of help?” The banker sits after Maggie takes her seat. 
 
      
 
    “I run a boarding house in the Northern Liberties area, and I would like to borrow some money to repair the roof and make a few other improvements to the property.” 
 
      
 
    “Hmm, I see. And was your husband not able to come in this morning, Mrs. Barnes?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m widowed.” You’d think that after the war and the influenza epidemic that a widow wouldn’t be such a remarkable state. 
 
      
 
    “A father then?” 
 
      
 
    “My father is not available.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, you see Mrs. Barnes, it is unusual to loan a woman money. In fact, it’s unusual to be dealing directly with a woman about a business transaction at all. Are you sure you don’t have a brother or another male relative, a fiancé perhaps, who could represent you?” 
 
      
 
    “Mr. McKim. I run the boarding house. The house is in my name after my husband’s passing. I have managed on my own now for several years, without the benefit of male oversight. I am perfectly capable of representing myself. Perhaps we could continue?” 
 
      
 
    Mr. McKim fusses with the papers on his desk. “Of course. You say you own the property outright? Do you have the documentation to that effect with you this morning?” 
 
      
 
    Maggie nods and hands him a file folder. “Inside, you’ll also find a quote from a company on how much they will charge to fix the roof. And two year’s monthly income and expense statements for the boarding house.” 
 
      
 
    “This is very comprehensive. Why don’t you have the man who prepared these statements come by and talk to me and we can see about that loan?”  
 
      
 
    “I prepared those statements and gathered the information myself, Mr. McKim. This is my business and I take it very seriously.” At least I can thank Father for my aptitude and familiarity with accounting ledgers. 
 
      
 
    The granter of all financial wishes makes notes on a small legal pad. Tsk-tsk, the only sound in the room besides the scratching pencil. Maggie watches, ramrod in her chair. McKim returns the papers to the folder and tops it with his pencil.  
 
      
 
    Maggie leans forward for the verdict. The silence stretches between them. Will she ask or will he offer? She leans back and smiles, playing the confident landlady. 
 
      
 
    Mr. McKim clears his throat. “According to these numbers, Mrs. Barnes, you will be hard-pressed to repay the loan on time. I am uncomfortable extending you the amount of money you seek.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie panics, the illusion of confidence gone. “I’m sorry, Mr. McKim. I double checked the numbers. They appeared doable to me. What interest rate are you charging for a commercial loan?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, no. We don’t extend commercial loans to women. Not at all. That’s just not done. We may consider a mortgage on your house, with the house itself as collateral, of course. But you understand that, if the payments are not made, we will take your house as repayment for the loan?” 
 
      
 
    Maggie grips her hands. “No commercial loans to women? Certainly that’s ancient. These are entrepreneurial times, sir.” Maggie tweaks her tie.  
 
      
 
    The banker remains firmly entrenched in his male-dominated business world.  
 
      
 
    Seeing no respite, Maggie tries again. “A mortgage against the house. Surely the house is worth much more than a small loan for the roof. You would take the whole house if I can’t repay it?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes. And sell it. Any proceeds left over, after fees and expenses, would be forwarded to you, of course.” 
 
      
 
    I could lose the house. Do I dare? “And what would a monthly mortgage payment amount to? And for what duration?” Sitting across from Mr. McKim disadvantages Maggie. She longs for a desktop and a piece of paper to write things down. It’s not easy to hold the numbers in the same head that is screaming for her to give up, run away, and hide. 
 
      
 
    “We can do fifty-percent of the equity in the house, at six-percent, over five years, with a bullet payment at the end. At that time, the loan must be repaid in full.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie mentally calculates. To meet the number Mr. McKim has mentioned, she will need to raise the rents on three lodgers and also look at some other kind of income. There is no way to cut expenses that much to make up the difference between her current revenue and the new amount she’ll need. She can sell the house herself if she has to. Better she would do it than have the bank handle that. But only as a last resort, if it even comes to that. 
 
      
 
    Maggie considers the consequences and then nods at Mr. McKim. “I can make this work. Let’s go ahead with the loan for the roof. I expect one-thousand dollars should do it.” I’ll worry about that last payment another day. 
 
      
 
    Mr. McKim slumps slightly, then quickly resumes his posture. Maggie can see him imagining himself hammering the For Sale sign on the front of her house.  
 
      
 
    “Erm, then. Well, Mrs. Barnes. I’ll get my clerk to draw up the paperwork for you to sign. Would returning on Thursday be convenient?” 
 
      
 
    Maggie nods, now past the point of no return. “That works for me. I’ll see you Thursday. Thank you, Mr. McKim.” 
 
      
 
    Mr. McKim stands, but does not see her to the office door. Maggie watches his mustache twitch. She turns and leaves the bank, the weight of the loan dragging behind her. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 10  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   M ayor Freeland—’call me Freddy’—Kendrick leans back in his office chair, drawing on the cigar he has just lit. Sitting across from him is the Director of Public Safety, Colonel Smedley Butler. Butler is extremely tall, rail thin, with a hawk-beaked nose. Kendrick has never seen Butler with a loosened collar. He’s never seen him slouch. Like the military man he is, Colonel Butler strides, never walks. And when he barks a command, there is a compulsion to salute.  
 
      
 
    Mayor Kendrick loathes him. And he envies him, too. The mayor doesn’t have the luxury of marching forward through an unambiguous landscape of black and white convictions. Instead, Freddy weaves and dances through a terrain composed of shades of grey: compromise and pragmatism. And to his credit, Mayor Kendrick is an excellent dancer. 
 
      
 
    Before he’d come into the mayor’s office, Colonel Butler had confided to his aide-de-camp, Sergeant Kelly, that he wished Mayor Kendrick would stop smiling. Always smiling. Perhaps it’s a weakness of character that drives a man to smile that much? No one is that happy all the time. The news is not always that good. Butler sees nothing in the current situation to smile about.  
 
      
 
    “We’ve got to launch more aggressive strikes against the bootleggers, Mayor. They’re getting away with murder, literally. Philadelphia is a cesspool of crime right now. We can’t be faint in our attack.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh come now, Smedley. We’re working together here. We’ve hardly been faint. You’ve closed thousands of speakeasies and arrested hundreds of lawbreakers. Those are commendable efforts. And the press and the public have noticed.” 
 
      
 
    “But those thousand speakeasies have all reopened. Some of them more than once. Some of them more than once on the same day. It’s a mockery of justice. And those lawbreakers, back on the street, most without even a fine. You brought me in to uphold the law, Mayor. If we don’t have a united front, we won’t win this war. Neither civilian nor adversary will respect us. Criminals will continue to flaunt the law, especially when it’s a law even the police department and the courts don’t believe in.” 
 
      
 
    Mayor Kendrick takes a deep breath—it doesn’t seem to interfere with his continuous smile. He’s heard the Colonel’s line before. “So, what do you recommend, Colonel Butler?” 
 
      
 
    “I’d like for the two of us to meet with the magistrates and judges. We’re going to have to dig-in on this, Mayor; you need to lay down the law that they should be upholding. If they’re men of integrity, they’ll fall in line.” 
 
      
 
    Mayor Kendrick puffs on his cigar, wondering, as he often does, whether the colonel uses jargon from the war as a way of showing his contempt for lack of war service. “Let me see what I can do. You know they’re a prickly bunch, judges. They take their independence very seriously.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m not suggesting that we tell them what to do, Mayor. I’m suggesting that we lay out the information so that they can come to the right decision on their own about what they should do. Surely they are men of honor? They should know their duty. And it is the law.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, of course.” Mayor Kendrick stands, one hand gripping a suit lapel, subconsciously posing for the cameras. “I was elected on a platform of law and order. I promised I’d clean up this town. The public expects to see some changes, and they will. I’ll have my secretary, Phyllis, set it up.” 
 
      
 
    Colonel Butler remains seated. The mayor remains smiling on the outside, but frustrated on the inside; he’s forced to return to his chair.  
 
      
 
    Mayor Kendrick makes a note for Phyllis and evaluates the next course of action to get this man out of his office. He decides on a full frontal assault. “I want to commend you on your actions, Colonel. You’ve been very thorough. As I said before, lauded in the press and by the good citizens of this great city. However, perhaps we might take this opportunity to also discuss the… ahem… the degree of thoroughness of your actions?” 
 
      
 
    Colonel Butler’s expression is a serious one. 
 
      
 
    “As you know, there’s been a lot of activity in the Second and Sixth Wards and Center City. I’ve been getting complaints from the business community. They feel that they’ve been singled out.”  
 
      
 
    “Those districts have been getting a lot of attention. It’s where some of our most egregious scofflaws are operating.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, perhaps, all in the interest of fairness, you could focus your attention on other wards? I need the business community on-side. They’re very generous contributors to elections—judges and the council. Maybe, if you refocus your efforts in another direction, everyone might feel a bit of breathing room. And if the business community is happy, it certainly will help with the magistrates and judges. They’re sensitive to these things, you know.” 
 
      
 
    Colonel Butler remains stone-faced. Kendrick’s smile falters momentarily, and he decides it’s time for the carrot. “And I’ll be needing Council votes if we’re going to go forward with the reorganizational efforts you’re proposing for the police department. I know how committed you are to a new structure.” The mayor has made sure Butler’s reorganization efforts won’t amount to much. Since the mid-1800s, the mayor has had the power to appoint one lieutenant and two sergeants per police precinct, and can give them direct orders. And as far as Mayor Kendrick and his bank account are concerned, it’s a system that works just fine. 
 
      
 
    “Your political pressures are an unfortunate consequence of enforcing the law, Mayor. But you can’t have it both ways. You can’t be the ‘law and order mayor’ and not clean up the city. When we first spoke, I made it clear that I was not going to be window dressing. You asked me to come to Philadelphia, to take a year’s absence from my command with the Marines. It was you who wrote to the President to secure my appointment here. I was brought in to do a job, and I will. I have never lost a war. I do not consider defeat to be an option. To be victorious, I expect full cooperation from all authorities, legal and political. Otherwise, I will return to my military duties.” 
 
      
 
    Mayor Kendrick’s smile quavers, and then he stands up and reaches across the desk, hand extended. 
 
      
 
    “Of course, Colonel. You have my full support.” Mayor Freeland ‘Freddy’ Kendrick beams. 
 
      
 
    Colonel Butler stands; gives a brisk handshake. “Thank you, Mayor Kendrick. Now, I will see to my men. We have work to do.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 11  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   M aggie is glad that Tommy is heading back to school Friday; she’s running out of chores for him. After breakfast, she’d sent him outside to start turning the garden bed to get it ready for planting. Watching him out the kitchen window, furiously shoving the tines of the garden fork into the hard dirt, she’d seen that he was as frustrated by the suspension as she was.  
 
      
 
    She hopes that he’s learning his lesson. She also hopes that he’ll be learning a bit of math from Archie. The idea of tutoring sessions is not going down well, for either student or tutor. 
 
      
 
    With Tommy outside, at least until lunchtime, Maggie takes the time to get to her own version of gardening: trying to coax green shoots from barren soil. Sitting in the dining room, she chews on the end of her pencil. Laid out in front of her are papers filled with figures. She’s been looking for a way to accommodate the mortgage payments into her budget. Earlier, she had contacted the roofing company to arrange for them to start on the roof. She hopes that their earlier estimate will stay true and there will not be any hidden surprises once the cheap shingles come off.  
 
      
 
    “You look troubled, Maggie. Can I help?” 
 
      
 
    “Hello, Inspector. No, I’m fine. Just trying to figure out which days of the week we’ll be fasting.” 
 
      
 
    “Fasting? Is your new lodger religious?” 
 
      
 
    “Ha. No, but I don’t think I can stretch my grocery budget to accommodate meals for all seven days a week.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s no good. What’s happened? I thought having the third lodger in place would help with the finances.” 
 
      
 
    “It would have, except I went to the bank to arrange a loan. I need money to repair the roof and I’ve also decided to buy a washing machine. The way I’m doing the laundry now with the washboard and tubs isn’t efficient, and I can use the time more productively. I figure, if I’m going to be on the hook for a mortgage, I might as well buy a bit of convenience for myself while I’m at it.” 
 
      
 
    “That sounds like a reasonable plan. What is the problem?” Frank asks. There’s still much he has to learn about the times he’s living in, and perhaps banking and financial arrangements are different now. 
 
      
 
    “I’d worked out my figures based on a commercial loan. But guess what? They won’t give me a business loan. Even in these modern times, because I’m a woman, I’ve had to put a mortgage on the house. That kind of attitude, especially in this day and age, is appalling.” 
 
      
 
    Frank keeps his own council about the prevailing attitudes toward women and banking that he remembers.  
 
      
 
    “The mortgage payments are a bit much for my current revenue. If I default, the bank stands ready to seize my house. Tommy and I will be on the street.” 
 
      
 
    “That sounds extreme. I doubt it will come to that.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh Inspector, I’m not sure what bankers were like in your day, but now? They’re not known for philanthropy. But enough.” Maggie gathers her papers into a neat stack. “Tell me how things are going at the brewery.” 
 
      
 
    “It’s fascinating. On so many levels. The engineering still escapes me—how they’re actually doing it—but now that I know what to look for, I can see it. Certain nights, the brewmaster turns on the discharge lever of a vat and drains it. But… not to the bottling station. The vat is dry by morning, the beer gone.” 
 
      
 
    “Sounds curious.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, that’s not the half of it. Max Hassel himself is also an interesting character. I must confess to thinking of him as a gangster in the same mold as Mickey Duffy. But he’s not like that at all. I don’t think I’ve ever seen him carry a gun. He’s unfailingly courteous to his staff. He consults with his brewmaster, seems to value his opinion. He’s a businessman wrapped in a bootlegging opportunity.” 
 
      
 
    “Sounds like the opposite of Mickey Duffy, a gangster wrapped in a business opportunity.” 
 
      
 
    “Exactly. When Prohibition ends, it will be the Max Hassels of the world that do well. I’m not sure Mr. Duffy will acclimatize well to the new order.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 12  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   A  warm spring evening envelops downtown Philadelphia. People bustle about, off to dinner or a show. Marquee lights flicker, twinkling beacons for eager patrons.  
 
      
 
    Colonel Smedley Butler and Joe Kelly are inside a parked car. They watch the Venice Café from across the street. There’s a steady stream of customers going in and coming out, especially for midweek. It’s a popular supper club, with an adventurous, albeit illegal, cocktail menu. This is the sixth time this week that Joe and the colonel have surveilled it. 
 
      
 
    “Never gets old, eh Kelly?” 
 
      
 
    “What’s that, sir?” 
 
      
 
    “The thrill you get waiting for the charge. There’s a solid plan anchoring the effort; the battle is not yet joined, the outcome uncertain, the men are eager and unhurt. Yes, it’s the suspension in time, before going forward, that I relish.”  
 
      
 
    “Once more over the hill, boys?” Joe asks, daring familiarity with his commanding officer. 
 
      
 
    “Exactly, Kelly. Once more over the top.” 
 
      
 
    The two wait while more people go in. They want to time the raid for maximum effect. Colonel Butler has also tipped off the press, who should arrive within the hour. It will make for a great story in the paper tomorrow.  
 
      
 
    Butler fancies himself a bit of a maverick and certainly likes the reputation of getting things done. The boys back at the Marines couldn’t understand why he’d taken a leave to tackle what was basically a civilian problem, but he likes the challenge. They said that it would be impossible to succeed, and he hasn’t failed yet in any of his campaigns. 
 
      
 
    “I saw the notice about the lieutenants,” Joe says.  
 
      
 
    “It’s a small success, but I’m not satisfied. The scope of the corruption is astounding. It’s damned difficult to pick off the big fish, and it does go all the way to the top. What we need is a way to hook the small fish, who will then give up bigger fish, all the way up the food chain until we catch the whales.” 
 
      
 
    “What’s the plan, sir? To catch the small fish?” 
 
      
 
    “I’ve been mulling this over, and I’m thinking I need civilian undercover operatives, posing as sellers of illegal liquor, to snare our street cops. That’s the most fundamental level of policing. The beat cop on the street. From there we can work our way up the food chain. To the whales.” 
 
      
 
    “It’s a sound idea, sir. And would you be trying to get the cops to buy booze?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh no, Kelly, that’s too minor. What we want them to do is shake down our plants for a piece of the action. Those cops are nothing but bag men for kickbacks. They’re the bottom level of a whole racket of protection money, from those working the street right through to the Ritz.” 
 
      
 
    Joe nods, working it out as Colonel Butler speaks. “Why civilians, sir?” 
 
      
 
    “Because they’re not known. They would appear like any other man working a thirst-relief station. So, we would also need to assign a gink to every civilian. To make the arrest,” Butler explains. 
 
      
 
    “Police to watch the police, like at the breweries, you mean, sir?” 
 
      
 
    “One and the same. We’ve gotten stellar results from that effort. Truly outstanding. I think we can replicate those same results at street level.” Butler shifts in his seat. “My primary challenge is to recruit civilians discretely. I’m thinking of bringing in retired Marines, men I can count on.” 
 
      
 
    “Will they be paid, sir?” 
 
      
 
    “Of course, Kelly. Although they won’t appear on any police officer personnel listing. No, it will be an under-the-table expense for the campaign. I’m thinking of calling it Operation Minnow.” 
 
      
 
    “Operation Minnow? That doesn’t sound very glamorous.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, I was going to call it Operation Plankton, as whales eat plankton, but my wife assures me that plankton wasn’t a good name, either.” 
 
      
 
    “What about trout, sir? Or sea bass? Those are bigger fish.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m thinking the corrupt officers are the bass in this analogy.” 
 
      
 
    “Ah,” nods Joe. “Then minnow it is.” 
 
      
 
    The men wait silently again, contemplating various species of fish. 
 
      
 
    “Men unknown to police would be fine operatives, sir. But, would you consider a woman as part of Operation Minnow?” 
 
      
 
    “A woman? Well, there is no danger involved, and a woman would never be suspected. Yes, I suppose if there were women who we could rely on for discretion, who remain calm under pressure, I might consider that. Do you have someone in mind?” 
 
      
 
    “I do, sir.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 13  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   “ Have you got everything you need, Mr. Sessions?” Maggie hovers in the doorway to the small bedroom off her kitchen. “I know it’s a small room—” 
 
      
 
    “Now don’t you fret none, ma’am. I won’t be here long enough to turn around.” Clive Sessions’ deep-south drawl leaves Maggie breathless, all twitterpated. 
 
      
 
    “Wonderful. Not the part of not staying long. I mean, please feel free to stay as long as you need to. I meant wonderful that you don’t find the room too small.” Maggie clamps her mouth tight. Oh, goodness. And that smile. Wait until I tell Edith. “I’ll leave you to get settled then. Supper will be on the table in half an hour. You can wash upstairs or at the kitchen sink.” 
 
      
 
    “Thank you, ma’am, and much obliged.” Maggie blushes as he tips an imaginary hat. 
 
      
 
    By suppertime, Clive and Archie are standing and chatting in the dining room as Maggie enters with a tureen of chicken stew. Clive moves across the room and pulls out her chair. 
 
      
 
    “My goodness, Mr. Sessions. Please don’t stand and wait on my account. Although while you’re up, could I get you to fetch the plate of biscuits from the kitchen?” Maggie’s heard that it’s good to give a new, possibly awkward, guest something to do. 
 
      
 
    Tommy comes downstairs and slides into his spot at the table.  
 
      
 
    “I’m glad that you can join us tonight, young man,” Archie says. 
 
      
 
    “Tommy’s worked up quite an appetite, I imagine, what with all his hard work today. He tilled the garden for me this morning, and this afternoon he moved all the dressers and the couch so that I could clean behind. And tomorrow, after he gets his homework done, he’s going to string up a new wash line out back.” 
 
      
 
    “He was sure a help to me, hauling in all my boxes,” Clive Sessions says. He centers the plate of biscuits on the table. 
 
      
 
    Joe saunters in, having been upstairs changing out of his uniform. “Hello. I’m Joe Kelly. You must be Mr. Sessions.” 
 
      
 
    Everyone settles in, the smell of the stew a magnet. Clive hesitates until he sees the empty chair next to Archie, and slides in. “Now, you-all must call me Clive. Everybody does. Except for my darlin’ wife, of course, she just calls me late for breakfast.” It’s an old joke that causes Maggie to blush, and sails over Tommy’s head.  
 
      
 
    “This does smell delicious, ma’am. And I’m as tickled as a short dog in tall grass to be sitting here with y’all.” 
 
      
 
    “So, what line of work are you in, Clive?” 
 
      
 
    “I look after the paperwork for the Atlantic Refining Co. ARC has a lot of projects on the go in my neck of the woods, and they brought me in to head office to acquaint myself with how things are done up here. I tell you, Yankee ways will take some getting used to.” 
 
      
 
    “Like what, Clive?” Joe asks. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, there’s lots of differences. You-all like to travel in straight lines while we Southerners tend to amble where we’re going. Maybe it’s the sound of bumble bees in the orange blossoms, or the sun shining on a cold jug of lemonade, but, sure enough, we don’t like to hurry none. It’s a different pace in the South.” 
 
      
 
    “That sounds appealing. We could maybe learn to slow down around here, too,” says Maggie.  
 
      
 
    Joe nabs a biscuit. “How about you, Archie? What’s new in the world of chalkboards and recess?”  
 
      
 
    Maggie smiles; cherishes her lodgers and the business she’s built. That she might lose the house because of that darned loan makes this all the more precious. Not only has she come to enjoy the company of her long-time tenants, Joe and Archie, but she relishes her success as a landlady. And to lose it? Not if she can help it. 
 
      
 
    “We’re very excited at Boys’. We’re opening an observatory for the Science program. They’ve just started construction on the roof of the school. It will be quite a draw, being able to gaze at the heavens,” Archie says. 
 
      
 
    “Wow, Mr. Mansfield. Can you see the moon? Is it possible to see planets?” Tommy is suddenly engaged and enthused.  
 
      
 
    “Say, Archie, will the general public be able to come and look through the telescope?” Maggie asks. What? Tommy enthusiastic about something at Boys’? I’ll be following up with Archie on this one, no matter what.  
 
      
 
    “I’ll check and see. Certainly, I’ll be able to arrange a private tour. How about that, Tommy? Would you like to look through a big telescope?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, would I? That would be swell.” 
 
      
 
    “Then it’s a date. I’ll chat with the chair of the department and see when it might be ready,” says Archie. 
 
      
 
    “But before we have any more talk about seeing the stars, we have a journey much closer to home. I’ll carry these through to the kitchen and do a quick wash up and, Tommy, you gather your math books together. Jimmy dropped books and homework assignments off for you earlier,” Maggie says, bringing Tommy back to earth. 
 
      
 
    “Aw, Mother. Why didn’t you call me? I wanted to talk to Jimmy.” 
 
      
 
    “Because you’re being punished, Tommy. And visiting with your friend is not punishment. Now, go grab those books, and you and Mr. Mansfield can start tutoring tonight.”  
 
      
 
    “Tonight?” Archie and Tommy say in unison. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, tonight. Now, Tommy, scoot. Give me twenty minutes, and the kitchen table is yours, Mr. Mansfield.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 14  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   A cross town, Green’s Hotel ballroom is full of Philadelphia’s finest. More accurately, the room has overflowed with be-feathered and bejeweled women courted by tuxedoed men. Guests crowd the lobby and hallways. Champagne flows freely; everyone has a glass as they make their way from group to group, kissing cheeks and slapping backs. Inside the ballroom, the orchestra is playing great dance numbers, although the floor is perhaps a little too crowded for a good foxtrot. It’s the Zonta Club’s annual Spring Fling Ball—a great shindig, full of posh, self-satisfied, well-heeled people looking to see and be seen. 
 
      
 
    The major fundraiser supports underprivileged girls and women in the area. Edith, whose name is listed in the program as part of the Decorating Committee, has been a Zonta for several years, but always on a committee, never on the Board. Zonta Board members are a prickly bunch of territorial women, well aware of the invisible caste system that Edith will never be able to escape from. She’s on the “husband has money, but is of questionable character” rung; tolerated but never truly accepted. Tonight’s success, though, elevates her. Things could be looking up. 
 
      
 
    She was thrilled when, years ago, she’d been invited to join. Edith had seen first-hand the impact the Zonta programs had on women she knew, and their families. She also relished it for its acknowledgment of Mickey’s rise to prominence. But decades of social training at the knee of tightly corseted mothers did not give Zonta Club members the same egalitarian outlook as their programming goals. Executive members were definitely cut from the ‘Lady Bountiful’ cloth, and it seemed to Edith that she would toil in the shadows on decorating committees and program review committees forever. And Edith was a gal with ambitions. After all, she knew how much she and Mickey had accomplished in such a short time—five years—even if the Zonta executive didn’t recognize that.  
 
      
 
    Tonight, her reason for Zonta inclusion is center stage. At a fundraiser, wallet size matters. There are not many donors in attendance tonight with deeper pockets than Mickey Duffy’s. Edith’s husband, looking suave in his tuxedo, stands chatting amiably with dignitaries and VIPs. Edith is breathtaking in a chiffon gown of soft pastels, weighted with strings of iridescent green beads. Complete with orchids in her hair and her corsage, she looks like a flapper garden fairy. Mickey also has a small orchid tucked into his lapel. They are a couple on-point with the Spring Fling event theme. 
 
      
 
    “Mickey, what do you think…” “Hey Mickey, I hear that….” 
 
      
 
    Edith laps it up, loving the attention. Tonight, she’s playing consort to Mickey’s King of the Bootleggers title. She can feel the cobwebs that have been gathering around her and Mickey the last few months shake free. Throwing back her head, she laughs at someone’s joke. Mickey steps closer, slides an arm around her waist. 
 
      
 
    One of her fellow Zontas, another ‘wife of’, leans in and whispers, “That dress is the cat’s pajamas, and you look fabulous in it.” Edith smiles graciously, accepting the tribute. It is that kind of night; everything going her way. 
 
      
 
    Mrs. Burgess, President of the Zontas and Chair of the Fundraising Committee, glides over. “Edith, my dear. You and your ladies have done an exemplary job decorating. Green’s has never looked as lovely. This may be the best year yet. Let’s chat after our next meeting. There may be a place for you on the Fall Frolic Committee. I know Alice is looking for help at the co-chair position and you come highly recommended. Tah-tah.” Tiny air kisses all round, careful not to disturb hours of effort in front of the dressing table’s mirror. 
 
      
 
    Co-chair. Yes, the evening is perfect in every way. It really couldn’t get any better. 
 
      
 
    A dashing fellow deliberately slides into a small space next to her. Mickey’s arm around her waist instinctively tightens, although he doesn’t break stride in his conversation with the bank president. 
 
      
 
    “Congrats, doll. This is some party you’ve put together.” 
 
      
 
    “Thank you. I’m glad you’re enjoying yourself. We had a lot of hands helping tonight, Mr….?” 
 
      
 
    “Tony. Tony Giordano.” 
 
      
 
    “And you’re a friend of my husband, Mr. Giordano?” 
 
      
 
    “Nah, we’re more like bread and butter. Colonel Butler, the Chief of Police over there, is my boss,” Tony says. He nods in the direction of a tall, thin man in full dress uniform, complete with scarlet cape. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, a policeman.” Edith stiffens, causing Mickey to glance at her and her companion before returning to the banker. 
 
      
 
    “Detective.” 
 
      
 
    “Not on official business tonight, I hope.” 
 
      
 
    Tony laughs. “Nah, I’m off-duty tonight, unless, of course, someone should steal a heart or two. Are you a thief, Mrs. Duffy?” 
 
      
 
    Edith glows under the rays of his repartee. “And you’re having a good time, Detective Giordano?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m like a bee at this here Spring Fling, going from beautiful flower to beautiful flower gathering the nectar.” Tony leans down and kisses her hand. Then he turns it over and kisses the inside of her wrist. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, my. You are sure of yourself, aren’t you? Say, you must meet my husband. Mickey, sweetie?” 
 
      
 
    Mickey, still holding Edith, turns, a small frown at the interruption. His eyes examine Tony. 
 
      
 
    “Mickey, this is Detective Tony Giordano.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey reaches with his free hand to firmly shake that of the detective. “Detective Giordano. We may have met before.” 
 
      
 
    “Really? Can’t recall that, Mr. Duffy.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, we have. Maybe the mayor’s election party? Or the Policemen’s Benevolent Ball? Or maybe it was on the street somewheres. I never forget a face, Detective.” Mickey finally releases Tony’s hand, his mouth forming just the slightest sneer. Leaving his arm around Edith, he turns back to the banker. 
 
      
 
    “Well, like I was saying, Mrs. Duffy, a swell party. Your husband must be very proud,” says Tony, not missing the arm around Edith or the cold shoulder from Mickey. 
 
      
 
    “You’d think, wouldn’t ya?” 
 
      
 
    Edith relaxes against Mickey’s arm, enjoying her own observations; the handsome man, the satin lapels of his tuxedo, the small mustache just like Rudy Valentino, the bad-boy grin that makes her tummy flip. 
 
      
 
    “And are you from Philly, Detective Giordano?” 
 
      
 
    “Tony. You must call me Tony.”  
 
      
 
    Edith gives him a small smile.  
 
      
 
    “Go on, I want to hear you say it,” Tony says, the undercurrents stirring. 
 
      
 
    “All right then,” says Edith. “Tony.”  
 
      
 
    Mickey’s arm is all that tethers her at this moment. “You’re bold as brass. Are you from Philadelphia?” she asks. 
 
      
 
    “Nah, the Big Apple. New York. I’ve been here a few years now and like it well enough.” 
 
      
 
    “You don’t miss the bright lights?” 
 
      
 
    “Broadway can’t compete with the sparkle in your eyes, Edie.” He gives her a slow, lazy grin that makes Edith blush. 
 
      
 
    “I bet you like Valentino movies, Detective.” 
 
      
 
    Tony takes hold of Edith’s hand. “Damsels in distress are my specialty.” 
 
      
 
    Flustered, Edith withdraws her hand. 
 
      
 
    “Until next time, Edie.” Tony gives her a small bow and Mickey a long, measured look, and then disappears into the social swirl. 
 
      
 
    Edith has a hard time catching her breath, watching his broad shoulders as he walks away. 
 
      
 
    “Evening, Mickey. Edith. Swell party.” Broadcasting a megawatt smile in their direction, the mayor of Philadelphia joins their little group. 
 
      
 
    “Mayor Kendrick.” 
 
      
 
    “Now, you call me Freddy, Edith. All my friends do.” 
 
      
 
    “All right then, Freddy. How are things at City Hall?” 
 
      
 
    “We’re getting ready to announce new plans for next year’s Sesquicentennial. Celebrating the hundred-and-fiftieth anniversary of the signing of the Declaration of Independence is going to be an important event in Philadelphia, for America. Really showcase the city. I understand that you had a hand in arranging tonight’s festivities. I’d love to get your opinion on our Opening Ceremony plans, Edith. Maybe tap into some of that expertise. Tonight is amazing.” 
 
      
 
    “Freddy, I’d be—” 
 
      
 
    Mickey leans in and interrupts. “Thanks for the offer, Kendrick, but Edith’s kinda busy these days. She don’t have time for fripperies like that. Maybe next time.” 
 
      
 
    “It is the Sesquicentennial, Mickey. It only comes round every century-and-a-half. It would be a boon to the city if Edith can maybe fit it into her schedule?” 
 
      
 
    Edith puts a hand on the Mayor’s arm. “I’d love to help, Freddy.” 
 
      
 
    “No way. She’s not interested. Now, what’s this I hear about the City expropriating some land west of town?”  
 
      
 
    Edith is frozen with embarrassment. How dare Mickey treat her like that? She smiles and nods. Her jaw rigid with holding her mouth shut. 
 
      
 
    Mickey and the other gentlemen in the group lean in to glean a bit of city gossip that might give them an advantage at some point. You never know what might come in handy. Mickey slips his arm away from Edith to snag another glass of champagne. 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    Edith and Mickey are installed in the spacious backseat of the Duesenberg, heading home. Mickey’s bodyguard and driver, John Bricker, is at the wheel, eyes front. The couple has been engaged in low-level sniper fire since they left the hotel. 
 
      
 
    “How could you?” 
 
      
 
    “You didn’t really want to be part of Kendrick’s little shindig, did you?” 
 
      
 
    “That’s not the point. I can speak for myself. Maybe I did want to be part of that shindig. It’s going to be a big deal, Mickey.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, it ain’t going to happen, so get over it. Not after Kendrick basically double-crossed me, switching the site for the fair. I’d bought up some land next to the old Sesqui site. Since the election, he’s moved the site to some swampland that his buddy, William Vare, owns. I have no idea what I’m going to do with that property now. He knows I’m ticked-off about the new location, and just wants you on the committee as a way of getting me to back his stupid idea. Probably wants me to bankroll the Sesqui party, too, if I know Kendrick.” 
 
      
 
    “Maybe he wants me on the committee because he thinks I’d do a good job?” 
 
      
 
    “Don’t be ridiculous, Edith. Any dame can throw a party. How much brains can that take? It’s only about the money. It always is. Now, I gotta go out for a bit. We’ll drop you at home, and I’ll see you tomorrow.” 
 
      
 
    They pull up to the curb in front of a large, Romanesque, red brick and stone, three-story mansion with towering chimneys and turrets. There’s a light burning at the front entryway but, otherwise, the house is dark. 
 
      
 
    Edith sits in the backseat, her jaw clenched, her hands curled into fists in her lap. Mickey, his arm casually draped along the back of the seat, worries the end of a toothpick. John has both hands on the wheel, staring straight ahead, car running. 
 
      
 
    “Well, is somebody going to open my door and walk me to the front door?” Edith snaps. 
 
      
 
    Both men start, and then John gets out and comes round to hold open her door. He follows her up the sidewalk and the staircase to the front door. 
 
      
 
    “Have a nice night, Mrs. Duffy.” 
 
      
 
    Edith enters the house and then turns to watch the car pull away. A tear slowly slides down her face. She wipes at it angrily, turns, and heads upstairs to her room. Soon, her beautiful, magical gown lies discarded in a heap on the floor as she heads to the liquor cabinet. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 15  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   C olonel Smedley Butler and Joe Kelly are, once again, parked across from the Venice Café, waiting for the arrival of Enforcement Unit Number One troops to start the raid. After six stakeouts at the Café, Joe hopes this is lucky seven. He drums his fingers against the steering wheel. He wishes the colonel would give up on this particular joint; the public is laughing, calling them Philly’s Keystone Cops. 
 
      
 
    “They’re going to make this a reserved parking spot for us, sir,”  
 
      
 
    Two paddy wagons come into sight.  Joe gets out and runs around to open the colonel’s door. They approach the senior officer in charge. 
 
      
 
    “Are we ready, Captain Beckman?” Smedley asks. 
 
      
 
    “Sir. Everyone’s in place, front, and back.” 
 
      
 
    “Good. Charge.” 
 
      
 
    The Venice Café front door is yanked open. A dozen police burst in, guns raised. The bartender behind the counter looks up with bored indifference and continues to wipe the counter. Through the door leading to the alley and kitchen, more officers pour in. The two dozen officers point their guns at a small crowd of ladies and gentlemen drinking tea. The customers smirk at the surprised police. They’re definitely professional ladies, and tea is not likely their beverage of choice.  
 
      
 
    “Search the place, Captain.” Colonel Butler doffs his hat at his audience. “Ladies.” And with his cape swirling, he goes back outside to stand beside the car. Joe hurries after him. 
 
      
 
    The colonel paces on the sidewalk, hands clasped behind his back. “Damn. Damn. Damn. That is seven times. Seven times this week that they have gotten a tipoff that we’re coming. Who is the traitor? Who is working with the enemy? Kelly, take me back to the station.” 
 
      
 
    Joe opens the colonel’s door, then runs around and slips behind the wheel.  
 
      
 
    Butler stares straight ahead, fuming. “What are our options? How do we smoke out the traitor?” 
 
      
 
    Joe, reasonably certain that these are rhetorical questions, just drives. 
 
      
 
    “Are you any further ahead, talking to the woman who is interested in our Operation Minnow?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, sir.” Joe is taken aback by the accelerated timeline of the colonel’s idea. He hasn’t yet broached the idea to Maggie, but figures she’ll enjoy both the adventure and the extra cash. And he knows she’s a cool head under pressure. 
 
      
 
    “Good. We’ll start it next weekend. I’m going to bring our undercover civilians together for a briefing on Wednesday. We’ll have it away from the Precinct. Keep it covert. Find a room, Sergeant. Perhaps in a school or church hall, and let me know. I’ll contact the Marines, and we’ll get the sons-of-bitches. I’ve had enough.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 16  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   M aggie’s started the morning coffee. Footsteps thump on the staircase and into the kitchen. 
 
      
 
    “You look sharp, Joe. Pressed uniform and all. Are you in a rush, or do you have time to sit for a coffee? Tommy and Archie will be down shortly I imagine.” 
 
      
 
    “I’d love a cup. And I need to talk to you about something, Maggie. Something private.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh? Well then, out with it, as we won’t have too much time before the kitchen’s full.” 
 
      
 
    “Could we take our coffee into the living room?” 
 
      
 
    Maggie leads the way. Wedding troubles? Cold feet? “What’s on your mind, Joe?” 
 
      
 
    “Maggie. Last year, after all that unpleasantness around Duffy and young Oskar’s death, I made a promise to you to keep you safe. Do you remember that?” 
 
      
 
    “I remember,” Maggie answers. What’s he going on about? 
 
      
 
    “You had also said that you wanted to continue working on making our city safe for Tommy and other families. Right?” 
 
      
 
    Maggie nods. Has he found out about what the Inspector and I have been doing? 
 
      
 
    “Well, I admired your courage then, and I have a favor to ask of you now.” 
 
      
 
    Tommy bounds down the stairs dressed for school. “Morning, Mother. Morning, Sergeant Kelly.” 
 
      
 
    “Good morning, sweetie.” Maggie kisses his forehead. “There’s porridge on the stove. Help yourself. Sergeant Kelly and I are just having a word and would like some privacy.” 
 
      
 
    “So, Joe? What do you want to ask me?” Maggie asks, after Tommy has left the room. 
 
      
 
    “It’s about work. The colonel is setting up a group of civilians to work undercover, to catch corrupt police. Would you be interested in being part of it?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, well. Undercover? I think I’d need more information—” 
 
      
 
    “Good morning, Joe. Maggie. A beautiful morning, isn’t it? Have I missed breakfast?” Archie is also dressed for school. 
 
      
 
    “No. Joe and I were trying to have a quiet chat. There’s breakfast in the kitchen. Tommy’s in there and coffee’s made. If Clive comes out, show him where the cups and bowls are, will you? I’ll be there in a few minutes.” 
 
      
 
    Privacy is restored. 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry to press, Maggie, but I need to get back to Colonel Butler with your answer today. Otherwise, I would give you more time to think about it. The work’s at night, but not every night. And you’ll be paid, although I don’t know how much. I’m not sure how long it will last, maybe a couple of weeks, maybe a month or two. I’m sorry I don’t have more details, but it’s all coming together really fast. I do know it’s not dangerous. You’ll be selling alcohol on the street and waiting for a cop to ask you for a look-away bribe. I’ll be right there beside you to arrest the cops. It’s absolutely safe, Maggie.” 
 
      
 
    “You want me to sell booze on a street corner? Oh, Joe, I don’t think I could do that. What about people who ask to buy a drink? What if someone I know sees me?” What if Mother sees me? 
 
      
 
    “You can sell people a drink. We’re going to look away from those violations. Our only interest is in the cops. And we’ll be in a different part of the city where it’s not likely you’ll be recognized. As I said, I’ll be right there with you. What do you think?” 
 
      
 
    Tommy comes through again, schoolbag in hand. “Good luck this morning, sweetie. Hold your head high. You’ve served your suspension and, if anyone asks, tell them that you’ve learned a valuable lesson. I’ll see you at lunchtime.”  
 
      
 
    Joe’s impatient breaths are audible.  
 
      
 
    At the slam of the door, she turns back to Joe. “I trust you, Joe. You wouldn’t ask if you didn’t need me, and you wouldn’t let me do anything dangerous. Tell your Colonel Butler yes, and then you can give me the details tonight.” 
 
      
 
    Joe jumps up and grabs her hands. “Thank you, Maggie. I really appreciate it, and I know the colonel will, too. I’ll see you tonight.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie heads into her day, excited about the idea of working undercover. Beds are stripped and fresh linens put on. She’s pushing the mop under Archie’s bed when she strikes something. Curious, she peers under the bed and pulls out a cardboard box. Do I dare? The last time I poked my nose into a lodger’s business, Eugene got killed. But Archie’s not Eugene. I wonder what he has inside? I know Joe keeps his gun under the bed in a locked box. Surely Archie doesn’t have a gun in there? I should check, for Tommy’s safety. 
 
      
 
    Maggie lifts the lid. Inside are scrapbooks. Glued inside are newspaper clippings about bootlegger activity, magazine articles about famous gangsters, matchbooks and napkins from notorious local speakeasies. Well, I never would have guessed. Our tight-laced Archie seems to be a bit of a fan.  
 
      
 
    Maggie returns Archie’s secret obsession and continues cleaning. I wonder how it works, the selling part? How do I carry all the liquor? I bet Archie would know. Maggie smirks at the thought. Gosh. Imagine, me working for the police, for money. Maybe I won’t lose this roof over our heads after all. 
 
      
 
    She tidies Tommy’s room. I wonder if I should wear any make-up, or maybe that’s sending the wrong message on my street corner? She glances in the mirror, batting her eyelashes at her reflection. 
 
      
 
    She peels potatoes for supper. I wonder how much I’ll be paid? She runs the dusting rag over the furniture in the front room. What if I’m no good at sales and nobody wants a drink? Oh, what have I gotten myself into? Imagine. I’m going to be working undercover for the police. Me. Maggie Barnes. I can hardly wait until after supper to tell the Inspector. 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    “Guess what, Inspector. I’m going to be selling hooch on street corners.” Maggie directs her triumphant smile toward Inspector Frank Geyer who is relaxed in his chair by the fire. It’s not often that she can surprise him, and he is surprised. 
 
      
 
    Frank pauses in lighting his cigar, and stares. “What? I don’t understand? Is it the money? I know that times have been lean, my dear, but this?” 
 
      
 
    “Ha. Well, money is tight, but no, I’m not doing it for the money. At least not just for the money. Inspector, it’s real police work. Joe asked me to work undercover. Colonel Butler is calling it Operation Minnow, or some such silliness. I’m to stand around working as a thirst-relief station, selling hooch on a street corner until some cop comes and tries to take a piece of my proceeds.” 
 
      
 
    Frank continues to light his cigar. “Ah, an undercover sting. That’s different. I presume you’ll be working in teams. Otherwise, it may not be safe for you on those corners at night.” 
 
      
 
    “Of course, Joe will be with me the whole time, hidden from view. There’s no way he’d put me at risk. And I’ll get paid. It’s just temporary, until they get a handle on the corrupt cops, but it can help out with the mortgage payment. I’m excited about it. The police are going to circulate a report about possible new lone-operators and see who shows up. I’ll be one of those. Sort of like a tethered goat staked out to attract a lion.” 
 
      
 
    “I think you’ll be a very effective goat, bleating away in the dark. Good hunting.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie laughs. “Maybe it should be Operation Goat rather than Operation Minnow.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 17  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   I t’s a sunny day. Children in the schoolyard are laughing and darting back and forth playing frozen tag. There’s a frantic energy to them as they work off steam before the bell rings. Summer holidays can’t come soon enough.  
 
      
 
    Henry Mercer sighs deeply. He leans against the car. The playground is now part of his regular routine; he can’t stop—it’s like worrying at a toothache or picking at a scab. His fedora is pulled low, shading his eyes. His jacket is open, the double shoulder holsters underneath. One hand clutches a smoldering cigarette; his elbow rests on the car’s roof.  
 
      
 
    He appears the very picture of ease to casual observers passing by, but, if anyone stopped long enough to pass the time of day, they might suspect a late night bender, or maybe one too many with the boys. In the shade of his fedora’s brim, haunted eyes are bloodshot and full of pain. And if they got that close, and happened to truly study his eyes, they’d quickly look away, recognizing a tortured soul, exhausted from wrestling demons. 
 
      
 
    Last year’s tragic accident, a small boy killed in crossfire during a police raid, still haunts him. Wrong place, wrong time. If there was a God for bootleggers and gangsters, Henry prayed that it wasn’t his bullet that struck the kid. He had found the boy’s body and, to protect the crew, dumped it into the river. He hears that splash again and again in his head. He wants to do what Mickey asks and just forget about it. Instead he’s drawn to watching children, reliving the moment when he found the small, cold body lying face down on the dirt floor. He can still feel the slight weight and picture the dangling limbs as he lifted the child over the rail of the unfinished bridge. Splash. The energy of these children playing in the school yard contrasts with the lifeless, still corpse of the small, dead boy which might as well still be in Henry’s arms. He takes a shuddering breath. 
 
      
 
    One last look at the kids playing—for today anyway—and Henry pushes off from the car. He climbs in and drives away. He’s late to see Mickey, and Mickey hates to be kept waiting. 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    The elevator doors open. Henry nods to Gus and Fingers, who flank the door to the President’s Suite at the Ritz Carlton. They’re tipped back, their chairs balanced against the wall. Each has a tommy gun resting in his lap. Even though they’ve all worked with Henry for years, there’s a measured look in their eyes as they watch him come down the hall. 
 
      
 
    “Gentlemen.” 
 
      
 
    “The boss is waiting.” 
 
      
 
    Henry is Mickey’s chief lieutenant. His right-hand man. They go way back, back to Grays Ferry days. That Philly neighborhood was the roughest part of town in those days, and you didn’t make it out alive unless you were a scrapper or a priest. And there were a few who were both. Henry and Mickey spent time in juvie together—it started out small time stuff; apples from the grocers. They moved up to cars, and shaking down drunks they found staggering on the streets. Eventually more lucrative and serious crimes. Then they got caught. 
 
      
 
    Mickey got sent up to Eastern State first, for assault, and Henry had followed right behind him for armed robbery. And a good thing too, as Mickey had a heck of a temper and was always needing someone in the joint to watch his back. Henry’s scar on his forehead came from a knife fight that didn’t work out too well for the other guy. From their days in short pants, they’ve always been a team. 
 
      
 
    Henry knocks once and steps into the palatial suite: a living room, dining room, two bedrooms, and a couple of bathrooms. In one corner is the room service cart with the remains of breakfast. For two, Henry notices. There’s a bedroom door that’s closed. 
 
      
 
    Mickey turns as Henry comes in. He has been admiring the commanding view from the window. His suit jacket is casually draped across a dining room chair, as is his shoulder holster.  
 
      
 
    “Morning, Boss.” Henry sits on the couch, slings an arm across the back. 
 
      
 
    “Coffee? There’s lots.” 
 
      
 
    “Naw. I might be tempted with a drink though.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey nods toward the buffet that serves as his bar. The top is covered in bottles of imported whiskey and premium brand gin. There are heavy crystal glasses on a silver tray. “Can I pour you one?” Henry asks. 
 
      
 
    “Naw. I’m good. I’ll stick to coffee.” 
 
      
 
    “So, what’s up?” 
 
      
 
    “That last shipment we got from Al Hendrie. Not up to standard.” 
 
      
 
    “But I recollect we got it at a good price.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s not the point, Henry. Anybody can buy bad booze cheap. What we want to do is buy good booze cheap. We’re not going to be able to keep putting our generous markup on bottles if they’re swill.” 
 
      
 
    “It’s getting harder and harder to source quality, Mickey. At a price we wanna pay, anyway.” 
 
      
 
    “What about finding a different supplier? I know local sources are pretty well tapped, but what about broadening the pool of importers we work with? Everything is coming from the north right now. What about looking south? Cuba and the Bahamas?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, I can get Malazdrewicz to do a bit of legwork; run the numbers. All that rum is pretty far away, Mickey. Our import costs would really cut into our profits.” 
 
      
 
    “Bringing in the accountant is a good idea. We gotta do something. Some of that local hooch is making people go blind. We can’t be having that under a Duffy label. It’s my reputation, Henry.” 
 
      
 
    “Okay, I’ll look after it. I’ll have some options for you to look at by the end of the month.” 
 
      
 
    There’s a knock at the door; a few more of the guys come in. Pretty soon there’s a card game around the table, and a few fellas sprawled on the couch. These digs are a lot more comfortable than the warehouse they worked out of last year. A couple of skirts arrive. Somebody throws a record on the phonograph. Suddenly it’s a party. 
 
      
 
    Throughout it all, Henry sits, making sure his glass is never empty. Between the banter and the music, the echo of playground laughter floats in his head. Thank God it’s fading with every glass of whiskey.  
 
      
 
    Sometime during the day, the bedroom door opens, and a sweet, too-young thing spills out. She’s a little rumpled for wear but still looks like a million bucks. Or maybe because of it. Mickey pats his knee, and she scoots over and settles in. Henry raises his drink to her. She winks back and snuggles into Mickey. 
 
      
 
    Henry looks around the room, a bemused smile on his face. As the sun goes down and the lights go on, the room has a comfortable blurriness to it. Henry finishes a drink and waves the empty glass in the air for a refill. Suddenly it’s full again. Yeah, ain’t life grand? The Ritz is a long way from Grays Ferry. A long way from kids playing in school yards. Cheers.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 18  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   “ So, lady. We’re here. Club Cadix. You gonna get out, or what? Any closer and we’d be inside,” says the taxi driver. 
 
      
 
    Maggie barely nods. She almost didn’t come, but Edith had been so excited and, of course, it’s a great chance to do a bit of sleuthing. She’d talked herself into it but, now that she’s actually here, she’s having second thoughts. She’s taken great pains to avoid being around Mickey. This will be the first time since the kidnapping. A year ago, she’d been abducted by a couple of his goons, tied to a chair, threatened by Mickey and, finally, let go.  
 
      
 
    Despite startling at loud noises, and a touch of claustrophobia from being bound with a hood, Maggie had managed to temporarily put the incident on a shelf. With her release, she feels as if she’s been given a second chance to right the wrongs. She is waiting for Mickey to slip up so she can have her revenge and watch him sent to jail.  
 
      
 
    But then there’s Mickey’s wife, Edith. She’s become a friend, even though Maggie hadn’t planned a real friendship. Life has moved on some, or so she thought. The idea of being physically close to Mickey again brings it all back. The fear, the helplessness when he’d held her captive. His promise that, if she were to mention anything to Edith or anyone, Tommy would be in the line of fire. She closes her eyes, overcome with another wave of panic, her trembling hands clutched together. 
 
      
 
    Snap out of it. You can do this. You are brave. You don’t show fear to an animal. There’s nothing he can do to you tonight. Think of the Inspector. He wouldn’t be sitting in the back of a cab worrying. He’d be out there marching into the club.  
 
      
 
    “Maggie, you can do this.”  
 
      
 
    Maggie’s eyes fly open and she gasps. Frank is sitting beside her. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, lady? You okay?” The taxi driver is looking at her in the rear view mirror. 
 
      
 
    “Um, yes. I’m fine.” Maggie scrambles in her handbag for her compact. “Give me a minute. I want to powder my nose.” 
 
      
 
    “Whatever. I’m turning the meter back on though.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie holds the compact up close to her face to cover her whispering. 
 
      
 
    “Inspector. What are you doing here?” 
 
      
 
    “I wanted to check on you. You know, it’s natural to feel a bit of anxiety, facing the enemy again. But I know you, Maggie Barnes. You have all the grit and gumption you need to get through it.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie gives him a grateful smile.  
 
      
 
    “It’s a crowded public place. Edith is here. Stay just an hour and then claim a headache and leave. You can do an hour. When you decide you should leave, just call another cab.”  
 
      
 
    A couple of swells, leaving the Club, tap at the taxi window. 
 
      
 
    “Hey lady, I got another fare. What’s it going to be?” 
 
      
 
    Maggie nods. “Yes. I can do an hour. Thanks, Inspector. I’m ready.” A deep breath and she opens the door. 
 
      
 
    The Club Cadix is Mickey Duffy’s pride and joy. He had gotten in on the ground floor of Prohibition, a natural entrepreneur that could see a business opportunity and how to make money from it. Over the years, he has built a nice little empire of running illegal hooch and selling it from street corners to high-end nightclubs. Mickey likes to brag that he is in the import-export business, but the ‘entertainment business’ is probably more accurate. Success in distributing illegal liquor gives him an excellent platform to branch out into subsidiary lines of business, notably gambling and prostitution. 
 
      
 
    Fueled by jazz and booze, Club Cadix has ‘em lined up around the block. Yup, times are good for ol’ Mickey Duffy. 
 
      
 
    Maggie checks her coat and stands in the doorway to the main room. Walking into this glittering crowd is intimidating. She’s glad she borrowed a dress from Edith. The lyrics to Second Hand Rose float through her mind. 
 
      
 
    There are two tiers of tables on the main floor, and a horseshoe balcony that wraps around the dance floor. Pillars are draped in blue velvet, and crystal sconces provide a warm, soft light. Each small table is covered in a cloth so starched that Maggie wonders if there are table legs underneath, or whether it’s floating.  
 
      
 
    Maggie catches her breath. She spies Edith alone, a glass of champagne in her hand. Mickey’s in a group of men on the other side of the dance floor. She panics. No. No. No. Run away. Hide. Maggie closes her eyes and takes a deep breath, trying to stop the shaking. She opens them and sees Edith waving her over. One hour. I can do one hour. 
 
      
 
    “So, doll. Whaddaya think?” Edith sweeps her bare arm around to include the entire room: the opulent décor, the fashionable patrons, the dance band on-stage.  
 
      
 
    Next to the Duffy table is a silver ice bucket with two bottles of champagne. Edith’s well on her way through the first bottle.  
 
      
 
    The band on stage keeps the beautiful people dancing. Men are in tuxedos and the women, oh the women. Maggie’s head swivels from side to side, taking it all in. There are feathers and furs, rhinestones and the real thing. Shoulder straps have slipped, hems have crept up, and there is a sense of abandon, of upscale debauchery that makes Maggie realize that the apron hanging on the hook back in her quiet kitchen is a long way away. 
 
      
 
    Mickey’s still in deep in discussion with some men. Maggie takes in a gulp of champagne, then another. “This is something, Edith. I had no idea Club Cadix was so posh.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, nothing but the best for my Mickey,” Edith says, leaning over and topping up Maggie’s glass. “Here, have some more. Sunshine with bubbles.” 
 
      
 
    “Is that who I think it is?” Maggie whispers to Edith.  
 
      
 
    “Who? Where… oh yes, it is. But she’s here in-cog-nito.” Edith giggles. “Apparently, the man she’s with is going to finance her next picture.” Edith taps her nose and winks. “If ya know what I mean.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie gives the woman a closer look. “I love the dress. But how does it stay up? I mean it looks like there are no straps.” 
 
      
 
    “Willpower, doll. Just willpower.” Edith gets a case of the giggles again. “What do you think of that big fella over there? He’s one of Boo-Boo Hoff’s boxers,” she says, pointing to a well-muscled man with a curvaceous dame on each arm. 
 
      
 
    “Um, large?” Maggie says, also giggling. 
 
      
 
    The two collapse in laughter. “Oh, sweetie. I’m so glad you’re here.” 
 
      
 
    Suddenly, out of nowhere, Mickey looms over the table. John Bricker takes a seat nearby. “Care to clue me in on the gag?”  
 
      
 
    Maggie shrinks back into her chair. No sign of giggles now. In fact, she’s trying very hard to control her breathing. Edith, sparring with Mickey, doesn’t notice her distress. 
 
      
 
    “Just girl talk, Mickey. Nothing important,” says Edith.  
 
      
 
    Mickey fills his glass and tops up the other two. “Well, I had some interesting ‘boy talk’. And I think you might find it fascinating.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, as long as I can follow along, hon. Use small words,” Edith says, blowing cigarette smoke away from the table. 
 
      
 
    “You know, Edith, sometimes you’re a real—oh, forget it. Excuse me, Mrs. Barnes, I see someone I need to talk to.” Mickey thrusts back his chair, almost knocking it over. His shadow, Bricker, jumps to attention. 
 
      
 
    As he leaves, Maggie exhales the breath she’s been holding. Her hands are shaking. 
 
      
 
    “What a dope he is. I’m sorry, hon. You look pale. Did our little banter disturb you? Look, it’s just Mickey and me these days. It doesn’t mean nuthin.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m fine, Edith. I think I need a bit of air. The room is very crowded. Or too much champagne too fast. I’m going to step outside for a moment.” 
 
      
 
    “Why don’t I come with you? We can stop by the little girls’ room on our way back.” 
 
      
 
    They retrieve their wraps from the coat check and head out to stand on the sidewalk. The affable doorman, dressed in a smart uniform, is every bit the part, silver buttons and all. “Evening, Mrs. Duffy,” he says. “Ma’am,” he says nodding to Maggie. “Do you need me to call you a cab? Or is Mr. Duffy on his way out?” 
 
      
 
    “No thanks, Earl. We’re just needing a bit of air. It’s such a lovely night.” 
 
      
 
    “It sure is, Mrs. Duffy. It’ll be summer soon. My wife’s tomatoes have started to flower. That’s always my first sign of summer. She likes to get them in early.” 
 
      
 
    “Ah, a garden. My mother had a garden when I was growing up. We’d steal peas right off the vine,” says Edith. 
 
      
 
    Earl chuckles. “You must have been a real scamp when you were a girl, Mrs. Duffy.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, you have no idea, Earl,” she says, smiling. 
 
      
 
    While Edith and Earl pass the time, Maggie gazes down the street. Marquee lights blaze in front of all the clubs and gin-joints. People parade on the sidewalk, excitement in their very steps. Cars cruise past slowly, dropping people off, picking people up. Everyone has some place to go and someone to be with. 
 
      
 
    Maggie pulls her coat tighter around her. Seeing Mickey, if only for a minute, has scraped her last nerve raw. 
 
      
 
    Get it together. Edith needs you here. You’re learning lots to tell the Inspector later. It’s perfectly safe. You’re no mouse to his cat.  
 
      
 
    Turning to Maggie, Edith asks, “Ready to go back in, Mags?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, I feel better. Thanks for coming with me. Good night, Earl.” 
 
      
 
    “Have a pleasant rest of the evening ladies,” Earl says, tipping his hat again. 
 
      
 
    “Come on, then,” Edith says, linking her arm through Maggie’s after they’ve rechecked their wraps. “All that fresh air has given me an appetite.” 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    Edith steers them toward the bathroom. Maggie disappears into a stall. Edith settles down at the mirror and opens her bag. She too has been feeling a bit jittery tonight. It’s nerve wracking wondering which Mickey it will be tonight, and waiting for him to pounce… on another dame. She feels her game face slipping, and she has just the thing.  
 
      
 
    Mickey’s philandering ways have left her with syphilis. His symptoms long gone; hers a dull ache in her heart. The disease has left her barren. While the docs had been quite clinical in their sympathy, Edith knows that it’s her punishment for past sins. She’s been managing the symptoms of her syphilis with a doctor’s prescription that includes small amounts of cocaine. Her rule in life is always ‘if one teaspoon was good, two teaspoons are better’, and heck—the whole bottle is best. The medicine has given her a taste for the real thing; it’s still for medicinal purposes, just no doctor’s supervision this time. The fine, white powder does wonders helping her forget the two heart’s desires she’ll never have: a baby and Mickey’s fidelity. 
 
      
 
    Checking to make sure she’s alone, she takes out a blue enamel vial and twists off the lid, pouring a small amount of white powder on the table top. Taking the matching blue tube delicately between her fingers, she sniffs up the small amount of cocaine. She checks the mirror to make sure Maggie is still occupied. Licking her fingertip, she wipes the table clean and pops her finger in her mouth. 
 
      
 
    She gives a satisfied but quiet growl from deep in her throat. Her eyes close. There isn’t anything Mickey can do tonight that she can’t handle. Edith’s on top of the world. 
 
      
 
    “Finished already? That was fast,” Maggie says, standing at the sink, washing her hands. 
 
      
 
    Edith jumps up, snapping her clutch purse shut. “Let’s go find the fellas and see if we can at least get a dance out of them. That band is too good to go to waste.” 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    Back out into the Club they go. Maggie follows Edith. As they skirt the dance-floor, she’s careful to avoid the dancers’ enthusiastic gyrations. Arms and legs fly.  
 
      
 
    Maggie looks down the length of her dress, a stunning one—in its time, when Edith first wore it—deep chocolate brown colored with small beads of black jet. I wonder what it’s like to be them and not to have a care in the world? That fur coat would probably pay for my roof. Does this dress look shabby? I think I mended it carefully enough. I’m a brown wren in a room full of peacocks. 
 
      
 
    “Mags, honey. Come on,” Edith says, grabbing her arm. “I want to say hi to that fella over there. Isn’t he just dishy?” Edith beelines toward a dashing man with a pencil mustache. 
 
      
 
    A small brown wren.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 19  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   J ust because liquor is illegal doesn’t mean you have to go thirsty in Philadelphia. Maybe you have your own private still in the basement, or out in the shed in the garden so you can sit in the kitchen with friends and enjoy your tipple. Or maybe you want something a little more upscale, accompanied by some wild jazz or dance band tunes, so you head off to one of the fancy hotels or clubs downtown. You could be looking for something a bit more budget-friendly, so you whisper the password into the hatch at your local neighborhood back alley speakeasy. If you’re not looking for companionship, but only want to sit and have a drink, you might knock on the back door of a neighbor who’s running a beer flat out of the living room. It could be you’re just thirsty and on your way home from work, so you watch for guys or a gals with flasks of liquor under their coats, hanging out on a street corner. These thirst-relief stations can be found on almost every street in Philadelphia. Enterprising souls spend their shift selling liquor, one tin cup at a time. 
 
      
 
    Which is Maggie’s job tonight.  
 
      
 
    She and Joe meet her fellow ‘station attendants’ in a church basement downtown. There is a large coffee urn in the corner of the hall in which a couple of dozen chairs are arranged. Boxes of flasks and tin cups, as well as racks of clothing combined with contraptions to hold liquor, have been placed at the other end of the hall. About two dozen civilians—one other woman, the rest mostly older men—are in various states of arrival: getting coffee, finding seats, chatting with others. Joe explained on the way over that half the participants are like him, members of Enforcement Unit Number One; for every civilian, there is a police officer partner who is wearing street clothes for tonight’s operation. 
 
      
 
    The chairs all face a large city map that had been tacked to the wall. On the map, several streets are marked in red. 
 
      
 
    Colonel Butler steps to the podium. Maggie eyes the flamboyant cape with mild skepticism, though she notes he carries himself—his tall, thin self—with authority.  
 
      
 
    “Ladies and gentlemen, fellow officers, we are here tonight to launch Operation Minnow. It will be a stealth attempt to cut the legs out from under the corruption that is thriving within our police force. I don’t need to tell you that these are dark days for our beloved city. Philadelphia needs us. The President himself approved my assignment here, to lead the troops into battle against Volstead violators. Against those that profit from Prohibition. But, when I arrived, I found my army of police to be a corrupt lot. Greed and self-interest are rampant. Tonight, you are on the front lines, battling evil. For the good of our city, and the glory of justice.” And with a sweep of his cape, he’s gone. 
 
      
 
    My, but he’s full of himself, isn’t he? I wonder how Joe manages to work with him. It’s all ‘I’, ‘I’, ‘I’.  
 
      
 
    Captain Beckman steps up and explains the duties and responsibilities of the teams. Each of the police partners has been given the coordinates of the territory his team will be working. There are a few questions, and then it is time for the fitting.  
 
      
 
    Maggie, Joe and the other participants head to the racks. Maggie slips off her woolen coat and stows it. Joe eyes the contraptions, eventually selecting one of the smaller, lighter models. Maggie slips the leather harness over her head. Hanging down from padded shoulder straps are two bands fitted with pouches and loops. Into this contraption, Joe adds some metal flasks and a tin cup to either side. The weight of it isn’t too bad. Joe makes her walk back and forth, then he adjusts a shoulder strap so it sits better on her smaller frame. 
 
      
 
    There’s a bit of joking in the room as the others are similarly outfitted but, generally, there’s a business-like mood. It reminds Maggie of soldiers preparing for battle. Maggie has butterflies in her stomach as the excitement builds. She focuses closely on what Joe is doing. 
 
      
 
    He holds an overcoat for her to slip on. It’s the smallest of the lot. Sewn on the inside are pockets for more metal flasks. Inside the front pocket is a leather billfold, with a few bills already inside. And there’s a coin purse in the other: her float for the evening. It suddenly hits home to Maggie that she’s actually going to be selling liquor. She’s been thinking about the entrapment part of the operation, a noble effort. Now she’s confronted with the tawdry reality of how they’ll be accomplishing their goal. Tonight she’s peddling booze. 
 
      
 
    A police officer enters and announces that the trucks are ready to go. Maggie follows Joe, who seems to know which truck they should climb into. A man holds the canvas flap open and offers her a hand to climb in the back. It’s a bit awkward, with her now loaded harness clanking and weighing her down. She moves along and sits on the narrow bench that runs along the inside, facing others opposite. There’s a look of grim determination on their faces. Joe has explained that no one will be introduced or identified. They are all anonymous civilian operatives, a small school of minnows swimming in dangerous waters. 
 
      
 
    The truck rattles along the streets. When it stops, a cop sitting at the end of the bench flips back the flap, and a pair of operatives jump out. When they get to Joe and Maggie’s corner, Joe goes first so he can help Maggie down. As her feet touch the pavement, she looks up at Joe. While her eyes sparkle with excitement, she sees that Joe’s are burdened with his work and the added concern of having her involved.  
 
      
 
    Maggie checks their corner as Joe is handed a wooden box of bottles. Her extra inventory. It’s a main street in the other end of town, well away from her Northern Liberties neighborhood. Lights shine from the windows of apartments above the closed shops. A few people are out on the street; busy enough to be profitable, but not so busy to be noticeable when she fills a tin cup. 
 
      
 
    “Excited?” Joe asks. 
 
      
 
    “Nervous.” Maggie nods. 
 
      
 
    “Perfectly natural. Look, I’m going to stash this box in the doorway over there, and that’s where I’ll be waiting. I can see up and down the street easily, and will always be watching. So don’t worry.” He pats her on the arm, causing her flasks to rattle. Maggie gives a nervous laugh. 
 
      
 
    “We swept the street earlier for competition so, for tonight and any night we’re working here, you’ll be the only game in town. Now, you understand what you’re going to be doing, right? And you remember the signal: two fingers pointed down, like a baseball umpire.” Joe demonstrates. 
 
      
 
    “All right then, I’ll be right over there.” Maggie nods and gives him a tremulous smile. He moves to his spot, settles himself on the crate, and pulls his collar up and his cap down. He dangles an empty bottle near his foot; a man that’s already had too much. 
 
      
 
    She turns and strolls up and down the sidewalk. Her heart speeds every time a pedestrian approaches. She gives them her best ‘buy my booze’ smile, but they merely nod and walk past. Maybe I should be more direct?  
 
      
 
    Her next opportunity comes when she spies two men walking toward her. Working men. 
 
      
 
    “Hey there, fellas. You look thirsty. Care for a nip?” 
 
      
 
    They exchange looks. “Sure, doll. How much?” 
 
      
 
    “Two bits a cup. Whiskey and gin.” 
 
      
 
    She keeps in mind Joe’s suggestion that she collect the money first, pocketing their two quarters into the change purse. Her hands shake as she pours out a tin cup of whiskey for one of the men. 
 
      
 
    “So, you’re new here, doll. At least, I don’t think I’ve seen you before. What happened to Pete? The guy who usually works this corner.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, the police picked him up earlier. I was told to come down here to fill in the blank until he gets sprung.” 
 
      
 
    She refills the now empty cup and passes it to the other fella. 
 
      
 
    “We should be okay if the police have already been past. Drink up, Alfie. My old lady has supper waiting.” 
 
      
 
    Alfie finishes the cup that Maggie has poured for him, then returns it. She shakes out the last drop and gives it a wipe with a rag. She doesn’t want any drips running down her leg when the cup is hanging from the strap. She’ll go home smelling like a still.  
 
      
 
    “Thanks, sweetheart. It was a pleasure,” Alfie’s friend says, tugging at the brim of his cloth cap.  
 
      
 
    My first customers. She desperately wants to turn and wave to Joe, to give him a thumbs-up signal, but knows that she shouldn’t acknowledge him. 
 
      
 
    It’s slow at first. Walking back and forth gives Maggie plenty of time to think about her quarry; the crooked cop that will eventually try and shake her down. She feels some sympathy, knowing how poorly police are paid. She can also relate to what it’s like to be surrounded by others who are living well. Envy is like a worm crawling under the skin. Maggie shudders. Some things have to be more important than money. Like integrity. And honesty. But when a person is surrounded, every day, by corruption and temptation, it takes a strong person to say no, and accept the paltry pay packet instead. 
 
      
 
    The slow night picks up as it gets later. Maggie refills her flasks a few times. Her shoulders ache. Her feet are sore. No sign of a crooked cop. 
 
      
 
    Around 11:30, Joe ambles over. “I think we should call it a night, Maggie. What do you think? The truck will be by shortly.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, I think I had a good sales night. Nothing to compare it to, of course. But I’m disappointed we didn’t catch anyone.” 
 
      
 
    “Not to worry. We’ll try again tomorrow.” A slow, grinding engine comes into hearing range. “Sounds like our ride,” says Joe.  
 
      
 
    The truck stops, and Joe tosses his much emptier box into the truck, then he boosts Maggie inside. She copies the others, slumping against the canvas side and closing her eyes. Gosh, this is hard work. I’ll soak my feet in a pan of warm water when I get home.  
 
      
 
    Back at the church basement, Maggie sheds her equipment. She rolls her shoulders, working out the kinks. There’s a bit of chatter in the room. Some operatives compare notes. One dirty cop picked up, but a pretty quiet night all round. On her way out the door with Joe, she stops at a table where a policeman hands out small brown envelopes. 
 
      
 
    Maggie unwinds the string wrapped around two cardboard discs on the back of the envelope. Inside is her pay for the evening. Not much. Surprisingly little, actually. Police are seriously underpaid in this city. Oh well. Regardless, it will help with the mortgage payment. And it was interesting selling booze on the corner. It’s just too bad I didn’t flush out a cop on the take. Ah well, maybe the fishing will be better tomorrow night for us minnows.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 20  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   T he sound of the clock on the mantle is like a drip from a tap. Regular. Annoying. Distracting. Maggie’s added the columns in front of her three times. The bottom line is always the same. She grips the pencil tightly, and does the math one more time. But the numbers do not lie. I’m going to miss the very first payment. The first one. That darn bank manager was right, I can’t afford this. Where did the money go? Maggie stares at the traitorous numbers that refuse to change. Maybe I should go back to the bank and talk to McKim? Maybe I could make a partial payment? Is it possible he’d renegotiate the loan? Or does he want my house? 
 
      
 
    “Troubles, my dear?” Frank asks, sitting in his chair in the living room. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, Inspector. These numbers are not cooperating. I don’t know what to do.” And the washing machine? That wasn’t the best decision. What was I thinking? Did I really need to buy one? Sure it saves time and effort, and with three extra men in the house it gets a lot of use. Okay, it was definitely needed.  
 
      
 
    Frank peers over her shoulder. “Oh, my. You have more expenses this month than revenue.” 
 
      
 
    “That part I’ve figured out. What I can’t figure out is how to reduce expenses. And Tommy will be off school for the summer in a few days, which means more groceries. I can’t keep him out of the fridge. Look here,” she says, sliding another paper toward him. “Next month’s budget is just as bad, even with the increase in rent.” 
 
      
 
    “I thought you were getting paid for helping Joe out with his sting operation?” 
 
      
 
    “I am, but it’s not very much. And it isn’t regular. Just when they call me. You have no idea how poorly police are paid.” Maggie catches Frank’s raised eyebrow. “Oh, I guess you do. Anyway, I don’t know how Joe manages, even on a sergeant’s salary. No wonder cops are so easy to bribe.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry to hear that it isn’t going to help. You’re in a jam, Maggie. Any ideas?” 
 
      
 
    Maggie gathers the papers in a neat pile on the dining room table. She heads to the kitchen. “The best idea I can come up with is to have a cup of coffee, Inspector. I’ll be right back.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie is close to tears and wants to be alone. She’s not usually a violent person, but she’d really like to slam the door or kick the stove. To be caught short. So soon. She’s supposed to have better business smarts than this. Putting a mortgage on the house was a bad idea. If she could get the numbers to work going forward, she’d find a way to get through this month. But with it being an ongoing monthly shortfall, she’s trapped.  
 
      
 
    There’s a pattern here: one moment of weakness, a bit of impulsiveness. Jack. This house. That stupid washing machine. It’s just not fair. She wipes her eyes on her apron. Shape up. What’s done is done; now to figure out how to fix it. She carries a cup of coffee through to the living room. 
 
      
 
    Frank frowns when he sees how upset she is. 
 
      
 
    “All right, my dear. Walk me through the options, because I know you have thought of a few.” 
 
      
 
    Glancing at the list she’d picked up from the pile of papers on the dining room table, Maggie takes a deep breath. I’ve been here before. I can deal with this. I have to, for Tommy’s sake if nothing else.   
 
      
 
    “Number one. Borrow money from my father.” 
 
      
 
    “That doesn’t sound like you. It’s been what, seven years since you spoke to him? Is that actually an option?” 
 
      
 
    “It has to be. He has the money. Even though it would kill me, accepting money from the man responsible for Jack’s death. And he’d love to be able to hold it over me. It would give him control, and he could say ‘I told you so’.” Maggie shakes her head. “Maybe you’re right. I put it on the list, but I don’t think I could give him that victory.” She scratches it off the list. 
 
      
 
    “All right. What else have you got on your list?” 
 
      
 
    “Number two. Sell the house,” says Maggie. 
 
      
 
    “That doesn’t sound like a legitimate option.” 
 
      
 
    “It’s either the bank or me. It’s now a giant anchor around my neck, dragging me down. I could sell it, find a new place, and start again. I’d take my lodgers with me, of course.” 
 
      
 
    “Maggie, I know you. You’ll not lightly consider selling the house that you and Jack bought, that Tommy grew up in. Surely it’s not as bad as all that? It might be a bit premature to consider selling. It’s only been a month. What else have you got?” 
 
      
 
    “Precious little. I suppose there’s a number three and I take in one more lodger. That would mean sleeping on the couch or in Tommy’s room.” 
 
      
 
    “And is that seriously an option?” 
 
      
 
    “It could work. It’s not ideal, but it could work.” 
 
      
 
    “Perhaps for a short time, but this loan will be for many years. Didn’t you say five years? Tommy would be, what, fourteen? Could you really share a room with him for that long?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m leaving it on my list,” Maggie says. “I like the idea better than talking to Father about a loan.” 
 
      
 
    Frank holds up his hands in surrender. “Surely you can think of other options?” 
 
      
 
    “Number four. I find a job.” 
 
      
 
    Frank shakes his head.  
 
      
 
    “You’re not being particularly helpful, Inspector. I need you to support my ideas, not knock them down. I’ve thought about it, and maybe it’s time I went to work. Other women manage. Tommy is older now. I could get everything done before I leave in the morning, and he could get supper started before I get home. I know I could get a sales clerk’s job. Or something like Fanny has, in an office.” 
 
      
 
    “These all seem extreme to me, Maggie. I wish I could help you.” 
 
      
 
    “Darn. Does that mean you’ve no hidden pot of gold buried in the backyard I could dig up? I’ll need to take that off my list,” Maggie says. 
 
      
 
    “Alas, no. No pot of gold or hidden treasure, my dear. When do you need to decide by?” 
 
      
 
    “I can’t go back to the bank and talk to Mr. McKim. It would be humiliating, admitting he was right. If I concede that I won’t make this month’s payment, I guess I’ll have a month. A month to figure out what to do, to decide between lots of bad options.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, if you do decide to sell the house, at least it has a solid roof,” offers Frank.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 21 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   C offee cup in hand, stains already on his sleeves and pants, Captain Ralph Copeland makes his rounds, stopping by various desks to touch base with the officers. He is careful to make sure no one can tell how rattled he is. There was another memo this morning at the Precinct about the latest dereliction-of-duty suspensions. Colonel Butler’s breath is on the back of his neck. Ralph knows that it’s only a matter of time before they come for him. Nope, best to get out while the going’s good. He has an exit strategy, and it’s time to put it into action. 
 
      
 
    Later at the Ritz, Ralph Copeland stares at the closed elevator door, feeling the floor shudder slightly as it begins to climb. He’s decided to talk to Mickey Duffy about a spot in Mickey’s organization. He’s going to need a soft landing someplace. On Mickey’s payroll for years, it’s time for the inside man to come out. 
 
      
 
    The Ritz. He’d like to work in a swank place like this. Better than that dump of a Police Station. He’d get to wear those fancy zoot suits and he’d pick up a pair of two-tone brogues. He’d toss the police uniform that he had been trapped in for forty years, and those butt-ugly duty boots, into the river. Maybe he’d also pick up a swank felt fedora. He’d wear it with the brim pulled low over his eyes, mysterious-like. Being part of Mickey’s crew wouldn’t be so bad. At least he’d be good at it. And he wouldn’t need to look over his shoulder all the time. The honesty of being a bootlegger would be a welcome change, a relief from the double life of a crooked cop, especially when your superior officer is Colonel Smedley Butler. 
 
      
 
    The elevator doors slide open. It’s easy to see where he’s headed, with the two men outside of a hotel room door. They stand when they see his police uniform, but relax when they see who it is. “Hey, Ralph. Here to see Mickey?” 
 
      
 
    “Hey, gents. Yeah, I need to talk to him.” 
 
      
 
    “He expecting you?” 
 
      
 
    “A spur of the moment thing. He in?” 
 
      
 
    Gus nods and slips inside. Fingers waits, loosely cradling the tommy gun that’s always in his arms. 
 
      
 
    “Sure, Ralph. Come on in,” Gus says, holding the door open. 
 
      
 
    Ralph steps into the Presidential Suite, imagining coming to work here every day. He tugs at the bottom of his uniform jacket, pulling in into place. Mickey and his accountant have their heads bent over some papers on the table. Henry Mercer’s relaxed on the couch with two guys from the crew, shooting the breeze over the latest box scores. In the corner, a couple of skirts buff their nails. Yeah, he could be part of this. 
 
      
 
    Mickey looks up. “Copeland.” 
 
      
 
    “Hi Mickey, can we talk? Somewheres private?” 
 
      
 
    Mickey looks around the room. “I’m kinda in the middle of something here. What’s on your mind?” 
 
      
 
    Ralph shifts his weight from one foot to the other. With the numbers guy sitting at the table, he can’t pull up a chair. 
 
      
 
    “So, that information I gave you about the raids all worked out? I hear Butler was mad as hell.” 
 
      
 
    “It worked out. You got more info on another raid?” 
 
      
 
    Ralph’s eyes beg Mickey for privacy.  
 
      
 
    Mickey pushes away from the table to stand by the window. “Mike, go fix yourself a drink. We’ll finish going over these numbers in a minute.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey nods for Ralph to join him. The two men turn their backs on the room’s occupants and take in the impressive view up Broad Street.  
 
      
 
    “So, what’s on your mind, Copeland?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m thinking of retiring. Of leaving the police force. Butler’s cracking down on the corruption and guys are getting suspended left and right. I think it’s time for me to go.” 
 
      
 
    “You haven’t resigned yet, have you?” 
 
      
 
    Ralph shakes his head. “Look, Mickey, I’ve been a good soldier. Always done what you asked and then some. I’m thinking you must have a spot for me in your organization. I know all the people, I know the speaks. I’d be a real asset.” His hands spread wide, pleading. 
 
      
 
    Mickey focuses on the goings on in the street below. Then he turns to Ralph. “Well, ya see Copeland, you retiring doesn’t work for me. You’re only useful inside. I got lots of guys out here, but what I need is someone on the inside with his ears open. Somebody in there with the cops who’s looking out for my interests. That’s worth payin’ for.” 
 
      
 
    Ralph nods in obedience while his heart sinks.  
 
      
 
    Mickey slaps Ralph on the back. “There’s plenty of good years left in you yet.” Mickey turns to the rest of the room. “Hey, Copeland’s feeling old, guys. He’s thinking he might retire.” 
 
      
 
    One man smirks, the others appear not to be bothered. Henry frowns.  
 
      
 
    “But Mickey, I don’t think I’m going to have many more good years. Butler’s suspicious. He’s searching for the leak. I’ll be lucky to make it to the end of the month.” 
 
      
 
    “Look, Copeland, Butler’s your problem. Deal with it. You stay put, or not. But your usefulness to me is by staying put. Now, I got business to finish.” Mickey returns to the table. “Malazdrewicz, get over here and earn your wages.”  
 
      
 
    Ralph turns, but remains at the window. No one meets his eye. He shrugs and heads for the door. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 22  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   M aggie’s ironing when Frank walks in.  
 
      
 
    “Good, I’m glad you’re here, Inspector. There’s a ton of stuff I need to talk to you about.” Maggie rests the iron and pulls out a chair at the kitchen table. 
 
      
 
    “And I have news to share with you, my dear. I take it Tommy is out playing?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes. And Archie is out for the morning. So, your news first, then. Is it about the brewery?” Maggie picks up the iron. 
 
      
 
    “It is indeed. I heeded your suggestion about the sewers and followed the piping running from the vats. There’s a bypass valve that can either send the beer to the bottling racks or…”  
 
      
 
    “Or what?” Maggie is excited by the twinkle she sees in the Inspector’s eye. 
 
      
 
    “Or it goes to the sewer line.” 
 
      
 
    “Ew, they’re running beer through the sewer? I was joking. Who’d want to drink that?” 
 
      
 
    “There’s a separate pipe that runs through the sewer pipe, and then it disappears.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s amazing, Inspector. How did you track it?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, that’s the rub. I can’t. What we need to do is to put dye into the vat and see where it comes out. I’ve been looking at other nearby buildings that have suspicious spigots that might indicate where it’s going to come out. We need to give the information to young Kelly.” 
 
      
 
    “How will I ever explain how I found out?” 
 
      
 
    “I’ve been thinking. And it may be time to make our duo a trio, Maggie.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie rests the iron. “Are you sure, Inspector? It’s only ever been just you and me. You know he won’t be able to see you.” 
 
      
 
    “I think it’s time. We need to be able to get information like this into the right hands. I’m not sure how we convince him, but we need to try.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, let’s think on the how a bit longer. I don’t want him to think I’m completely crazy.”  
 
      
 
    Frank chuckles. “Now, tell me. What’s your news?” 
 
      
 
    “You know that I’ve been worried about meeting the mortgage payments on the house. We only had the two lodgers for the longest time. Now that Clive’s here, it will be a bit easier, but I’ve been doing a lot of thinking about finances. I don’t think I told you that I’m giving Archie a break on his rent in exchange for tutoring Tommy?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m glad Tommy’s getting some help. He’s too smart a boy not to put in a stronger effort. He can go places.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, I know. I have such plans for him. But to get back to my list, I’ve looked at the money coming in and going out. I considered going back to the bank and talking about renegotiating the mortgage payments, but the money’s spent. I won’t give McKim the satisfaction. And darn it, Inspector, I need that washing machine. I’ve trimmed the expenses as much as I can, but I still need to make more money. As you pointed out, the funds going out greatly exceed the funds coming in. So I’ve decided to start a business.”  
 
      
 
    “That’s wonderful, my dear, although you know that the lodgers are a business. I’m curious about what else you may have in mind, and I’m sure the extra money will be very helpful meeting that mortgage payment.” 
 
      
 
    “And it’s not just the payment, Inspector. When I was out with Edith and Mickey the other night, I saw all the beautiful dresses. Oh, and shoes. I felt like someone’s poor relation. I don’t know whether I ever told you, but I grew up with pretty dresses and fancy slippers. My whole adult life has been toil and sacrifice, but I’ve decided that I’m not going to play the martyr anymore.” 
 
      
 
    “This doesn’t sound like you, my dear.” 
 
      
 
    “It’s partly your fault, Inspector.” 
 
      
 
    “Mine? What did I do?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, before, I had almost forgotten what it was like to have money. To spend money. But this investigation into Mickey, and being with Edith all the time, reminds me what I’m missing. Here I was at the Cadix, surrounded by sequins and silk. I was in a mended hand-me-down from Edith. All the other women were so glamorous, and then there was me. I want to have pretty things, again. A new hat when I want, a new coat to match. Maybe a nice dress to wear out to the pictures. I’d like to buy Tommy what he needs without worrying about it.” 
 
      
 
    “Do you remember fixing the plumbing here in the kitchen?” 
 
      
 
    Maggie laughs. “Oh, I do. Thanks to your step-by-step instructions.” 
 
      
 
    “You said it was impossible, and then you picked up that wrench. I have the utmost confidence in you, Maggie. No doubt you will come up with a solution. I’ve never known you to play the martyr. You’re a very resourceful young woman. You have grit, Maggie. So, what are you planning to do? Open a shop?” 
 
      
 
    “It’s important that I’m home to look after Tommy and the lodgers. Working in a shop or an office wouldn’t give me the flexibility I need. Instead, I thought that maybe I’d go back to school and take a few business classes. Then I can start doing the books for small businesses. Here, at home. What do you think?” 
 
      
 
    “You’d go back to school? To university?” 
 
      
 
    “At night. Drexel University offers night classes in bookkeeping and accounting.” 
 
      
 
    “A woman studying business? Isn’t that more of a man’s world, my dear?”  
 
      
 
    “A man’s what?” 
 
      
 
    “I meant, you’re very clever. I’m sure you could pick up what you need to know without going to university.” 
 
      
 
    “There are lots of girls going to university now.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, certainly, teachers and nurses. But business, Maggie?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, even in business. The times are opening up new opportunities for women in the workplace, Inspector.” 
 
      
 
    “I can understand why you’d like to improve your mind, and I’m sure stronger business skills would help out with the boarding house. But really, Maggie, what man would hire a woman from outside his family to do books for his business?” 
 
      
 
    “There are times, Inspector, when you…” Maggie takes a deep breath. “I agree it will be a challenge, which is why I need the added advantage of formal training to attract potential clients. Wait here, I’ve got some brochures in the living room.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie is gone and back in seconds. She lays the brochures on the kitchen table in front of Frank. She flips them over so he can see the entire content. 
 
      
 
    “I’m pretty excited about the idea. You’re right about one thing; I need to start treating this boarding house as an enterprise. It puts a roof over Tommy and me. If I had some more education, I’d be able to run it in a more business-like fashion. They have classes in all kinds of subjects that would be useful. I’d learn about general ledgers, assets, liabilities, double-entry accounting systems, merchandise inventory—which would be good for groceries and other supplies; basic payroll—which I wouldn’t need; of course, internal controls—which would be keeping Tommy out of the cookie jar; and fraud prevention. I’ve been lucky that none of my lodgers has ever tried to stiff me, but I’m sure it would be handy knowledge to have. They also have some law classes that might come in handy, and there’s even a course on advertising—for when I need to put an ad in the paper for another lodger. And see, women are sitting in the classroom in this picture.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m still not sold on the idea, Maggie. It sounds like a lot of work, and the tuition will add to your expenses. It will be a while before you can start working for other people.” Frank shakes his head as he studies the brochures in front of him. “Women attending university. It just wasn’t done in my day.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, I expected you’d say something like that, Inspector. So when I went to pick up the brochures, I stopped in at the library on campus, which, by the way, is incredible. Anyway, while I was there, I looked up what I thought might be a persuasive argument that you’d have a hard time refuting.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh?” Frank raises one eyebrow. 
 
      
 
    “From your favorite inspiration, Napoleon Bonaparte himself. ‘Give me an educated mother, and I promise you the birth of a civilized, educated nation.’” 
 
      
 
    “Really? Bonaparte said that? About women?” 
 
      
 
    “So, what do you say now, Inspector Women-Shouldn’t-Go-To-University?” 
 
      
 
    “I say ‘Let France and Philadelphia have good mothers, and she will raise good sons.” 
 
      
 
    “Thank you, Inspector. It means a lot to me that you’re behind this idea. It’s only a few times a week; there’ll be homework, of course. One thing makes me nervous. I’m just not sure I’m smart enough to go back to school.” 
 
      
 
    “Nonsense, Maggie. You’ve been running this place with no training at all. Imagine how much better you’ll be if you have some real education behind you. And keeping the books for other small businesses? If I may quote the General again? ‘Until you spread your wings, there’s no telling how far you’ll fly’.” 
 
      
 
    “I’d settle for not having to sell the house or sleep in Tommy’s room. Or, heaven forbid, asking my father for help. I think this is a super idea. And if I cut a little here and there, I’ll have my first instalment of tuition. I’ll need to get some bookkeeping clients signed up as quick as I can. My own business, Inspector. Working from home and bringing in extra money, some of which will go to tuition, of course.” 
 
      
 
    “I have always admired your determination, Maggie. You’re always ready to take on a new challenge.” 
 
      
 
    “Thanks, Inspector. I appreciate your support. This is a big step for me, like fixing the plumbing myself. I’m glad you’re here.” 
 
      
 
    “I can’t imagine being anywhere else.” Frank’s smile warms the kitchen.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 23  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   A s is his habit, Joe helps Maggie with the supper dishes. Standing next to each other, restoring order out of chaos and putting the kitchen to rights is something they both enjoy—deep companionship.  
 
      
 
    “So, you and Fanny must be getting excited,” Maggie says, passing a plate to Joe to dry. She stifles a tear; she’s going to miss this feeling when Joe is married and gone. 
 
      
 
    “Terrified, more like.” There’s levity in his voice.  
 
      
 
    “And have you and Fanny decided on the size of the wedding?” 
 
      
 
    “Small, just family. Oh, and a few of me pals from the Precinct. And I guess Fanny’s friends from her work and those gals she lives with.” 
 
      
 
    “Joe, your family is huge, and Fanny comes from a big one as well. That’s no small wedding.” 
 
      
 
    Joe grins. “Well, small-ish. Me mam got some great news the other day. Me seanmhair is coming from Ireland.” 
 
      
 
    “Who’s that?” 
 
      
 
    “Seanmhair is Gaelic for grandmother. It means old mother, although Maimeó would say great mother or wise mother.” 
 
      
 
    “And who’s Maimeó?” 
 
      
 
    Joe chuckles. “The same person. It’s like saying nana or granny. I’m excited. I haven’t seen her for years, maybe since me auntie got married.” 
 
      
 
    “She must be quite an age. And coming all this way.” 
 
      
 
    “There are lots of grandchildren and grand nieces and nephews to meet. And everyone will be at the wedding, so it’s the perfect time. You’ll get a chance to meet her at the wedding, too.” 
 
      
 
    “Speaking of weddings, I was thinking of having a bridal tea for Fanny. What do you think?” 
 
      
 
    “She’d love it. Me mam and Fanny’s mother have planned a few events. How about I give you her mother’s phone number, and you can see what’s organized.” 
 
      
 
    “Thanks, Joe. And the house hunting. How’s that going?” 
 
      
 
    “I meant to tell you yesterday. We may have found a place. We’re going to look at it again. Our two fathers are going to come along for a bit of expert advice. We’re hoping they’ll also be able to help us with the financing.” 
 
      
 
    “Does it need much work? Take it from me: a cheap house is no bargain.” 
 
      
 
    “It needs a fence in the back, and the front door sticks a bit, but nothing too bad. I’ve asked around at the Precinct about the neighborhood, and it seems okay.” Joe puts the dish in the cupboard and takes another plate from Maggie. “So, have your feet recovered from Operation Minnow? That was a lot of walking and standing you did.” 
 
      
 
    “Where did that silly name come from, anyway? Operation Minnow?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, brilliant military minds aren’t necessarily the most creative when it comes to naming campaigns. They’re usually called things like Clean Sweep or Alpha. I think the colonel wants to reinforce that we’re after the bigger fish with this one.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, this minnow is ready to get back in the water, sir,” Maggie says with a salute.  
 
      
 
    “Speaking of undercover, Joe,” she pauses, marshaling her thoughts, “I was wondering if I could talk with you. Archie will be eager to get Tommy down to work at the kitchen table, so we could talk in the living room.” 
 
      
 
    Like clockwork, Archie enters the kitchen. “Yes, we are, aren’t we Tommy? Eager and excited.” Tommy trails behind with his books.  
 
      
 
    “Perfect timing, then. Coffee, Joe? Archie?” 
 
      
 
    Maggie and Joe carry their coffee into the living room where Frank awaits them. Joe heads toward Frank’s chair, then veers off; chooses the couch. His shoulders give a little twitch and he glances at the empty chair.  
 
      
 
    “So what’s up, Maggie? Having second thoughts about helping us out?” 
 
      
 
    “No, like I said in the kitchen, I’m excited about it.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie glances at Frank, who nods. “Go on, Maggie,” he says for her ears. 
 
      
 
    “I have some information that I think you’ll be interested in. From a very reliable source.” 
 
      
 
    “Who—” 
 
      
 
    Maggie holds up her hand, cutting off his interruption. “Let me explain a bit first. The Mancuso Brewery has a license to make near-beer. To do that they make full-strength beer and then reduce the alcohol content.” 
 
      
 
    Joe nods. This is all familiar to him. 
 
      
 
    “Regularly, the ‘near-beer’ is bottled and shipped out. As it leaves the brewery, it is inspected to confirm the alcohol content. It passes that test every time.” 
 
      
 
    “We have ginks in place, watching the inspection to make sure it’s all on the up-and-up.” 
 
      
 
    “Because the police can only inspect the beer leaving the brewery, they haven’t noticed that there is a significant discrepancy in the amount of real-beer brewed compared to the amount of ‘near-beer’ being shipped.” 
 
      
 
    “Okay.” Joe looks at Maggie, puzzled. “Do you think we should pull a warrant and inspect the brewery’s books?” 
 
      
 
    “That will eventually be part of the process. But what you need to do first is put dye into a vat of real beer and see where it goes.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m not sure I follow, Maggie. Why would we need to dye the beer?” 
 
      
 
    “Because my source tells me they are running it through a pipe that runs inside the sewer line. The full-strength beer is piped off-site to a secret location. In all likelihood, it is being bottled or put into barrels there and shipped out from the secret depot.” 
 
      
 
    Frank is nodding. 
 
      
 
    Joe leans forward. “That’s amazing. Do you know where?” 
 
      
 
    “My source hasn’t had the opportunity to dye the beer and so hasn’t been able to find where it’s going. Where the eventual end-spigot is located.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie looks to the Inspector to see if she has forgotten anything. He leans forward and says to her alone, “It’s probably somewhere close by so that the quality of the beer doesn’t decrease during the piping process. The brewmaster there is very proud of his suds and wouldn’t sell an inferior product.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie relays the information to Joe, handing him a piece of paper. “Here’s a list of potential nearby businesses that should be considered for the terminus.” 
 
      
 
    Joe rubs his hands. “Maggie, this is incredible information. Of course, I’ll need to meet with your source to confirm it all.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m afraid that’s not possible, Joe. He’ll only speak with me. We did discuss whether he would be able to come forth, and we both felt that it was too soon.” 
 
      
 
    “A second-hand confidential informant through a civilian, eh? That’s a bit unorthodox, but I think I can convince Captain Beckman and the colonel that it’s worth pursuing. Even if it’s to confirm what you’ve said.” 
 
      
 
    “I like to think that my source is working ‘incognito’ for the police.” Maggie smiles at the Inspector, who nods with a satisfied smile beneath his generous mustache. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll follow up with this first thing tomorrow and let you know how it goes.” Joe runs his hands through his hair. “Imagine, piping beer through the sewer system. What will they think of next?”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 24  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   J oe takes notes from the corner of the meeting room. As the colonel’s right-hand-man—aide-de-camp as Butler calls him—Joe’s been privy to the plan that the colonel is now laying out. District Attorney Samuel Rotan, Colonel Butler, and Captain Beckman, head of Enforcement Unit Number One, are gathered around the long table in the meeting room at the Precinct listening to Colonel Butler explain about his campaign to confront corruption within the police force. Joe feels an associated pride with the plan; it’s very comprehensive and features multiple stages. 
 
      
 
    “We are going to fight this battle on three fronts, gentlemen. The first line of the advance will be overt, with warrants for investigations into members’ bank accounts amongst other things. Officers have been making purchases of cars and houses that greatly exceed what they can afford on their salaries. We need to confirm where the extra money is coming from. It can’t all be inheritances or winnings from the track. And while we’re at it, I am going to move ahead with the obvious infraction of police officers serving while drunk. If liquor is illegal, the fact that they are imbibing to the point of intoxication while on duty cannot be tolerated.” 
 
      
 
    Sam Rotan nods. Captain Beckman looks less sure. Joe is already familiar with the colonel’s thinking. It’s going to cause a lot of upset amongst the ranks, but can’t be avoided. Discipline is important. 
 
      
 
    Colonel Butler consults his notes. “The second advance, the center axis of the Unit’s assault, is covert. We have mounted an operation to entrap corrupt officers with undercover operatives. Working with police partners, we have established a network of civilian recruits whose targets are the small beat cops on the street. We catch them shaking down our undercover operatives and then get them to roll over on their superior officers. We have a web of corruption gentlemen, and we need to deal with it.” 
 
      
 
    Joe smiles. Maggie is an exceptional addition to the Minnows, and it’s only a matter of time before she lands her first fish. 
 
      
 
    “Still with me, gentlemen?”  
 
      
 
    Heads nod.  
 
      
 
    “Finally, if this is going to go forward, we are going to need the public behind us. As the third advance, I will put at least two public speaking engagements daily into my calendar, starting on Monday. I’ll meet with church groups, the Chamber of Commerce, ladies leagues, schools, whoever will have me. If we can get a vocal outpouring of support through the newspapers and the public, the politicians and legal community will have no choice but to comply with our efforts.” Colonel Butler closes the file folder. “Your thoughts, gentlemen?” 
 
      
 
    “I like the three-line attack, Smedley. I think it’s the first time anything like this, on this scale, has been tried. Whether it will work? Who can say? I can say that Kirkland won’t be happy,” says DA Rotan. 
 
      
 
    “Mayor Kirkland is wedded to me. Right now, he can’t fire me without a storm of protest. At least publically, he has to support my efforts. As does the governor, and our State and Federal politicians. As long as the people stand behind us, Kirkland will have to pay lip service to the plan.” 
 
      
 
    “What about the budget, sir?” asks Captain Beckman. 
 
      
 
    “We’ll have to do it all within existing resources, Captain. But I don’t foresee significant additional expenses. I am going to be purchasing some high-performance pursuit cars, which should distract the Treasurer and Council from looking too closely at our other line items. I think that we can bury the expenses within our existing budget allocation.” 
 
      
 
    Joe raises his head from his notes at the mention of the vehicles, and grins. He’ll need to take one of those speedsters out for a spin. He’s seen the specs, and while the engine is working hard at forty-five miles per hour, it can reach sixty when pushed. Sixty! 
 
      
 
    “And, of course, the publicity about going after the bootleggers with better equipment will certainly appeal to the public as well,” says Captain Beckman. 
 
      
 
    “Exactly. I have a few other innovations to bring out when we need them, as well. I am planning to upgrade our communications systems: put lookouts at the major entrances into the city and equip them with radios and telephones tied into a single dispatch center. When the lookouts identify the bootleggers hauling hooch in or out, we can pursue.” 
 
      
 
    That was new information for Joe. He loves the idea. They’ll be one step ahead of the bootleggers. And with those fast cars, there are going to be some exciting nights ahead. 
 
      
 
    “What about jurisdictional issues, Smedley?” DA Rotan asks. He knows the courtroom headaches that can cause.” 
 
      
 
    “We will coordinate with our sister police forces outside city limits. Of course, we need to respect jurisdictional issues because the Federal Prohibition efforts are so poorly funded. I think we’ll have to rely on the local police for assistance.” 
 
      
 
    Sam Rotan nods. “This is very exciting, Smedley. I would add that you’ll need to get the magistrates onside quickly, and the union. It’s not just good enough to haul corrupt officers into court; you’re going to have to make the charges stick.” 
 
      
 
    “I agree, sir,” says Captain Beckman. “We already have a conviction issue with the speakeasy owners. I was reviewing last year’s statistics, and just over ten-thousand people were arrested on charges of running speakeasies. Do you know how many were convicted? Four percent. Only four-hundred people. And most of those received nothing more than a light fine.” 
 
      
 
    Colonel Smedley Butler scowls at the Captain and the DA. “Four percent gentlemen. We can do better, we have to do better than that. That will be something the public pressure will help with.” 
 
      
 
    “Are you going to call a press conference and lay this out for the newspapers?” 
 
      
 
    “No. I think that I’ll let the results speak for themselves. I’ll be out speaking to public groups so there should be plenty of opportunities for reporters to question me. A formal press conference would involve the mayor, and I want to keep Kirkland and City Council as far away from this as possible.” 
 
      
 
    The other men nod in agreement. 
 
      
 
    “Our challenge is not knowing who to trust. Anyone can be a target. Beckman, you and your troops are the sharp point of the spear. Let me know what you hear.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, sir. You can count on us.” 
 
      
 
    Butler stands. “Good, then we agree. Dismissed. And Sam, thank you for coming. I always appreciate your advice.” 
 
      
 
    As the other gentlemen file out, Joe clears his throat, catching Captain Beckman’s attention. “Kelly?” 
 
      
 
    “Sir, could I speak with you? I have information about a brewery that needs further investigation.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 25  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   J ust because Mickey is in Atlantic City doesn’t mean the suite at the Ritz is empty. Earlier that night, there had been a great band playing in the ballroom downstairs, and it seemed natural that the party would move upstairs.  
 
      
 
    The Presidential Suite is crammed with people: some of them Mickey’s crew, some just hangers-on attracted by the glamor of partying with racketeers and gangsters. A couple of the musicians have followed the crowd upstairs and are busy warming up their instruments. Edith is also in the suite, having been downstairs in the ballroom celebrating a friend’s birthday. 
 
      
 
    The bar is fully stocked. Edith has appointed herself in charge of the phonograph. Daddy’s not home so let the party begin. 
 
      
 
    Edith searches the records to see what to put on next. “Well, hello, pretty lady,” says a low, slow voice behind her. Edith turns. Tony Giordano looks like a million bucks in a flashy three-piece suit. What catches her eye is the wild pattern on his silk tie. Oh my, and those big brown eyes ringed with long, dark eyelashes. Valentino eyes. 
 
      
 
    “Well, hello yourself, smooth-talker. You have anything you want to listen to?”  
 
      
 
    “As long as I can hold you in my arms, I’ll listen to anything.” 
 
      
 
    “I presume you mean for a dance?” 
 
      
 
    “Of course. What else would I mean?”  
 
      
 
    She knows his slow smile is meant just for her. Edith’s heart does a double beat as she puts something on the turntable and lowers the needle. 
 
      
 
    Bessie Smith begins to croon ‘St. Louis Blues as Tony sweeps her into his arms. “Perfect,” he says, breathing into her ear. “Come, let’s dance.” He leads her out to the middle of the room. Other couples join in and soon the make-shift dance floor is crowded with couples. 
 
      
 
    Tony leans in and slowly kisses the side of her neck. Edith recoils. “Tony. No. Not here. Behave, or we’ll have to sit down.” 
 
      
 
    He pulls her close, and they start to dance again. “Then behave it is, Edie. I’m a patient man. I can wait.” 
 
      
 
    He twirls her around the dance floor, pulling her in tight to avoid the other dancers. “These are swell digs, Edie. Duffy must be doing well for himself.” 
 
      
 
    “Why are we talking about Mickey? I thought you only had eyes for me?” 
 
      
 
    “True enough, doll. I’m just saying that Duffy is one lucky guy. This beautiful suite, a beautiful car, an even more beautiful wife. I hope he appreciates it, is all.” 
 
      
 
    “And if he doesn’t?” 
 
      
 
    “I believe in making my own luck. I knew a priest who was always talking about fortune siding with him who dares, Edie. Feel like taking a dare, doll?” 
 
      
 
    “Tony, you are a bad, bad man,” Edith purrs as she snuggles in closer. 
 
      
 
    Off in one of the adjoining bedrooms, Henry is pushing a straightback chair under the doorknob. Lying on the bed waiting for him is a stunning dame. She has the confidence of a pro skirt, but these days it is hard to tell. These days, all the dames seem to have confidence. If they see something they want, they take it. 
 
      
 
    With the door secure and privacy assured, Henry tries to yank off his tie and unbutton his shirt, clumsy with drink.  
 
      
 
    She purrs her words as she gets in close to pull at the knot. “Here, let me help with that.”  
 
      
 
    Out on the make-shift dance floor, the record comes to an end, and the musicians from downstairs step up with a trombone, a trumpet, and two saxophones. The Lindy Hop leaves Edith out of breath and laughing, and she collapses into a chair. Tony, her dance partner, leads her out of the chair, seats himself, then pulls her onto his lap. 
 
      
 
    “A smooth move there, sheik. But I need a drink,” says Edith.  
 
      
 
    “What’s your poison?” asks Tony.  
 
      
 
    “Can you mix anything fancy?” 
 
      
 
    “Depends on how fancy you want it,” he says. 
 
      
 
    “Then let’s start with a Tom Collins and see where we go.” 
 
      
 
    The Lindy Hop turns into the Charleston, which turns into the Fox Trot, which turns into the Texas Tommy.  
 
      
 
    Behind the closed bedroom door, Henry lies contented, his head resting on his arm. The woman is sitting on the side of the bed rolling her stockings back on. 
 
      
 
    “That was delicious, handsome. How about a bit of dessert?” 
 
      
 
    “Shouldn’t you be taking clothes off if we’re going to have dessert?” he says, reaching toward her. 
 
      
 
    “Not that, silly,” she says, giggling and slapping at his hand. She stands and roots among the clothes still on the floor, holding up her handbag triumphantly. 
 
      
 
    “Care to join me for a bit of snow candy? It’s pretty sweet stuff,” she says with a wink. 
 
      
 
    She taps out two lines of cocaine on the edge of the dresser; looks at him expectantly.  
 
      
 
    “Ladies first,” he says, watching her carefully. Following her lead, Henry quickly snorts up the second line. 
 
      
 
    “Damn,” he says. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I know.” She giggles. “More?” 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    A hotel room after a party is a sad place indeed. Empty bottles, stray bits of belongings, an overturned chair. Edith sits beside Henry on the sofa. They are the only ones who remain, except for the couples secreted away in the two bedrooms. 
 
      
 
    An exhausted Edith leans her head against the back of the couch, a smile on her face. It’s been a special night, and she doesn’t want it to end; doesn’t want to go home to her big, empty house. Tony had left earlier, a bit pouty to be departing alone, but Edith is a married woman. This is Mickey’s suite. And there are boundaries to be respected. For now at least. There is always the next time. 
 
      
 
    Henry rests too, eyes closed, a smile on his face. His night has been special as well. He’s discovered that heaven and peace can be found by following a line of white powder. 
 
      
 
    “You look happy,” Edith murmurs. “Have a good night?” 
 
      
 
    “Exceptional.” 
 
      
 
    Henry shifts on the couch. Edith falls sideways, her head on his shoulder. 
 
      
 
    “Exceptional is always good,” she murmurs. 
 
      
 
    “How ‘bout you? Did you have an exceptional evening?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh yeah. Very exceptional,” Edith answers sleepily. 
 
      
 
    “I guess we’re just a couple of exceptional people. Say, do you want a drink or something?” Henry looks around the room blearily. “I’m sure there’s still something left to drink.”  
 
      
 
    “Can you make a Tom Collins?” 
 
      
 
    He laughs. “Not likely. How about a whiskey neat?” 
 
      
 
    “Whatever you’re pouring.” 
 
      
 
    Her head adjusts from his shoulder to the sofa cushion. When he returns, the two sip their whiskey.  
 
      
 
    “You know, Edith, Mickey’s a good pal of mine. He’s out of town, so I kinda feel like I should be keeping an eye on you. You’re not doing anything you’re going to regret later are ya? Or anything I’m going to regret?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, Henry, don’t be such a wet blanket. I know what’s up. I’m not going to do anything wrong. Especially under your nose. I was blowing off a bit of steam tonight, with the dancing and all. Mickey’s honor is still safe. Gosh, it’s just been ages since I had that kind of fun.”  
 
      
 
    Henry takes a deep breath. Her words are the right ones, but there’s something in her smile that makes him nervous. 
 
      
 
    “You know, Henry, I don’t think I’ve seen you this relaxed in a long, long time.” 
 
      
 
    “You may be right, Edith. It has been a long time. I guess I didn’t realize how heavy a weight I was carrying until I set it down for a bit.” 
 
      
 
    “I’ve known you as long as I’ve known Mickey. If you ever need to talk…” 
 
      
 
    “I’m not much of a talker, Edith, but thanks.” 
 
      
 
    “A friend said she heard a psychiatrist—you know, those head docs—say talking is cathartic. I think that means it’s good to talk,” says Edith. 
 
      
 
    The whiskey is warm to the throat. 
 
      
 
    “Did I ever tell you I had a kid brother?” Henry asks. 
 
      
 
    “No, I don’t think I knew that. A couple of sisters, but I didn’t realize you had a brother. What happened?” asks Edith. 
 
      
 
    “Influenza. Like a lot of kids in Philadelphia that year. It ripped through families. No one was spared, especially in our neighborhood. We were poor folks. Crowded together. No money for medicine. Half-starved to begin with, so it didn’t take much to make us sick. Were you here then?” asks Henry. 
 
      
 
    “I grew up in Bethlehem. My father worked at the steel mill there before he died. But our town got hit, too. I lost an aunt and a couple of cousins to the flu,” says Edith. 
 
      
 
    The whiskey helps soften the memories. 
 
      
 
    “It was bad here,” says Henry. I can still hear the way my mother moaned when they carried my brother out of the house. I was maybe sixteen? A man. I should have been tougher. But the sight of Art, dangling in my father’s arms, my mother keening behind him as they carried him out to the wagon to take to the mortuary. My sisters were crying, too. I just ran, Edith. Ran as far as I could.” Henry pulls in a ragged breath. 
 
      
 
    “Then what?” 
 
      
 
    “I found a bar and drank myself blind. I beat up some poor sap for just being alive when Art wasn’t. The coppers came and dragged me off him. And that was the second time I got sent to juvie.” 
 
      
 
    “Tell me about your brother. Tell me about Art.” 
 
      
 
    “A sweet kid. Wasn’t very big. The last of us kids. Ma babied him. He followed me everywhere. He was so clever, Edith. None of us had much schoolin’. I don’t think the girls went past third grade, but Art, he could already read the best of all of us. He loved stories about kings and queens and such. And if there was a dragon in it, so much the better,” says Henry.  
 
      
 
    The glass is blurred, his tears welling. “We’d play dragons out on the street. He’d be King George, and I’d chase him until he killed me. He was such a great kid.” 
 
      
 
    “You don’t have kids of your own?” asks Edith.  
 
      
 
    “Not that I know of. Maybe someday. Maybe someday. A sweet little boy, like Art.” Henry’s tears flow. Edith is alarmed. She pats his arm. Men don’t cry. 
 
      
 
    “Here. I have something that will fix you up.” She pulls out her blue vial.  
 
      
 
    Henry leans forward. The white powder seems to be the theme of the evening. He wipes his face with the back of his arm and drains his glass in one swallow. He eyes the thin powdery line hungrily. 
 
      
 
    Edith does a line. Henry does a line. 
 
      
 
    “Better?” she asks.  
 
      
 
    He rubs his nose. “Yeah, better.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 26  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   E ducation and retraining have seen significant effort since the end of the Great War. Initially, it was the men coming home that needed to build new skills but, with more women moving into the workforce, coupled with advancing technology, there is a dramatic push for commercial training in 1920s Philadelphia. The idea of Night School was introduced to meet that need. 
 
      
 
    Maggie gazes at the lights shining through the windows of the large central building at Drexel University. She’s trembling. Today, both she and Tommy had gone back to school. She clutches a cloth bag that contains her notebook, a pen and pencil, and a snack that Tommy has packed for her. To eat at recess, Mother. In case you get hungry. 
 
      
 
    She’d been full of confidence when she’d come by Drexel University’s Admissions Office earlier in the week to sign up. The hallways had been crowded with young men and women, chattering about history, science, and literature. They were what she hoped she’d eventually become: smart, self-assured, self-reliant. 
 
      
 
    Now, almost at the point of no return, Maggie’s not so sure she’s making the right decision. She manages the boarding house just fine without special schooling. She certainly doesn’t need to add classes and homework to her already busy days. She could easily find a job in a store, or maybe an office. Either would help toward her loan payment. Turn around, get a refund on the tuition, borrow a book on accounting from the Public Library. 
 
      
 
    “Is this one of those modern practices I’ve missed out on?” The question comes from behind her. 
 
      
 
    Maggie turns. “Inspector. What are you doing here?” 
 
      
 
    “I thought I might walk you to school on your first day. I think it’s strange enough that classes are at night, but are they outside, too?” Frank is smiling. “Or are you planning on going in?” 
 
      
 
    “I am. I am. I’m just catching my breath. You know, I look a lot older than the rest of these students,” Maggie says, nodding to the groups making their way up the front steps. 
 
      
 
    “True enough.” 
 
      
 
    “And they haven’t been out of school very long. They probably haven’t forgotten everything they ever learned, like I have.” 
 
      
 
    “My dear, these young people can’t hold a candle to you. You’re smart, determined, hardworking, experienced. You know why you’re here and what you want to get out of these classes. They won’t see that kind of commitment from the other students. Any teacher would be thrilled to have you in the classroom.” 
 
      
 
    “You think so?” 
 
      
 
    “I know so. Now go on, you don’t want to be late for the first day, I mean ‘the first night’ of class. I’ll be waiting for you. You can tell me all about it on our way home.” 
 
      
 
    “Thanks, Inspector. I appreciate it. You’ve been the one gently pushing and pulling me through many of the changes in my life. I’m glad you’re here tonight.” 
 
      
 
    Frank tips his hat. “All part of the service. Now, off with you.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie smiles, and climbs the stone steps to her future. 
 
      
 
    The classroom is reasonably full by the time Maggie finds the right door. She makes her way to one of the few empty desks at the front of the class. As she takes her seat, she looks around the room. There are about forty people, mostly her age, some younger. There are three women and Maggie. A tall, skinny man with glasses and ginger hair sits at the larger desk that faces the students. He rises. 
 
      
 
    “Good evening everyone. Welcome to Principles of Accounting. My name is Professor Galway. In this course we will study both general as well as technical accounting principles and practices, including business law and related subjects. I encourage you also to become active in the Business Club which consists of a group of students like yourselves, as well as graduates of this class who are in the Applied Accounting and Cost Accounting programs.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie opens her notebook and picks up her pen. I’m actually here. She writes the course and the professor’s name neatly at the top of a clean page. Professor Galway turns and starts writing on the chalkboard. The first lesson has begun. Maggie starts taking notes furiously, unsure about what is essential and what is not, but determined not to miss a thing. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 27  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   M aggie hopes she’s not late for lunch with Edith. She glances at the clock in the lobby at Green’s Hotel, then hurries toward the restaurant, marveling that it was two years ago that she stepped into the hotel for the first time, during the investigation into Oskar’s disappearance. Now, they greet her like a regular. Thank goodness for Edith picking up the tab each time; Maggie wishes she could reciprocate.  
 
      
 
    The house orchestra in the Garden Café plays in the background as Maggie crosses the crowded room to join Edith. White lattice over dark green walls, a sparkling fountain, planters full of lush ferns and flowers: heaven. As Maggie rushes to sit, Edith leans in with a conspiratorial grin and says, “Don’t ask what’s new.” 
 
      
 
    Playing along, Maggie does a quick look around the room and also leans in. “Why not?” she whispers. 
 
      
 
    “Because everything is new.” Edith says, sitting back with a happy smile on her face. 
 
      
 
    “Tell me everything,” Maggie says, accepting a menu from the waiter. 
 
      
 
    Edith waits until they are alone again. “Oh, Mags, I went on a date.” 
 
      
 
    “With Mickey?” 
 
      
 
    “No. With a fella I met at a party.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie is torn. Edith is so happy, almost glowing. Gangsters don’t take kindly to their wives going on dates with other men. “Details. I need details, Edith.” 
 
      
 
    “We caught the flick Curses! The new Fatty Arbuckle movie.  I figured a comedy would be safe enough.” 
 
      
 
    “Does he know who you are?” 
 
      
 
    “Of course. He knows I’m married to Mickey. I made sure of that. But he doesn’t care. He’s not afraid of Mickey. Even so, I met him in front of the movie theater. Oh Mags, we had the best time. I laughed so hard. But I wouldn’t go for a drink after, just in case it was one of Mickey’s joints. Instead, we went to Child’s and had ice cream, and talked and talked.” 
 
      
 
    There are stars in Edith’s eyes. “It sounds great. It also sounds dangerous. Are you crazy, Edith? You know what Mickey will do if he finds out? When he finds out?” 
 
      
 
    The topic is dropped while the two women order. Once the coast is clear, Edith leans in close. 
 
      
 
    “There’s nothing to find out. We just went to a movie. Nothing happened. Nothing will happen. Trust me. I just had really a good time. And it’s been ages since I laughed that hard. Or since somebody listened to me like that. Like everything I said was precious. Maggie, he calls me Edie. Like, Eeeeee-dee. I swoon every time he says my name.”  
 
      
 
    “Oh sweetie, be careful. Are you going to see him again?” 
 
      
 
    “Not right away. Mickey’s back from Atlantic City tonight. But maybe the next time he leaves town, we’ll go to the movies again.” 
 
      
 
    “So, tell me all about him.” 
 
      
 
    “I think maybe you met him that night at the Club. He’s very good looking. Italian, with dreamy eyes. He has a mustache just—like Valentino. He comes from a big family.” Edith pauses and, for the first time, looks around the room guiltily. “And Maggie, he’s a cop.” 
 
      
 
    “No. Oh, Edith, you can’t. You must be crazy.” 
 
      
 
    “I know. I know. But Mags, I lie awake at night thinking about him, and wake up in the morning thinking about him. I haven’t felt like this in ages and ages.” 
 
      
 
    “Sleepless nights are not caused by simple movie dates, Edith. Get your head on straight and make sure you know what you’re doing. I think you’re playing with fire.” Maggie’s smile for Edith takes some of the sting out of her words. 
 
      
 
    Edith pouts, and then sighs. “What about you, doll?” The waiter has appeared with lunch, although Maggie has lost her appetite with Edith’s news. 
 
      
 
    She adjusts the napkin in her lap. “Well, I have news, too. I went back to school. I’m enrolled in the Evening Diploma School at Drexel.” 
 
      
 
    “Wow. Good for you. What are you studying?” 
 
      
 
    “Accounting. I’m going to keep the books for people who own small businesses. I can do them at home. That way I can earn some extra money and still be around for Tommy and my lodgers.” 
 
      
 
    “Accounting? Wow. I always knew you were a smart cookie. Is it hard? I’ve never had a head for numbers myself.” 
 
      
 
    “It’s been a while since I’ve had to study, so that part is hard. But I like it, sitting in class, learning new things.” Maggie smothers a yawn. 
 
      
 
    Edith stops and really looks at her friend. “Mags, you look done in. Is everything all right?” 
 
      
 
    “Sure Edith, just tired. I’ve got lots of homework. I stay up late reading and then don’t sleep well. And then there’s the usual.” Maggie shrugs. “Lots of laundry, and housework. I’m stretched a bit thin right now.” And it feels like I could snap.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, I think going back to school is exciting. Although the topic seems a bit dry.” 
 
      
 
    “The professor makes it interesting.” 
 
      
 
    “Ahh, the professor. A good teacher is hard to find.” Edith leers. 
 
      
 
    Maggie swats at her hand. “It’s not like that. Professor Galway is just so smart. And patient.”  
 
      
 
    “Well, not too patient, I hope?” Edith winks.  
 
      
 
    Maggie blushes. “Tell me about the Fall Frolic. Did they make you co-chair?” 
 
      
 
    Edith narrows her eyes. “No. Apparently I’m not quite ready yet. Those dames…” 
 
      
 
    Maggie pats her arm. “Their loss, Edith. You plan marvelous events. Maybe it’s time you took on other projects.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 28  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   F rank paces in front of the fireplace, waiting for Maggie and Joe to finish the dishes. Joe had mentioned he has news about the brewery pipeline, but couldn’t elaborate further; too many people in and out of the kitchen. 
 
      
 
    Maggie and Joe enter the living room, coffee cups in hand. 
 
      
 
    “Finally,” Frank says. 
 
      
 
    “Spill the beans, Joe. I’m dying of suspense,” Maggie says. “What did you find?” 
 
      
 
    “It took a bit longer than we thought, but we got the warrant to examine the books and search the premises of the brewery. There are detailed records of quantities of raw ingredients producing so much beer. And the sales record in the ledgers showed how much ‘near-beer’ they are selling. And as your informant had said, there was quite a discrepancy, for which neither the owner, nor the brewmaster, had a reasonable explanation.” 
 
      
 
    “So what did you do then?” 
 
      
 
    “We traced the lines to the sewer. Unless they were literally dumping the beer down the drains, we knew where the pipeline starts.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes. Yes. This is all information that we knew. Where did it go?” Frank mutters, still pacing. 
 
    Maggie coughs discretely into her fist in the hopes of getting the Inspector to settle. 
 
      
 
    Joe looks around the room. “Is there a window open, Maggie?” He shivers.  
 
      
 
    “And then, Joe? What happened next?” 
 
      
 
    “While we were looking through the books and interviewing the staff, we had officers investigating a possible terminus for the pipeline. Your list was a great start that we expanded on. Within a six block radius, which is the very furthest distance we thought the beer could travel, we identified eight different locations that could function as a distribution point.” 
 
      
 
    “Criteria, man,” Frank says. 
 
      
 
    “And your criteria, Joe? What kind of space were you looking for?” 
 
      
 
    “It needed to be on a direct sewer line to the brewery. It needed to have some kind of facilities for truck transport. And it needed to be discrete. For example, it would raise questions if trucks were seen going in and out of a person’s private garage. We identified two trucking companies, a service station, three warehouses, a taxi company which had several empty bays in their service garage, and a furniture manufacturer.” 
 
      
 
    “I bet it was the service garage. Close by, easy access, no questions raised with traffic in and out,” Frank says to Maggie. His eyes are alight with excitement. 
 
      
 
    “And what did you find? Was it the service garage?” asks Maggie 
 
      
 
    “Yes. And the furniture manufacturer. The beer pipeline branched off in two directions.”  
 
      
 
    “Oh my, isn’t that something. Two spigots.” Frank chortles with glee, rubbing his hands and finally sitting. 
 
      
 
    “Two. That’s amazing, Joe,” says Maggie. 
 
      
 
    “When we looked at the sewer maps, the city clerk had mentioned that there had been some work done about six months ago. We followed up where the construction was done and, sure enough, found that was where the brewery pipeline had split. We added the dye to the vat and, tah-dah, blue beer two blocks away.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie claps her hands, delighted with the story. “That’s great police work, Joe. Will there be charges laid?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh yes. With the brewery. With the two distribution depots, and with the city workers who laid the pipeline. I have a feeling that there may be more pipelines to surface yet.” 
 
      
 
    “Congratulations, Joe.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, it’s because of your informant, Maggie. Colonel Butler was quite impressed. Is there a chance that we can meet this shadowy figure?” 
 
      
 
    Maggie looks at the Inspector. He indicates a negative. 
 
      
 
    “I’m afraid not, Joe. He wants to remain in the shadows a bit longer.” 
 
      
 
    “I thought as much. Any chance he might have more information? Or be prepared to work with us?” 
 
      
 
    “What does he have in mind, my dear?” Frank asks. 
 
      
 
    “What do you have in mind, Joe?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, we would like to find out who is tipping off the speakeasies about the Enforcement Units raids. We know it has to be someone inside, but the colonel is sick thinking that it might be one of our own from Enforcement Unit Number One. Does your informant have any connections to police personnel?” 
 
      
 
    The Inspector and Maggie both smile. 
 
      
 
    “I think we could manage that, Maggie,” Frank says. “Suggest that we target a couple of specific saloons, to monitor who calls the speakeasy with the warning.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie suggests this to Joe, who nods. 
 
      
 
    “Suggest to Joe that we only deal with places owned by one specific bootlegger at a time. That will minimize the number of potential informants,” Frank says. 
 
      
 
    “I think we want to minimize the possible outcomes as much as possible. What about limiting it to one bootlegger at a time. For example, target a couple of the joints that Boo-Boo owns. Or Mickey Duffy.” 
 
      
 
    “That sounds like a reasonable approach. I’ll go through our lists and discuss it with the colonel. We have some active investigations going on that may impact our final selection.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m glad we can help, Joe. My informant and I. You know how I feel. I’ve been watching what’s been happening to Philadelphia these past few years since Prohibition, and it’s devastating. I had thought things were bad last year when we had to deal with Oskar’s death. Now that I’m more aware of the issues, it’s a lot worse than I thought.” 
 
      
 
    “I agree, Maggie. And with your Phantom Informant, we now have a secret weapon.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie and Frank both look at Joe, startled.  “That’s an interesting choice of words, Joe. Phantom Informant?” 
 
      
 
    Joe laughs. “I told you the colonel wasn’t good with names for things. It was his idea to call him the Phantom Menace, but thank goodness Mrs. Butler talked him out of it. Phantom Informant was the best we could do.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, as long as I don’t have to wear a cape.” Frank huffs. Maggie stifles a laugh.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 29  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   T he chalkboard is covered with columns of numbers. Professor Galway finishes his lecture. Textbooks are slammed shut and stowed in book bags and briefcases. The scraping and scuffling of pushed-back chairs ensues. Students chat and make plans. At night school, there’s not another class to rush off to, but there are coffee shops, libraries, and parties that pull students away. 
 
      
 
    Maggie packs up her books, the latest test, with its bright red B+ in the corner, tucked safely away. She’ll go over the answers tomorrow and try and figure out what she got wrong and how to fix it.  
 
      
 
    “Congratulations, Mrs. Barnes. You did well on the exam.” Professor Galway pauses by her desk, his leather satchel in hand. 
 
      
 
    “Thank you, Professor. I had a bit of trouble with depreciation.” Maggie notices his freckles dancing across the bridge of his nose. 
 
      
 
    “I have some notes on that back at my office. If you like, walk with me. You can borrow them until next class.” 
 
      
 
    Student and professor stroll down the hallway. The corridor, with a balustrade on one side and classroom doors on the other, overlooks the vast marble lobby with its grand columns. Sound bounces off the hard stone surfaces and, with classes finishing for the evening, it’s loud with students’ voices. 
 
      
 
    “This is a magnificent building. I was terrified my first day, walking up that staircase.” 
 
      
 
    “I think the architects wanted people to be awed by the power of education, or perhaps by the magnificence of the original vision of the founders.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, it worked. I was definitely in awe.” 
 
      
 
    “So, what brings you to my class, Mrs. Barnes? We don’t often get lady students in the Business program.” 
 
      
 
    “I run a boarding house and thought that some formal business training would be useful. And I’m looking to pick-up a bit of extra money, doing the books for small businesses.” 
 
      
 
    “Why small business? Why not apply to work at one of the big companies downtown? They’re always looking for clerks, and several have women on staff.” 
 
      
 
    “No, I couldn’t do that. I have a young son at home, and I need to be there when he gets home from school.” 
 
      
 
    Teddy Galway nods. “It must be difficult, juggling family responsibilities with school work.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, isn’t that the truth. I don’t get to open my textbooks until after supper. Although, sometimes, Tommy and I sit at the dining room table and do our homework together, which is nice. And thank goodness Archie is there. He’s a math teacher; always helpful.” 
 
      
 
    “Archie is Mr. Barnes?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, no,” Maggie says, blushing. “Archie is one of my lodgers. My husband, Jack, passed some time ago.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry for being so personal. Please excuse me. Ah, here we are.” He pauses in front of a solid oak door. Below the nameplate is a basket full of what look to be assignments, and other University correspondence. 
 
      
 
    Professor Teddy Galway’s office is wall to wall books. A large desk takes up most of the floor space. He rummages around on his desk, pulling up a sheaf of papers. Maggie notices that the freckles run across the back of his hands, then disappear beneath his shirt sleeves. She blushes.  
 
      
 
    “Here it is. These are notes on depreciation I made for a lecture for another class I teach. If you have any questions, please ask. It’s an important concept going forward, so you want to make sure you have a thorough understanding of it.” He smiles, and eyes her encouragingly.  
 
      
 
    Maggie’s tummy flips.  “Thank you, Professor. I appreciate this. And I’ll return them, next class.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 30  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   P hiladelphia is famous, maybe infamous would be a better word, for the Machine. The exquisite integration of power and money at all levels of government, from the Congressmen in Washington to the governor’s office in Harrisburg, right through the mayor’s office to the garbage man on the street. Everybody has their hand in somebody’s pocket. That’s just the way things are done in Philly. 
 
      
 
    As a small cog in the great political Machine, Mayor Kendrick, or ‘Freddy’ as he asks all his friends and voters to call him, has been mayor of Philadelphia since the election in ‘24. It’s been a rough eighteen months. Despite running on a platform of cleaning up Philadelphia, Mayor Kendrick is not a reformer, nor even a distinguished Machine politician. He is, however, an inveterate ‘joiner’ of secret societies like the Shriners and Masons. He owes much of his success to his iconic smile. He’d come in on a law and order ticket, heavily financed by the very people profiting from the lawlessness and disorder. No irony there?  
 
      
 
    Since the election, Mayor ‘Freddy’ Kendrick has kept peace with the Republican organization which elected him, and paid off the head of the Machine, William Vare, for his support with some dubious decisions regarding the upcoming Sesquicentennial next year. But it’s his nerve-racking experience with Colonel Butler that will be the death of him. Freddy counts the days that he can leave the mayor’s office and run for governor. Lordy, how much more can he take?  
 
      
 
    Freddy knows he has only himself to blame. He’d brought Butler in within a few months of being elected. It was a high profile appointment for which he received huge accolades from the press. The part of the city that wanted, and still wants law and order, was wholeheartedly behind him.  
 
      
 
    But things are not going as planned. Kendrick had thought that Butler understood that his role was to be more ‘symbolic’ than hands-on. The colonel had enthusiastically taken up the challenge of restoring law and justice to the city with an intimidating energy and sense of purpose. Thousands of speakeasies had been padlocked. It was a revolving door in front of the judges and magistrates to get each speakeasy reopened within days, sometimes hours if there was proper incentive. Although, Freddy admits, Butler’s enthusiasm has been profitable. The closing and reopening carousel is certainly good for business; everybody’s pockets get lined. 
 
      
 
    Freddy has no second thoughts when he picks up the phone. He has a job to do, and he does it willingly. It’s part of his obligation to the Machine. Earlier in the day, the Director of Public Safety, Colonel Smedley Butler strode into his office, scarlet cape flourishing. ’Really,’ Freddy had said to his secretary, ‘who wears a cape all the time?’—to inform him that they were going to be raiding The Club Cadix later that night.  
 
      
 
    Getting the colonel to give him advance notice on the raids had taken some doing on the mayor’s part. You’d expect a military man, the most decorated marine in America, would have more respect for the chain of command, but that’s not Freddy’s experience. If anything, Butler treats him like a civilian, rather than his superior officer, in this war on crime that ‘Mayor Kendrick’ is supposedly leading. It rankles. 
 
      
 
    The mayor makes sure his office door is closed and picks up the phone, getting the switchboard operator to put him through to Captain Copeland. 
 
      
 
    “Ralph. Freddy here. I need you to look after something for me.” 
 
      
 
    “Sure thing, Mayor. Anything. Whaddaya need?” 
 
      
 
    “Butler’s got a raid planned on the Cadix for later tonight. Can you call our friend and give him the heads up?” 
 
      
 
    “Sure thing, Mayor. That’s the first I’ve heard of it. Must be an ‘Enforcement Unit Number One’ thing. Too bad I’ve been transferred out of the department. I don’t hear everything like I used to.” 
 
      
 
    To that, Freddy rolls his eyes. Copeland was a disaster working directly with Butler. Oil and water. He’d had to move him after last year’s debacle with missing evidence and witness tampering.  
 
      
 
    “Yes, well, you’re doing a great job at the new precinct. We’re glad to have you there.” He looks up at his secretary who is standing in the doorway, pointing to her watch. “Look, I gotta run. I’ve got a meeting. Just look after this. We’ll talk soon.”  
 
      
 
    *  *  * * * 
 
      
 
    Across town, Captain Ralph Copeland leans back in his chair. It creaks in protest. He’s mighty pleased to have just gotten this call. Last year, things between him and Mickey Duffy had gone sideways. He’d been forced to arrest him on a variety of bootlegging charges, and Mickey still seems to hold a grudge. It hadn’t mattered that he’d also made all the evidence disappear and the case got thrown out of court. No, Mickey still holds him responsible for the whole mess. Giving Mickey the heads up on the raid will be a great way to get back in his good books. Maybe he’ll ask again about joining Mickey’s crew, officially. And, of course, a tip about the raid comes with its own reward. His cash flow has really noticed the dip since the transfer. 
 
      
 
    He picks up the phone and dials.  
 
      
 
    “Hi Gus, Ralph Copeland here. Mickey around?” 
 
      
 
    There’s some back and forth that Ralph can’t make out, and Gus attempts to take the message for Mickey in a ‘boss is busy’ kinda way.  
 
      
 
    “No can do, Gus. It’s important. Put him on the phone,” says Captain Ralph Copeland. 
 
      
 
    Duffy’s growl is audible through the phone. “Copeland. Whaddaya want. Make it quick. I got a hot poker hand, and Mercer cheats.” 
 
      
 
    “It’s the Cadix, Boss. Butler’s got a raid planned for tonight. I was thinking—” 
 
      
 
    “Crap. Okay.” Mickey hangs up the phone.  
 
      
 
    Ralph shakes his head, staring at the silent telephone receiver and wondering if anyone ever says goodbye any more. 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    There’s a flurry of activity down at the Cadix. Inventory is loaded into trucks that Mickey’s sent round. Reservations are moved to another evening. It never goes well when the mucky-mucks are embarrassed or inconvenienced, and raids can be so inconvenient. Staff are called and told to take the night off. No sense paying good wages and laying out bail money if you don’t need to. 
 
      
 
    By the time the doorman, Earl, moves aside, and Enforcement Unit Number One bursts through the door, the place is virtually empty. The bartender offers to pour the officers a shot before they confiscate what’s left of the good stuff. He and a few waiters are loaded into the back of a paddy wagon and are met at the station by the lawyers Mickey’s arranged for. It’s the middle of the night before everybody gets to go home. A lost night of Club revenue, an expensive night of payoffs. Really, raids are darned inconvenient for everybody.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 31  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   H enry supervises the loading of liquor at Mickey’s large, brick warehouse. A dirt floor soaks up the oil and grease. Powerful vehicles, known as whiskey-sixes, which the bootleggers use for out-of-town deliveries, take up one side of the warehouse. The other is for storage and distribution, evidenced by tables full of bottles, labels, funnels, and other equipment necessary for processing and packaging. Crates and barrels line the walls and almost reach the high, dirty windows.  
 
      
 
    In the center of the warehouse, Henry holds a clipboard of papers containing various orders, checking off the inventory. With the back gate shut, the delivery truck looks like it’s hauling a load of lumber. Boards are stacked tall and roped down. The gate, concealed by the end cuts of the boards, blends seamlessly. Inside, barrels of beer and crates of hard liquor are loaded in order of customer delivery: last in first out. Henry hears the door open but doesn’t turn around, concentrating on confirming each order. 
 
      
 
    “Stan! Welcome home,” someone shouts. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, Leszek.” 
 
      
 
    Henry swings round, praying that he’s heard wrong.  
 
      
 
    Stan Leszek walks around the delivery trucks. Guys crowd round, slapping him on the back and punching him in the arm. There’s a childish grin on the older man’s weathered face. 
 
      
 
    Henry swallows; trembling hands drop the pencil he has been holding. 
 
      
 
    “Is Mickey here? I want to say hi,” Stan says. 
 
      
 
    “Naw, he’s at the Ritz. That’s where his offices are now.” 
 
      
 
    “Fancy schmancy. The Ritz, eh?” 
 
      
 
    “But Mercer’s here. Henry, Stan’s back.” 
 
      
 
    “Welcome back, Stan. Sit for a bit. Gus, get Stan a beer, will ya?” Henry shakes Stan’s hand.  
 
      
 
    Stan pulls out a chair at the long table in the middle of the room and everyone crowds around. The men leave Mickey’s chair at the end of the table for Henry who, reluctantly, sits. 
 
      
 
    “So, when did you get sprung?” “What was Allegheny like?” “Who’s your parole officer?” “Are you coming back to work?”  Lots of questions from lots of people. Lots of laughter as Stan fills his pals in on the last three years.  
 
      
 
    Stan is one of the original members of Mickey’s crew, and a guy from the neighborhood, but got picked up on a Volstead violation about three years ago. With numerous other offenses, Mickey’s lawyers couldn’t make the charges go away but, with a few well-placed envelopes, they did manage to get the sentence reduced. Stan’s been at a work farm for the past three years, picking apples and mucking out barns; a sweetheart sentence for an old Polish farmer like Stan.  
 
      
 
    Henry grips the clipboard. A ring of clammy sweat pools his armpits. No coward, he waits until there’s a lull in the conversation, and takes another swallow. “Stan. We was all shook when we heard about your boy. A real tragedy.” 
 
      
 
    Stan grabs his cloth cap off his head. “Thanks, Henry. Boys. It means a lot the way you looked out for Alicja and the kids while I was away.” There’s general murmuring of condolences and support. The crew is close. Stan’s son, Ernie, is now part of the gang. Second generation. Like family. 
 
      
 
    Henry stands. “Hey, these trucks don’t drive themselves. We got a timetable to keep. People are expecting us,” he barks. His stomach’s been churning since Stan walked in, and he’s worried that he might throw up in front of the men.  
 
      
 
    A couple of guys head off, but not before clapping Stan on the back once more.  
 
      
 
    “Come on, Stan. I’ll give you a lift over to the Ritz. I know that Mickey will want to see you himself. And John Bricker and Fingers are there as well,” Henry says. 
 
      
 
    “Thanks, Henry.” Stan snags Henry’s arm, turning him around. Henry tenses. “I meant what I said about the family. I don’t know what they would have done without you when Oskar was killed. Alicja told me you’ve been round a couple of times and taken an interest in the boys.” 
 
      
 
    Relieved that his secret is still that, Henry slaps Stan on the back. “Stan, I did what anyone else would have done in those circumstances. Now, let’s get you over to Mickey.” 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    Standing in the bathroom in the suite at the Ritz, Henry can hear Mickey and Stan talking. Mickey’s a good boss. He cares about his men. He listens to Stan’s stories about being in the joint, and shares some of his own. He says kind things about Alicja, and let’s Stan know that Ernie is a hard worker and is pulling his weight. 
 
      
 
    There’s no disguising Henry’s red-rimmed eyes, the grey skin. There’s still a slight tremor in his hands that gives him away. He’s going to need more than Dutch courage now that Oskar’s Pa is home. Imagine, looking into that face every day. He bends and quickly snorts two lines of cocaine. He sniffs again, clearing his nose. His body relaxes. His head clears. It will be all right.  
 
      
 
    He washes his hands and goes to sit next to Stan.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 32  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   T hursday night. Maggie has carefully chosen her clothing, and is now seated in the front row of the classroom. The lecture has been complicated as they move deeper into the complex world of double entry accounting. The bell rings, and the students start packing away their books. Coats are pulled on, and plans, between some, are made for after class. 
 
      
 
    With her coat on, and books cradled in her arms as a shield, she approaches Professor Galway’s desk. It’s been hard to concentrate during the lecture. She’s been thinking about this moment since the last class. “Thank you for these notes on depreciation, Professor Galway. They were very helpful. I have a better understanding of it now.” 
 
      
 
    “You’re very welcome, Mrs. Barnes, but perhaps you might still need further explanation?” 
 
      
 
    Maggie makes eye contact with the professor. Between them, the air crackles with expectation. 
 
      
 
    “I was hoping that I could persuade you to join me for a coffee after class. I might answer any remaining questions you may have. On depreciation.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, my,” Maggie looks around the room, flustered. “Yes well, I suppose I could always benefit from a more thorough grasp of the topic.” 
 
      
 
    “Excellent. Let’s head downstairs to the café.” 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    “And then what happened?” Edith says. The two gals are huddled together the next day over cups of coffee in Maggie’s kitchen.  
 
      
 
    “We talked about depreciation.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, pooh. You know what I mean. What’s he like? Any sparks?” 
 
      
 
    Maggie laughs, delighted to finally be the one sharing a juicy tidbit. “He’s very nice. He’s never been married. He lives with his mother.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh-oh,” Edith says. “You don’t want a mama’s boy. They’re a lot of work, and you always need to be picking up after them. And you get Mama. Package deal.” 
 
      
 
    “Don’t be silly. We just went for coffee. He’s nice enough; sweet. And he has a lovely smile.” 
 
      
 
    “Better. Better. What else?” 
 
      
 
    “He has a face full of freckles and lots of red hair.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, a ginger. Well, despite that, it sounds like there might be potential, doll.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie stirs her coffee. “There’s a calmness about him that is really appealing. He’s not a fighter. I spend my days surrounded by all this intensity, but there’s none of that with him. Placid, quiet.” 
 
      
 
    “To each there own, Mags. Me, I need something with a bit more spark. Give me a scrapper, a fighter, every time. I’d fall asleep with someone like your professor. When do you see him again?” 
 
      
 
    “I have class on Tuesday. I’ll see him then, of course.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, aren’t you just the Dumb-Dora. I meant, when do you s-e-e-e him again?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh. Se-e-e-e him again.” Maggie has a happy smile on her face, enjoying the attention. “Well, maybe we’ll go for a walk on Sunday. Maybe.” 
 
      
 
    “No maybe about it, doll. You’re stepping out.” Edith winks. “And speaking of stepping out, wait ‘til I tell you about what happened with Tony and I the other night.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie’s hands grip her mug, her delicate fantasy blunted by the full force of Edith’s romantic drama.  
 
      
 
    “Of course, sweetheart. Tell me all about it.” Maggie’s shoulders slump, and the twinkle in her eyes fades. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, Maggie. Tony and I were just this close to Mickey finding out,” Edith says, holding up her thumb and forefinger to indicate a tiny space. 
 
      
 
    “Edith, I warned you.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, yeah. But he didn’t find out. Tony and I had been out for a drive and, when we got back to my place, he parked around the corner, like he always does. And he was walking me to the gate, like he always does. Well then, Mickey, who was supposed to be away until after supper like he always is, suddenly pulls up to the curb. Bold as brass, Mags.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, he does live there, Edith. You shouldn’t be surprised to see him in front of his own house.” Maggie shakes her head at her friend’s rashness. 
 
      
 
    “Well, Tony walks right up to the car and taps on the car window. I thought we were going to die, right there and then.” 
 
      
 
    “Then what happened?” 
 
      
 
    “Mickey rolls the window down, and Tony leans in and tells him that he has info on Colonel Butler. Mickey tells him to get in the car. Then Tony stands up and thanks me for waiting with him, and tips his hat. The moxie of that man. He’s not afraid of nobody.” Edith sighs dramatically. 
 
      
 
    “And Tony gets in the car, and they sit and talk. I walk down the street like I was going for a walk. When I get back from my stroll, Mickey’s in the house and Tony’s car is gone. Mickey never mentioned it to me, except to ask if I’d had a nice walk.” Edith shakes her head in amazement. “If I’d had a nice walk.” 
 
      
 
    “You know, it could have ended very badly for you, Edith.” 
 
      
 
    “I know, doll. But it didn’t, did it? It’s like fate is saying that Tony and I should be together, shining a bit of sunshine on my head for once.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, just remember that even the sunniest days come to an end and the sun sets.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, pooh,” Edith says, pouting, with her arms crossed. “You’re just mad because I’ve found myself a terrific fella. A real sheik. And you’re going for coffee with a mama’s boy math professor.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie stares aghast at her friend. “Edith. How can you say that?” 
 
      
 
    Edith jumps up and hugs Maggie. “I’m sorry, Mags. I don’t know what I’m saying sometimes. I’m sure your fella is a real catch, too.” 
 
      
 
    With Edith’s arms wrapped around her, Maggie stares over her shoulder, a bitter look on her face. “It’s okay Edith. Honest. Now, let’s sit and finish our coffee. You tell me more about your sheik’s dreamy eyes.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 33  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   D eep in the bowels of the Philadelphia Inquirer building is the mailroom. Women standing around large tables sorting through bags. Mail for administration, mail for reporters, mail for the women’s section requesting recipes or patterns, mail for the accounting department, mail for circulation. Just outside the door are a series of numbered wooden cubbies. These are the slots for people requesting a response to something in a Classified advertisement: help wanted, employment wanted, love wanted. 
 
      
 
    Maggie checks her mail slot: number one-fifty. Empty again. She frowns. It’s been a week and still no responses. Desperate to get that extra cash coming in, she’s placed an advertisement for bookkeeping services, even though she’s not yet finished her first term of classes. With the familiarity she has with accounting ledgers from spending time as a girl in her father’s office, she knows she can manage to bridge the time until she graduates from Drexel; if only she can get that first client. She’d kept her name off the ad, thinking that a woman’s name might discourage applicants. And she’d hinted at Drexel training, a stretch given she’s only been in class a short time. But still nothing, and the clock is ticking. She needs that money. 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    She settles into her spot at Child’s with a butterscotch sundae. Nothing like a bit of ice cream to cheer a girl. Edith joins her, glowing with good cheer. She’s loaded with parcels and packages. Rats. She’s in a good mood. And been shopping, something I haven’t done for ages. For once I’d like to talk about my problems and not listen to Edith’s victories.  
 
      
 
    Maggie scowls into her ice cream. Then she collects herself and looks up.  “Well, don’t you look chipper,” she says to a beaming Edith. 
 
      
 
    “And don’t you sound sour. What’s the matter, doll? It’s a beautiful day. The sun is shining, the birds are singing. The butterscotch sundaes are delish.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie keeps scowling. “I’m not sleeping well. Too much on my mind these days.” 
 
      
 
    “Here, I got you a little something that might cheer you up.” 
 
      
 
    Edith puts a shopping bag in front of Maggie. “Open it, sweetie. I’m dying to hear what you think. Oh, I hope I got the right thing.” 
 
      
 
    Curious, Maggie stands, peering into the top of the bag. Inside is an adding machine. And not just any adding machine but a Full-Keyboard Victor Adding Machine, its steel frame painted black and green, eight columns of color-coded black and white metal keys. A metal crank with a wooden handle on the right of the machine to operate it. Behind the keyboard is a two-colored ribbon, printing mechanism, and fixed narrow carriage with a paper roll.  
 
      
 
    “Oh, Edith. It’s perfect. It’s outstanding. I’m, I’m… beyond thrilled. I can’t believe it. Thank you,” she says, wrapping her arms around her friend. 
 
      
 
    “Then I did good? I went to the business supply store and explained what I wanted. I don’t think I’ve ever seen anything like it. You know, Mags, I’m just thrilled you’re doing this business thing. It’s so brave, so modern. I just wanted you to know.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, Edith. I’m speechless. Here I was down in the dumps, and now I’m over the moon. Thanks, sweetie.” More hugs. 
 
      
 
    “So why down in the dumps?” Edith asks, pulling up a chair and digging into the strawberry sundae the waiter has just put in front of her. 
 
      
 
    “I’ve just been to the Inquirer, and there’s still no response to my ad. Nobody wants to hire me. Oh Edith, I was so sure that I’d get a couple of clients quick, I did something crazy to celebrate the advertisement.” Maggie shakes her head and pushes her sundae away. The tightness in her chest is growing familiar; trapped. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know what I was thinking. I guess the money from the loan just went to my head. I’m not used to having money to spend and it made me reckless.” Maggie covers her face and moans. “After I placed the ad, and paid my tuition, I went out and bought a new electric refrigerator with the last of the money from the loan I got. A mortgage loan from the bank secured against the house to fix the roof.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie grabs Edith’s hand. “Oh, why did I buy that stupid refrigerator? First the washing machine and then that. The loan was supposed to be for roof repairs, not upgrading appliances. The ice box was working fine. So what if it was small, we could have made do. Fortunately, the balance on that stupid refrigerator is through time-payments, but now I’m really tight for cash. Especially with Archie only paying part rent. Oh, Edith. I’m in a bad spot if I don’t find some clients fast. And on top of it all, I’ll have future tuition to pay, too. And I’m supposed to be good at accounting?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry to hear that, Maggie. I had no idea. The loan is serious.”  
 
      
 
    “More than serious. I could lose my house. I managed to squeak by and make the last payment, but every month is more turmoil. It’s gotten so bad I’ve been watching how much food the lodgers put on their fork and into their mouths.” 
 
      
 
    “Look, doll, something will come along. It always does. Tell me, what did your advertisement say?” 
 
      
 
    Maggie describes the ad. 
 
      
 
    “What about if you asked a question at the top? ‘Looking for more time to spend on your sales strategy but buried by paperwork? Let me take that chore off your desk’ kind of thing?” 
 
      
 
    Maggie stares at her friend, mouth hanging open. She leaps up and hugs Edith who, surprised, almost falls off her stool. 
 
      
 
    “Whoa, girl. Hold on.” 
 
      
 
    “Edith, you are brilliant. That is absolutely the cat’s pajamas. I’m going to go right down there and rewrite my advertisement.” 
 
      
 
    “Hang on, Gal Friday. Finish your ice cream first. Besides,” Edith leans in wiggling her eyebrows up and down, “I want to tell you about Tony.” 
 
      
 
    “You’ve seen him again?” 
 
      
 
    “A couple of times. We go to the pictures, or out for a drive. No funny business. But Maggie, he is just swell.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie looks at Edith’s flushed cheeks and is worried. “You know this won’t end well, don’t you?” 
 
      
 
    “You’re such a wet blanket, Mags. Why shouldn’t I have a bit of sunshine in my life? Mickey certainly does.” 
 
      
 
    “Because you’re married, you dope. The rules are different for gals. Mickey is going to hit the roof if he finds out.” Maggie sits back, looking at her friend. “You know, that’s a lot of risk to be taking on for some harmless fun. Are you sure nothing’s happening?” 
 
      
 
    Edith blushes, eyes wide. “Maybe just a kiss or two. But that’s it, I swear.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie grabs hold of her friend’s hands. “Oh, Edith. Just call it off with Tony.” 
 
      
 
    Edith shakes Maggie off. “Well, I won’t. I’m tired of being unhappy.” Edith pouts, stabbing at her strawberry ice cream. “Say, you want to come out with Mickey and me? Next week?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m so relieved you said Mickey. I thought you were going to invite me out with Tony.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, ha ha, sweetie. No, three would be a crowd there. But we sure had a swell time the last time you came out with Mickey and me to the Cadix. We’ve got a great band coming in. And a magician. Come on. Say yes. I’ll lend you another one of my dresses? Please?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, all right. It will be fun. But even better at the moment is for me to get my tail down to the Inquirer with the wording for a new advertisement. Gotta run, doll.” Maggie leans in and gives her friend a quick buss on the cheek before heading off. 
 
      
 
    “Thursday. The Cadix is Thursday. We’ll pick you up at eight,” Edith shouts after her.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 34  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   G us pokes his head into the suite at the Ritz. Mickey is meeting with Henry and the accountant, Mike Malazdrewicz. Mickey had lost his previous accountant to a nefarious plot, and so wasn’t taking any chances with the latest recruit. Malazdrewicz is fom Poland; his people and Mickey’s people from the same village. “Hey Boss, Frankie Bailey is here to see ya.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey looks over to Henry, a question in his eyes. 
 
      
 
    “Could be Frank Bailey or his kid Frankie Jr. The Baileys run moonshine out in the sticks.” 
 
      
 
    “Do we buy from him?” 
 
      
 
    “Not yet, but maybe.” 
 
      
 
    “Sure. Let him in.” 
 
      
 
    Frankie Jr. stands, hat in hand, in front of the man himself. He tries not to look like a rube by ogling the hotel suite. He takes a step forward, hand extended. 
 
      
 
    “Mr. Duffy. An honor, sir. My pop speaks of you all the time.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey declines to either rise or shake his hand but continues to stare, matchstick in his mouth. 
 
      
 
    “Right. Frank Bailey. Give him my regards,” Mickey says around the matchstick. 
 
      
 
    Frankie nods. “Yes, sir.” 
 
      
 
    “So what can I do for you, Junior?” 
 
      
 
    Frankie winces at the handle. Mickey notices with a smug smile. Like the kid has earned any respect. 
 
      
 
    “My brother, James, and I was wonderin’ if you had a couple of spots for us in your crew? You know, muscle, or drivers.” 
 
      
 
    “God, it seems everybody wants in. First Copeland and now a pair of Baileys. Are we in expansion mode, Henry? We got a Help Wanted sign out front on the sidewalk or somethin’?”  
 
      
 
    Henry smirks. “It’s amazing the crud that blows in off the street.” Henry had been in a bit of a set-to with one of the Bailey crew a while back. It hadn’t ended well, for the other guy. 
 
      
 
    “Why would we hire you lot?” asks Mickey. 
 
      
 
    “We’ve been working with Pop since we was small. Done everything, from making the hooch to selling it. We understand the business, Mr. Duffy. And we’re hard workers.” 
 
      
 
    “Was it you guys who shot up that whiskey run south of town last month?” 
 
      
 
    Frankie squirms. “Yeah, but they was trickin’ us. Laying a trap, like. We had to shoot first.” 
 
      
 
    “You like to shoot first? Ask questions later?” 
 
      
 
    Frankie puffs out his chest. “Yeah, of course we do. We got a name to uphold. Nobody messes with the Bailey brothers.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s quite a boast.” Mickey looks over at Henry, who gives a slight shake to his head. “You know, Junior, we got enough hotheads on our crew as it is. I like good soldiers that can follow orders. Your kind of initiative always leads to trouble. I think maybe you should head home to your pop. No hard feelings, of course.” 
 
      
 
    Frankie stares at Mickey, confused. He was sure Mickey would have said yes. He and James are a catch.  
 
      
 
    “No way, Mr. Duffy. Did I mention that James and I are crack shots? Pretty familiar with a gun. Probably the best there is. And for sure we can follow orders. James, especially. He always does what I tells him.” 
 
      
 
    “Look, kid. Mr. Duffy said no. He’s not lookin’ for an argument. Now, get lost,” Henry says. 
 
      
 
    Frankie glances around the room, a confused look on his face. “Sure thing, Mr. Duffy. I guess we’ll see ya around sometime, maybe.” 
 
      
 
    Gus shows Frankie the door.  
 
      
 
    “So, what got your goat, Henry? Usually, you like the swaggering types.” 
 
      
 
    “Don’t know, Mickey. There’s just something.” Henry shrugs. “We don’t need guys right now, maybe later. Maybe later.” 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    “So, what did he say, Frankie? Huh? We in? When do we start?” James, who has been waiting outside, peppers questions at Frankie as he leaves the Ritz. 
 
      
 
    “He said no. They don’t need anybody right now.” 
 
      
 
    “Huh? That ain’t right. Did you tell him what we can do? That we got skills?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, but he said he was looking for good soldiers.” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t get it.” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t either. Maybe we missed something. Maybe he was looking for something to sweeten the deal?” 
 
      
 
    “You mean like a bribe?” 
 
      
 
    “No, not a bribe. We’re too good. We don’t need to bribe somebody to hire us. Nah, I was thinking more like something that would show him how glad we are to be part of his crew. Like it’s an honor or something. Like tribute. You know, like you’d give a king.” 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    “Hey, Boss. That Bailey kid is back. And he’s not alone.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey studies his full house, Queen high. He looks at the pot in the middle of the table and then considers the other players. “Wasn’t he just here?  Now’s not really a good time, Gus. Tell him to come back another time.” 
 
      
 
    “Boss, I think you might want to see him.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey looks up at Gus, seeing the leer and wink. “Two minutes, boys.” He turns to Gus. “Fine, let him in.” 
 
      
 
    Frankie comes in, followed by another fella and a gorgeous gal. Mickey is intrigued. She’s young and fresh, just like he likes ‘em; long, golden hair ripples to her waist, pale ivory skin, cornflower blue eyes, and a rosebud mouth just made for kissing. 
 
      
 
    “Junior. Back so soon? And with guests.” 
 
      
 
    Frankie pulls the other man forward. “This here’s my brother, James. He’s the smart one of the family, but don’t tell ‘em I said so.” Frankie gives James a little punch on the arm, and they jostle back and forth. 
 
      
 
    Mickey clears his throat. 
 
      
 
    “And this is my sister, Delores. She said that she’d like to meet you.” Frankie steps around her so that he can push her forward. 
 
      
 
    Mickey leans back and stretches his legs, one arm hooked across the back of the chair. “That so, Delores?” 
 
      
 
    Delores trembles, eyes downcast. “Yes, Mr. Duffy, sir.” 
 
      
 
    Frankie gives her a nudge and Delores steps closer to Mickey. She rests her small white hand on the hard muscle of his arm. Mickey can feel it flutter, like a butterfly’s wings. 
 
      
 
    “I’ve heard so much about you,” she says, somewhat breathlessly. “I wanted to see what ya looked like in person.” 
 
      
 
    “And?” Mickey regards her. 
 
      
 
    She looks up through her eyelashes. “I think I like what I see.” 
 
      
 
    Frankie steps forwards. “Mr. Duffy. James and I would really like you to think again about us joining your crew. I thought long and hard about what you said, and both James and I are prepared to be good soldiers. Delores is what you might call something for future considerations.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey, slowly running his hand along Delores’ milky smooth arm, stares at her. 
 
      
 
    “Sure thing, boys. I’m sure we can find a spot for you. Why don’t you talk to Gus, and he’ll get you sorted.” 
 
      
 
    Delores remains locked in on Mickey as Frankie and James follow Gus to the other side of the room. 
 
      
 
    Mickey stands. “Sorry fellas, but I fold,” he says to the table without turning his head. He gently takes her arm and leads her toward the bar cart, leaning down to murmur in her ear. 
 
      
 
    Mickey pours drinks. “Delores. Nice name. Did you know that it means ‘sorrow’?”  
 
      
 
    Delores gives a small shake to her head, gazing into his eyes.  
 
      
 
    “Are you sad, Delores? Maybe I can put a smile on that pretty face?” Mickey says, handing her a drink. 
 
      
 
    “I think you can, Mr. Duffy, sir. I think you can.” Delores flutters sooty lashes and her rosebud mouth smiles.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 35  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   J oe and Maggie are on their corner. The sun hasn’t set, and Maggie feels exposed. It’s one thing to be working under cover of darkness but, in the daylight, Maggie imagines every front window has someone peering out. People are still going in and out of stores for last minute purchases before closing time. There are a lot more people on the sidewalk, some of them children. She doesn’t like this at all.  
 
      
 
    The time of day doesn’t seem to affect sales. She’s just as busy as she was the first few nights, maybe busier. Men are on their way home from work and stop for a wee nip. And it’s not just pedestrians. Cars have been cruising by and pulling up, people looking for a drink. At least that’s what Maggie’s hoping they’re looking for, ‘cause that’s all she’s selling. 
 
      
 
    The earlier start means for a long shift—a little more money toward the mortgage payment and tuition. A few hours in and, with the comforting cover of darkness, Maggie needs a break. She and Joe move off down an alley and pull up a few packing crates to sit on. Maggie’s brought along a snack. 
 
      
 
    “Pass that basket and let’s see what you’ve got here,” Joe says, reaching for a small wicker hamper Maggie has resting on her lap. “Oh, sandwiches, cookie, an apple. And a Thermos of coffee. Aren’t you a doll.” He passes Maggie a sandwich and then pours coffee into the cup. 
 
      
 
    “It’s busy tonight. I think I’m going to win salesman of the week award,” Maggie says between mouthfuls. “You must be bored sitting there on your box all night.” 
 
      
 
    “It’s not too bad. I’ve got information for you to pass along to the Phantom Informant, by the way.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh good. He’s been chomping at the bit, wanting to get started and find out who your police snitch is. Who are you going to target?” 
 
      
 
    “We decided we’d start with Boo-Boo Hoff. He owns the most joints.” 
 
      
 
    “Not Mickey Duffy?” Maggie tries not to sound disappointed. 
 
      
 
    “Nah, Mickey only owns a couple of upscale clubs. Not exactly what we’re looking for. We need somebody with more action.” 
 
      
 
    “I suppose that makes sense. When are you going to start?” 
 
      
 
    “We’ll put it out in Thursday’s bulletin which comes out at Morning Report at nine. Will the Phantom be ready? Does that give you enough time?” Joe asks. “We’ll say we’re planning the raid for nine that night. Is he going to wait at the speakeasy or Boo-Boo’s office?” 
 
      
 
    “Do you have a sense of whether it’s the speakeasy or the gang that’s being tipped off?” 
 
      
 
    “We can’t tell.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, let’s have him wait in the speak because we know for sure a phone call will come there. He’ll be close to the telephone to be able to eavesdrop when the call comes in. If it’s from Boo-Boo, then the next time he’ll wait at Boo-Boo’s office. But maybe we’ll be lucky, and the warning will be direct from your inside snitch.” 
 
      
 
    “Is he going to be able to sit at the bar for hours, just in case the call doesn’t come right away?” 
 
      
 
    “I doubt anyone will notice him. He could wait all day.” 
 
      
 
    Joe nods. “Blends right in, does he?” 
 
      
 
    “Practically invisible. I’m glad you’re not raiding the Cadix tomorrow. I’m going with a friend to watch the magician they’ve got performing there.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, they’re bringing in a magician? I’d love to be able to see that.” 
 
      
 
    The two munch on sandwiches and finish the coffee.  
 
      
 
    “Say, Joe, can I ask you a personal question?” 
 
      
 
    “Sure, Maggie, anything.” 
 
      
 
    “Well,” Maggie starts, and then pauses, blushing. “I’ve stood on the corner twice now, and nobody’s asked me—well, mistaken me for a pro skirt.” 
 
      
 
    Joe chokes on his cookie. “What?” 
 
      
 
    “You know. I was just wondering why. Is it because I’m not pretty?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, Maggie. Pro skirts aren’t always pretty. Especially the ones working the street corners. I, erm, mean, that’s not that you’re not a good looking woman, Maggie. No, I think it has more to do with your heavy coat. You don’t look like you’re selling anything but booze.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie laughs. “Oh good, because I was worried.” 
 
      
 
    “You goof. Now come on. It’s time to get back to work.” Joe leans down and gives her a hand up. He passes her the basket and picks up the half-empty crate of extra hooch. 
 
      
 
    They’ve just nicely settled into their routine when a car glides to a stop near her. The window rolls down, and a man leans out. “Hey sweetheart, come ‘ere.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie strolls over, all nonchalant. Joe tries to see inside the car without being too obvious, in case anyone’s looking. 
 
      
 
    “Are you thirsty, sir? Can I pour you a cup, or do you have your own?” Maggie asks. 
 
      
 
    “Ma’am, you do realize that selling liquor is illegal, don’t you? It’s a violation of the Volstead Act.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, a copper would have to nab me first before I worry about that.” 
 
      
 
    The man in the car reaches in and pulls out his badge. “Well, sister. You’ve been nabbed.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie looks at the badge “Sergeant Michael O’Shaunnessy,” she says loudly, hoping that Joe can hear. “Surely we can come to some kind of understanding, Sergeant? I’m just a poor gal trying to put groceries on the table and feed my kids.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, now. I suppose I might be able to look the other way, for the kiddies and all. Pete, the fella who used to work this corner? He and I had an understanding. 10% or $50 bucks, whichever came first.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie leans down toward the car window, handing him the $50. He grabs it and tucks it into his pocket. Behind her back she’s waving the two finger umpire signal that Joe has shown her. 
 
      
 
    Joe suddenly opens the passenger door and slides in beside O’Shaunnessy. “Hey, Mike. Fancy meeting you here. I’m arresting you for Unprofessional Conduct and accepting a bribe. And I’m going to need that fifty bucks back.” 
 
      
 
    Mike glares at Joe and shoves the money at him. “Kelly, where the heck did you come from?” 
 
      
 
    “Lucky for you, I was responding to a call across the street. I saw this lovely lady chatting with you and the money being passed. I figured I’d best check it out. You’re not on the clock? In your civvies?” 
 
      
 
    “I was on my way home.” 
 
      
 
    “I guess I’m going to have to ask you to turn around and drive us back to the police station.” 
 
      
 
    “What? I have to drive the arresting officer to the station?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, one of life’s little ironies,” says Joe. “And we’re going to need the witness, too, Ma’am. If you’d please get in the back seat?”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 36  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   M aggie’s busy at the kitchen table, jotting her grocery list, when there’s a knock at the door. Tommy races down the stairs to open the door before she can put her pen down.  
 
      
 
    “Hey sport, what are you doing home in your pajamas? No school today?” 
 
      
 
    “Ah, hi, Mrs. Duffy. I’m sick and couldn’t go today.” 
 
      
 
    “You poor thing. Although you don’t look sick. You have a test or something today?” 
 
      
 
    Tommy coughs dramatically. 
 
      
 
    Maggie comes down the hall from the kitchen. Edith is standing on the veranda, looking cautiously over one shoulder. Her car is parked at the curb. “Edith. What a lovely surprise. Come in. Come in. Tommy, you shouldn’t leave guests standing on the veranda. Back upstairs with you now and into bed. Coffee?” she asks over her shoulder, leading Edith toward the kitchen. 
 
      
 
    Edith glances around the room. “Ah, the new refrigerator. It looks good.” 
 
      
 
    “Thanks. Having all the space in it is amazing. And it has a small freezer, for ice and other things.” Maggie chatters while she pulls down cups and saucers, and sets a plate of cookies. “I’m glad you popped by because I have a favor to ask.” 
 
      
 
    “Sure, doll. Anything.” 
 
      
 
    “I told you Joe and Fanny are getting married, right?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, for sure. Joe’s your lodger, the policeman.” 
 
      
 
    “I want to throw Fanny a bridal tea, but I’m not sure I know how. I want to make it extra special, and seeing as you have some free time now that you don’t have to do the Fall Frolic for the Zontas, I was hoping you could help.” 
 
      
 
    “A tea? Sure, I think I can do that. Do you have a date?” 
 
      
 
    “No, not exactly. A lot of Joe’s family are coming over from Ireland, so it will be close to the wedding which is next month. And we’ll have it here, so there’s not going to be too many people. Just family and some of Fanny’s friends from work. I’m going to talk to Fanny’s mother about the details.” 
 
      
 
    “Sure, I’ll help out. Sounds like it will be fun.” 
 
      
 
    “Thanks, Edith. I appreciate it. You throw all these great parties. It takes a load off my mind, knowing that Fanny’s shower will be special. So, what brings you by, Edith? Everything all right at home?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, Mags, I need a favor, too. I told Mickey that you and I went to the pictures on Wednesday night. But it was really Tony and me. Will you cover for me?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, Edith. You said that you were only going to see Tony when Mickey was out of town.” 
 
      
 
    “I know. I know. But he wasn’t going out of town, and I was desperate to see Tony. Maggie, I think I’m in love,” Edith says shyly. There is a tenderness in her face that alarms Maggie. 
 
      
 
    “No. No. No. Edith, not love. This is not going to end well. You need to break this off. It’s madness. You had a close call before and were lucky.” 
 
      
 
    “I’ve thought about it, Maggie, I just can’t. I love the way Tony makes me feel. I can’t go back to the way it was before—that two-timing jerk.” 
 
      
 
    “For the record, Edith, I think you’re making a big mistake. But of course, I’ll cover for you.” Maggie gives Edith a squeeze on the shoulder as she pours her coffee. “Are we still on for tomorrow night? To see the magician?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, that’s right. I promised you a dress, didn’t I? Do you have time now? We could go over to my house, and you could try on a few things. That purple number with the embroidery that you tried on last time looked good. Whaddaya say?” 
 
      
 
    Maggie looks at the clock and her grocery list. “All right. But let me make a sandwich for Tommy’s lunch, and let him know I’ll be gone for a few hours. And can you give me a lift back?” 
 
      
 
    “Sure, doll. Now, let’s go do a bit of shopping from my closet.” 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    Dresses lie on the bed, on the chaise, over the back of chairs. And still there are more to bring out. In the end, Maggie picks the purple one covered with embroidered flowers and vines. The intense colors remind her of a garden in late summer. She can add a flower to her hair to finish it off. 
 
      
 
    “Say, I’m starved, and it’s almost lunchtime. Let’s get Hilda to put some soup on, and then I’ll run you home again,” Edith says. 
 
      
 
    Maggie wanders around the living room while Edith talks with her housekeeper, Hilda. “You’ll have a cocktail before lunch?” Edith heads straight for the bar cart when she’s done in the kitchen.  
 
      
 
    “Yes. But just a weak one. That would be lovely. You’ve got more cats in your collection.” Maggie is standing in front of a glass-doored cabinet full of cat figurines: glass, ceramic, crystal. 
 
      
 
    “Mickey’s been on the road a lot and always brings me back something. This is the latest,” she says, reaching for a green enameled cat covered in gold filigree. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, isn’t it lovely. You’re going to have to get a bigger cabinet, though. This one is pretty full.” 
 
      
 
    “If you think that there’s probably a cat for every time Mickey’s slept with another woman, it’s really quite depressing.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie hugs her friend, just as the front door opens. 
 
      
 
    “Edith, I’m home,” Mickey shouts up the stairs. 
 
      
 
    Maggie stiffens and then takes a deep breath, forcing herself to relax.  
 
      
 
    “We’re in here, Mickey.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, hello Mrs. Barnes. I didn’t know that you were going to be here.” 
 
      
 
    “Edith was kind enough to let me borrow a dress for tomorrow night. She’s invited me to join you to see the magician.” 
 
      
 
    “Great. That’s just swell There’s a ton of people coming to see him. Best idea we’ve had.” 
 
      
 
    Hilda carries in a tureen of soup. Seeing Mickey, she lays another place at the head of the table. 
 
      
 
    Mickey pulls out Edith’s chair, and then one for Maggie. 
 
      
 
    “So, Mrs. Barnes, what’s new?” 
 
      
 
    “Maggie’s gone back to school, Mickey. To study Accounting.” 
 
      
 
    Edith’s mention brings up harsh memories for Maggie. Eugene was Mickey’s accountant, and Maggie’s lodger, before Mickey had him killed. She’d been lucky that time. Mickey had let her go because he didn’t believe a woman would know anything about business and accounting. She doesn’t want to make him suspicious now. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, that’s an unusual choice,” says Mickey, tucking into his soup. 
 
      
 
    “I’ve developed an interest in business since I opened my boarding house. I need to get a better handle on balancing my books, and figured that a bit of training might help. And that got me thinking that if I could eventually do my own books, why not do other people’s? I’ll work from home of course, so the lodgers and Tommy are looked after.” 
 
      
 
    “Imagine, Edith, a woman in business. Next, pigs will fly,” Mickey says with a snort. 
 
      
 
    Edith forces a chuckle. “Oh Mickey, don’t be a tease. I think it’s wonderful that Maggie’s at university.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s an idea with gumption, for sure. You’re full of surprises, Mrs. Barnes. I don’t think I know another gal that would take on something like that. What about clients? Got any yet, or is it too soon?” 
 
      
 
    “She’s ambitious, Bunny. She’s already got one lined up and she’s not even graduated yet,” Edith says, bragging about her friend. 
 
      
 
    “Just one so far. Our neighborhood grocer. He’s the only one brave enough to have a woman look after his books. But Edith helped me with the wording of the advertisement. She’s so clever. So I expect the ad will bring in a few more, and I’m going to go knock on a few doors of the businesses on Marshall Street.” 
 
      
 
    “Makes sense, start with who you know.” Mickey continues to regard Maggie while he eats his soup. “Business is tough. Lots would say too tough for a woman, but I think that you might have what it takes, Mrs. Barnes. Yes, indeed.” Mickey turns to his wife. “And you, Edith. What have you been up to?” 
 
      
 
    “Beyond helping Maggie pick out a dress, not too much. I’ll get Hilda to help put the room to rights after lunch. It looks like a bazaar up there right now.”  
 
      
 
    The two gals smile at each other. 
 
      
 
    “How about you, Mr. Duffy. Are you having a busy day?” Maggie says. 
 
      
 
    “Same as usual. I’m a businessman, so there’s too much red tape and too many rules. Although maybe not the business rules you’ll be learning about at your university.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh Mickey, you big tease. I’ve never known you to follow any rules.” Edith winks at Maggie. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, you’d be surprised. I got rules I have to live by. Same as anyone else. They’re a little harder to figure out sometimes, and sometimes they change without notice, but rules is rules.” 
 
      
 
    “How interesting, Mr. Duffy. Like what?”  
 
      
 
    Mickey leans back and pulls a cigar out of his breast pocket. He snips off the end and moistens the other end in his mouth. Striking two matches, he carefully burns off the tobacco leaves from the end. When it’s done, he draws in, causing it to glow. One puff, exhale. Two puffs, exhale. He smiles a satisfied smile. “A man does love a good cigar.” He takes another drag. “You know I ship goods, right?” 
 
      
 
    “Mickey?” Edith gives a warning glance to her husband. 
 
      
 
    “That’s all right, Kitten. I’m sure Mrs. Barnes here is somewhat familiar with my business. I know how close you gals are, and I’m sure I must have mentioned something or other about it along the way.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie has a quick flashback to being tied to a chair in his warehouse and gives a small shudder. She sees from Mickey’s small grin that he’s noticed.  
 
      
 
    “Now, as I was saying, there are boundaries or sales territories. They’re imaginary and change from time to time. Sometimes neighbors don’t agree on where the boundaries are, but they’re there. I can’t cross the line and go into someone else’s territory. There isn’t free movement of goods and services, just a bunch of little kingdoms.” 
 
      
 
    “So what happens if you cross?” Maggie asks. She’s getting caught up in the story, and the opportunity of poking her nose into new areas of bootlegging business is irresistible. 
 
      
 
    “It depends. It could be because you’re stupid or don’t know better. Then somebody will whack you on the side of the head to get your attention and explain the rules to ya. Sometimes though, it’s because you’re greedy and going on to somebody else’s turf is on purpose, and then you just get whacked.” Mickey rolls the ash end of the cigar in the heavy crystal ashtray. 
 
      
 
    “Whacked,” Maggie says, her voice small with just a hint of a quaver. Mickey’s story is a brutal reminder of who he is. 
 
      
 
    Maggie’s hands start to tremble. What am I doing? I shouldn’t be having this conversation. Whacked. Like Eugene. Like I could have been.  
 
      
 
    “Mickey Duffy. You’re being crude. You’ve upset Maggie. Stop it now.” Edith plants two hands on either side of her plate. She half rises out of her chair. 
 
      
 
    Mickey smiles a slow, lazy smile; a predator playing with lunch. “Shall I explain more of the rules, Mrs. Barnes?” 
 
      
 
    “Mickey. I mean it. Stop. Now.”  
 
      
 
    “I’m fine, Edith. Really. Thank you, though.” Maggie says quietly. Edith sinks back into her chair. 
 
      
 
    Maggie raises her head. I’m tired of being afraid. Nobody messes with me. Never let an animal sense fear. “Actually, Mr. Duffy, I am interested. Please continue. What other business restrictions do you face? And do they all have such serious consequences as being whacked? Perhaps I should write a paper about it for school.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey throws back his head and laughs. “You are some kinda dame, Mrs. Barnes. Some kinda dame. My apologies for egging you on.” Shaking his head and chuckling, he gets up from the table. He moves around and kisses Edith on the forehead. “I gotta get back downtown. Hang on to this one, Edith. She’s one in a million.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 37  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   R abbits, cards, silver dollars: all disappear and reappear. The crowd loves him. Maggie is enthralled. If only the magician could make my problems disappear so easily. 
 
      
 
    Maggie gives her regrets for not staying later—she’s thoroughly enjoyed the performance—she prepares to take a taxi home. It has been a long day and a long night. Mickey seems to think that they are best friends now and enjoys baiting her. He would pull his chair close, and she would scoot her chair away. He has chased her halfway around the table before she put her foot down, literally, stomping it in frustration. She feels like slapping the grin off his face, but realizes that it is time to let things go. Frank had told her some Bonaparte quote about going before your enemies with confidence; otherwise, you inspire them to greater boldness.  
 
      
 
    The cab arrives and she climbs into the rear seat. Greater boldness is not something I need from Mickey Duffy. 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    Edith, Mickey, and the entourage remain, the evening being young for the smart set. More champagne is opened, a bottle of premium Canadian whiskey appears, and Mickey, shadowed by John Bricker, disappears to make his rounds among the packed crowd. 
 
      
 
    Bleary-eyed, Edith squints at her companion. Earlier, she and Henry had indulged in a bit of cocaine, and are now on the mellow, downward slide of the euphoria. It is so handy having a gangster like Henry for an accomplice, both in keeping the cocaine a secret from Mickey, as well as making it easy to maintain a steady supply.  
 
      
 
    “So, Henry?  Who’s that girl I keep seeing hanging around?” Edith runs her finger around the edge of her glass, staring into the distance. The frantic pace of the nightclub swirls around the table, which is encased in a bubble of detachment. “Don’t see her here tonight.”  
 
      
 
    “What girl? There are always lots of girls.” 
 
      
 
    “Long, blonde hair. Very pretty. Very young.” 
 
      
 
    “You must mean Delores. Delores Bailey. Her brothers work for Mickey sometimes.” 
 
      
 
    “Ah, her brothers work for him. Isn’t she kinda young to be hanging around? How old is she, anyway?” 
 
      
 
    “Heck, I don’t know. Maybe thirteen? Maybe fourteen? I spend more time with her brothers. 
 
      
 
    “Henry. She’s just a baby.”  
 
      
 
    “Delores ain’t no baby, baby.” He laughs at his joke and reaches over to pour himself another drink. He waves the bottle at Edith. 
 
      
 
    “Nah, I’m good.” 
 
      
 
    “So, is Mickey interested in this Delores?” 
 
      
 
    Henry closes his eyes.  
 
      
 
    “Henry?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
      
 
    “I asked you if Mickey is interested in Delores.” 
 
      
 
    “Mickey’s only ineresh-ted in you, Edith.” 
 
      
 
    Edith turns to Henry and frowns. “Really. That’s rubbish, and you know it, Henry Mercer.” She takes the bottle and refills her glass. “Where is the damn man anyway?” Edith asks, looking around the room for Mickey. 
 
      
 
    She gives Henry a gentle push. “Where’s Mickey?” 
 
      
 
    “I don know. I’m not hish bodyguard, Edith. Thas Bricker’s job. I did that once before and look where it got me. Splash.” 
 
      
 
    “You’re babbling, Henry.” Edith reaches out and grabs at the jacket of a passing waiter. “We need more champagne.” Edith looks at Henry’s glass. “And another bottle of whiskey, please.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey appears behind the waiter, putting a hand on the server’s shoulder. “Cancel that. I’m taking you home, Edith. I think that you need to lie down for a bit. Mercer? Can you manage to get home?” 
 
      
 
    Henry waves. “Sure, Boss. I’m good. Splash.” His head falls to the table. 
 
      
 
    Mickey grimaces in distaste. He releases the waiter. “Get Mr. Mercer into a cab, will ya?” he says, peeling off some bills. 
 
      
 
    “Come on, Kitten. It’s time to go.” Mickey lifts Edith up, throwing her arm around his shoulder and wrapping his other arm around her waist.”  
 
      
 
    John Bricker steps forward. “Need a hand, Boss?” 
 
      
 
    “I’ve got her. Just go get the car and meet us out front.” 
 
      
 
    “I wanna go dancing,” Edith demands. 
 
      
 
    “Yup, let’s go,” Mickey answers, leading her toward the door. 
 
      
 
    “Halloooo.” Edith waves at people she knows on her way out. She stumbles on her high heels. “Oopsie daisy.”  
 
      
 
    Mickey frowns and keeps her moving toward the door. “Almost there, doll. Keep going. We’ll head home, and you can sleep this off.” 
 
      
 
    “And where are you going to be sleeping, Mickey Duffy?” Edith sways, pushing against him, trying to look him in the eye with an unfocused gaze. 
 
      
 
    “Come on, Edith. Home we go.” The coat check girl comes around with Edith’s wrap, and the two of them get Edith into the back seat of the Duesenberg. “Take her home, John. And then come back for me. I’ll be here a while longer.” 
 
      
 
    “Sure thing, Boss. I’ll make sure that Hilda gets her tucked in.” 
 
      
 
    “Thanks, John. Good night, Edith.” 
 
      
 
    “Wait. Mickey.” Edith’s slim, white arm flutters out the open car window. “I thought you were coming with me.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey opens the rear door and rolls the window up. He leans in and gives her a peck on the cheek. “Not tonight, doll. I’ll see you tomorrow. Have a good sleep.” He shuts the door, turning back toward the front door of the club, where the music is spilling out onto the street. He loops his arm around the coat check girl. “Come on, Trixie. Hey, you’re cold. How’s about I get you warmed up?”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 38  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   S itting in a bar is thirsty work, even if you’re a spirit—not the liquid kind. Frank’s on a stool by the phone. It’s nine in the morning; the place isn’t open yet. The manager restocks shelves while Frank admires the fake wall that slides up and tucks away in the ceiling. It has posters on it advertising pre-Prohibition brands. When it’s down, it looks just like an ordinary wood paneled wall. But at opening time, the wall slides up and back and, voila, fully stocked, mirrored bar-shelves. A bit of surprise company, and the wall slides down again, hiding the liquor from inspectors’ eyes. 
 
      
 
    At ten, the manager opens the front door to let in a few waiting patrons. Still no call. At eleven, a few more regulars drift in, and the bartender arrives. The manager heads along a hallway to his office and Frank follows, anticipating the call will come to the manager rather than the bartender. It both amuses and depresses Frank that he can sit—invisible to the manager—in the chair opposite the man.   
 
      
 
    Shortly after 11:30, the telephone rings. The manager lets the telephone on his desk ring; keeps working on his ledgers. The bartender knocks, opens the door, and pokes his nose in. 
 
      
 
    “Sorry to interrupt, Boss, but you got a call. The fella says his name is Ralph. Says it’s important.” 
 
      
 
    “Ralph? Sure, thanks.” He reaches for the telephone and speaks into the mouthpiece:  “Patterson here. Hiya, Ralph, how’s it going? 
 
      
 
    Frank smiles, Captain Ralph Copeland? 
 
      
 
    The manager continues. “When?”  
 
      
 
    Frank leans in and tries to hear the voice at the other end.  He listens intently and recognizes the police captain’s voice. 
 
      
 
    The manager ends the call. “Shit. Okay, I gotta go. We got inventory to put away.”  
 
      
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    When Frank and Maggie arrive at the Precinct, Joe puts her into one of the interrogation rooms. Frank slips between them.  
 
      
 
    Maggie reads from her notes. “The call came in at eleven thirty-five. The bartender answered it and then told the manager that a fella named Ralph wanted to talk to him. The manager called him Ralph. Then he said When? and rang off quickly because he said he needed to put away inventory. The manager told the bartender to close up no later than two, and they’d stash the stuff in the basement. They carried six cases of liquor downstairs and hid them behind a shelf that swings out. The shelf holds restaurant supplies like canisters of ketchup and jars of pickles. Behind it is a small storage room. My partner—the informant, I mean—said that he recognized the voice as belonging to Captain Copeland, whom he’s familiar with.” 
 
      
 
    “Good work, Maggie. A very professional report. So, Ralph Copeland. I thought he’d learned his lesson after the Duffy arrest last year. They moved him out of Unit One and over to the Eighth Ward. I wonder how he knew we were raiding Boo-Boo’s joint. Unless we have a stoolie in Unit One.” 
 
      
 
    “Maybe a secretary or a clerk? The bulletin would have been typed, wouldn’t it?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, I suppose so. Hmm. The raid is on for later tonight but, now that they’ve been tipped off, we’ll need to plan another raid. Which means the colonel will have to go and brief the mayor again, which will tick him off. We’ll listen in on Copeland’s telephone after we get the details on the new raid worked out. We can have one of our Unit One officers on the switchboard, and another near Copeland’s office just in case it’s someone inside his command. Darn. This raises more questions than answers them. I was hoping we’d be able to wrap this up quickly.” 
 
      
 
    “Is there anything more you need from my partner or me? I want to, ah, get back and brief the Phantom Informant.” Maggie smiles to herself. Silly name. 
 
      
 
    “No, I think we’ll need to do everything in-house now, as I don’t suppose he has connections inside the department?” 
 
      
 
    Maggie glances toward the Inspector. 
 
      
 
    “I could sit in Copeland’s office. But don’t say anything until we’ve had a chance to talk. It would only pose difficult questions about how I could sit there,” Frank says. 
 
      
 
    “I think we’re good. But Joe, is it possible to let me know when you’re planning the next entrapment raid? Just in case my partner has any ideas of how we might be able to assist.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 39  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   I t’s a sad sight at the bottom of the stairs: two battered suitcases and a cardboard box full of books and miscellany. Today is Joe’s last day in the Barnes’ household. Maggie keeps wiping her eyes with the corner of her apron. 
 
      
 
    Joe’s like a brother to her. She almost turned him away two years ago when he’d shown up in response to her first advertisement for lodgers. But he had reminded her of Jack, so she said yes, against her better judgment at the time, and she’s never regretted her decision. 
 
      
 
    Today he moves on. Maggie is serving cake, coffee, and lemonade. A bit of a bon voyage party. The wedding is next weekend; Joe’s moving into the new house to get a head start on painting and repairs. 
 
      
 
    The guest of honor sits in Frank’s chair. Frank stands by the entrance to the dining room, delighted that Maggie asked him to attend. 
 
      
 
    Tommy holds a small package he’s wrapped himself. “Sergeant Kelly. I’m going to miss you living here with us, even though I can sometimes hear you snore, when you’re sleeping and I’m not.” Everyone chuckles. “I picked this out for you, but Mother paid for it.” 
 
      
 
    Joe unwraps the gift. “The Adventures of Tom Sawyer. That’s grand, Tommy. I’ll think about you when I’m reading it. Thank you so much.” Joe holds the book up to applause. Tommy gives him a big hug and smiles shyly at the room.  
 
      
 
    Archie steps up next. “Joe. Even though you’re a copper, and sometimes we haven’t seen eye to eye on things, I wanted to let you know that I’ve enjoyed living here with you. I’m looking forward to the nuptials, and got you this to celebrate your first night in your new house.” Given Archie’s irritating pestering that he’d subjected Joe to since they moved into Maggie’s, there are a lot of nervous glances between those assembled. 
 
      
 
    Archie smiles smugly as Joe unwraps a bottle of illegal whiskey. “Thanks, Archie. I’d expect nothing less from you.”  
 
      
 
    “You know it’s perfectly legal to drink this in the privacy of your home, don’t you?” Archie says with a smirk. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, it is. But I won’t ask you where you bought it. Which isn’t.” 
 
      
 
    The group laughs nervously.  
 
      
 
    Clive steps up next. “Ah’m a newcomer here, so don’t have any funny stories. But I did want to say thank you for making my first days and weeks here so enjoyable. I love hearing your yarns over dinner, and I wish you and your intended the best of luck.” With that, he steps forward and shakes Joe’s hand. 
 
      
 
    That leaves Maggie, saving the best for last. She steps forward and nervously smooths down the front of her apron. “Joe Kelly. I must be honest and tell you I had my doubts about you the day you showed up on my doorstep.” Everyone laughs. “I couldn’t imagine a policeman living here. And now I can’t imagine our house without you.” Applause. Tommy whistles. “I couldn’t think what to get you to remind you of your time with us and to let you know how special you are to Tommy and me. But I hope, in a small way anyway, this will do the trick.” She hands him a large flat parcel.  
 
      
 
    Everyone clusters around as Joe begins to unwraps it. Tommy squeals with excitement. “I know. I know.”  
 
      
 
    Maggie shushes him. 
 
      
 
    “Oh Maggie, it’s perfect.” Joe holds up a large photo album with a heavily embossed cover. Inside, on the black front page, is a photograph of Maggie, Tommy, Archie, and Clive standing on the veranda of the house. From the the leaves on the trees, it had been taken several weeks ago. Those branches are bare now. Off in one corner is a small blur, but otherwise, it is a beautiful photograph. 
 
      
 
    “Speech. Speech.” 
 
      
 
    Joe stands in front of the fireplace. “Maggie, Tommy, Archie, and Clive. I want to thank you for your kind words and your thoughtful gifts. You fellas will know a bit about how I felt when I first knocked on Maggie’s door. I was new to Philadelphia, new to policing, and homesick for me own family that I’d left behind. What I didn’t know was that I’d found a new family, one just as special. Fanny and me, we’re going to be getting married, and I want you to know that there will always be space for you in our house. And before that, and seeing as we’re like family and all, if you have a spare minute, I have a paintbrush with your name on it.”  
 
      
 
    Everyone cheers and claps. Maggie goes over and hugs him, and Tommy wraps his arms around both of them. Archie slaps him on the back. 
 
      
 
    In a timely coincidence, there’s a toot-toot from outside. “That will be me Da with the truck to pick me up.” He gives Maggie another hug. “I’d better be going.”  
 
      
 
    “You have everything you need, right? Let me know if you need towels, or a cooking pot or anything, okay?” she hovers over him as he gathers up the two suitcases. A knock at the door is answered, and his father steps in. A flurry of introductions and they’re away. 
 
      
 
    Maggie stands on the veranda with the rest of her boys, unconsciously mimicking the pose in the photograph. Frank is off to one, side. Tommy waving enthusiastically. Mr. Kelly gives the horn a toot, and they pull away. Maggie fishes her handkerchief out of the pocket of her apron. 
 
      
 
    “Oh silly me.”  
 
      
 
    Tommy pats her on the back. “It’s okay, Mother. You’ll see him again at the wedding.” 
 
      
 
    “I know, you’re right, sweetheart.” Or sooner, when we get our new Minnow location. “Come on inside, and you can have another piece of cake.” 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    They’re just starting supper when the doorbell rings. Maggie answers it. The newest lodger is standing on the veranda. 
 
      
 
    “Mrs. Barnes. I’m so sorry I’m late. We had a story breaking just as I was leaving and I couldn’t pass it up. My apologies.” 
 
      
 
    Everyone around the table cranes to catch a glimpse of the new arrival. Tucked into his fedora that he’s holding in his hands is a white card with ‘PRESS’ in bold black letters; a camera’s slung over one shoulder. 
 
      
 
    “Of course, Mr. Beamish. We were just sitting down to dinner. Just leave your things here and please come through. I’ll introduce you to everyone.” 
 
      
 
    Introductions made, reporter Dick Beamish slides into Joe’s chair. 
 
      
 
    Out with the old and in with the new. Maggie lifts her glass in a silent toast to Joe. 
 
      
 
    “So, you’re a newspaperman. That must be interesting,” says Archie. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, I’ll say. Let me tell you about the story I was covering just before I showed up here…”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 40  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   W hile Tommy is an able, if unenthusiastic, stand-in, Maggie misses the camaraderie of washing and drying the dishes with Joe. He was right about the companionship created when two people share a task. Over the dish suds, she’s able to keep an eye on Tommy’s tutoring progress and how he’s managing at school. He still hasn’t come clean about what had happened during the math test, but she hopes he will sometime soon. She knows he isn’t a cheater, and suspects that he’s covering for a friend. But that’s a conversation for another time, and unless another lodger volunteers to help tidy up, there will be lots of opportunities to dig further.  
 
      
 
    After a final swipe with the cloth to the sink, Maggie heads upstairs to change for another night out with Edith and Mickey. At this rate, she’ll never get her homework done. Tomorrow I will crack open those textbooks. Edith is using her to shield a ‘chance’ run-in with Tony; Maggie is less than pleased. That girl is playing with fire. And I’ve been singed by Mickie’s flame before. What’s that saying? ‘Once burned, twice shy?’  
 
      
 
    The purple dress hangs on the back of the door. A spray of pale pink rosebuds is in a glass on her dressing table, waiting to be tucked into her hair. It’ll be the second time she’s worn it to the Cadix, but there aren’t too many other options. Any more invitations and she’ll need to visit Edith’s closet again. 
 
      
 
    There’s an ‘ahem’ behind her. She turns. 
 
      
 
    “Inspector. Thank you for agreeing to talk with me here. There haven’t been two moments of peace all day.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, I don’t usually make a habit of calling on ladies in their bedrooms.” 
 
      
 
    “I couldn’t think of another space that had any privacy. I need to pass along the news from Joe. They’re planning another raid tomorrow night. It’s the same set-up as last time. The announcement about the raid will be made at Unit One’s Morning Report tomorrow. They expect that Copeland will make the call before lunch. Can you be at his office?”  
 
      
 
    “Yes. I’ll be there at nine, after Report, and will let you know what I hear.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie nods. “I miss Joe already. I mean, Dick’s a nice enough fella, and there seems to be lots of pep in him, but he’s no Joe Kelly.” 
 
      
 
    “Maggie, you’re going to see Joe next week when you get your new Minnow assignment. And then there’s the wedding. You’ll still see him frequently.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, I suppose. But it’s not the same as him living here.” 
 
      
 
    Frank smiles in commiseration. “How are you feeling about tonight? Do you need me to come along?” 
 
      
 
    Maggie imagines for a moment Frank at the Club Cadix and shakes her head. “No. It’s taken a while, but I’m finally getting comfortable being in the same room as Mickey. And Edith’s in a spin over this Tony fella, so I need to be there. Besides, it’s my only outing. I like getting all dolled up and stepping out. Heck, I may even take a turn on the dance floor,” Maggie says, tossing her head, and winking at the Inspector. 
 
      
 
    Frank eyes the purple dress on the hanger. “You’re going to look lovely in that dress. Is it new?” 
 
      
 
    “Another of Edith’s cast offs. It’s a little snug across the shoulders, but I guess beggars can’t be choosers.” 
 
      
 
    “Times will get better, Maggie. It’s always darkest before the dawn.” 
 
      
 
    “I’d better get dressed. They’re coming to pick me up soon.” 
 
      
 
    “All right my dear. I’ll talk with you tomorrow, as soon as I hear who calls Captain Copeland.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie nods, then blinks, and Frank is gone. 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    Edith’s just back from another trip to the powder room.  
 
      
 
    “Are you okay, Edith? Tummy troubles?”  
 
      
 
    “No, just restless.” Edith scans the room. When she is at the table, her head swivels like a beacon. Mickey pours himself another glass of champagne and tops up Edith’s and Maggie’s. 
 
      
 
    “Who are you looking for?” Maggie asks, her hand on Edith’s arm to get her attention. 
 
      
 
    “No one. Just looking.” 
 
      
 
    “So, how’s business, Mrs. Barnes. Line up any more clients?” 
 
      
 
    Maggie’s pleased with her progress; she didn’t flinch when Mickey was talking directly to her. “Just the one, but I remain hopeful for others. I haven’t had a chance to drop by the neighborhood businesses, but hopefully this weekend. My accounting professor is going to write me a letter of reference that I can include with my resume. Every little bit helps.” 
 
      
 
    “You know, Mrs. Barnes. I was talking with my accountant, and he mentioned that he’s a bit short-handed these days. Why don’t I give you his name, and you can call on him?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, Mr. Duffy,” Maggie says. A small shudder goes through her. Heavens, that new accountant would be Eugene’s replacement.  
 
      
 
    But the fear passes as other ideas quickly fill her mind. She’s torn. To have the inside access to Mickey’s books would be like being handed the keys to the kingdom. But to work for a bootlegger and be part of that whole criminal world? Especially this bootlegger? That would be too much. 
 
      
 
    “Mr. Duffy, thank you. I appreciate the offer, but I couldn’t presume on our, ah, friendship. No, I’ll carry on as I am.”  
 
      
 
    Maybe I should talk it over with the Inspector first? It is a good opportunity. 
 
      
 
    “If you’re sure, Mrs. Barnes. I’ll leave the offer open. Just say the word.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie offers a smile. “Thank you again, Mr. Duffy, but I’m sure.” 
 
      
 
    And the conversation ends with Edith startling. Coming toward them is a dashing, well-dressed fella that Maggie can only presume is Tony. Oh my goodness, and Mickey sitting right here? 
 
      
 
    Tony reaches their table. “Mr. Duffy, Mrs. Duffy.”  
 
      
 
    Mickey stands. The two men shake hands. “Giordano. Didn’t expect to see you tonight. This is our friend Mrs. Barnes.” 
 
      
 
    Tony bends over Edith’s hand and kisses it. Maggie is sure that Edith is going to swoon. He repeats the gesture with Maggie. “Actually, I came over to see if Mrs. Barnes would have a dance with me? We can’t have such a beautiful gal sitting on the sidelines.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie looks at Edith, alarmed. Edith looks back, a small frown clouding her perfect face.  
 
      
 
    “Mrs. Barnes?” Tony stands with his elbow out. Maggie takes it. “I’d love to.” The two head off onto the dance floor. 
 
      
 
    After their dance, Tony brings Maggie back to the table. She’s charmed with his manners and wit. Edith is alone. 
 
      
 
    “Would you like to sit down, Detective?” Edith nods toward Mickey’s chair. 
 
      
 
    “No. I think that I’ve had my fun, Mrs. Duffy. Thank you for a lovely dance, Mrs. Barnes,” Tony says, leaning down and kissing her hand. Maggie can feel Edith bristle. He picks up Edith’s hand for the same courtly gesture. “And give my regards to your husband when he returns, Mrs. Duffy.” He lingers over Edith’s hand, stroking it. With a lingering kiss to the inside of Edith’s wrist, he’s gone. 
 
      
 
    Maggie cringes at the intimacy of that kiss. 
 
      
 
    “Isn’t he just the dreamiest?” Edith whispers to Maggie.  
 
      
 
    “He’s very good looking. And a smooth dancer. I can see what you see in him,” Maggie says, leaning close to Edith so as not to be overheard. 
 
      
 
    “Well, just remember he’s spoken for.” Edith drains her champagne and refills the glasses. Her eyes scan the room; eyes only for Tony. 
 
      
 
    “He also has some nerve to come over with Mickey right here. That’s some death wish. The two of you.”  
 
      
 
    “I know. He said he was going to do it, but I told him he didn’t have the stones. I guess he does have the stones.” Edith giggles into her empty champagne glass.  
 
      
 
    “What’s he have to prove? And what’s up with him and Mickey, anyway? All the time we were dancing it was Mickey this and Mickey that. And that kiss? I thought you said that nothing’s happened. It doesn’t look so innocent to me.”  
 
      
 
    Edith blushes and she reaches over, draining Maggie’s champagne. “Come on, Miss Cranky Pants. I need to go to the little girls’ room again.” She jumps up and grabs Maggie’s hand, pulling her up. 
 
      
 
    On their way back to the table, Maggie spies Mickey in a secluded corner. His back is to her. There is a pair of bare female arms wrapped around his neck is an intimate embrace. Maggie grabs hold of Edith’s arm to steer her away, but it is too late. As the two stand and stare, Mickey steps back and they can see the girl. 
 
      
 
    “It’s that Delores bitch. What is she, twelve? He said they were through. I’m going to kill him.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie hangs on to her, keeping her from storming over.  
 
      
 
    “Edith, no. Wait. Let’s go back to the table before he sees us. There will be a better time to have it out with him than here and now.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie’s body vibrates from Edith’s trembling. “All right, Mags. We’ll go sit down, but I swear, this is the last time. I will kill him.” 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 41  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   O ne moment Maggie is tidying the breakfast dishes while humming a tune from last night’s dance band at the Cadix, and the next there’s a loud knock at the front door. Edith is standing on Maggie’s veranda, arms full of flowers. Hilda is behind her. Heading from the car is Porter, one of Mickey’s men, loaded down with more packages. 
 
      
 
    “Edith. My goodness. You’re early. The tea isn’t for hours yet.” 
 
      
 
    Edith breezes past, her helpers in tow. 
 
      
 
    “We’ve lots to do, doll. Now, where should I put these?” 
 
      
 
    Maggie yells up the stairs for Tommy. The five of them spend the morning organizing for Fanny’s bridal tea. Clive and Archie head out to the ballpark, avoiding the dames and all the frou-frou activity. Dick bangs away on his typewriter behind his closed door.  
 
      
 
    Edith has Tommy putting vases of flowers on various tables, and then rearranges them. She’s a little general director to her troops. Hilda busies herself in the kitchen, storing canapes in the refrigerator and plating tiny tea sandwiches on tiered serving dishes. Maggie sets out the silver tea service that Edith has brought over; she caresses its smooth curves. Porter rearranges the furniture in the living room and dining room, making sure there are plenty of chairs set out. At one point, he’s sent over to retrieve the dining room chairs from the Duffy’s. 
 
      
 
    Maggie’s stunned by the transformation. “It looks like the Queen of England is coming for tea.” 
 
      
 
    “I think it looks swell,” Edith says, grinning back at her. “You can do a lot with fresh flowers. Now, you and Tommy head upstairs and change, and Hilda and I will look after the last minute touches.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie detours and hugs Edith. She pecks her on the cheek. “You are the best,” Maggie says. 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    Ladies in their Sunday best balance china teacups and dainty plates. Maggie works the front door, welcoming members of Fanny’s family, a gaggle of gals from Fanny’s work, and members of Joe’s family. Tommy ferries wraps and coats upstairs to Maggie’s bedroom. And there is an additional guest: Maggie has included her mother in the guest list. Cordelia relishes her role as Queen Bee in Maggie’s house. The room is buzzing with chatter. 
 
      
 
    Maggie is able to avoid her mother by introducing her to one of Fanny’s confident friends. The modern woman will provide Cordelia with a lively debate. 
 
      
 
    Causing quite a bit of excitement is a silver bucket filled with bottles of champagne. The Irish contingent doesn’t see the fuss, not suffering the deprivation of Prohibition across the pond. And the flappers are giddy being able to imbibe at an occasion they thought would be stuffy, boring, and dry. 
 
      
 
    The small table that Porter and Tommy have hauled down from her bedroom is piled with gifts for the bride-to-be.  
 
      
 
    Fanny is glowing. She’s wearing a beautiful chiffon dress that floats around her as she moves from guest to guest. Maggie is delighted to see her so radiant. This week—what with the wedding, visiting out-of-town family, and moving into the new house—would be enough to stress anyone, but Fanny sails through it serenely. 
 
      
 
    Eventually, Maggie has a few minutes, and sits between Joe’s mother and grandmother. She’s only met Joe’s mother once before, and knows very little about Joe’s grandmother—on his father’s side.  
 
      
 
    “Fanny’s going to make a beautiful bride, Mrs. Kelly,” Maggie says to Joe’s mother, a tiny woman who appears to have seen years of hard work.  
 
      
 
    “It’s easy to see why Joe is so taken with her.” Mrs. Kelly beams at her daughter-in-law to be. “Three Mrs. Kellys. Mrs. Barnes, have you had a chance to meet my mother-in-law, Mrs. Jeanne Kelly?” 
 
      
 
    “I have been waiting for the pleasure. Welcome to Philadelphia, Mrs. Kelly. Is this your first visit to America?”  
 
      
 
    “I was here once before when Fiona, my eldest granddaughter, was married. I must say that I’ve not yet developed a taste for the big city. Give me the rolling green hills of Kilkenny over this traffic and cat-melodeon any day.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie is entranced with the singsong of her words. “Cat melodeon?” 
 
      
 
    “A yowling cat when someone steps on its tail, a leanbh.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie chuckles. “Yup, that’s Philly all right. Joe’s quite fond of you, Mrs. Kelly. He told me stories of visiting you when he was a boy.” 
 
      
 
    “Ah, wee Joe. He was a buachaill álainn. A beautiful, wee boy. He’d follow me everywhere: the garden, the barn, the kitchen. Some might think he was underfoot, mind,” with a significant look at Joe’s mother who is chatting with the young flapper sitting on the other side of her, “but I never thought he was a bother. Yes, Joe was certainly a buachaill álainn.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie glances away from Mrs. Kelly and sees the Inspector in the doorway, waving to get her attention.  
 
      
 
    “Do you think you should go and see what he wants? It looks like it might be important,” old Mrs. Kelly says.  
 
      
 
    Startled, Maggie turns back to her. “Mrs. Kelly?” 
 
      
 
    “The old gent. There in the doorway. It looks urgent.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie turns to look at Frank, who is now staring at Mrs. Kelly. 
 
      
 
    “He looks like he’s seen a ghost,” Mrs. Kelly chuckles.  
 
      
 
    “I… umm… excuse me, Mrs. Kelly. I’ll go see what he wants.” 
 
      
 
    “She saw me, Maggie. She saw me.” 
 
      
 
    “She certainly did. We’ll get that sorted in a minute. What did you want to tell me?’ 
 
      
 
    “I wanted to tell you something?” Frank is trying to peer around Maggie.  
 
      
 
    Exasperated, she opens the front door. “Out to the veranda, Inspector. That’s an order.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie follows Frank outside to the veranda. “Did you learn something about the leak, Inspector?” 
 
      
 
    Frank whirls around to face her. “No,” he shouts. The force of his raw emotion pushes her back against the door.  
 
      
 
    Frank gives her an intense glare, his face hard. “No,” he shouts again. “No, I will not accept being diverted from this matter.” His hands are fists at his side, his face flushed. “I am not some phantom mirage, Maggie, or a spectral genie bound by servitude. I am Franklin P. Geyer. I am a man and that woman in there saw me. Me,” Frank says emphatically. He stops, his chest heaving.  
 
      
 
    “Inspector?” Maggie raises her hands as if to ward off a blow. She takes a step toward him. He abruptly turns away; his fists remain clenched, his back rigid. “Inspector, you’re right. Of course you’re right. I forget sometimes.” She can see his shoulders relax slightly. “Forgive me.” 
 
      
 
    Frank gathers himself and turns. “I am a man. A good man. I don’t deserve this. Maggie, Mrs. Kelly saw me. That is a phenomenon that is almost unprecedented in my world. Do you understand? Do you?” His eyes search her face for understanding. 
 
      
 
    “Inspector. I am so sorry. For all of this.” Her gesture takes in their reality. 
 
      
 
    Responding to her compassion, Frank relaxes a bit more, moving to sit on the chair on the veranda. “The investigation into the leak can wait.” He struggles to regain his composure, hands clasped in front of him. “This is important to me. To me, Maggie. I have few attachments to your world. What drives me is trying to comprehend my existence in this between-world that I exist in. Our investigations are diversions, important and useful, but diversions none the less. I have such an intense yearning to understand and, frankly, to escape. I do not belong here. Mrs. Kelly could be a key to finishing the journey to where I belong.” 
 
      
 
    The silence between them is immense. “Inspector. Oh, Frank. I’ll go back inside and speak with Mrs. Kelly right now.” 
 
      
 
    Frank shakes his head, now appalled by his outburst. “Don’t drag her out of the party. I don’t want to make a scene. I’ve said my piece.” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know what you want, Inspector. Shall I go in and fetch Mrs. Kelly or not?” 
 
      
 
    Frank takes a breath to focus his thoughts. “I may only have one or two opportunities to talk with her before she returns to Ireland. Let me gather my thoughts and think of what I need to ask. It’s critical that I make full use of the opportunity; I don’t want to be impetuous.” 
 
      
 
    “All right. I’ll go back inside and arrange to meet with her again. Will a few days be enough time?” 
 
      
 
    “Thank you, my dear. For understanding. And I apologize for my outburst.” 
 
      
 
    “Inspector, you have endured plenty of my own. I think you’re due.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie, still shaken by his raw emotion, turns to go inside. Frank reaches toward her. “Wait. I would be remiss if I did not report back on what I learned today about the leak.” 
 
      
 
    The corners of Maggie’s mouth turn up in the barest of smiles, glad to see the familiar façade of Inspector drop back into place.  
 
      
 
    Frank collects himself, once more in control of his emotions. “I came to tell you that I’ve found the leak. And you won’t believe it.” 
 
      
 
    “Who? Someone in Unit One?” 
 
      
 
    “Indirectly. It’s Colonel Butler himself.” 
 
      
 
    “What? Explain, Inspector.” 
 
      
 
    “Butler reports all raids to the mayor. Then Mayor Kendrick alerts Copeland or other precinct coppers who he has arrangements with, and then they call the speakeasies with details of the raids.” 
 
      
 
    “Kendrick? You mean the mayor?”  
 
      
 
    “Incredible, isn’t it?” 
 
      
 
    “Inspector, we need to talk about this further, but I have a house full of ladies, including one who can see ghosts.” Maggie takes a deep breath. “This is not a good time, Inspector. I can’t focus on this right now. Let’s meet later out here on the veranda. Say, after supper?” 
 
      
 
    “Won’t it be too cold? Perhaps your bedroom would be better. At least there’s privacy.” 
 
      
 
    “You’re right. I’ll claim exhaustion, which won’t be a stretch, and meet you upstairs after I’ve had a chance to tidy the kitchen.” 
 
      
 
    “What about Joe? Won’t he be coming by later to pick up Fanny and the gifts?” 
 
      
 
    Maggie scrunches her face. The beginnings of a headache starting to form. “I’d forgotten. Of course he will be. But he’ll want to talk, and I don’t have the information, nor the privacy to get into it with him. Waiting one or two more days until things are clearer won’t matter. I will let him know that I hope to have news very shortly, and not to plan any raids in the meantime.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie closes her eyes and rubs her forehead. “Being kidnapped I can handle, but a house full of women, Grandmother Kelly’s revelation, and now this. I really need to get out of this house for a bit and clear my head.” 
 
      
 
    “Well then, after dishes, grab your coat and we can walk to the park and back. We can talk and you can get some fresh air.” 
 
      
 
    “A much better idea. I’d prefer to try and keep my bedroom a sanctuary. Everyone needs one and, in a house full of men, sometimes the walls feel like they’re closing in. And I include you in that number, Inspector.” 
 
      
 
    “Understood, my dear. Until after supper then.” The Inspector doffs his bowler. At the bottom step he turns to her. “And you’ll find out more from Mrs. Kelly?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Inspector. I’ll make arrangements to talk with her again.” 
 
      
 
    The front door opens and Edith sticks out her head. “There you are, Mags. What are you doing out here? I need to know about when you want to do those gifts. Guests are getting restless.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m coming. I was just getting a bit of air. Let’s go open presents.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie settles Fanny in an arm chair; Tommy acts as valet. There are lots of oohs and ahhs as the opened gifts are passed around the group of ladies: Irish lace, pieces of china, things any new bride setting up her first home would covet. With everything moving smoothly, Maggie looks for a place to sit. 
 
      
 
    “I saved you your spot, a leanbh,” old Mrs. Kelly says, patting the cushion beside her. “Is everything all right with your friend?” she asks quietly. 
 
      
 
    “He just needed to pass along some information I needed,” says Maggie. “I’d like to talk with you about him, though. Sometime when there aren’t so many people around. He’d like to be there as well, if that’s all right?” 
 
      
 
    “Of course, a leanbh. As long as it’s convenient for the family. They’ve been kind enough to chauffeur me around. Would you like me to bring Joe?” 
 
      
 
    “I’d prefer if Joe didn’t know. I hope that isn’t a problem.” 
 
      
 
    Mrs. Kelly gives her a level gaze. “That’s fine. We have plenty of secrets in my family. One more won’t hurt.” 
 
      
 
    Edith, leaning against the dining room entranceway, catches her eye and gestures toward the kitchen. 
 
      
 
    “You run along, a leanbh. It looks like you’re needed in the kitchen. I’ll be fine. And we’ll talk soon.” 
 
      
 
     *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    The next thing, Maggie is saying goodbye to her mother, breathing a sigh of relief, laughing with Fanny, smiling at Edith, and standing on the veranda waving goodbye to the extended Kelly clan. What a day. 
 
      
 
    Joe takes the last load of gifts to his friend’s truck. Maggie follows him down the sidewalk while Fanny says goodbye to Edith, Hilda, and Tommy. 
 
      
 
    “Thank you, Maggie. You are so good to Fanny.” 
 
      
 
    “My pleasure, Joe. I’m so happy about the wedding. Before Fanny gets here, I want you to know that I’m going to have information for you about your internal informant very shortly.” 
 
      
 
    “Really? What have you learned?” 
 
      
 
    “I can’t say more right now. I haven’t got all the details yet myself. But maybe we could get together in the next few days?” 
 
      
 
    “Of course. I’m dead curious about who it is. You’re sure you can’t tell me more?” 
 
      
 
    “No, I want to wait until I have all the information. We’ll talk very soon. In the next day or two, I promise. Until then, Joe, it might be better not to plan any more raids.” 
 
      
 
    “No, we’ve been putting a hold on them until we heard back from you.” 
 
      
 
    “What are you two scheming about?” Fanny slips her arm around Joe. 
 
      
 
    “Joe was just pumping me for information about your dress, Fanny. I told him I didn’t know a thing.” 
 
      
 
    Fanny giggles. “Now, Joe, you know its bad luck for the groom to know about the dress? Naughty boy. There will be lots of time to tell me how beautiful I look on our wedding day.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, I don’t need to wait until then. I can do that right now, sweetheart. You are gorgeous. So, are you ready to help your future husband take these back to your new home?”  
 
      
 
    “Oh, Maggie,” says Fanny. “Thank you so much. You’ve been so amazing. Edith, too. I just gave her an enormous hug, and I’m about to give you one, too.”  
 
      
 
    “Make sure you get some rest, Fanny. You have a busy few days ahead of you. Goodbye you two. I’ll see you at the wedding.” Maggie and Joe exchange a glance as Fanny climbs into the truck. “Or sooner.” 
 
      
 
    *  *  * * 
 
      
 
    “Oh, it feels good to be outside. What a lovely evening.” Maggie, bundled in a warm coat and a wool hat pulled down over her ears, strolls along the sidewalk. Frank is beside her. 
 
      
 
    “It looked like everything went well today.” Frank swings his cane as he walks, also enjoying the bracing evening air.  
 
      
 
    “I think so. I’m quite out of practice being the hostess. All the people. All the preparation. Thank goodness for Edith.”  
 
      
 
    The streetlights begin to come on. Maggie draws peace and serenity from the quiet. Comforted by houses that look much like hers: lamps turned on, curtains pulled shut, families settling in for the evening. Frank’s earlier outburst is weighing on her mind. His anguish, his longing for resolution; she is ashamed that she was so blind to these emotions that have been churning beneath his normally calm exterior. I will do better. 
 
      
 
    “Did you have a chance to talk with Joe’s grandmother again?” 
 
      
 
    “We’re going to get together Monday, after the wedding. And I told her that you would be there, too.” 
 
      
 
    “Can you imagine, Maggie? Getting to talk to someone else about this peculiar situation I find myself in. Someone with information and experience.” 
 
      
 
    The sounds of a busier street thrums in the distance. “Yes, I’m quite curious myself about what she has to say. Now, tell me more about the mayor.” 
 
      
 
    “Kendrick is definitely the leak. Did you mention anything to Joe?” 
 
      
 
    “Only that we needed to talk soon. He’s chomping at the bit to hear who it is. And when he finds out…”  
 
      
 
    The park is beginning to fill with shadows, the flower beds empty, the trees bare. Maggie and the Inspector find a bench, and sit.  A solitary pedestrian walks quickly past on his way home, newspaper tucked under his arm. 
 
      
 
    “There’s not too much more to add. Butler gives him the heads up about raids and then Kendrick alerts various personnel on the take within the force who then contact the speakeasy or bootlegger.” Frank takes the time to light his cigar and savor the evening. “On a lovely evening like this, it’s hard to believe what’s going on out there,” he says, gesturing with his cigar to the city beyond the park. 
 
      
 
    Maggie’s eyes follow the tip of the Inspector’s cigar. “I mourn Philadelphia. The city is bloated and infested with fraud and deceit, with abuse of power.” 
 
      
 
    “From the top down, apparently. But our fight isn’t just to restore good governance. It’s about self-defence and survival.” Frank takes a slow draw from the cigar, leans on his cane, and then stands. “And on that cheery note, I think it’s time to head back. Come, my dear, let’s get you home.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 42  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   T he day after the wedding tea, Maggie heads to the Inquirer to check her Classified Ad slot. From far down the hallway she can see that there are three envelopes tucked inside. Tempted to run, no actually, to skip and jump like a young girl, she gathers herself and walks calmly to the cubby. Holding the envelopes in her hand, she savors the moment. Someone wants me. Someone thinks I can do a good job. And with the revenue I’ll be able to make that darn payment. Tearing open the envelopes right there in the hallway, she scans the enclosed letters. The first one is from a glass bottle manufacturer, the second is from a barber shop, and the third is from a restaurant downtown. 
 
      
 
    She smiles and tucks them into her handbag. Edith’s rewording of the advertisement seems to have done the trick. Maggie’s also planning to visit with the businesses she patronizes along Marshall Street, in her local neighborhood, on the way home. People who know her. She’s got her resume, as brief as it is, and a reference letter from Professor Galway. 
 
      
 
    Now, he’s an interesting man. Surely the arrangement with his mother isn’t a permanent thing? Maggie proceeds, full of confidence inspired by those three envelopes. Life is looking up. 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    At supper, she’s bursting to share the exciting news. “You remember I told you I was going to call on the stores and other businesses along Marshall? Well, I got two new clients signed up for my bookkeeping services.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s great, Mother,” Tommy says between mouthfuls. 
 
      
 
    “Marvelous news, Maggie. Who are they?” Archie asks. 
 
      
 
    “Well, the grocery store you knew about before. Today I signed up a shop that sells the most beautiful hats.  Then I was able to recruit a shoe store. The millenary is owned by a woman, which helps. She was so easy to talk to, and understood everything I was telling her about what I could do for her business. And Millie Malsbury, she’s the millenaress, is going to give me a discount on her hats. So that’s three clients all together. And the news gets even better. I also received three replies to my advertisement in the Inquirer. So I could double the client list by the end of the week.” 
 
      
 
    “Wahl, I’m as tickled as a pig in a peach orchard for ya, ma’am. Three clients in the net and three on the hook. Well done. Congratulations,” Clive says in his slow, southern drawl. 
 
      
 
    Maggie smiles and looks out over her table. They’ve already moved on to talk about baseball, her triumphant news left behind in the excitement of pitching and earned runs. She misses Joe. He’d be interested.  
 
      
 
    I’ll tell the Inspector all about it after the dishes are done. 
 
      
 
    “I’ve managed to get two more bookkeeping clients, Inspector.” The two sit on the veranda enjoying a   late-fall evening. Maggie’s wrapped in a heavy sweater and holds a steaming cup of coffee in her hands. The Inspector is pacing back and forth on the sidewalk in front of the house. 
 
      
 
    “Please come closer, Inspector. I can hardly be yelling into thin air.” Frank reluctantly climbs the steps. 
 
      
 
    “My apologies, Maggie, but thinking about Mrs. Kelly and what she might have to say has got me stirred up. She saw me, Maggie. Joe’s grandmother saw me. Heard me.”  
 
      
 
    “Yes, I know. You told me all about it last night when we met about the mayor. Did you hear what I said? Two more clients and I have inquiries for a few more.” 
 
      
 
    “And Joe’s grandmother. When are we getting together? Is she coming over soon? Perhaps we should go to her?” 
 
      
 
    “I told you last night. She’s coming over for tea the Monday after the wedding.” 
 
      
 
    Frank nods. “Yes. That’s right. I remember now.”  
 
      
 
    She tries again. “I’m so happy to get the extra money. Two more clients, Inspector. It’s more work, but I’ll handle it.” 
 
      
 
    “I wonder what she’ll say about seeing me.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie sighs. Her momentous news will have to wait a few more minutes. “I can’t imagine what she’ll say, Inspector. It took me a while to get used to you myself. Finding someone else who can see you is beyond my experience.” 
 
      
 
    “It’s that I’m so excited someone saw me. Someone other than you, dear. Now, what about our work? Has Joe taken the information to the colonel?” 
 
      
 
    “I tried to make an appointment to see him first thing tomorrow, but he’s taken the day off because of the wedding this weekend. I’ll call again early next week. With the raids being put off, timing is less critical. As soon as I have something set up, I’ll let you know. We’ll go together. Now, please will you listen to what I came out here to tell you?” Maggie lets out her news of new clients and potential ones in a rush, before Frank gets distracted again. 
 
      
 
    “Congratulations, Maggie,” says Frank. “My apologies for not listening earlier but, with no one else to talk, to I’ve been bursting about the Grandmother Kelly opportunity. It’s a chance to interact with another human being, and perhaps to gather more information regarding my perplexing existence. Imagine being on a deserted island all by yourself. Then, suddenly, there’s one more person on the island. My circle is growing by leaps and bounds.” The Inspector pauses, “But I mustn’t be selfish. You’ve got thrilling news of your own.” 
 
      
 
    “I understand how you’re feeling, Inspector. This is momentous. You’re hardly being selfish.” 
 
      
 
    “You’re too kind. My apologies again. I’m thrilled that your business is growing. That’s wonderful news. Were you nervous walking into the stores?”  
 
      
 
    “I was at the first one, but after that it was okay. I used the same lines Edith had suggested for the advertisement about how I could take the boring books off their desk so that they could concentrate on other aspects of the business. And it worked.  
 
      
 
    Frank nods. “People rarely go into business so that they can spend hours doing paperwork. They want to spend their time with customers, with merchandise, with earning money. I think you have found the winning strategy, Maggie. Now, how many clients do you want?” 
 
      
 
    “You know, Inspector, no one has asked me that before. I don’t know. With the three I have now, I can probably meet the loan obligation. Depending on the number of hours I bill, of course. And three more would be money in the bank, so to speak. I’m not sure how I’ll find time, between homework and lodgers and our investigations. I’m exhausted as it is, but it must be done. And school won’t last forever.” 
 
      
 
    “Then, if I could suggest, perhaps be content with the three you have, and see how busy that keeps you. And how many hours you bill. Are you billing by the hour or are you on a retainer?” 
 
      
 
    “One is a monthly retainer, and the other two are by the hour to start. I love talking about this. Nobody has been interested.” I can see why the Inspector is so excited to be able to talk to another person. What a lonely life I lead. I have Edith. And Tommy, of course. And my lodgers. But it’s a small circle. Maybe I should get out more. 
 
      
 
    “What do you think I should do about these? They’re the ones that I picked up at the Inquirer today. Maggie puts her mug of coffee down by her feet and withdraws the three envelopes from the pocket of her sweater. She fans them so that Frank can read them. 
 
      
 
    “Maggie, these names look familiar. Do you recognize the bottle manufacturer? Weren’t they on Eugene’s list last year as a vendor for Mickey Duffy?” 
 
      
 
    “Really? Oh, you’re right. What about the restaurant?” 
 
      
 
    “It’s been raided three times that I know of. It’s a front for a speakeasy.” 
 
      
 
    “And the barber shop?” Maggie has already folded the letters and returned them to her pocket. 
 
      
 
    “Another front most likely. Remember Tommy’s barbershop that blew up? What did Joe call them?” 
 
      
 
    “Cover-up houses. When I was out with Edith the other night, Mickey asked if I wanted a job with him. I said no, but now I think he’s gone ahead and mentioned my name to some of his circle.” 
 
      
 
    “I think you’re right, Maggie. What are you going to do?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, I should say no, I guess.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie pats the letters in her pocket. “But even shady businesses need bookkeepers. Like the bottle manufacturer. Not all of their clients are bootleggers. And the barber. I’m sure there are just as many non-criminals getting their hair cut. And I could use the money, Inspector.” 
 
      
 
    “It’s not that simple. I understand the breathing space additional clients would give you. And how important it is. But not these clients, Maggie. You’d know their business inside and out. A bookkeeper is also a secret-keeper. Are you sure you want to consider being a keeper of those kinds of business secrets? You’ve seen firsthand what can happen.” 
 
      
 
    Poor Eugene. “I know I’m supposed to say no, but I keep thinking of new dresses and bicycles.”  Nerts. I could use the revenue from the three I already have for the loan and necessities, and I could spend the income from these three on myself. New dresses. A night out. Maybe a trip? Edith spends her money that way, and it comes from the same place as these. I’m working hard at school and for the lodgers. Don’t I deserve to have beautiful things, too? 
 
      
 
    “As they say, ‘Temptation is a bright light that illuminates who we really are.’ You should think long and hard about what you’re going to do about those letters, and what it might mean.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie sits, pondering the correspondence.  
 
      
 
    “Oh, all right. You win. I’ll write back and say that I can’t take on any new clients at the moment.” Maggie thinks of that lost potential revenue as she pulls her sweater tightly around her body. “So, that’s that then. Any other thoughts about Mayor Kendrick and Captain Copeland?” 
 
      
 
    “No, although I think I’ll try and be there when they confront Copeland. Can you arrange to find out from Joe when that will be? I feel it’s my duty. A dirty cop is cancerous to the department. It undermines everyone’s integrity,” says Frank. 
 
      
 
    “So, now we’re both involved in rooting out corruption. If I’m a minnow, bait for the small fry, what does that make you, Inspector?” 
 
      
 
    “I guess I’m Ahab chasing a great white whale,” Frank says, a grin just visible from beneath his mustache. 
 
      
 
    “All right, Inspector Ahab. Well, it’s been a long day. I think I’ll turn in.” 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 43  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   O n a wedding day, it doesn’t matter about the weather, family squabbles, someone’s reception dinner being cold—it will always be a perfect day. Love, commitment, tradition. The promise of the next generation to come. Continuity. The future.  
 
      
 
    Joe is dressed in a new dark suit. He waits nervously at the front of the church with the pastor, flanked by Fanny’s brother, and a friend from the police department. Maggie watches with amusement as they yank at their tight collars, waiting for the bride to arrive.  
 
      
 
    The mothers sit in the front row, sniffling into lace edged handkerchiefs. Colonel and Mrs. Butler are also in the front row. He’s glorious in his dress military uniform and medals. Maggie and Tommy are a few rows back. Tommy was initially entranced with the spectacle, but now squirms restlessly in the pew. Maggie barely notices, lost in the reverie that weddings inspire. 
 
      
 
    The music swells and the familiar cadence ‘Here Comes the Bride’ fills the church. Fanny carries tradition and future down the aisle on a pair of slight shoulders. She is a beautiful bride, wearing a simple dress of ivory silk, its heavy folds falling to the floor. There are rows of tiny pearl buttons at the cuffs and down the back. Joe has given her a string of pearls. A crown of orange blossoms attaches her veil that trails well behind her, the ends held aloft by a small boy in a white shirt and bow tie. Fanny’s major indulgence—Maggie expected to see at least one splurge—is the bouquet. A massive arrangement behind which Fanny could hide. Calla lilies, ferns, ribbons trailing with small sprays of orange blossoms attached to the ends. Tucked amongst the flowers are peacock feathers that provide splashes of brilliant color. Attendants carry similar, but smaller, arrangements. Scattered around the church and attached to the pews are more of the same flowers and feathers. Fanny’s attendants, her roommate and Joe’s oldest sister, are wearing individually styled dresses cut from the same ivory silk as Fanny’s dress. Her roommate, a committed flapper, dons a drop-waist dress with a scandalous hemline that floats just below her knees. Joe’s oldest sister, expecting another baby in a few months, wears a comfortable dress with an embroidered panel to disguise the pregnancy. 
 
      
 
    Jack. Our wedding day. You, me, one of your pals from work, the minister’s wife standing up with me. What was her name? It was so very long ago, sweetheart. But I was so in love with you. We had the whole world in front of us; the rest of our lives. Little did we know that ‘til death do us part’ would be called due in three years—thirty six months. Not nearly long enough. Ah, Jack. 
 
      
 
    Joe’s mother’s hat is mint green. Fine straw. Roses tucked along the brim. Real? Silk? That will be me some day. It’ll be Tommy standing in front of the minister, so proudly. A wonderful girl beside him. Me, smiling at the happy couple… thinking about the lonely life ahead of me. 
 
      
 
    Maggie looks at Fanny’s radiant face. Joe smiles shyly as he stumbles through his vows. Maybe it’s time. Maybe there will be a second chance for me? 
 
      
 
    The organist begins. The bride and groom share their first kiss as man and wife, and suddenly they’re heading out of the church. 
 
      
 
    Maggie passes Tommy the small bag of rice she’s brought from home. She’d explained that they would be tossing the rice as a symbol of the new family having lots of children; a description made more difficult in Maggie’s effort to avoid the word fertility. Perhaps Joe could have that conversation with him?  
 
      
 
    Tommy pelts Fanny and Joe with a handful of rice. Maggie grabs hold of his shoulder and gives it a gentle squeeze. “Toss. Gently.” He smiles sheepishly, and his next handful is lofted gently in the air and rains down on the happy couple. 
 
      
 
    There’s the photographer, the reception line, all the relatives and friends—mostly strangers to Maggie. She smiles and nods “A beautiful bride.” “A lovely wedding.” “How do you know Joe? Ah, a friend of Fanny.” During the reception, Maggie finds herself alone with Fanny in the ladies room. 
 
      
 
    “You look just lovely, Fanny. You’re glowing with happiness.” Maggie and Fanny are checking their make-up before heading out again. 
 
      
 
    “Thanks, Missus B. Maggie. You know, I need to thank you for knocking some sense into me. You remember, when Joe and I were dating? You got me to see that those shiny things weren’t as important as a good man.” 
 
      
 
    “And Joe is one of the best,” Maggie says. 
 
      
 
    “He is. And to think that I almost missed all this, and a future with him. I wanted those clothes, those parties, the latest trinkets so badly when I first moved to the city. Thank you for taking me in hand,” Fanny says, hugging Maggie. “I love Joe so much. We’re so happy.” 
 
      
 
    “And I’m happy for you. Now, you better get back in there. People will be wondering where the gorgeous bride has gotten to.” Maggie gives Fanny a gentle hug, being careful of her dress and veil, and holds the door open for her. After the door closes, Maggie turns back to the mirror, patting the waves of her short, bobbed hair. 
 
      
 
    I remember Fanny when she and Joe first met. She’d just moved to the city, and was dating other men who would buy her pretty things. She was such a dope. Am I? For wanting the lovely things that Edith has. Look at her. She’s not happy, despite the furs and dresses and jewelry. She’s ready to toss it all in a minute when Tony smiles at her like Joe smiles at Fanny. Maybe I’m focusing too much on things? Maybe I should be content with my own life, and not pine for Edith’s? I wouldn’t want her sorrow. 
 
      
 
    The bathroom door swings open and a pair of giggling girls stroll in, chatting about boys and weddings. Maggie takes a look at her own reflection; decides she likes what she sees. She heads back to the party. 
 
      
 
    Joe’s father stands to deliver the first toast of the night. He’s a working man. The heavy wool suit, worn for church or best. He beams with patriarchal pride. Raising his glass, Maggie can hear the faint echoes of Ireland in his speech. 
 
    “Health during your life,
A wife of your choice to you,
Land without rent to you,
A child every year to you,
And the light of heaven after this world for you.” 
 
      
 
    In deference to the Irish relatives who have journeyed so far to share this special day with them, he repeats the toast in Gaelic. 
 
    “Sláinte go saol agat,
Bean ar do mhian agat
Talamh gan chíos agat
Leanbh gach bliain agat,
Is solas na bhflaitheas tar éis an tsaoil seo agat.” 
 
      
 
    “Hear. Hear.” Glasses of punch are drained. Maggie chokes a bit as she swallows the strongly doctored punch. Had everyone felt compelled to dump a mickey into the punch bowl? She moves Tommy’s glass away from his plate. 
 
      
 
    Fanny’s father also stands to deliver his toast to the happy couple. 
 
      
 
    “May you be poor in misfortune,
Rich in blessings,
Slow to make enemies,
Quick to make friends,
But rich or poor, quick or slow,
May you know nothing but
Happiness from this day forward.” 
 
      
 
    Glasses are drained, again. At some point during the dinner, one of Joe’s police colleagues stands to deliver an impromptu toast. He sways on his feet, almost falling over. His friends at the table steady him as he raises his glass. 
 
      
 
    “To Joe and Fanny, may all your ups and downs be between the sheets.” 
 
      
 
    Ribald laughter and shocked gasps greet the end of the toast. Colonel Butler gives the unfortunate toaster a stern look. Shame-faced, he sits. The officers at his table slap him on the back, amused by his embarrassment. 
 
      
 
    Noticing Tommy’s drooping head, Maggie gathers up her son and makes her goodbyes. It’s been an emotional day, and she looks forward to putting her head on the pillow and dreaming of Jack.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 44  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   T he feeling of family carries through the weekend. On Monday evening, the matriarch of Joe’s Kelly clan  sips tea with Maggie and Frank. 
 
      
 
    “Back home, it’s called an dara sealladh or the second sight. It runs in families. In ours it’s a gift the women share. The women with it are known as fáith, which is Gaelic for ‘a seer’. Someone who sees. Bean feasa or fey are also common terms. There have been fáith enough in Ireland since the beginning. Druids, poets, even doctors were thought to have an dara sealladh. We don’t often talk about it. Kelly women had a bad time of it when the church came to Ireland. No one wants to be thought a witch but, as far back as I know, there’s always been a seer or two in each generation.” Mrs. Kelly smiles at Frank. 
 
      
 
    “You must have a bit of Irish in you somewhere, Inspector Geyer.” 
 
      
 
    Frank nods. “My mother was Irish.” 
 
      
 
    “I thought so,” Old Mrs. Kelly says, nodding. “Ghosts, or as they are called in Gallic, taibhse or tash, live in a state between this life and the next. They are usually held here by some earthly longing or affection, or a duty unfulfilled, or maybe even anger against the living. Have you thought about why you’re here, Inspector Geyer?” 
 
      
 
    Maggie can see panic beginning to form in Frank’s eyes. Deep personal introspection is not something he’s comfortable sharing. “The Inspector and I are trying to provide a bulwark against the effects of Prohibition in Philadelphia. Perhaps that’s the unfulfilled duty?” 
 
      
 
    “Ta, a noble calling, for sure. And while I’m sure that an old copper like yourself, Inspector, feels strongly about continuing to protect the good citizens of Philadelphia, it’s unlikely that it’s personal enough. To keep you here, it needs be something vital to who you are, or were, as a man. Perhaps it’s protecting Mrs. Barnes? Whatever your purpose, there’s usually a connection, a strong emotion to tether a taibhse to earth. It needs to be stronger than the Almighty’s pull from heaven. It will become clear what your purpose is. Until then, enjoy your time here, for undoubtedly heaven awaits, Inspector Geyer.” 
 
      
 
    Mrs. Kelly turns her attention to Maggie. “Are you Irish by any chance, a leanbh?” 
 
      
 
    “Not that I’m aware. My father always said we came from England.” 
 
      
 
    “I met your mother at Fanny’s bridal tea. There’s Giffords in Ireland, so it’s possible. It would be strange to be able to see a taibhse, a ghost like Inspector Geyer, and not have the sight.” 
 
      
 
    “Does Joe have the sight?” 
 
      
 
    “Now, that’s an interesting question. In our family, it’s almost always just the women, although some men are sensitive, and I suspect Joe might be one of those. When Joe was a wee lad, I thought perhaps he was sensitive but, if he did, he seems to have outgrown it.” 
 
      
 
    “Sometimes my son Tommy is aware of the Inspector’s presence, not distinct, but rather as a type of energy than an actual man.” 
 
      
 
    Mrs. Kelly nods. “I’ve heard of that. Children and animals.” 
 
      
 
    A knock at the door signals their visit is over. “I’ve asked my son to come collect me. Do take some time to think about why you’re here, Inspector. It will be important, and you’ll not cross over until it’s fulfilled.” Mrs. Kelly peers closely at Frank. “Unless, of course, you do not want to cross?”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 45  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   T ommy has Maggie’s hand and is hauling her down the street. They had been on their way to Tommy’s regular haircut at the barber, but now Tommy’s insisting on a short detour. 
 
      
 
    “Come see this, Mother. Come look. Lo-o-ok.” Tommy tugs at her hand. 
 
      
 
    “Stop it, Tommy. We don’t have time for this today.” 
 
      
 
    “Mother, it’s the new Red Racer bicycle. Come see.” He drags her toward a store window displaying an array of bicycles in all colors and sizes. 
 
      
 
    Maggie pulls up short and grabs her hand away. “I said stop it, Tommy.”  
 
      
 
    Tommy looks confusedly at her, knowing she rarely scolds, and not without a reason. “But Mother, the Red Racer—.” He gestures to the window behind him. 
 
      
 
    “We haven’t got money for a bicycle. And don’t ask again. There’s enough trying to take a piece of me, between my homework and the lodgers and my bookkeeping business and everything else. I do not have any patience left for this kind of thing.”  
 
      
 
    Tommy stares at his boots. Maggie grabs his shoulder, turning him in the direction of the barbershop. “Now march.” 
 
      
 
    As she strides along, Tommy scrambles to keep up. His mother is cross, and he doesn’t know why. 
 
      
 
    A bicycle. Like I could afford a bicycle. I did make last month’s mortgage payment thanks to the Minnow money, but it’s going to be tight again this month. It’s crazy that I’m hoping for a rash of dishonest cops so that I can pay off the bank. There’s got to be a better way. What I wouldn’t give for a decent night’s sleep instead of all this worry. When does the bank send the letter saying they’re going to seize the house? Two missed payments? Three? I’m sure I can cover it next month, especially if I’m assigned a few more Minnow shifts. I have got to find another bookkeeping client. I don’t know where I’d find the time, but I’ll have to make time somewhere. The money’s too important. Time. Homework. When is that assignment due? Oh, crap. Tomorrow.  
 
      
 
    “Tommy. Stop dawdling.” She gives his shoulder another twitch. 
 
      
 
    What if I can’t find one more client? How soon before they sell the house? I’m going to look through those letters from Mickey’s crowd again. Maybe that barber? I would only do it for a short time, just until I’m on my feet. I don’t have to tell the Inspector. 
 
      
 
    Tommy stops, watching his mother stride away. “Mother?” 
 
      
 
    Maggie stops, whirling around. “What? I told you to hurry. What’s the matter?” 
 
      
 
    Tommy points to the red, white, and blue barber pole. “We’re here. You were going to walk right past it.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie frowns. I don’t need this expense. If we didn’t have the visit to Boys’ Central tomorrow, I’d turn around and cut his hair myself. 
 
      
 
    “Mother?” Tommy says, reaching for the door handle. 
 
      
 
    Next month. I’ll cut his hair next month. I’ll get that assignment done tonight. And I must find one more client. “I’m coming,” Maggie says through gritted teeth, following Tommy into the barbershop.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 46  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   A fter supper, Maggie and Tommy head off on their grand adventure. Her obsession with Boys’ Central is complicated. Of course, she wants Tommy to have the best, and Boys’ is the best. But there’s also a bit of pride wrapped up in it; the school’s become symbolic for her abilities to provide for her son, and being able to thumb her nose at her parents in a ‘see what I can do by myself’. Then there is that awful Principal Harris and his ‘boys like Tommy’ speech. Hopefully the evening won’t be a bust with Tommy deciding that he hates the school. 
 
      
 
    Tommy quivers with excitement; so do the other boys lined up in the hallway outside the door to the Central High School Observatory. Archie has pulled a few strings, and was able to get Maggie and Tommy included in a recruitment tour for the school. It will be a few years yet before he’s old enough for Boys’ Central, but Maggie is sure, if she can make her dream tangible for Tommy, he’ll see why it’s so important to her and, in turn, why it’s vital for him. 
 
      
 
    Maggie evaluates the parents lined up with their sons. Wealthy and comfortable. Good recruits. Many of the men are alumni from their chatter and greetings. A lot of the women have the look of smug satisfaction that comes from having achieved a goal and others acknowledging it. I want to wear that same look. 
 
      
 
    Tommy shakes his hand loose; none of the other boys are holding their mother’s hand. Sporting a fresh haircut and dressed in his Sunday best, he still doesn’t look like he’s Boys’ Central potential. Maggie takes a breath, determined to figure out a way to get her son accepted into this club. 
 
      
 
    “I must say, I think I’m as excited by this as much as Tommy is. Thank you so much for including me, Maggie,” Frank says. 
 
      
 
    She looks at him over Tommy’s head, and smiles. “Safety in numbers,” she whispers. 
 
      
 
    “What, Mother?” 
 
      
 
    “Nothing, Tommy. Just talking to myself.” 
 
      
 
    Once inside, a man in an academic gown steps up to the podium at the front of the crowd. “Thank you all for coming tonight. I’d like to welcome you to one of the finest observatories in Pennsylvania, possibly the entire East Coast. Access to the observatory is just one of many key advantages students at Boys’ Central High School enjoy. It is one of the things that make a Philadelphia Boys’ Central education superior.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie can feel the chests around her puff out with pride. 
 
      
 
    “It is thanks to the generous support of people like yourselves, who believe in the vision of an outstanding education, and the opportunities it creates for our young men, that we can include astronomy as part of the school curriculum. 
 
      
 
    “Of course, I’d be remiss if I left you with the impression that Boys’ Central is only focused on science. The Humanities also play an important role in a well-rounded education. For the literary inclined, you’ll recall that the moon was held to be the god of drunkards. Of course, with Prohibition, we don’t need to worry about that anymore.” 
 
      
 
    There is a scattering of tittering amongst the assembled crowd. 
 
      
 
    Their host basks in the response. “As the Father of Modern Science said, ‘It is a most beautiful and delightful sight to behold the body of the moon.’ Now, if you follow me, we will go upstairs to gaze at the same moon that so enamored Signor Galileo.” 
 
      
 
    One by one, the boys are led to the eyepiece of a powerful telescope. Everyone is enthralled; numerous oohs and ahhs inspired by the magnified image of the moon. 
 
      
 
    Tommy quivers with excitement when it’s his turn. After a few moments peering through the eyepiece, his body goes still. He takes a breath. When he stands and turns to face her, his expression is rapturous. “I saw the surface of the moon, Mother. The moon.”  
 
      
 
    The parents finally get their turn, with a bit more obsequious fawning on the part of the department head. This is the audience he wants to impress with his performance. He has a room full of donors, and hopes to inspire generosity. 
 
      
 
    When it is her turn, Maggie leans down and peers through the eyepiece. She feels overwhelmed, almost in tears. The heavens laid out before her, the majesty of its beauty diminishing all the quotations about the mysteries of the universe. 
 
      
 
    Before tonight, she had been determined to have Tommy at Boy’s Central for the economic opportunities afforded the graduates, but now she is doubly committed. Her son deserves this caliber of education, and she will fight tooth and nail to make sure he too has the chance to look through that telescope again. 
 
      
 
    Straightening, she glances over to Frank, and then steps forward and blocks the forward progression of the line. “Excuse me, Professor? I have a question.” 
 
      
 
    While she distracts the professor, Frank moves over to the eyepiece and stoops down to have a look. “Oh. Oh, my heavens.” 
 
      
 
    He looks up. Maggie takes in the wonder on the Inspector’s face. 
 
      
 
    The line becomes restless, and Maggie steps out of the way. 
 
      
 
    “I once saw a print of Napoleon in Egypt,” Frank says, “and the caption underneath said ‘Under a waning moon, meditating on the riddles of the Sphinx.’ After tonight, I think I can understand the emotion he was feeling. This has been an incredible experience, Maggie. Probably one of the most profound in my life.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 47  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   “ I must say, Smedley, you look like hell. Are you feeling all right?” District Attorney Samuel Rotan looks at his friend with concern. The men are gathering for an update on Operation Minnow, waiting for Unit One’s captain to arrive. 
 
      
 
    “It feels like I haven’t slept in days, but it’s always like this when we mount an offensive. Sherman may have said ‘war is hell’, but he was never head of the police in Philadelphia.” 
 
      
 
    Sam chuckles. “Well, look after yourself, Smedley. Without you, this whole operation falls apart.” 
 
      
 
    Captain Beckman joins them, Sergeant Kelly in tow. “I understand congratulations are in order, Sergeant,” Sam says, rising and shaking Joe’s hand. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, sir. And thank you, sir. The wedding was on the weekend.” 
 
      
 
    “Thank you for coming, gentlemen. I thought this would be a good time to update you on our progress.” Colonel Smedley Butler consults his notes. “As I had mentioned at the last meeting, the number of arrests and the number of convictions regarding the brewery surveillance are disproportionate. So far, our yearlong investigation has resulted in almost four hundred officers implicated. To date, and here’s the rub, gentlemen, from those arrests we’ve only had five officers charged. Five. From four hundred.” 
 
      
 
    Beckman and Butler turn to face Sam Rotan, waiting for the DA’s response.  
 
      
 
    DA Rotan shuffles his papers. “We have issues in our office as well, Smedley. Corruption isn’t unique to cops and politicians. It exists within the DA’s office, too. But the low conviction rate isn’t just that. It’s also the frustration of laying charges knowing the judges will just let them walk. There’s a feeling within the office that we shouldn’t bother trying. It’s the whole system.” 
 
      
 
    “I know, Sam. And I appreciate your support, and the bit of support we do have in your office. But the reality is policing and arrests are just the beginning of the legal process. Without honesty and integrity throughout the legal system, there is no justice. The mayor and I will be meeting with the local magistrates later this week to discuss this.” 
 
      
 
    “Certainly, getting the judges and magistrates to enforce the law will help with the lawyers. We’re caught in the middle right now,” DA Rotan says. 
 
      
 
    Butler nods, and turns to his second in command. “Captain, where are we at with the second advance? Our undercover operation.” 
 
      
 
    “Operation Minnow, to hook the small fish in our cesspool of corruption, is doing remarkably well. We have deployed a dozen civilian undercover operatives, and we’ve had several arrests every night. Of course, the weakness of the operation is maintaining the anonymity of the civilians. We segregate the detainees so that they can’t compare notes. As witnesses, the civilian operatives write out their sworn testimony, but so far have not had to appear in court. Thank you for that, Mr. Rotan. We’re taking as many steps as possible to ensure that the identities of our operatives are protected. So far, at least, we’ve been successful.” 
 
      
 
    Butler and Rotan both nod. The operation only works if the bigger fish are unaware that there is a hook on the bait. 
 
      
 
    “And if we could include our liquor sales into the budget, we’d be running a small profit,” the Captain says, generating chuckles around the table. 
 
      
 
    “Kelly, would you update us on where we’re at with the Phantom?” asks Colonel Butler. 
 
      
 
    DA Rotan looks askance at his friend, Smedley Butler. New information? 
 
      
 
    Joe clears his throat. “Thank you, sir. We’ve also been utilizing a confidential informant to identify the traitors within the force who are alerting speakeasies when we have raids planned. Initially, we were concerned that it was someone within Enforcement Unit Number One, but have since identified someone outside the Unit. We don’t yet know how he’s getting his information and are continuing to pursue it.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s interesting. Someone within the police force?” the DA asks. 
 
      
 
    Butler answers. “It looks like it. Perhaps a clerical person, or perhaps someone that an officer speaks with on a regular basis. Any sense on the timing, Sergeant?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, sir. I’m meeting with our contact later today and will have a report for you before the end of shift.” 
 
      
 
    “Excellent. I’m anxious to get back out in the field. The speakeasies and clubs are growing presumptuous in the absence of our raids.” The colonel consults his notes. “I’ve also launched a few other initiatives to restore discipline within the troops. Starting last Monday, we’ve started fining intoxicated officers one-hundred dollars for the first offense.” 
 
      
 
    Sam whistles. “That’s steep, Smedley.” 
 
      
 
    “We needed something to get their attention. The second offense is nine-hundred; a year’s pay for rookies.” 
 
      
 
    “And the reaction?” 
 
      
 
    “Significant push back from the police union, of course. Initially, I had proposed the outright firing of intoxicated officers, but did back away from that after negotiations. However, I am not prepared to back away from the fines. We must regain the trust of the public if we are to ever be effective.” 
 
      
 
    There is general nodding around the table. 
 
      
 
    “Speaking of public opinion, I see from the newspaper headlines that you’ve been busy speaking to community organizations. Has Mayor Kendrick noticed?”  
 
      
 
    “Absolutely. He’s mentioned it to me on several occasions. I’m sure that he’s pleased to be associated with such successful law and order initiatives,” Butler says. 
 
      
 
    Rotan shakes his head. “I think that your strategy of multiple lines of attack is working well. But I also think you may have misinterpreted the mayor’s reaction. He is getting a lot of push-back from bar owners and patrons. And it’s your name in the headlines, not his. Kendrick’s dealing with all the downside and no upside. And you’re the driver in both situations.” 
 
      
 
    “What are you trying to say, Sam?” 
 
      
 
    “Just watch your back, Smedley. Just watch your back.” 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    Maggie pours Joe a cup of coffee. It’s like old times to be sitting at the kitchen table with him. “Thanks for coming by, Joe. I thought that meeting here at the house was the most private place. I’m not sure how you will want to handle this, but my partner has found the leak.” 
 
      
 
    Joe leans forward, excited about the prospect of plugging it, and curious about who it might be. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t think you’re going to like it,” Maggie says. “It’s unbelievable.” 
 
      
 
    “Maggie. Please. Don’t keep me in suspense.” 
 
      
 
    “My source has not been wrong so far. Before I tell you who it is, could you describe the process you use to authorize a raid?” 
 
      
 
    Puzzled, Joe says, “First, we identify a target from information the department receives. Then someone, usually me, writes up a request for a raid and goes and gets permission from the department lawyer. A stenographer types the warrant. Colonel Butler briefs the mayor on all the upcoming actions. I’m not sure whether he approves them or not, but he has insisted on being kept informed. Then details of the raid are shared with Enforcement Unit Number One members at Morning Report. A stenographer also types that report.” 
 
      
 
    The ticking clock on the mantle in the living room fills the silence while Maggie digests this. 
 
      
 
    “Could it be the stenographer?” asks Joe. 
 
      
 
    “No. It’s the mayor.” 
 
      
 
    Joe sits back in his chair, stunned. “No. It can’t be. He’s the mayor.” 
 
      
 
    “I told you it was unbelievable. But think about it. Kendrick has a lot of pressure on him. By donors, the Machine, bootleggers, to keep everyone well informed. He has a series of captains he calls after he meets with Colonel Butler, depending on the Precinct the raid is in. Ralph Copeland is just one of them.” 
 
      
 
    “What are we going to do? The colonel can’t accuse the mayor.” 
 
      
 
    “No. But he can start limiting what information he shares with him. That conversation and strategy development will be between you and Colonel Butler.” 
 
      
 
    “Sheesh,” Joe says, raking his hand through his hair. “You’re source has been right so far. Maggie, how am I going to tell Colonel Butler? And if Mayor Kendrick finds out, how am I going to keep my job?” 
 
      
 
    “You’ll do the right thing, Constable Joe Kelly. I assure you, my source is correct.” 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    “Thank you for coming in, Colonel.” Mayor Kendrick’s smile becomes wider. He shakes Smedley Butler’s hand. 
 
      
 
    “Of course, sir.” Butler sits ramrod straight in front of Kendrick’s desk. Freddy is puzzled by the unusual tension in the air. The colonel positively bristles with hostility. Arrogance sometimes. Disdain often. But the hostility is new. It’s like he’s dealing with an adversary rather than his superior. Freddy gives a small shudder and then forces a smile. 
 
      
 
    “Colonel Butler—Smedley, I won’t beat around the bush. As you know, your leave of absence with the Marines is coming to an end, and I have decided that we cannot presume on their good graces any further.” 
 
      
 
    Colonel Butler’s face remains cold, impassive; waiting for more information. 
 
      
 
    “What I mean to say is that we will not be asking for an extension to your appointment.” 
 
      
 
    “Excuse me, Mayor. But to be clear, am I being fired?” 
 
      
 
    “I wouldn’t say fired. We, the people of Philadelphia and I, have been very pleased with your efforts. There has been extensive coverage in the newspapers about your successes. I’ve heard from many that the reduction in crime wouldn’t have been possible without you.” 
 
      
 
    Mayor Kendrick—Freddy—fusses with his tie. Colonel Butler nods, recognizing the wisdom of the District Attorney’s previous advice. Stealing Kendrick’s spotlight may have been a tactical error. 
 
      
 
    “We get many, many letters daily from grateful citizens. No, you’re doing an outstanding job, Colonel.” 
 
      
 
    “And those efforts, Mayor. You’re satisfied with the progress we’ve made?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh yes. We’ve had a significant crackdown on speakeasies and selling of illegal liquor.” The mayor chuckles, again fiddling with his tie. “I think we’ve probably had as many telephone calls from disgruntled saloon owners as there are letters of praise from private citizens.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, the speakeasy raids. It is indeed unfortunate that we have not been more successful.” Butler levels his gaze on the mayor. “It’s like they have a direct pipeline into our actions.” 
 
      
 
    Freddy’s smile falters. He looks down at his desk, shuffles more paper, and clears his throat. 
 
      
 
    “If I’m not being dismissed, then I am to continue to the end of my appointment in December?” 
 
      
 
    “Colonel, we’re being selfish keeping a man of your skills away from your true calling. Your duty is to the Marines. Flag and country and all that. Regretfully, I’m afraid that we’re going to have to part ways. I know it must have been difficult to step into this post. I’m sure you’d prefer to return to your former command. And I encourage you to do that.” 
 
      
 
    “I see. Returning to my former command. Strategic timing? Just to clarify, my leave is up in a few months. Would you like me to continue in my post until then, or leave immediately?” Butler asks. 
 
      
 
    “Colonel. Please. You shouldn’t take this the wrong way. We’ve benefited from your efforts here in Philadelphia, and I hope that we can count on you until the leave officially ends, but it would be good for you to wind down. That way there’s no fuss. And we certainly don’t want to alert or alarm the public. No, that would not be good. However, I’m sure you’ll want to start making arrangements immediately. Write up your review. Consider this a heads up. This gives you time to prepare for your return to your previous posting; there’s bound to be lots of reading and catching up. People that need to be notified. New orders that will need to be drawn up.” 
 
      
 
    In the face of Butler’s stony silence, Kendrick fusses with the papers on his desk again, avoiding catching Colonel Butler’s eye. “While you’re still performing your duties here,” Freddy pauses and draws a breath, “perhaps temper your approach a bit, Colonel? I don’t suppose you could do something about crime without causing quite so much concern?” 
 
      
 
    “You sound like a patient asking his doctor to fix his liver so that he can keep drinking, Mayor.” 
 
      
 
    “Ah yes, quite. Well, continue on, but gently, Colonel. And do let me know if your plans change and you’re ordered to return sooner.” Mayor Kendrick beams at the Colonel. “Ahem, any more raids planned in the meantime? Anything I should know about?” There’s a twinkle in his eye. 
 
      
 
    Butler stands ramrod straight in front of the mayor’s desk. He looks down his long beak-like nose. His top lip curls, and then the stone-faced mask falls back into place. “No. We’re going to take a hiatus for the time being. I believe that was your direction, sir.” 
 
      
 
    The mayor frowns, but nods, “Yes, that’s probably for the best.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 48  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   M aggie, Tommy, Teddy, and his mother, Mrs. Galway, stroll along the museum hallways. This is the first time she’s met her accounting professor’s mother. It’s a significant step in any relationship and it has Maggie feeling nervous, young, excited; an almost forgotten combination not experienced since she and Jack courted. They had originally planned the outing for the park but, with the turn in the fall weather, decided on the museum instead. The facility is crowded, sounds bouncing off hard marble spaces. They make slow progress as Mrs. Galway is somewhat infirm, walking stiffly with a cane. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t run, young man,” Mrs. Galway snaps. It has been a long time since she’s had a boy with Tommy’s exuberance to deal with. Maggie glances at Teddy. If she ever did. 
 
      
 
    Teddy has his mother’s arm linked through his own. Maggie’s not sure if it’s for support or just a lifelong habit he’s acquired. That leaves Maggie on his other side, with Tommy trying to walk dutifully beside, but constantly being distracted by the exhibits. 
 
      
 
    “Just think. In a few months, we’ll be strolling along the Sesquicentennial grounds. Won’t that be something, Mrs. Galway?” Maggie says. 
 
      
 
    “A giant waste of money, if you ask me,” says Mrs. Galway. “Bill Vare and Freddy Kendrick. Now there’s a dangerous pair. Up to no good. Bad enough we have Kendrick as mayor, I hear that Vare is running for Senate. Better hide the silverware, Teddy.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Mother.” Teddy steals a look at Maggie and smiles apologetically.  
 
      
 
    “It’s such a beautiful day, Mother. Let’s not spoil it with talk of politics. Did I mention that Mrs. Barnes is a bookkeeper for several of the small businesses in her neighborhood?” 
 
      
 
    Mrs. Galway gives Maggie a look she recognizes from her mother. “It’s no wonder your boy runs wild, Mrs. Barnes. With no mother at home. I have never approved of women setting aside their family responsibilities to work outside the home. Not during the war and not now.” Mrs. Galway strikes the floor forcefully with her cane with every pronouncement. 
 
      
 
    Maggie leans awkwardly past Teddy so that she can speak directly to Mrs. Galway. “I work from home, Mrs. Galway, so I can be there when Tommy gets home from school.”  
 
      
 
    “Mother, look. Knights’ armor like in King Arthur.” Tommy says, tugging at Maggie’s arm. 
 
      
 
    “The museum is too crowded, Teddy. I was hoping for a quiet visit,” Mrs. Galway says, grousing to no one in particular. Maggie expects that she and Tommy are part of the unwanted hordes. Teddy absently pats his mother’s hand on his arm and gives Maggie another apologetic smile. 
 
      
 
    Maggie had taken care dressing for this outing, choosing a longer skirt, glad for her practical, brown, wool coat, given the brisk breeze outside. The small hat on her head sports a pheasant feather, almost in defiance. But there has been only disapproval in Mrs. Galway’s glances and comments since she and Tommy had climbed into Teddy’s car. Nerts to you, too. 
 
      
 
    A Sunday afternoon tour, followed by lunch at Green’s. It had sounded like a lovely day when Teddy had first proposed it to Maggie over one of their regular ‘coffee-after-class’ dates. But Mrs. Galway appears determined to drive any enjoyment away.  
 
      
 
    Walking along the corridors, past the stuffed animals and ancient artifacts, Maggie daydreams. At least she and Mother would get along. Maybe too much? I’d be a bone between two snarling dogs. Maggie shudders. Being Mrs. Teddy Galway would be nice. No worries. A good home for Tommy. But would we have our own home, or would we be living with his mother? Maggie shudders again. I ran away from home to get away from my mother. Why would I want to run up the front steps into another house with a different one? Maybe one even worse?  
 
      
 
    “Are you chilled, Mrs. Barnes? You seem to be shivering.” Teddy looks at Maggie with concern. 
 
      
 
    “No, I’m fine, Professor Galway.” 
 
      
 
    Mrs. Galway peers past Teddy to have a good look at Maggie. “She looks peaked, Teddy. Is she sickly?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m fine. Really. Thank you for your concern, Mrs. Galway.”  Whatever was I thinking? Teddy may be a kind and gentle man, but there’s no future with Mrs. Galway in the picture. 
 
      
 
    “That’s a lovely hat, Mrs. Barnes,” Teddy says. His admiring gaze takes in more than her hat. 
 
      
 
    “Thank you, Professor Galway.” Maggie blushes, suddenly optimistic that the day can still be salvaged. 
 
      
 
    “I’m not an admirer of today’s fashions. Far too much skin exposed. An ankle caused an uproar when I was a girl, and now suddenly we’ve got knees on display. It says a lot about a woman by how much leg she flashes around. It always looks a bit desperate to me. Cheap.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie looks down at her mid-calf skirt and suddenly wishes it were shorter. 
 
      
 
    “Now look at that. That’s exactly what I am talking about,” Mrs. Galway says, pointing ahead with her cane. “A loose woman if there ever was one.” 
 
      
 
    Teddy, Maggie, and Tommy both scan the broad corridor ahead. 
 
      
 
    Oh no.  
 
      
 
    “Mrs. Duffy. Hiya, Mrs. Duffy.” Tommy shakes loose Maggie’s grip on his hand and dashes ahead to Edith and Mickey, who are also strolling along, enjoying the exhibits. 
 
      
 
    “Why, look at you, Tommy Barnes. Grown a good six inches since I saw you last.” Edith gives Tommy a big hug. Maggie gives a silent chortle. She can see what caused Mrs. Galway’s consternation. Edith is wearing a bright purple coat and matching dress and hat. The broach pinned to the hat sparkles brilliantly, and its three purple feathers stand at attention. Beneath the ruffle of the dress, Edith’s beautiful knees are on full display to many admiring glances. 
 
      
 
    “Edith, you’re the last person I expected to see today.” Maggie leans in to give her friend a peck on the cheek. 
 
      
 
    “I was feeling housebound, and convinced Mickey to bring me here. When you mentioned that you were planning a visit, I just knew I had to check out the exhibits myself.” Edith winks. 
 
      
 
    “Mrs. Galway, Professor Galway, I’d like you to meet my good friends, Mr. and Mrs. Mickey Duffy. Edith, this is my professor from school, Teddy Galway and his mother, Mrs. Galway.”  
 
      
 
    Mickey tips his hat. 
 
      
 
    “A pleasure to meet you, Teddy. Maggie talks non-stop about—”Edith is stopped by Maggie’s sudden cough. 
 
      
 
    “Talks non-stop about school and accounting. She just loves your…” Edith pauses and winks at Teddy, “class.” 
 
      
 
    Oh please, floor, just swallow me up now. 
 
      
 
    “Mickey Duffy, you say? You must find it a burden to share a name with that notorious murdering gangster, Mr. Duffy.” Mrs. Galway gestures toward Mickey with the tip of her cane. 
 
      
 
    Edith and Maggie smother their amusement with gloved hands, although Maggie’s mood is tinged with a touch of panic.  
 
      
 
    “What is it that you do, Mr. Duffy?” Mrs. Galway demands, cross at the reaction to her last statement. 
 
      
 
    “I bring comfort to the masses, Mrs. Galway,” Mickey says. Mrs. Galway misses his smirk. 
 
      
 
    “It’s a mission you run then, Mr. Duffy?” 
 
      
 
    “In a manner of speaking. The Cadix could be thought of like a mission of sorts. Despondent masses making their way through the doorway, looking for respite from the cares of the world.” Edith jabs him in the ribs with her elbow, choking back her laughter. 
 
      
 
    “Excuse me, Mrs. Galway. Professor. Apparently, we need to be on our way. It was great seeing you again, Mrs. Barnes,” says Mickey. He tips his hat as Edith drags him away. 
 
      
 
    “Bye, Edith. Talk to you soon,” Maggie calls after her friend. 
 
      
 
    “The Cadix. You mean that nightclub? Oh, Teddy, I think that may have been the gangster himself,” Mrs. Galway says, squinting at the retreating backs of Edith and Mickey, whose shoulders are shaking with laughter. 
 
      
 
    Teddy looks at Maggie. Maggie shrugs. No explanation can make this situation better. 
 
      
 
    “Teddy. I think we should go back to the car. I’ve had enough of the museum.” Mrs. Galway plants her cane firmly on the ground. “And I’m not sure that, after that shock, I’m up for lunch, either.” 
 
      
 
    Teddy hovers over his mother, fussing. “Are you sure, Mother? You do look a bit pale. Would you like to wait on this bench while I bring the car around?” 
 
      
 
    “No, I think I can manage to make it to the car, sweetheart. But I should go home and lie down. You’re a good boy, Teddy. Come, let’s go,” Mrs. Galway says, patting Teddy’s cheek.  
 
      
 
    Maggie turns to Tommy, who looks hopeful the awful afternoon may be over and he can go play with his friends. 
 
      
 
    Teddy changes direction and he and Mrs. Galway head off the way they’ve just come. “Of course, Mother. Let me take your arm. Now, let’s go slowly. We don’t want to overdo it.”  
 
      
 
    Maggie and Tommy slowly trail after the pair, any promise in the day now almost faded. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 49  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   M aggie holds Archie’s arm tightly. They are being jostled and buffeted by the huge crowd that has come out in support of Colonel Butler. Since the news broke that Mayor Kendrick was not renewing the colonel’s contract, people have risen up in protest. There is general agreement in Philadelphia that he has been the force driving the change sweeping the city: speakeasies closing down, booze-cans, gin-joints, and beer flats shut, crooked cops put away. Without him, the public is afraid that—heck, there is no ‘that’—without him people are just afraid. 
 
      
 
    “Is Joe working tonight?” Archie shouts in Maggie’s ear. “The entire department seems to be here to keep order. You think they’re worried there might be a riot?” 
 
      
 
    “Certainly our newest tenant, Dick Beamish from the Inquirer, seems to think so. Do you think we can get any closer? I can’t see a thing,” Maggie says, straining to see around the man standing in front of her. 
 
      
 
    “With so many people inside the arena, I think we should stand close to one of the exits, just in case. You never know. This crowd is pretty worked up.” 
 
      
 
    While they can’t see the stage, they can certainly hear the voices through the speakers. Leaders from several church groups go first, and then a woman from the Christian Women’s Temperance League speaking on the evils of alcohol and the colonel’s heroic efforts to curb its ruinous advance. Always eager to appear at the front of any parade, the governor as well as State and Federal senators have a few remarks. 
 
      
 
    “We want the colonel. We want the colonel.” The crowd chants. 
 
      
 
    “Be ready. I’m not liking how this is going,” says Archie. His head is swivelling from side to side, scanning the crowd. 
 
      
 
    “We can’t go yet. I want to hear Colonel Butler speak.” 
 
      
 
    Colonel Smedley Butler, cape swirling, medals on full display, approaches the podium. He grips the edges and looks sternly at the crowd. 
 
      
 
    “Citizens of Philadelphia. Brave souls. You are living in trying and dangerous times. You have been abandoned. When I leave, who will protect you? The mayor?” 
 
      
 
    The crowd screams, “NO!” 
 
      
 
    “The police?” 
 
      
 
    The crowd screams “NO!” 
 
      
 
    “Make no mistake, good citizens. From his chair in City Hall, Mayor Kendrick is leading a corrupt city. He has held back our attempts to restore the safety and security of Philadelphia. He interferes in police business. He has prevented me from enforcing the Volstead Act and the law. He is a disloyal chief. But alas, it is not he that is leaving, but myself. I have been betrayed. And that means you have been betrayed by those in whom you placed your trust.” 
 
      
 
    The crowd chants. “Butler! Butler!” 
 
      
 
    “I have tried to do my duty. But cannot carry it alone. Each one of you has a duty to perform as well. You MUST demand clean government.” The Colonel punches the air above his head. The crowd roars. “You MUST take a stand against  corruption!” Again, he punches the air. The crowd roars. “You MUST use your power in the ballot box to drive this corruption from office.” 
 
      
 
    The crowd surges toward the podium. Police form a barricade in front of the stage. 
 
      
 
    “You MUST demand the separation of politics and policing.” Again, arm raised. “The police are the servants of the people, the servants of justice. Not the servants of the mayor and City Hall.” The crowd roars its approval.  
 
      
 
    “This is the City of Brotherly Love. It should be a beacon. Instead, it is a cesspool. Get down from the bleachers, good citizens of Philadelphia, and join the procession. Do what you must to protect your families and your city. Demand that if I go—he goes.” 
 
      
 
    The crowd is beside itself, stomping and shouting. Placards are waved. The mob is unleashed. Police move in. Fights and scuffles break out. The colonel, standing on the stage above the fray, watches. “And if I go, he goes,” he repeats quietly to himself. 
 
      
 
    Clutching onto Archie, the pair work their way against the crowd who are trying to reach the stage. A placard narrowly misses Archie’s head. Maggie’s elbows are up, abandoning civility for self-defence. They are squeezed through the exit, bursting out onto the sidewalk and fresh air. 
 
      
 
    The roar of the crowd is audible even from inside the trolley as it pulls away from a stop. “What do you think Kendrick’s going to do now?” she asks Archie, who is glancing around anxiously. His usually neat hair is dishevelled, and he’s lost his hat somewhere back in the melee.  
 
      
 
    “I don’t think he has any choice. He’ll need to ask the Marines to give Butler at least a year’s extension on his leave or the crowd will rip him apart, electorally if not literally. He has aspirations for the Governor’s Mansion, so he’s going to be very cautious, making sure he comes out on the right side of this.” 
 
      
 
    “But the colonel slapped him around pretty badly tonight. I don’t know how he retains his dignity and authority after this.”  
 
      
 
    “Dignity and the mayor? An oxymoron. Kendrick will be calling the governor and Bill Vare to test the waters for political support. If they say Butler stays, he stays, and Mayor ‘call-me-Freddy’ Kendrick will have to live with it.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, tomorrow’s headlines will be interesting,” Maggie says. “I wonder if we’ll see Dick at all tonight, or whether he’ll be tied to his typewriter?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m sure the Inquirer will have a field day with this. They dislike Kendrick as much as Colonel Butler does.” 
 
      
 
    “It will be interesting to hear what Joe has to say, as well. He’s so loyal to Colonel Butler.” 
 
      
 
    “Blind loyalty is not a useful characteristic in these times.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 50  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   M aggie twitches back the curtains of her living room window and peers out into the twilight. She glances at the clock. Quarter to seven. She looks back out the window, and then again at the clock. The minute hand has barely moved. She walks over to the mirror and rechecks her hair, just in case something untoward has happened to it since she last checked—five minutes ago. 
 
      
 
    Tommy is at the dining room table, supposedly doing his homework. He watches all the to-ing and fro-ing with amused smirks. Unbeknownst to Tommy, Frank is watching too. He’s in his chair by the fireplace, contentedly puffing on a cigar. 
 
      
 
    Ten to seven. Back to the window. Frank chuckles, earning a scowl from Maggie. An engine comes to an idle outside. Maggie rushes to the mirror again; cheeks flushed pink, the skirts of her tawny colored dress with scarlet polka-dots swirl around her legs. She quickly retouches her lipstick, a darker shade of red than usual. 
 
      
 
    “You look lovely, my dear,” Frank says. She smiles and slips on her coat. 
 
      
 
    There is a knock. Tommy jumps up and runs over to the door, flinging it wide. 
 
      
 
    “Hello, young man. Nice to see you again.” Teddy steps into the front hall and shakes Tommy’s hand.  
 
      
 
    “Hello, Professor Galway. Nice to see you too, sir.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie kisses Tommy on the forehead, leaving a smear of Romantic Flame behind.  
 
      
 
    “Aw, Mother,” Tommy says, rubbing at the lipstick. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t wait up, Tommy. And finish your homework. Mr. Mansfield and Mr. Sessions are here if you need anything.” 
 
      
 
    “Have a good time, Mother.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, before I forget. I got you a gift, Mrs. Barnes. To make up for our museum trip that was cut short,” Teddy says, blushing a bit as he fumbles in his pocket, pulling out a small package. “I hope you like it. It’s one of Mother’s favorites.” He hands the gift to Maggie. 
 
      
 
    “How lovely. Thank you, Professor Galway.” She peels back the paper and reveals a small book with a bright scarlet cover and gold stamped title. “Oh, it’s a book. Charlotte Bronte’s Jane Eyre.” 
 
      
 
    “Mother says it is an anguished cry from the depths of a struggling, suffering, much-enduring spirit.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, well I’m sure I’ll enjoy it anyway. Thank you. That’s very thoughtful. I love to read. It fills the time so well. Tommy, can you put this on my desk?” 
 
      
 
    Teddy smiles. “Well, we’re off then. Good night, Tommy. Good luck with that homework.” 
 
      
 
    As the door closes, Frank sits, bemused, staring at the small red book. 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    Edith slips into the powder room in the foyer of the hotel and checks her lipstick in the mirror. Scarlet red against her pale skin and brunette hair. A faint blush to her cheeks. Her heart flutters. Glancing around to make sure she’s alone, she lays out two short lines of cocaine—a bit of courage. 
 
      
 
    The elevator lumbers along: second floor, third floor, fourth floor, bing. She opens her fur coat, shrugging one shoulder free. She’s wearing a scarlet satin dress that clings to her every curve. She walks down the hallway, breathless. Room Four Fifty. 
 
      
 
    The door opens. Tony stands there. Shirtsleeves, top collar button undone. A shock of jet black hair escapes and plays on his forehead. The provocative mustache dances on his upper lip. 
 
      
 
    “Edie.” He breathes her name into her hair, taking her into his arms, nudging the door closed with his foot.  
 
      
 
    “Tony,” she murmurs.  
 
      
 
    They cling to each other before she can fully remove her fur coat. Edith had been lost and now she is found. 
 
      
 
    She breaks away and gives a shaky laugh. “A drink. I need a drink.” 
 
      
 
    On the dresser, reflected in the mirror, is a crystal vase of scarlet roses. Propped in front is a stiff, white envelope. Tony grabs it as he brings her drink over to where she’s sitting on the bed. 
 
      
 
    “What? For me?” She tears open the flap, excited. Inside are two tickets to a musical playing Saturday. Tony pulls one of the tickets out of her hand and tucks it into his shirt pocket.  
 
      
 
    “Just a little something. I figured Duffy wouldn’t take you, and I always want to know when I’ll see you again, beautiful.” 
 
      
 
    Edith holds the ticket in one hand and her drink in the other as Tony lowers his head and begins to nuzzle her neck. He slips the fur coat off and begins to hunt for the fastenings of her dress.  
 
      
 
    “Oh Tony, you make me feel so good.” With a dazed gaze, she sees the red roses on the bureau, one single red petal lying on the polished wood. 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    Mickey slips off his jacket and lowers his suspenders. They hang like parentheses on his hips. He walks over to the bar cart and pours a shot of whiskey, tossing it back. 
 
      
 
    “Mickey, are you coming?” 
 
      
 
    Mickey turns toward the bedroom door where Delores stands. Clinging to her is a bit of flame red silk, a small bit of nothing that caught Mickey’s eye in the window of the hotel gift shop on the way up. 
 
      
 
    She slowly lifts one strap, lets it slip. When she’s sure she has his attention, she slides off the other, and the camisole slithers to the floor. She stands there, slim hips, small breasts like crab apples, a nude child-like Venus with long, honey-gold hair. Mickey strides over, kicking the garment out of the way. He grabs her roughly and pushes her back on the bed. 
 
      
 
    Delores, his weight heavy on her, looks to the side and sees the pretty, new slip, crushed and discarded in the corner. Mickey’s body is also crushing. She sighs, closes her eyes and hangs on tight. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 51  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   “ You’re too thin, Margaret. You’ll never attract a man looking like a scarecrow. Is this one of those flapper fads that you’re always going on about?” 
 
      
 
    Maggie winces. Trust her mother to go immediately on the attack. Maggie had suggested a neutral location for their ritual pre-Christmas visit, albeit a little earlier this year because of Maggie’s busy December schedule. Cordelia Gifford is a pillar of tradition and insists on it, regardless of the strain it places them both under. Maybe she enjoys it? Certainly she never makes an effort to be kinder, or to get along. What does she have to be so resentful of? She’s not a widow, raising a son, the bank knocking on her front door.  
 
      
 
    “I’ve been working very hard Mother. I’m juggling lodgers, school, Tommy, my business, and a few other projects. Keeping all those balls in the air is demanding.” Don’t mention the investigation. 
 
      
 
    “Well, my first priority is always your father. I always make sure that I look good for him when he comes home. But I guess you have the luxury of not having to worry about that, don’t you?” Cordelia consults her menu. The hurtful words come from behind the large menu at Green’s Garden Café. 
 
      
 
    Oh, why do I do this? I know what will happen. A misguided sense of family? That martyr complex again? Wanting to make sure Mother has my version of success stories for her precious Garden Club? Regardless, I don’t think it’s healthy. 
 
      
 
    “And what are your Christmas plans, Mother?” Maggie asks, flapping her menu. 
 
      
 
    Cordelia Gifford huffs. “I imagine that we’ll be spending it alone. Again. Unless you change your mind and join us? We’d love to be able to celebrate the holidays with you and Tommy.” 
 
      
 
    “Unfortunately, we’ll be busy. The same as last year. Next year too, for that matter.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, really, Margaret. Sometimes you are so stubborn. Just like your father.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m nothing like my Father.” 
 
      
 
    “What about the bookkeeping business? What about the boarding house business? You’re exactly like your father.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie huffs. 
 
      
 
    “And how is Tommy? Still doing well in school?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, yes. He’s doing very well. We’re still planning that he’ll go to Boys’ Central High School in a few years.” Don’t mention the cheating. 
 
      
 
    “Excellent school. Your father is a graduate.” 
 
      
 
    “You’ve mentioned that.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m sure he could make a few inquiries when the time is right.” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t think we’ll need to ask him to do that. Tommy is an excellent student.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m sure he is.” 
 
      
 
    “And how is Father filling his time now that he’s retired?” 
 
      
 
    “He’s staying busy. He’s doing some accounting work for a few acquaintances. Very similar to your little business, Margaret.” 
 
      
 
    “I doubt that. I’m a bookkeeper. I look after payrolls, inventory, money coming in and going out. I don’t deal with high finance.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, you never know, dear. You certainly have the capacity for it. You could set up an office together. Gifford and Gifford.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie rolls her eyes. Even her attempts at a compliment have barbs. “Gifford and Barnes. Again, the likelihood of Father and I talking to each other, let alone opening a business, is the same as hell freezing over, Mother. I try not to work with murderous felons.” Don’t mention Mickey Duffy. 
 
      
 
    “Margaret, that is cruel. And you know it. I’m disappointed in you.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie simmers, trying to regain her control. The last outburst was unfortunate. She doesn’t want her mother thinking that her sharp words are having any affect. But I’d rather choke than apologize. 
 
      
 
    “You know, one of the Garden Club members saw a woman who could have been your sister selling liquor on a street corner. Isn’t that amazing?” 
 
      
 
    Maggie’s sputters water over the table. She struggles to regain control. “A secret family you’re keeping from me, Mother?” Don’t mention the Minnows. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t be impertinent, Margaret. I found it amusing, and thought you might as well. Oh, by the way, thank you for the invitation to Fanny’s bridal tea. I enjoyed meeting her family. And Sergeant Kelly’s family, of course. Have they recently immigrated?” 
 
      
 
    “You know perfectly well that Joe’s been here since he was a little boy. Sometimes, Mother,” Maggie warns. 
 
      
 
    “Of course, it merely slipped my mind, Margaret. I meant nothing by it. And what about you, my dear? Are you seeing anyone?” 
 
      
 
    “No, Jack will always be the only man for me.” Don’t mention Teddy. 
 
      
 
    “Sometimes I think you clutch his memory to you like a hair shirt. It’s been seven years, Margaret. Will you ever be ready to remarry?” 
 
      
 
    Seven years. I’ve been without Jack for seven years. Surely it hasn’t been that long? The question makes Maggie pause.  
 
      
 
    “I don’t think so, Mother. I gave up a lot to love Jack, and now I’m giving up a lot to love the son Jack and I have. I’ve learned to cherish my independence, and we are managing quite well.” Don’t mention the mortgage. 
 
      
 
    “How is school?” 
 
      
 
    “Is there not a topic we can discuss without me feeling like I’m under attack? University classes are fine, thank you very much. I’m doing very well on the exams. I should be done the first level this spring.” 
 
      
 
    “Margaret, I’ll never understand this hysterical sensitivity you have. I’m pleased to hear you’re enjoying it and doing well. You come by it naturally, you know. When do you find time to study?” 
 
      
 
    “Tommy and I spend most afternoons, before supper, with our books open doing our homework together.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, that’s certainly a different image of motherly bonding than in my day, but I can see the appeal. When you were a girl, I loved to stand and watch you with your nose buried in a book. I imagine Tommy’s the same way.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie jerks her head and stares at her mother. Is the old curmudgeon finally beginning to thaw? Well, if she can bend a little, I suppose I can as well. 
 
      
 
    “And how is the Garden Club?” 
 
      
 
    “Why thank you for asking, Margaret. You’ll never guess what Mrs. Frazer told me ….”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 52  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   M ickey’s at his suite at the Ritz. A plate with toast crumbs and a bit of dried egg has been pushed to the side. He’s enjoying coffee with the latest newspaper headlines. There’s a sharp knock at the door, and John Bricker comes in, followed by a little girl. Ribbons are tied in her hair. She holds a paper bag in front of her pinafore. 
 
      
 
    Henry, who had been sitting on the couch with his own stack of newspapers, looks up.  “Bricker. Congratulations. I hear your old lady has another bun in the oven, eh?” 
 
      
 
    John grins. “Thanks, Henry. Yeah, I’ll soon have enough for my own baseball team.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey looks up and frowns. “John. Didn’t we talk about this? This ain’t no place for a kid, especially a girl.” 
 
      
 
    “Sorry, Boss, but Dot was supposed to be at my sister’s today on account of my wife, Annie, not feeling well.” The last part of the sentence is said with meaning, and John looks hard at Mickey and then at his daughter. 
 
      
 
    “You dog,” Mickey says with a grin. “Maybe another boy?” Mickey slaps John on the back, handing him a cigar from the wooden box on the table. 
 
      
 
    “We’ve already got five kids, two girls and three boys but, for sure, another will be a blessing. Look, my sister will be by within the hour to pick Dot up. I told her that it would be okay for Dot to wait here, with me.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, that’s just grand, except that I’m supposed to be at the bank in twenty minutes, and you’re driving me.” 
 
      
 
    “Rats. I forgot. Say, Henry? Could you keep an eye on Dot until I get back? She has her dolls and stuff to keep her amused.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, that’s me. Babysitter. Sure, John, and give my love to Annie. Good luck.” 
 
      
 
    *  *  * 
 
      
 
    Mickey and John make quick work of the bank, then walk from the car back into the hotel suite. They’re deep into a discussion about Philly’s baseball team when John leans forward and opens the door. Mickey starts to go in and then stops dead. His full-stop blocks John from entering.  
 
      
 
    Sitting on the floor, playing with Dot and her dolls, is Delores: her hair is mussed from just getting out of bed, the silken strap of her camisole has slipped off her shoulder, her face smeared with make-up. 
 
      
 
    Underneath the sleaze, Mickey sees the innocence of a thirteen-year-old girl delighted to be playing dolls. Mickey turns his head; begins to retch.  
 
      
 
    Henry looks up from the couch. “The kiddies have been good as gold, boys. Although they may want some cookies and milk for a snack.” Henry levels Mickey a look that is weighted with the sarcasm in his words. Mickey shakes his head in disbelief. 
 
      
 
    Delores looks up from her playthings. “Hi, Mickey.” She starts to get up. Mickey backs away and clears his throat. “That’s okay, Delores. You keep playing. I’m glad you two girls are getting along. John, maybe you could call down for milk and cookies for the girls. Henry and I are going to have a little chat,” Mickey says, nodding toward the other bedroom. 
 
      
 
    Mickey walks over to the bed, sinks to the edge. His head is in his hands. “Oh, my God, Henry, what have I done?” 
 
      
 
    Henry leans against the closed door. “Well, it’s about time you wised up. I told you so, Mickey. But you didn’t listen. She’s just a kid. Ya gotta send Delores home.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey looks up at Henry. “Yes, of course. And get rid of her brothers. I won’t have vermin like them in my crew.” 
 
      
 
    Henry nods. “You want to say goodbye?” 
 
      
 
    “No. Just get her outta here. Do it nice though. Maybe give her a couple of bucks. Jesus, she’s just a kid.” 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    Mickey is playing cards with a couple of the guys in the suite. He’s not holding anything special, but it passes the time. Outside in the hallway, he can hear thumping and crying. “What the hell?” he mutters. He nods to Gus, “Go check that out.” 
 
      
 
    Gus is just opening the door when it bursts open. Delores stumbles inside. Tears stream down her face, mixing with the blood from her nose and a smashed lip. The right eye will be black and swollen shut soon. 
 
      
 
    Everyone in the room jumps up, pulling out their guns.  
 
      
 
    “Delores?” 
 
      
 
    Delores looks at Mickey. “My brothers say I’m not supposed to come home. They said I was supposed to stay here. Oh, Mickey, please don’t send me away. They’ll hurt me bad next time.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey walks over to her, gently putting his hands on her arms. “Frankie did this?” 
 
      
 
    She nods. 
 
      
 
    “Gus, you, Fingers, and I are going for a little ride. Come on, Delores. I’ll make this right.” 
 
      
 
    “No, Mickey, please,” she wails. He grabs her arm firmly and together they head downstairs.  
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    Mickey comes into the hotel suite and heads to the bar cart, where Henry is standing.  
 
      
 
    “How’d it go?” Henry asks. 
 
      
 
    “I’m afraid I let my anger get the better of me. But they won’t be coming back around here anytime soon.” 
 
      
 
    “Dead?” 
 
      
 
    “No. But maybe they wish they were.” Mickey takes his glass, drains it, and pours another. “Sukinsyn, those bastards will be sorry they ever tried to put one over on Mickey Duffy.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 53  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   I t’s another night on the town for the two Duffys and entourage. Henry and Edith sit alone at the Cadix. Mickey, shadowed by John Bricker, is prowling around the crowd; mingling, he calls it. 
 
      
 
    Henry leans over and grabs the champagne bottle from the bucket. “It’s empty. All gone. Kaput.” 
 
      
 
    “Ah, thas no good.” Edith tries to stand, but staggers on her high heels. She sits and tells him to go get more.  
 
      
 
    “Sure thing, doll.” He, too, staggers when he stands, but keeps walking.  
 
      
 
    Edith watches the boisterous patrons dancing and laughing. Why isn’t she having fun? Where is Mickey? Although who is Mickey with might be a better question. Edith fumes and attempts one more swallow from her empty glass.  
 
      
 
    Henry returns with a bottle of whiskey and two clean glasses. 
 
      
 
    “I’m sick of champagne. It makes me want to throw up. Let’s drink thish instead.” He fills two glasses to the rim. 
 
      
 
    “Oopsie-daisy, don’t spill.” Edith giggles. “Why so glum, chum?” she says, swaying in her chair. 
 
      
 
    “Stan came back.” 
 
      
 
    “What was that?” Edith shouts over the music and the crowd. “Stan? Stan who?” 
 
      
 
    “You know. Stan Leszek. Works for Mickey. The one whose kid was found dead in the river, shot. And dumped. Splash. You know—Stan.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, that Stan. Speak up, Henry. I can hardly hear you. Say, ain’t that horn player great?” Edith turns toward the stage and applauds. 
 
      
 
    Henry stares at the whiskey in his glass. 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry. What were you saying, Henry?” 
 
      
 
    “I was talking about Stan’s kid, who died.” 
 
      
 
    “Of course, I was at the funeral. That was so sad, Henry. So sad. The little boy.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I know. Sad. Sad. Sad.” Henry keeps shaking his head, captivated by the rolling motion. 
 
      
 
    He polishes off his glass and refills it. He looks at Edith’s drink, but it hasn’t been touched. 
 
      
 
    “It always bothers me when I hear stuff like that about kids. What happened again?” Edith asks. She repeats the question to be heard over the music. 
 
      
 
    “The kid was shot. And tossed in the river. Splash.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s so awful. An innocent little boy. I remember now.” Tears well up. 
 
      
 
    “I did it, Edith. I tossed him. Splash. Every time I look at Stan I think about what I did.”  
 
      
 
    Edith recoils from Henry in horror. “What did you say? What you did? Oh my God, Henry. You shot the kid?” 
 
      
 
    The trumpet player stands and belts out a flourish. “No, Edith. I said I found the kid. And tossed him in the river. But the kid had already been shot. It could have been anybody. Bullets were flying, you know what I mean? But that doesn’t change it. The kid’s still dead.”  
 
      
 
    Finally, the trumpet player sits. Edith leans away from Henry. “That’s terrible. You’re some kind of monster.” 
 
      
 
    Henry looks at her blearily. “Yeah, I know.” 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    Edith and Maggie have squeezed in time to meet at Green’s. Edith has arranged to meet Tony upstairs after lunch, but didn’t share that news with Maggie. Instead, their heads are bent close as they titter over Maggie’s museum visit with the Galways. 
 
      
 
    “You have got to be kidding me, doll. That’s your professor? I admit he’s good looking, but his mother, now she’s a piece of work.” 
 
      
 
    “I know. If she weren’t in the picture, there might be a chance. But there’s no way I could ever live with Mother Galway. Especially with Tommy. I know what kind of childhood he’d have under her roof.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, it sounds like your mother and Old Mrs. Galway are two peas in a pod.” Edith suddenly roars with laughter. “A mission. Mickey running a mission.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie chuckles, remembering. “We’ve been out again, you know. We went to dinner and a movie. It was lovely, but no fireworks. You know what I mean?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, do I ever,” Edith says, smiling. “Maybe he’s just a nice ‘starter’ model, you know, helping you get over Jack. You said you liked that there was no pressure. The first time out would be hard, whoever it was.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s an interesting way of looking at it,” Maggie says. “Yes, I could see Teddy as a starter model.” 
 
      
 
    “Is Tommy looking forward to Christmas break?” 
 
      
 
    “He is, but I’m super busy. Exams to study for. Christmas to get ready for. As crazy busy as it is, we’re settling into a routine, which helps. Month end and year end statements. One of my clients is a milliner. Did you like that cute little hat I wore at the museum? It’s a gift from her.” 
 
      
 
    “How are you set for clients?” 
 
      
 
    “I could really use a couple more. Some months I have enough billable hours to scrape by, and some months I’m not even able to do that. Money’s so tight, I don’t think I can afford another newspaper ad, so I’ll be wearing out shoe leather knocking on doors.” 
 
      
 
    Edith pats Maggie’s hand. “Don’t worry, doll. Something will turn up. It always does.”  
 
      
 
    Maggie smiles, grateful for Edith’s support. 
 
      
 
    A cloud settles on Edith’s face. “Do you think people who have been drinking will tell you the truth?”  
 
      
 
    The room is busy and noisy with guests. Edith, a bit peaked from the night before, winces with every loud noise. Her hand shakes when she picks up her water glass, spilling drops on the white tablecloth. Maggie frowns. Lately, her friend often looks like something the cat dragged in. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know, Edith. But that’s what they say. Why? Has something happened?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, a friend of mine told me something that knocked my socks off. I mean, really, really disturbing. And I don’t know what to do about it. Maybe he was drinking too much? Maybe I was and didn’t hear right. It was pretty loud. Maybe I just imagined it? Sometimes that happens. I don’t know. But it really bothers me.”  
 
      
 
    “Honey, you’re worrying me. What did he say?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, you remember that kid, Oskar. The one that died last year?” 
 
      
 
    “Of course. You and I met at his funeral. I helped the search parties. And he was one of Tommy’s friends. Why?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, Henry, you know… Mickey’s pal? Henry said he killed him. Or at least that’s what I think he said.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie is shocked. It’s been so long, and now, suddenly, Edith blurts out the answer to the mystery that’s been haunting her. 
 
      
 
    “Edith, are you sure? That’s huge.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes. No. Maybe. You know me Maggie. Sometimes things get mixed up, especially lately. I’m certain that’s what he said. Henry killed the kid.”

 
 
   
  
 


 Chapter 54  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   E dith and Tony sit in bed, smoking and enjoying the afterglow of a passionate and physical afternoon. They’ve managed to sneak time together every day this week. Tony’s boss, Ralph Copeland, has been preoccupied, not noticing Tony’s absences. And Mickey? Well, Mickey’s been busy down at the Ritz and not spending too much time at home. For Edith and Tony, the stolen hours add spice to an already potent cocktail. 
 
      
 
    “Things are getting pretty tense around the Precinct. Butler’s cracking down on dirty cops,” Tony says. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah? What does that mean for you?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m thinking of leaving. Maybe heading to Chicago. My mother’s cousin knows a guy there who could hook me up with something.” 
 
      
 
    Edith goes still. Her head continues to lay on his shoulder, her mind whirling with the news.  
 
      
 
    “Chicago?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, he’s got a sweet little outfit there. It wouldn’t be too much at first; I’ll have to pay my dues. But eventually, hey, a smart boy like me? Sky’s the limit, doll. None of this cops crap. I’ll be making real money for once, maybe Duffy money, hey Edie? Think of it. I’ll buy a club like the Cadix. The mayor will come swanning by; maybe I’d have a couple of my own cops in my back pocket. Have drinks with Capone. Lots of opportunities there for a fella like me. And there sure as hell isn’t any future here.” Tony blows a series of smoke rings into the air above their heads.  
 
      
 
    Edith watches and thinks. Delores. Mickey. Now Henry. She feels like she’s drowning in dirty bathwater as it empties out of the tub, swirling down the drain. A fresh start? 
 
      
 
    “When?” 
 
      
 
    “Soon. Butler’s closing in. Shutting us all down, one by one. I gotta make some arrangements fast. I figure a week, tops.” 
 
      
 
    Edith traces patterns on Tony’s damp chest. 
 
      
 
    “I’m going to miss ya, Edie. It’s been swell,” Tony says, eyes closed. 
 
      
 
    “Maybe you won’t have to.” 
 
      
 
    “How’s that again?” 
 
      
 
    “Maybe you won’t have to miss me. Why go alone? Maybe I could come with you. To Chicago.” 
 
      
 
    Tony nudges Edith aside and sits up. “What do you mean, Edith? You’re married to Mickey. You’re his gal.” 
 
      
 
    “That I know already, Tony. But, what did you say, oh yeah… there’s no future in it.” 
 
      
 
    “Edith, honey. You know I care about you. But that’s crazy.” 
 
      
 
    “It could work, Tony. I have plenty of dough stashed away. I’ve got my jewelry. It could be a little nest egg for us, maybe even a down payment on a club. And I’ve met Al Capone. We’ve stayed at their winter place in Miami. I could introduce you.” 
 
      
 
    “You know Capone? Nah, I couldn’t just show up on Capone’s doorstep with Mrs. Duffy. Although it would make a hell of an entrance.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh Tony, take me with you. Mickey won’t care. He wouldn’t know where we’ve gone. He won’t even care that I’m gone. You don’t need to worry about him. We could have such a glamorous life together in Chicago. Please, Tony?”  
 
      
 
    Tony sits silently, staring out the window, the cigarette forgotten in the ashtray. 
 
      
 
    “Tony?” 
 
      
 
    “Quiet, doll. I’m thinking.” 
 
      
 
    Edith puts her head on his shoulder, and he wraps an arm around her, the other behind his head. 
 
      
 
    Tony leans over and butts out his cigarette. He pulls Edith close and begins to caress her back. “Yeah, Edie. It could be swell. It could be real swell. Let’s go to Chicago.” 
 
      
 
    “I love you, Tony,” Edith whispers. 
 
      
 
    “Chicago it is. Just you and me, doll. Now, how about you show me how happy you are?” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 55  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   T he interview room at the police precinct is becoming familiar to Maggie. She and Frank have come to talk with Joe about Edith’s upsetting news. Maggie sits at the table, and Frank stands behind Maggie, his back to the wall. 
 
      
 
    Joe holds a pad of paper. He sports a black eye, the bruise beginning to turn green and yellow. 
 
      
 
    “That’s some shiner, Joe. Did you get it at the Butler rally last week?” 
 
      
 
    “Butler riot, more like. Yeah, I zigged instead of zagged and took an elbow for my troubles. We had to bust a few heads at the end. Were you there?” 
 
      
 
    “Archie and I went. Since Operation Minnow, I’ve come to regard Colonel Butler as my commanding officer as well. And I was curious, of course, to see what he’d say.” 
 
      
 
    “You didn’t get caught up in any of that brawling did you?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh no, Archie made sure we kept close to an exit. We left as soon as the colonel’s speech was over. A bit fiery don’t you think?”  
 
      
 
    “It was certainly strongly worded. There was a lot of grumping from fellow officers caught up in the ‘all police are crooked’ rhetoric. There are some cops not on the take, you know,” Joe says. 
 
      
 
    “And what’s the verdict? Will Kendrick back down?” 
 
      
 
    “Everyone’s been walking around on tenterhooks, waiting to see what happens. It would mean a major change of direction for the police if the colonel goes. Although, with your new tenant, you probably have a better pipeline to the decision than I do.” 
 
      
 
    “That could be true. Dick Beamish certainly has a nose for news.” Maggie leans in and whispers, “How did the colonel take the news about the mayor being the leak?” 
 
      
 
    “Gosh, that was a while ago. How long has it been since we talked? Was that the last time? Anyway, Colonel Butler was none too pleased. It’s probably part of the reason he was so tough on the mayor in his speech at the rally. He’s also been talking to the press at events, and what he’s saying about Kendrick is not flattering. He sees Kendrick as a traitor. Something’s brewing; been lots of chatter behind closed doors. We’ll just wait and see.” 
 
      
 
    “Like the rest of Philadelphia. More importantly, though, I’m dying to hear all about you. It has been a while hasn’t it? You’ve settled into the new house? How’s Fanny?” 
 
      
 
    “Right as rain. Married life is great,” Joe says, blushing. “Oh, it’s good to talk to you, Maggie. I’ve missed you.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes. It’s just not the same at home without you. Hopefully we’ll have some new Minnow assignments again? It’s been ages since we’ve been out.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m not sure, Maggie. As you can imagine, with the headlines that Colonel Butler’s leave wasn’t being extended for next year, it’s caused all kinds of chaos in the Precinct. Many of the initiatives have been put on the shelf until things settle down and we can see which way the wind will blow.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie sighs, putting her own troubles with money aside.  
 
      
 
    “You had asked me to let you know when the colonel was going to confront Captain Copeland. It’s going to happen later this morning. In the colonel’s office.” 
 
      
 
    “Ask him if he knows the exact time. I really would like to attend,” Frank says from his position behind Maggie. 
 
      
 
    “Do you know when exactly, Joe?” 
 
      
 
    “No, is it important?” 
 
      
 
    “I’ll wander over to Butler’s office after we’re finished here and see what I can learn,” Frank says. 
 
      
 
    “I’m not sure. Look Joe, I want to thank you for seeing me today. I know how busy you must be. But I wanted you to know that I have information. It’s about the murder of Oskar Leszek.” 
 
      
 
    “Really? That’s an old one. We were so hopeful. You and I. Back then. Go on, Maggie. Tell me everything.”  
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry to do this to you Joe, but once again, I’d like to have you investigate before I tell you how I came by the information. The person who told me would be in danger, once questions start being asked, even if the information isn’t true. It’s possible, in fact it’s likely, that they will come forward if it pans out. But I can’t put them in danger if it’s not true.” 
 
      
 
    “You’re putting me in a box, Maggie.” 
 
      
 
    “I understand, Joe. And I’m sorry.” 
 
      
 
    “All right, you did right by us before with information from the Phantom Informant. I guess we can trust you again with wherever this new information is coming from. Tell me what you know, and we’ll see what we can do.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie takes a breath to steady her nerves. “The person who killed Oskar confessed to my friend.”  
 
      
 
    Joe slams his hands down on the table, half rising from his chair. “Maggie, that’s great. After all this time, we’re going to be able to close this case. Wait until I give the news to Mrs. Leszek. She calls the Precinct at least once a month to see if there’s any news.” 
 
      
 
    “Hang on, Joe. There’s more. The people who were having the conversation, my friend and the potential murderer, were blotto drunk at the time. And it was very noisy. And there may have been drugs involved, so I’m not sure how reliable the confession is.” 
 
      
 
    Deflated, Joe considers the situation as Maggie sits there with Frank behind her.  
 
      
 
    “We can bring him in for questioning to see if he’ll talk to us. His confession to your friend may be a sign that he wants to come clean. What is his name?” 
 
      
 
    “Mercer. Henry Mercer.” 
 
      
 
    “From Duffy’s gang? I knew it. It was always a little too convenient that no one from the Duffy crew was involved. Oskar was last seen alive at Duffy’s warehouse, just before the raid. And then, the next time, his body was washed up in the river.” 
 
      
 
    “Remind him that Stan works for Duffy,” Frank says for her ears alone. 
 
      
 
    “Joe, you must be careful with this information. Oskar’s father works for Mickey, and he’s out on parole. If Alicja finds out, and then it’s the wrong person, she’ll be devastated. And there’s no telling how Stan will react.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, yeah. Mercer, eh?” Joe grins. 
 
      
 
    “Joe. I mean it,” Maggie says, frowning at Joe’s eagerness. She puts a hand on his arm. “Promise me that you’ll look into it discretely.” 
 
      
 
    “Okay, I will, Maggie. We’ll bring him in and see what he says about it. Mercer’s always struck me as a tough nut. I’ll imply we have a witness without giving up a name, but I expect that he’ll lawyer up as soon as we nab him. They always do.” 
 
      
 
    “I feel better, Joe, knowing that you’re looking into it. The unanswered questions surrounding Oskar’s death have always rankled. That little boy deserves some justice after all this time.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, justice,” says Frank.  
 
      
 
    “And we promised we’d do it,” Maggie says, turning to look at Frank. 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry, Maggie. What was that?” Joe asks, looking at the blank wall behind Maggie. 
 
      
 
    “Nothing, Joe. Sorry. I just have this crick in my neck that I was trying to work out. Thanks for looking into Mercer. Evil triumphs when there is no justice.” 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 56  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   C aptain Ralph Copeland sits outside Colonel Butler’s door. Butler’s secretary had told him the great man himself wanted to see him. He’d heard that Kendrick wasn’t going to renew the contract, but it looks like he must have caved if Butler’s called for him. That rally was the sinker.  
 
      
 
    Ralph knows why Colonel Butler wants to see him. A lot of cops have been getting similar calls. His number’s finally up. They must have figured out about the Duffy kickbacks. Will he be fired? Charged? Suspended? It’s gone any number of ways with the other cops Butler’s brought in. If it’s suspension, he’ll get the union to fight it. He won’t go quietly. Going to jail? No way. Not going to happen. They wouldn’t do that to him. He knows where the bodies are buried, literally. The mayor will look after him. A suspension is the way to go. He’s got a little nest egg, and it would give him time to work on other jobs. 
 
      
 
    He leans against the wall, takes a deep breath, and tries to relax. 
 
      
 
    Butler’s door is closed, but he can still hear the murmurings of a conversation. It sounds like Joe Kelly is in there. Kelly isn’t getting sacked, that’s for sure. Always sucking up to the brass. It was Kelly that got him into all that trouble last year over Mickey’s list. Ralph leans a bit closer to the door, listening harder. 
 
      
 
    “I think we have a lead on the Leszek boy’s murder, sir.” 
 
      
 
    “Leszek?” 
 
      
 
    “It was just after you got here, sir. Spring. 1924. A young boy who had been missing for weeks. Seven years old. They found the body washed up by the river. He’d been shot. The case is still open.” 
 
      
 
    “Ah, I remember now. A terrible thing, Sergeant. And you have new information?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, sir. Someone has come forward. They overheard someone admit to shooting the boy. One of Duffy’s lieutenants. A Henry Mercer.” 
 
      
 
    “Duffy, eh? Is the witness reliable?” 
 
      
 
    “The circumstances are iffy, sir, but it’s worthwhile to bring Mercer in and ask him about it.” 
 
      
 
    “Maybe him and the one he talked to, Sergeant? Get them both in, see what happens.” 
 
      
 
    “We don’t have the name of that person. Not yet. It was a tip-off.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, bring Mercer in for questioning. See if you can get him to say anything before the lawyer shows up.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, sir. Do you want me to jump right on this?” 
 
      
 
    “Promptly, but not urgently. We’ve got a few other irons in the fire that need to get wrapped up first. It’s waited this long. And Mercer’s not going anywhere.” 
 
      
 
    A chair in the colonel’s office scrapes as it’s pushed back. Kelly must be on his way out. No, wait. They’re still talking. Ralph smiles to himself. Now isn’t that interesting? Maybe his future doesn’t look quite so bleak after all. This will get Mickey’s attention for sure. His meeting with the colonel will have to wait. Standing, he makes for the door, past a startled secretary. He’s gotta talk to Mickey. 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    It’s an overcast day, clouds low. Ralph squints at the sky, thinking it might snow. He pulls his overcoat closer, lifting the collar to shield his neck as he waits by his car for Mickey to arrive. He’d called him earlier to tell him he had news about Mercer. Mickey told him to meet him at the warehouse.  
 
      
 
    Ralph strolls over to the warehouse door and tugs at it. It’s all locked up. Nobody’s around. Then he spots Mickey’s car approaching. 
 
      
 
    Ralph recognizes the driver, John Bricker; Mickey’s outline is in the backseat.  
 
      
 
    Mickey unwinds the window. “Copeland. Get in.” 
 
      
 
    Ralph climbs into the back seat. The car pulls away. 
 
      
 
    “You said you wanted private. That you had news on Mercer. So, spill,” Mickey says. 
 
      
 
    Ralph glances at the back of Bricker’s head and shrugs.  
 
      
 
    “Kelly went to talk to Butler this morning. You remember Kelly? The cop from last year?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I remember Kelly. What did he want with Butler, and what’s it got to do with Henry Mercer?” 
 
      
 
    “Turns out they have information on that kid that was killed. Your guy Leszek’s kid.” 
 
      
 
    “Really?” Mickey glances out the window. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah. They have someone who says the shooter confessed.” 
 
      
 
    “Out with it, Copeland. You got good news for Leszek or bad news for me?” Mickey watches the storefronts of Philly roll by. 
 
      
 
    “Turns out the shooter was Henry Mercer.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey doesn’t respond but continues to stare out the window. 
 
      
 
    Ralph turns to Mickey and clears his throat. “Mercer,” he says again. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I heard ya the first time. Any sense of what they’re going to do with the info?” 
 
      
 
    “Sounds like they’re going to haul him in for questioning in the next couple of days.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey turns away from Ralph and stares out the car window again, silent. 
 
      
 
    “Mickey?” Silence isn’t the reaction that Ralph was expecting. 
 
      
 
    “I’m just sitting here thinking about why you’d be telling me this, Copeland. Somethin’ in it for you?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, you know I always have your back, Mickey. I knew you’d be interested in this.” 
 
      
 
    “And I appreciate you coming to talk to me first, Captain. So, where’d Kelly get the information?” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know. He wouldn’t tell Butler until after he’s had a chance to talk to Mercer.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey nods to himself, looking out the window again, ignoring the sweating man sitting beside him. 
 
      
 
    Ralph rubs his knees and clears his throat again. “Well, the thing is, Mickey, I was at Butler’s office this morning because he’s going to fire me. And that’s if I’m lucky. If I’m not, I could be looking at jail time. He must know a bunch of stuff about me. About how I’ve been working with you.” 
 
      
 
    “That so? Is this more of that retirement thing you were talking about before? So, whaddaya want from me, a gold watch?” 
 
      
 
    “I figured that you can make a spot for me now. I can’t stay with the police, where you wanted me. But I can keep being useful. Working with you.” 
 
      
 
    “Now, why would I want a dirty cop working for me, Copeland?” 
 
      
 
    Ralph flinches. “Look Mickey, I know stuff. I could be a real asset. Butler’s on to me, Mickey, and I gotta bail.” 
 
      
 
    “Like I said before, Copeland, these are all your problems, not mine.” Mickey leans forward and taps Bricker on the shoulder. “Let’s drop the Captain at his car and then take me back to the Ritz.” 
 
      
 
    Ralph realizes he’s come full circle this morning, tossed to the curb by the cops and Mickey, both. Now what? 
 
      
 
    Bricker nods at the rear view mirror reflection. “Sure, Boss” 
 
      
 
    “I guess our association has come to an end, Captain Copeland. Good luck on future endeavors, eh?” 
 
      
 
    Ralph is left standing by his car in the cold wind. A man with few options, none of them good.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 57  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   T he ledgers for Howard’s grocery store lie open on the table. Maggie has a stack of receipts in one pile and a stack of bills in the other. On the chair beside her, open to the chapter on double-entry bookkeeping, is one of her school textbooks in case she needs to refer to it. On the other side of her papers is the marvelous adding machine. She loves the satisfaction of pulling the lever and watching the ribbon print out numbers on the paper.  
 
      
 
    Knowing she would be doing a massive amount of work, she’d sent Tommy to school with a sack lunch. The last day of school before Christmas holidays. She’s got the whole day to catch up on her own school work and the books for her clients; this could be her last chance of working without interruption for a while. 
 
      
 
    While concentrating on the columns, the mail is pushed through the slot and drops to the floor in the front hall. She’ll get it as soon as she adds up these expenses under the Accounts Payable section. Then there’s another plop as more mail falls. Curious. Christmas cards? And then another plop. 
 
      
 
    Puzzled, Maggie heads down the hall to the front door, surprised to see a snowdrift of envelopes lying on the floor. She gathers them up and starts looking at the return addresses. Restaurants and cafes. A brewery. Two barber shops. A trucking company. And there’s more. All addressed to her. 
 
      
 
    She carries the large stack into the living room and lays them out on the coffee table. She considers the envelopes and reads through them. Each is an inquiry about needing bookkeeping services, with contact information. Every single letter. She looks at the pile with dismay, and sighs. She could say no to three, but there are dozens of envelopes. Christmas presents, anyone? 
 
      
 
    This was Mickey’s doing, she’s sure of it. Edith must have said something to him. “Inspector? Can I talk to you, please?” 
 
      
 
    She waits, looking at his chair. Nerts. Maybe at the brewery? The Precinct? I wonder what he does or where he goes when he’s not with me. Ah well, he’ll be here after dinner for our Daily Report. 
 
      
 
    Maggie regards the envelopes, thinking about all those potential billable hours. And speaking of billable hours, I’d better get cracking on Howard’s monthly statement for the grocery store. A bird in the hand and all that. He’s a legitimate client and is expecting to see his books in good order at the end of the month.  
 
      
 
    Maggie works diligently, finishing the task. Clipping the adding machine tape to the page and closing the ledger, she heads back into the living room with a sandwich and a cup of coffee, drawn by the potential in those envelopes.  
 
      
 
    Maggie sorts them into three piles according to her understanding of how these businesses would make money: legitimate sources of revenue, partially legitimate, unquestionably not legitimate. Her hand rests on the very small legitimate pile. She knows, if they’re doing business with Mickey, something is going on that’s connected to bootlegging. Dirty money? Maybe it’s only a smudge. Who’s she kidding? It’s dirty money. She goes through the other two stacks again, to make sure there are none that could be moved to the legitimate pile. 
 
      
 
    Reading through the correspondence, Maggie doesn’t see words. She sees dresses for herself, and a tuition fund for Tommy. Maybe a holiday? She and Tommy could get away for a few days, somewhere warm. Maybe she could save and buy a car? Daydreaming; such an enjoyable way to spend the afternoon, and easy to lose track of time. 
 
      
 
    The front door bangs open, and Tommy hurtles in, out of breath from running home from school. “Mother,” he shouts from the front door. 
 
      
 
    “I’m here, Tommy. Don’t shout and don’t slam—” Maggie says as the front door slams. 
 
      
 
    Tommy drops his school bag at the front door and comes into the living room.  
 
      
 
    “How was school today, sweetheart?” 
 
      
 
    He flops down in Frank’s chair. “Okay. We talked about Japan in Geography class. We have a book to read over the holiday for English. And Jimmy got into a scrap with Georgie Porgie and got sent to the Principal’s Office. Are there any cookies left?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, in the jar in the kitchen. Just two now. I’m going to start supper soon,” Maggie says, tucking the letters into their envelopes again, keeping them in their separate piles.  
 
      
 
    “What are those?” Tommy asks, nodding at the envelopes. 
 
      
 
    “They’re from businesses who want to hire me to look after their books.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh wow, Mother. There’s a lot of them.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, there are.” 
 
      
 
    “Are you going to say yes? You’d make a lot of money if you worked for all these people.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s true.” 
 
      
 
    “Could I have a bicycle? I mean, if we had more money could you buy me a bicycle, please? For Christmas, maybe?” 
 
      
 
    “We don’t have enough money to buy you a bicycle, Tommy.” 
 
      
 
    “Mother. We would if you say yes to these.” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t think I’m going to say yes, Tommy.” 
 
      
 
    “Why not? Don’t you want the money?” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t think I want their money.” 
 
      
 
    “How come we never have enough money? How come I can’t get a bicycle? All my other pals have bicycles.” Tommy bangs his heels against the front of the chair. 
 
      
 
    “I said no, Tommy.” 
 
      
 
    Tommy jumps up. “That’s just mean. We have all these people living in our house. If you worked for these businesses, we would be able to live by ourselves again. And I could have a bicycle.” 
 
      
 
    “Enough, Tommy. Go do your homework.” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t go back to school for two whole weeks. Why do I have to do homework?” 
 
      
 
    “Now,” Maggie warns. Tommy stomps out of the room. His crack about living alone has struck home. 
 
      
 
    Maggie adds the ‘possibly legitimate’ envelopes to the ‘legitimate’ envelopes, and sighs. Surely in this stack there’s one or two that would be okay.  “Oh, Frank, where are you? I need to talk to you.” 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    With supper dishes done, Maggie brings a cup of coffee into the living room. Bringing him up to speed on the unusual mail delivery, she pulls out the two stacks of envelopes from her desk drawer and sets them on the coffee table in front of Frank. 
 
      
 
    “So, what do you think?” she asks. 
 
      
 
    “I think the smaller pile you’ve labeled ‘definitely not legitimate’ should go to Joe immediately for him to look into. If you’re right, and these are all connected to Mickey, he’ll be very interested in that group.” 
 
      
 
    “All right. But what about the other pile? There are businesses here that are quite legitimate. And they probably need my services.” 
 
      
 
    Frank considers Maggie with a policeman’s eyes. “So, what are you really saying, Maggie? That you want to work for these people?” 
 
      
 
    “No. I mean yes. What if I was? They are going to hire somebody. Why not me?” 
 
      
 
    “Maggie, what about your fine speech about dirty money? Are things so bad that you need to compromise your position?” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t think it would be that much of a compromise. I could agree to do only part of the books. Maybe just look after the payroll register. Maybe just pay a few bills. It would sure help with the mortgage payment. In fact, it would make it easy. And Tommy desperately wants a bicycle. It’s silly, really. There are other things we need more. Like a telephone. But he’s a good kid, and his friends’ parents seem to be able to afford to give their kids bicycles. I’d like to be able to get him one, too. Give him a special Christmas this year.” 
 
      
 
    “Maggie, it’s a slippery slope, compromising your principles. Today, it’s a little bit, and then the next time it’s a bit more. The next time a bit further yet. Then one day you look around and you are miles away from where you started, and you have no idea how you got there. What would you tell Tommy, when he asks you about how you can afford a bicycle? That gangster money bought it? That the money is only a little bit dirty? Really, Maggie, I expected more from you.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie hangs her head. “I know. I know. I should send them all a note back saying no. I was just hoping you’d say yes, Inspector.” 
 
      
 
    “It’s not up to me, Maggie. You have a conscience. You know where this would lead. But you have to make your own decision.” 
 
      
 
    “You’re right. I think that I’m going to have to talk to Mickey. He’s the one that’s encouraging this. He’s like the snake in the Garden of Eden.” 
 
      
 
    Later, Maggie lies in bed. The house is quiet. Everyone else is asleep, dreaming their sugarplum dreams. But Maggie tosses and turns, unable to find the answer that will let her mind rest so that she too can dream.  
 
      
 
    Staring at the ceiling, Maggie imagines the hole in the roof that started all this. It’s patched now, the ceiling repainted. But somewhere under that paint and plaster, beneath the tar paper and new shingles, is the gap that let the rain in. 
 
      
 
    I need to keep a roof over our heads. This house is everything to me, and I could lose it. What was the point of all that struggle; the watered soup, the sacrifice, the lodgers? I did what I needed to then, so why give it up now? Tommy’s counting on me. What would Tommy think, watching that banker nail a For Sale sign to the front veranda? But what am I prepared to sacrifice to save the house? I promised Jack I’d look after our boy. 
 
      
 
    Maggie pounds the pillow, trying to find a comfortable spot, gazing at the moon shining in the window.  
 
      
 
    What is a house? Shelter. Memories. Security. Home. Mine. Can I toss all that away because I’m squeamish about how people make their money? The money they want me to count? In this day and age, is that even reasonable? Certainly, the bank doesn’t care where their deposits come from. Howard doesn’t ask about how money was earned as he hands over a bag of apples at the grocery store.  
 
      
 
    Maggie’s staring at the ceiling again, the covers tucked around her chin. 
 
      
 
    Maybe the solid roof Tommy needs to grow up under isn’t made of wood and shingles but of integrity and strength. What is a roof, anyway? I would have loved Jack even if it was a canvas tent over our heads. That’s what’s important. Not this silly roof. But Tommy’s just a little boy. It’s different. What am I prepared to lose? Can I give up the house? Can I afford to keep it? I guess that’s the question, isn’t it? What am I prepared to lose?


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 58  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   O nce again, District Attorney Samuel Rotan, Captain Beckman from Enforcement Unit Number One, and Colonel Butler are gathered to review progress on the corruption campaign. Sergeant Joe Kelly takes notes from his seat in the corner. 
 
      
 
    “Congratulations on your re-appointment, Smedley. It looked like it was touch and go there, before the big rally,” says Sam. 
 
      
 
    “Thank you. Once the mayor saw the level of public support we have, he had no choice. He’s a man with aspirations to live in the Governor’s Mansion, so he needs the support of the public. The Marines are getting impatient that I may never be returning to active duty, but I assured them I need one more year to really win this war.” 
 
      
 
    “I hear through the grapevine that your meeting with the magistrates did not go well. I thought that you would be able to get more support there.” 
 
      
 
    “As did I, Sam. We had unanimous support at our initial meeting last year, but that has gradually faded under pressure from the bootleggers and others profiting from illegal liquor sales.” 
 
      
 
    “How bad is it?” 
 
      
 
    “You probably know better than I, but I estimate that only four of the original twenty-four magistrates are cooperating. We lost all one-hundred and seventy-one liquor cases in September; magistrates refused to prosecute. In October, it was another hundred and fourteen cases. Even more egregious, the magistrates involved also declared themselves to be opposed to Prohibition. I’m expecting the numbers from the remainder of the fourth quarter, but I doubt that it’s any better.” 
 
      
 
    DA Rotan shakes his head. He’s familiar with the numbers and what they mean for their effort to clean up the city. “And it’s not just the magistrates. The juries themselves are traitorous, mixing maudlin sentiment into their verdicts. If it weren’t for the strong support of Judges McDevitt and Fahnestock, we’d have no support on the bench at all.”  
 
      
 
    Colonel Butler wears an unfamiliar look of defeat. “The loudest opponent is Magistrate Carney, who is actively working to undermine our legal cases. He’s overturned legitimate warrants on technicalities.”  
 
      
 
    “I heard he threw out over three hundred warrants.” 
 
      
 
    “He said that if the ‘defective’, his word not mine, warrants were tested in courts, the indictments would be quashed, or there would be a need for new trials. Therefore, he wouldn’t even sign them. There are days when it seems hopeless.” 
 
      
 
    “I’ve heard that Magistrate Carney has declared open war on you and your initiatives. He’s a dangerous enemy. Very well connected within the Machine.” 
 
      
 
    “We’ve already had several run-ins. Although I had the most unusual meeting with him recently where he was quite vocal on his position that Volstead was only being enforced amongst the poor and working class peoples of Philadelphia. That if you had money, you could skirt the rules. Carney claimed that it was class warfare.” 
 
      
 
    “That seems a bit much. I’ve never pegged Carney as a soft-hearted liberal, although certainly the rich don’t seem to be as affected by our crackdowns.” 
 
      
 
    “So, you think that there’s merit in Carney’s accusations?”  
 
      
 
    “I’m saying that you must have balance. Justice wears a blindfold for a reason, Smedley. What of your other initiatives?” 
 
      
 
    “It’s a revolving door of suspensions. The Civil Service Commission is reinstating officers as fast as we can suspend them. I’m taking matters out of their hands and having hearings at the departmental level by Boards of Inquiry, with punishment recommended to me personally to implement. Hopefully, we can escape the grasp of the political machine.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m surprised the mayor let you get away with that.” 
 
      
 
    “Only on disciplinary matters, but not dismissals. That still resides within the jurisdiction of the Commission. But with the fines we’re imposing, we’re certainly getting their attention. Many choose to resign than lose a year’s wages.” 
 
      
 
    “And our Operation Minnow?” 
 
      
 
    “It continues, although we’re slowing down. First, there was uncertainty regarding my appointment, and then some of our undercover operatives were unmasked. We’re rotating our civilians to ensure that they are not identified, but it’s a numbers game. While it lasted, we were getting good results from our minnow pipeline, and some of the officers we’ve charged are turning in their superiors. Ultimately, though, it will be shut it down.” 
 
      
 
    “Tell me, did you find out who was leaking information about the raids?” 
 
      
 
    Butler looks hard at his colleague. “Yes. That tap has been shut off, firmly.” 
 
      
 
    “So it’s a race to the finish line, then. You’re battling the judges, the politicians, the bootleggers, and the police. Will you be able to win the war before you become a casualty yourself?” 
 
      
 
    *  *  * * 
 
      
 
    Joe, on an undoubtedly fruitless errand to get some warrants signed at the courthouse, sees William Vare come out of Magistrate Carney’s office. He recognizes Vare as the powerful Republican that runs ‘The Machine’ in Philadelphia. Nothing happens without his approval, and he has his fingers in many pies. 
 
      
 
    Joe slows, considering the implications of what he’s seen. The comments from the meeting he was just at are echoing. He is just coming abreast of Carney’s door, when the man himself bursts out, running into Joe. 
 
      
 
    “Excuse me, Magistrate Carney.” 
 
      
 
    “Watch where you’re going, Sergeant.” Magistrate Carney dusts himself off. His law clerks trail after him. 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    Joe knocks and waits for permission to enter Colonel Butler’s office. “You asked to see me, sir?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Sergeant. We’re going to bring padlock proceedings on the Ritz-Carlton, and I need you to run this paperwork over to the departmental lawyer.” 
 
      
 
    “The Ritz, sir?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes. I think we may have a convert on our hands. Magistrate Carney came to see me about an unfortunate situation he experienced last night. He brought his law clerks with him so that he could swear out an affidavit immediately, which was darn convenient and considerate of him. He was attending a party at the Ritz in Rooms 201 and 202.” Butler consults the report on his desk. “And there was drinking with socially prominent people present. He reported it to the police and a wagon was sent round about one in the morning.” 
 
      
 
    “There seems to be plenty of time between when the Magistrate arrived at the party and when he decided to call the police,” Joe says with a wry grin. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, quite. Many of the guests had left. His memory is a bit spotty. But he did eventually contact the police, and that’s what matters. I went down there myself, after Carney left my office, to arrest the Ritz manager. They’ve fined the manager a thousand dollars.” 
 
      
 
    Joe whistles at the amount, “That’s a lotta clams,” and then catches himself as Colonel Butler frowns at his impertinence.  
 
      
 
    “And now I wish to padlock the entire hotel.” 
 
      
 
    “This morning, sir? I just sent a couple of officers round there to bring in Mercer. He’s always hanging out in Duffy’s suite at the Ritz.” 
 
      
 
    “The padlocks won’t affect guests who have booked rooms. The officers shouldn’t have any trouble bringing him in for questioning. No, it’s just the social areas: the ballrooms, the bar, the restaurant. I intend on making a dramatic statement about egalitarian punishment; the rich pay the consequences of Prohibition violations as well as working people.” 
 
      
 
    “It’s a dramatic step, sir. Especially over the holidays. I’m sure there are lots of parties booked at the Ritz. Shutting them down will certainly generate some headlines and calls into the mayor’s office.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, let them call. Starting today, we’re going to go after the big hotels and fashionable clubs for violations with the same degree of enthusiasm that we’ve been pursuing the speakeasies. We’re going to shut off the booze into these establishments.” 
 
      
 
    “You don’t think it might be reaching too far, sir? The mayor has been supportive of your initiatives up to a point. But this may be the excuse he needs to rally support to replace you.” 
 
      
 
    “Nonsense, Kelly. We’ve fought that skirmish. The newspapers will stand behind me, again. As will the voters.” 
 
      
 
    “But what if the Inquirer has booked a Christmas party of their own? And what about all those swank New Year’s Eve events? Who will have the loudest voice? Voters or donors? You’re stepping into untested waters, sir, attacking the swells in their own backyards. Perhaps you should discuss this with District Attorney Rotan? Why don’t I give him a ring?” 
 
      
 
    “I told you we have the support of Magistrate Carney himself. The rich have to pay the piper, too. No, this will go ahead as I’ve planned. You have your orders, Sergeant. Dismissed.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 59  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   T he elevator door slides open. From inside the elevator, Maggie sees Gus and Fingers sitting in chairs leaning against the hallway’s wall. Maggie freezes. The elevator door starts to close with her still inside.  
 
      
 
    “You can do this, Maggie. I’m right here,” Frank says. He’s right behind her. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t think I can, Inspector,” she whispers. They remain in the elevator. 
 
      
 
    “You can. You have to.” 
 
      
 
    She jabs the button to reopen the door, takes a deep breath, and steps into the hall.  
 
      
 
    Last year, these two men had abducted her, treated her roughly, and terrorized her. She can still remember the feel of the hood over her head and the foot on her back as she lay helpless, bound and gagged, on the floor of the car. 
 
      
 
    She takes a small step forward.  
 
      
 
    Gus and Fingers watch intently, waiting to see what she’ll do. 
 
      
 
    Maggie walks down the hall. The two men stand.  
 
      
 
    “I need to talk to Mickey.” 
 
      
 
    “Mrs. Barnes? Does he know you’re coming?” 
 
      
 
    Maggie shakes her head. “No, he doesn’t. But I need to talk to him.” 
 
      
 
    Gus disappears into the hotel room, leaving the door ajar. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, Boss. That Barnes dame is outside. Says she needs to talk with you.” 
 
      
 
    From where she stands, Maggie can make out a group of men playing cards at the table. 
 
      
 
    “The place is a wreck, and I’ve got company. Tell her I’ll meet her downstairs in the coffee shop. No wait, it’s still closed from the raid. Tell her I’ll meet her in the lobby and we’ll go across the street to that café. And somebody call housekeeping and get this place cleaned up. What a bunch of pigs. If Mercer gets back before I do, tell him to sit tight. I want to find out what happened with the cops down at the station. The same goes for that lawyer I sent with him.” 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    Sitting in the lobby, Maggie watches the elevator door. Frank sits in a chair next to her. Her heart pounds as Mickey steps out and crosses to meet her. 
 
      
 
    “So, Mrs. Barnes, what brings you to the Ritz?”  
 
      
 
    “Mr. Duffy, I would like to talk to you about a recurring problem I seem to be having that you seem to be at the center of.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m all ears, Mrs. Barnes. Unfortunately, we had some police attention this morning and the hotel café is closed. Let’s go across the street and we can talk privately.” 
 
      
 
    Once at the café, Mickey sits down in the chair opposite her. His bodyguard and driver, John Bricker, at the next table. 
 
      
 
    Maggie reaches into her handbag and pulls out the envelopes, tied together with string. She lays them on the table between them. 
 
      
 
    “These arrived yesterday. I think that you prompted them. I want it to stop, Mr. Duffy. I have no interest in working for these people.” 
 
      
 
    “But Mrs. Barnes, I was only trying to help. You said that you were having a rough time getting clients, and Edith mentioned something about an impatient banker. I thought a word from me in certain ears would help.” 
 
      
 
    “Thank you, Mr. Duffy. But that kind of help I don’t need. I thought I did. In fact, I thought long and hard about accepting these offers. But at the end of the day, I couldn’t do it.” 
 
      
 
    “You’re a very stubborn woman. You should reconsider. These represent good income for your business, Mrs. Barnes.” 
 
      
 
    “I know. Believe me, I know.” Maggie thinks of the letter that will be coming from the bank soon, looking for this month’s mortgage payment. These businesses represent a way out of the trouble she finds herself in. I know I’m not strong enough to pull this off. Sure, today I can say no. But could I say no tomorrow? I’m not so sure. So best that we have an understanding. 
 
      
 
    She shakes her head and pushes the letters toward him. “Take them. You don’t need to stick your nose in my business, Mr. Duffy.” Maggie stands, gathering up her purse and gloves. 
 
      
 
    “Mrs. Barnes, wait. There’s something I’d like to talk to you about while you’re here.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie looks toward the entrance of the coffee shop, then back at Mickey. She sits again. 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry for sticking my nose in your business. Especially because we are supposed to have a certain understanding about noses,” Mickey says, tapping his. 
 
      
 
    Maggie looks at him, puzzled.  
 
      
 
    “I don’t understand.” 
 
      
 
    “You promised to keep your nose out of my business. Remember?” 
 
      
 
    Maggie goes pale. “Yes. How could I forget?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, I hear that the police have some info about one of my associates. A Mr. Henry Mercer.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie starts at the name. 
 
      
 
    “Ah, I see you know who that is. Mrs. Barnes, when will you learn?” Mickey says, shaking his head and frowning at her. 
 
      
 
    “A couple of cops barged into the suite first thing this morning and hauled Henry downtown. They said they wanted to question him about the murder of Stan Leszek’s kid. Heck, that was almost two years ago already. He doesn’t know nuthin ‘bout that. He’s not going to talk. In fact, I’m expecting that the lawyers have sprung him already.” 
 
      
 
    “What’s that got to do with me?” Maggie’s voice quavers as she wipes her palms on her lap.  
 
      
 
    Mickey cocks his head to one side, regarding her. “Well, apparently, the police got the information from Kelly. That same Sergeant Kelly who gave them my list of customers and suppliers last time. I couldn’t figure out where Kelly would have heard of Henry. And then I remembered you.” Mickey smiles at her sarcastically. “Mrs. Barnes, who always seems to know things she shouldn’t.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie measures the distance to the exit. Mickey’s bodyguard is between her and it. Frank stands close by. 
 
      
 
    “I keep connecting the dots. How would Mrs. Barnes hear about Henry? Mrs. Barnes is friends with Edith. And of course,” Mickey says, snapping his fingers in her face. Maggie flinches. “You’re good friends with Edith. They’re spending a lot of time together these days. A couple of boozers, lately. Henry must have talked with Edith about what happened.” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know what you mean, Mr. Duffy, but I think I’ll go now.” Maggie attempts to rise. 
 
      
 
    “Sit down,” Mickey says forcefully. Heads turn in their direction. Mickey smiles his tiger smile. “You can talk to me here, or the warehouse. Your choice, but talk we will.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie takes a deep breath, looking at Frank, who is now standing beside Mickey. 
 
      
 
    “What do you want? And I repeat, what does this have to do with me?” 
 
      
 
    Mickey smiles again. “You are a flea, biting me in the butt, Mrs. Barnes. But whatever you heard about Henry knocking that kid off was wrong. And I need to set you straight so you can leave off and stick your nose into someone else’s business.” 
 
      
 
    “I have no idea what you’re talking about, Mr. Duffy. Why would I know or care about Mr. Mercer being taken downtown? Or why Mr. Mercer would be there?” 
 
      
 
    “Come, Mrs. Barnes. This fake innocent act isn’t your style. I like it better when we’re being honest with each other.” 
 
      
 
    Deciding, Maggie looks at Mickey, a hard expression on her face. “All right, Mr. Duffy. I’ll give you honest. A little boy was at your warehouse the night of a police raid. He shouldn’t have been there, but he was. The wrong place and the wrong time, with tragic consequences. Someone shot him. And then someone threw him in the river.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey stares at Maggie impassively. His poker face. 
 
      
 
    “His grieving mother waited for him to come home. For weeks. And still doesn’t know why he died. And Henry Mercer might. She deserves honesty, too, don’t you think?” 
 
      
 
    Mickey pulls a fresh cigar out of his breast pocket and clips the end. Maggie sees Frank start, staring intently at the cigar clipper that Mickey had put down on the table. Maggie follows his gaze, puzzled abut what has drawn his attention. It looks ordinary enough, although it does have a fine crest on the front. 
 
      
 
    Mickey takes two matches and lights the cigar, all the while studying Maggie. He leans back, puffing, pondering. “What if I told you a copper shot him? What would you think then?” 
 
      
 
    “A policeman? Why would a policeman shoot Oskar?” 
 
      
 
    “Why would anyone? He was just a kid.” Mickey takes a long pull off the cigar and blows the smoke to one side. “Look, Mrs. Barnes, there was a lot of shooting that night. On both sides. It wasn’t supposed to go down like that, but apparently things got screwed up. Nobody knew that the kid was even there. He got caught in the crossfire. I’ll tell you the truth. Mercer found him, okay. But who shot him? Who knows? Maybe God is the only one. Henry knew what would happen if the cops found the kid at our warehouse. He needed to get rid of the body, so he dumped him in the river. I don’t know what was going on in his head, but he dumped the kid. Yeah, it was hard on Alicja. I feel bad about that. And so does Mercer. It’s really played with his brain. This whole episode has.” 
 
      
 
    “But don’t you think the police should know?” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know why they should. Let’s face it, if there was evidence that the bullet came from a cop’s gun, they’d make sure that nobody ever heard about it. Nobody’s going to know who really pulled the trigger. All we know is what happened next. And what would the police do about that? You know, you talk a good fight about honesty and justice, but you seem stubbornly deaf to it.” 
 
      
 
    “What are you talking about?” 
 
      
 
    “Henry Mercer. He didn’t shoot the kid, but you don’t want to hear that. You and the cops just want a patsy to blame so you can crow about bringing a murderer to justice. Nuthin to do with justice, my dear, and everything to do with shifting the blame. Making sure someone else carries the can on this.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s not true. I have always been committed to truth.” 
 
      
 
    “Well then, Mrs. Barnes, maybe you should shut up and think about what that word means, ‘cause it’s not black and white. I sure as heck don’t know what the truth is. Yeah, I feel bad about the kid and the Leszeks. But you want to see somebody else tore up about it, talk to Henry. Christ, I’ve never seen him like this. It’s been eating at him.” 
 
      
 
    “That would be guilt eating at him, Mr. Duffy.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey spread his hands wide on the table. “What is guilt but knowing you did something bad. I can honestly say that Mercer feels responsible for what happened, and it’s destroying him. Isn’t that what you want? Look, have a bit of sympathy, Mrs. Barnes. The kid was dead. Accidental. Henry should have maybe put the body someplace else, but the river was handy. Sure, it was awful. You know, Mercer’s head just isn’t screwed on right these days. But that’s on me. Putting him away in jail for something he didn’t do isn’t going to make it better. Or make you feel better now, either. Unless all you want is a patsy?” 
 
      
 
    Maggie sits thinking. She looks at Frank.  
 
      
 
    “He’s got a point,” Frank says. “Moving the body and destroying evidence may stick, although there is no proof. He’s also right about it being an accident. It could have been a police officer, or it could have been a gangster. It could have been a ricochet. We’ve got to let evidence drive cases, not emotion.” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know what to do,” Maggie says. 
 
      
 
    “Do what’s right, Mrs. Barnes.” Mickey sits back, watching her think. 
 
      
 
    “As much as I hate to say it, I believe what Duffy says. I think we need to rewind what we’ve started with Joe,” Frank says. “Pursuing Mr. Mercer won’t help Alicja or Oskar. It was a tragedy. Let’s not compound it by persecuting a man for something that won’t stand up in court.” 
 
      
 
    “Mr. Duffy, I think you are an evil man. I know what you are doing is hurting Philadelphia. However, I will talk to Sergeant Kelly about Mr. Mercer and make sure he understands that it was a misunderstanding.” Maggie stands up. “I’m going now. Good day.” 
 
      
 
    * *  *  * 
 
      
 
    “Joe, do you have a minute?” Maggie and Frank have stopped by the Precinct on their way home from meeting with Mickey Duffy at the Ritz. 
 
      
 
    “Sure, Maggie, what’s up?” 
 
      
 
    “It’s about that information that I shared with you, about Oskar’s death. The person who told me had misunderstood. Henry Mercer didn’t kill Oskar.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m glad you came by, Maggie. I wanted to talk to you about that as well. We brought Mr. Mercer down for questioning this morning, and he wasn’t forthcoming, to say the least. He denies shooting the boy and claims no knowledge of who did. Then the lawyers arrived and bundled him out so fast I barely had time to sit down.” 
 
      
 
    “And you believed him?” 
 
      
 
    “Henry Mercer is not a good man. He’s hiding lots of secrets. But in this instance, I do believe he doesn’t know who shot Oskar. Between our doubts and his lawyer, he walked.” 
 
      
 
    “You know, Joe, not so long ago, finding out who killed Oskar was one of the most important things in my life. I was sure that his killer would be brought to justice. Too much time has passed. The circumstances surrounding his death are so uncertain.” 
 
      
 
    Joe puts his hand over hers. “I’m sorry, Maggie. I know what it means to you.” 
 
      
 
    She attempts to smile at him. 
 
      
 
    “We’ll leave the case open of course. I’m going to go by and talk to Mrs. Leszek. We’ve been neglectful of late in answering her calls, which is wrong. She’s a mother who doesn’t know why her son died, and her grief deserves some respect.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie decides to walk home. She needs to clear her head of Henry Mercer, and Edith, and Mickey Duffy. Mrs. Leszek will probably never know. 
 
      
 
    “I feel inadequate somehow, Inspector. Like I let Oskar down, walking away from Mickey like that.” 
 
      
 
    “It’s understandable why anyone would want a successful conclusion to such an emotional case. 
 
      
 
    The pair continues to walk along, lost in thought. 
 
      
 
    “What was with you and Mickey’s cigar? Back at the café,” says Maggie. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, that. Something about his clipper was familiar. I thought I recognized it.” Frank keeps walking.  
 
      
 
    “Well? Did you?” 
 
      
 
    “It’s similar to one from long ago. But that’s impossible. I must be mistaken.” 
 
      
 
    They walk a bit further. “Inspector, can we stop by Alicja’s on our way home? I haven’t seen her for ages, and I’d like to say hello and see how she’s doing.” 
 
      
 
    “Of course, Maggie. Why don’t I leave you here? It’s not far now, and I have an errand to attend to.” 
 
      
 
    “Certain—” Maggie glances beside her. Frank is gone.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 60  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   M ickey strides into the hotel suite at the Ritz, still thinking about his meeting with Maggie Barnes. John Bricker’s right behind him. He looks around the crowded room. “Where’s Mercer at? He’s not back yet?” 
 
      
 
    “He’s a popular guy today, Boss. First, the cops came and got him. When he got back, he was hitting the bottle hard. Then that cop you got on the payroll—Copeland—he shows up and tells Mercer that they got to go back to the station. They just left.” 
 
      
 
    “Sukinsyn. That bastard,” Mickey says. “We’re going out again, Bricker. Copeland’s got Henry.” 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    Ralph grabs Henry by the collar and drags him toward the car that’s parked near the alley of the hotel. Henry stumbles, crashing the two of them into a parked car. Ralph hauls him up again, and they keep walking. 
 
      
 
    “What a lush. Walk, will ya? You’re my ticket, Mercer. Duffy wouldn’t deal, but I bet Butler will.” 
 
      
 
    “Wass down there awready. Didn’t tell ‘em nuthin’,” Henry says, staggering again. “Lemme go.” He tries to shake him off, but Ralph has a firm grip. 
 
      
 
    “What? You’ve talked to them already? Crap. And they let you go?” Ralph shakes Henry like a terrier with a rat.  
 
      
 
    At the end of the alleyway, Ralph shoves Henry up against the wall, where he stands, swaying. “Well, that changes all my plans. What now? If Duffy’s not interested, and there’s nothing Butler can use, maybe there’s still a way I can butter both sides of the bread. Maybe, it’s not totally lost. I’ll say you confessed to me. I beat it outta ya. Yeah, and then you struggled, resisting arrest. Then I shot you. That’ll work. I’ll let the press know and I’ll be a hero. ‘Kid killer brought to justice’ kinda thing. No way they can fire me then. Hang on, Mercer, I got to rough you up a bit to make it look convincing.” 
 
      
 
    Ralph smashes his fist into Henry’s face. Henry’s head snaps back, and he groans as he falls to the ground. He struggles to stand. Ralph swings his leg back, kicking him in the ribs. 
 
      
 
    “Gawd, I’ve had a crappy day, Mercer.” He kicks him again. Mercer moans. Ralph hauls him up again, propping him against the wall. “Look, if you’re running away, you can’t be crawling on the ground. Stand up for God’s sake. And turn around. You’re supposed to be fleeing.” Ralph smashes Henry’s face against the rough brick, holding him in place until he feels steady on his feet. Then he steps back a few feet and raises his gun. 
 
      
 
    Bang 
 
      
 
    Ralph looks down with surprise at the scarlet bloom spreading across his chest. He looks up. Mickey is standing at the mouth of the alley, gun in hand. Ralph falls to his knees and then to the ground. 
 
      
 
    Mickey walks over to Ralph, kicking the gun away from his hand. He looks back at John who is waiting. “Grab him,” Mickey says, nodding toward Ralph, “and look after this. I don’t want to see him again. I’ve got Henry.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey swings one of Henry’s arms around his shoulder and holds him upright as they start walking to the delivery door of the Ritz.  
 
      
 
    “Come on, old friend. I got your back.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 61  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   I t’s Tuesday, the day after Wash Day. There’s the usual mountain of ironing to get to. She starts on one of Tommy’s shirts, but has to put the hot iron back on the stove when there is a knock at the door. The knocking resumes, frantic. 
 
      
 
    Edith’s on her doorstep. “Edith, what a surprise. Come in.”  
 
      
 
    Edith glances behind her and hurries in. 
 
      
 
    “Let’s go sit in the kitchen. I was doing some ironing,” Maggie says. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, I’m sorry. I don’t mean to intrude. I should come back.” 
 
      
 
    “Nonsense. I can talk and iron at the same time. Come on, I’ll put coffee on.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie puts the coffee pot on the stove and hangs up Edith’s coat on the hook by the back door. “So, what’s up?” Maggie picks up the iron to finish the shirt while the water boils. 
 
      
 
    “Are we alone?” Edith says, looking around the kitchen. 
 
      
 
    “Yes. Everyone’s out. The house is empty. What’s wrong?” 
 
      
 
    “I saw Tony a couple of days ago.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh?” 
 
      
 
    “He’s going to Chicago.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, Edith, I’m sorry. I know you’ll miss him, but maybe it’s for the best.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m going with him.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie puts her iron back on the stove and comes to sit at the table with Edith. 
 
      
 
    Taking Edith’s hands in hers. “Edith, no you can’t. You can’t leave Mickey.” 
 
      
 
    “Why not? Mickey doesn’t want to be with me. He’s always out someplace with someone else. We saw him, remember? Saw him kissing that girl, Delores, at the Club. He’s never home at night, busy in someone else’s bed. Why should I stay?” 
 
      
 
    “But sweetie, he’s your husband. And there will be consequences. Mickey won’t take this lightly. What does Tony say?” 
 
      
 
    “He’s okay with it.” 
 
      
 
    “Edith, you’re talking about a major change, taking on a huge risk for just a ‘he’s okay with it’. Has he told you he loves you?” 
 
      
 
    “You know how fellas are, Maggie. I know how he feels. And I’m going to help him get started. He’s not going to be a cop no more. . He’s talking about buying a club. I’ll introduce him to the right people. It will be a fresh start, Mags.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie shakes her head. 
 
      
 
    “And there’s more.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie takes a long look at her friend, seeing her pallor. Her clothes hang off her. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, Edith, no.” 
 
      
 
    Edith looks up, eyes full of tears, but with a radiant smile. 
 
      
 
    “Yes. I’m pregnant. I’m going to have a baby.” 
 
      
 
    “But I thought you couldn’t have kids, Edith?” 
 
      
 
    “So did I. But I’m pregnant. I went to the doctor this morning. It’s a miracle.” 
 
      
 
    “Mickey’s miracle or Tony’s?” 
 
      
 
    “It’s Tony’s. Mickey and I haven’t been together in months. He’s barely home and, if he is, he’s in the spare room.” 
 
      
 
    “A baby. How do you feel?” 
 
      
 
    Edith gives a gay little laugh. “Like crap. Isn’t it wonderful?” 
 
      
 
    “And Tony? What does he think?” 
 
      
 
    “He doesn’t know yet. I’m going to tell him on our way to Chicago. But I wanted to tell you first. And to say goodbye.” 
 
      
 
    “So that’s why you’re so determined to leave. Because of the baby?” 
 
      
 
    “You can see how I feel, can’t you Maggie? Tony and I and this little baby are going to be a family. A real family. And there’s no way that Mickey would raise another man’s kid. He’d kill us both.” 
 
      
 
    That statement lies there in the room, Edith’s fear visible. 
 
      
 
    Maggie grabs hold of Edith’s hand with both of hers. “If this is what you want, sweetheart, then I’m happy for you. When are you leaving?” 
 
      
 
    “I was at the bank before I came here and got some travelling money. My suitcase is in the car. I’m meeting Tony at the train station. The train to Chicago leaves tonight at a quarter to six.” 
 
      
 
    Wrapped in her sweater on the front veranda, Maggie waves goodbye to Edith. Maybe I need some of that passion in my life. Teddy’s calmness is restful, which is what I need right now. And I love how settled he is. There are no upsets in his life. But oh, when I see the radiance in Edith’s face...  
 
      
 
    A flash of red as a northern cardinal streaks past, settling in the tree on the boulevard. I would like some of that. Someone who makes me feel extraordinary, bursting, I’m tired of being a sparrow or a wren, small and beige.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 62  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   T he ironing long since put away, Maggie puts the finishing touches on supper. Dinner will be late, the whole day gone topsy-turvy. She’d had to boil potatoes again, having first put in sugar instead of salt. And the dessert she’d baked earlier in the afternoon was in the garbage—salt instead of sugar. Edith’s dilemma and decisions keep swirling in her mind. 
 
      
 
    Tommy hovers underfoot, his mouth watering. Clive and Archie are in the living room, ensconced behind newspapers. Dick is having a nap before dinner, done in from covering the raid on the Ritz. Nothing like a group of disgruntled patrons who are friends with the Inquirer’s publisher to make for a long day of interviews and follow-up. 
 
      
 
    Aggressive banging at the front door disrupts the calm.  
 
      
 
    “What the?” Archie stands up, tucking the newspaper under his arm to answer the door. “Hang on. Hang on. I’m coming,” he mutters. 
 
      
 
    He barely has the door open when he’s shoved aside and Mickey Duffy storms into the house. “Mrs. Barnes. Mrs. Barnes,” he shouts, pushing his way past Archie and into the living room. Maggie comes out of the kitchen, wiping her hands on a towel. She sees Tommy cowering in the corner and moves to stand between him and Mickey. 
 
      
 
    “Mr. Duffy. What are you doing here?” 
 
      
 
    “Where is she? Where’s Edith?” Mickey grabs her by the arm, shaking it. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, bub. Back off,” Clive says, grabbing Mickey’s arm and pulling it away from Maggie. “I think you need to go,” he says, still holding onto Mickey’s arm. 
 
      
 
    “What’s going on?” Maggie asks, backing away from Mickey. 
 
      
 
    He looks at her. His eyes are wild. “It’s Edith. She’s gone. She’s packed up a bunch of her things and left.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie shakes her head. “Mr. Duffy, she’s not here. I don’t know where she is.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey takes a step toward Maggie. Clive adds some force to Mickey’s shoulder. Archie backs up Clive. Dick comes into the room, suspenders hastily pulled up over his undershirt, hair still disheveled from sleep. “Maggie? What’s going on?” 
 
      
 
    “Mr. Duffy was just leaving.” Maggie steps close to Mickey. “I don’t know where she is, Mickey. Really, I don’t.” 
 
      
 
    With a cry, Mickey throws off the restraining hands and heads toward the door. “Please, for God’s sake, call me if you hear anything.” He slams the door behind him. 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    Mickey clenches the steering wheel in both hands until his knuckles are white. Earlier, he’d come home from staying overnight at the Ritz. He’d needed to watch Henry. Between the booze, the drugs, the beating, and the guilt, he was in a bad way.  
 
      
 
    When he got home this morning and went upstairs he had found Edith’s bedroom in disarray. Hilda had said that she’d just left with two suitcases and her travel case. Many of her clothes were gone, as were the items from her dressing table, and her jewelry. A quick phone call to the bank confirmed that her account was drained. 
 
      
 
    Mickey was sure she would have gone to the Barnes dame. The train station. If she’s heading out of town, she’ll be at the train station.  
 
      
 
    He double parks the car at the front doors of the station, then races inside. The porters are yelling at him, and he can hear a whistle blowing. He runs through the crowd, trying to see her. There? No. There? No. “Edith,” he calls out, again and again. 
 
      
 
    Ahead, he spies her, slowly turning toward him, Tony Giordano by her side.  
 
      
 
    Mickey pushes through the crowd. Tony steps in front of Edith, hand beneath his coat. An action Mickey mirrors. 
 
      
 
    “Mickey. Tony. No. Stop.” 
 
      
 
    “Edith, what the hell is going on? I came home and you’d packed up and left. And where the hell do you think you’re going? With him?” 
 
      
 
    “Back off, Duffy. Edith’s mine now,” Tony says. 
 
      
 
    “Look, Edith, we need to talk.” Mickey looks around. He can see police working their way through the crowd. He grabs Edith’s arm and drags her toward the Men’s Room. Tony grabs her other arm. She’s a rag doll pulled in both directions. 
 
      
 
    “Edith, please. Two minutes. Please. Tell me, why?” 
 
      
 
    Edith shakes Tony’s grip from her arm. “Fine. I suppose I owe you that much. But our train leaves in thirty minutes.” 
 
      
 
    Edith pushes open the Men’s Room door, and Mickey and Tony follow. 
 
      
 
    Once inside and alone, Edith whirls to face Mickey. “I would have told you last night. But you weren’t home. Again. Who were you with this time?” 
 
      
 
    “That’s not important.” 
 
      
 
    “Not important?” She slaps his face, panting. “Well, I think it’s important. I’m tired of living like this, Mickey. Forgotten until it’s time for you to come home and change your shirt.”  
 
      
 
    Mickey stands still, the handprint on his cheek bright red.  
 
      
 
    Tony takes hold of Edith’s arm. “Edie, honey. Don’t. Think of the baby.” Edith misses the smirk that Tony shoots Mickey. 
 
      
 
    “What?” Mickey roars. He staggers back. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, that’s right. I’m carrying Tony’s baby. The thing you could never give me.” Defiant, Edith glares at him, her chin thrust forward. 
 
      
 
    “Edith,” Mickey slumps against the edge of the sink. 
 
      
 
    He looks at Tony. “You’re a real Eye-talian bastard.” 
 
      
 
    Tony reaches inside his coat again. “I guess all it took was a real man, Duffy.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey’s jaw clenches. He looks Tony up and down with cold, flat eyes. “Relax, Giordano. I ain’t going to shoot you. Or you, either,” he says, nodding at Edith. 
 
      
 
    Mickey steps toward Edith. “You betrayed me, Edith. With this, swinia. Or maybe I should say, maiale, seeing as you’re Eye-talian. How’s my pronounciation, pig? You know he’s a dirty cop, right? Just another greedy pig at the trough.” 
 
      
 
    Edith and Tony watch Mickey. Mickey steps close to Tony, his muscles tense. “So, you think you can waltz outta Philly with my wife in your pocket? It ain’t happening, eye-talian. Let me spell it out for ya. Right here, right now, it’s you and me and our darling dame. Outside this room, I’ve got men waiting. Outside the train station, I’ve got more men waiting. In New York and Chicago, I’ve got even more men waiting. You get my drift? Capisce?” 
 
      
 
    Tony glares at Mickey. 
 
      
 
    “Mickey, please,” says Edith.  
 
      
 
    Mickey raises his hand. “Just a moment, doll. You gotta let Tony do some thinking. Am I right, Tony? Time to rethink the plans. Maybe you get outta here, maybe not? Maybe the kid’s yours, maybe not. Maybe you get Edith, maybe not. There’s a lotta dames in Chicago. Whatcha gonna choose, Eye-talian? The only thing you can know for sure is my guys will get you.” 
 
      
 
    “You bastard,” Edith says, fists balled at her sides. There’s murder in her eyes as she glares at Mickey. 
 
      
 
    Mickey never takes his eyes off Tony. “Ah, I see that Tony is beginning to think things through. Look, Tony, despite what Edith may have told you, I’m a fair man.” Mickey begins to put his hand inside his coat, and Tony pulls a gun. “Hold on. I’m just going to reach inside my coat for my wallet.” 
 
      
 
    Edith is mesmerized by Mickey as he starts counting off dollar bills. “To help pay for your ticket out of town, and then some. Think of this as safe passage, Tony. How much is that worth?” Mickey never takes his eyes off Tony as he counts out a stack of bills. “A C-note? A G-note? Not enough? More? Oh my, Edith, you are expensive.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey extends the fan of bills toward Tony. “This should be enough to get you started and then some.”  
 
      
 
    Edith’s eyes remain riveted on Tony’s face.  
 
      
 
    “It’s a sure thing, Tony. One way or another, it’s a sure thing. My guys or the dough. Your choice.” Mickey gives the money another shake, giving Tony a sly smile.  
 
      
 
    Not looking at Edith, Tony takes the money, puts it in his pocket, and pushes past Mickey out the door. 
 
      
 
    “You bastard. I hate you.” Edith says, sobbing. She looks at the Men’s Room door, now closed. She looks at Mickey. There’s a look on her face that Mickey doesn’t understand. 
 
      
 
    “A dirty cop is always about the money, doll.” 
 
      
 
    Edith launches herself at Mickey. She slaps his face and then rakes it with her claws. “You bastard. He loved me. He loved me. You took away my chance.” 
 
      
 
    Grabbing at her hands, he struggles with her to keep her from hurting him or herself. Suddenly she stiffens.  
 
      
 
    “Edith?” 
 
      
 
    She’s in his arms. She looks up, a tear-stained face, creased in panic. “Mickey. Oh no.” 
 
      
 
    Mickey looks down, puzzled. Still holding onto his shoulders, she steps back and looks down. He follows her gaze. Slowly, a small thread of red trickles down her leg, a splotch on her dress blooming. Edith sags in Mickey’s arms. 
 
      
 
    “Nooooo,” she wails. 
 
      
 
    Mickey swings her up off the floor, cradling her in his arms. “Hang on, Kitten. It will be okay.” 
 
      
 
    He bellows, “Gus,” who opens the door, staring inside. “Get the car, Gus. We need to get Edith to the hospital.” 
 
      
 
    Edith clings to Mickey, sobbing. 
 
      
 
    “Shush, Kitten. I love you. It will be all right.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 63  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   W ith all of yesterday’s drama of Edith announcing her getaway plans, and Mickey bursting into Maggie’s home, today is a relatively calm, ordinary day. Maggie’s done a bit of mending, worked on clients’ books, and cooked a lovely supper that everyone but Dick is currently enjoying; his spot is empty.  
 
      
 
    I thought, with Joe gone, we’d finally have some predictability at dinner, but reporters and police seem to keep the same schedules. They’re both actors in the same production. I wonder when I’ll hear from Edith? She and Tony must be in Chicago by now. 
 
      
 
    Halfway through dinner the front door opens, and within minutes Dick Beamish slides into his chair. “So sorry I’m late everyone, Mrs. Barnes—Maggie. There’s so much going on at the paper with the body of that policeman being found in the river. Did you hear about it? And, the mayor has finally been able to run Colonel Butler out of town. I almost didn’t make it home.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie asks questions while she passes him food. “What? Butler gone? The mayor’s tried this before, Dick, and it’s never worked. What makes you think that it will be different this time?” 
 
      
 
    “Money and power, Maggie, that’s what’s different. When Butler tried to close the Ritz, it spooked all the mucky-mucks in town. I mean, it’s one thing to close some speakeasy across town you’ve never heard of, but to close the fancy hotel where your daughter will be getting married? Where you like to sit and enjoy a whiskey with other captains of industry? Nope, they put their foot down. Right down on Smedley’s neck. Our publisher was one of them. There won’t be any rallying cry from the newspapers this time. The colonel is gone. And no one is happier than Mayor Kendrick. Except maybe the bootleggers.” 
 
      
 
    “I can’t imagine it’s going to stick. The people trust him, Dick,” Archie says.  
 
      
 
    “Kendrick’s betting he can buy his way back into the people’s good will; certainly by the time the election rolls around. Or he can buy the election. But he’s not going to be able to do either without backers. The raid on the Ritz Hotel was Butler’s Waterloo. Struck too close to home for the mayor’s supporters. The mayor had to choose between the cash of his donors or a fickle public. It looks like he’s betting on the money.” 
 
      
 
    “Money talks, again,” Archie says. 
 
      
 
    “Always, Archie.” Dick says. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t his donors support Prohibition?” Clive asks. 
 
      
 
    “For other’s maybe, but not if it impacts them personally.” 
 
      
 
    “So what happens next?” asks Maggie. 
 
      
 
    “Now that Butler’s out, it looks like they’re bringing in Elliot to run the police department. The padlocks are off the Ritz, and it’s business as usual at the hotel. The manager’s thousand dollar fine has been rescinded.” 
 
      
 
    “Elliott? Who’s that?” Maggie asks. 
 
      
 
    “George Elliott. He’s been the Colonel’s assistant. Never part of the inner circle that I can tell, but not the mayor’s man, either. He’ll be a neutral pair of hands until Kendrick finds a replacement.” 
 
      
 
    “I wonder what this means for Joe? He and Colonel Butler worked closely together,” Maggie says. 
 
      
 
    “I’m sure enforcement efforts will scale back, as will the pursuit of corruption. Too many squirmy things under the rocks they’re turning over. It’s better not to look,” Dick says between mouthfuls. 
 
      
 
    “I like worms,” says Tommy. 
 
      
 
    “I wonder if Kelly worked with the policeman they found in the river,” Archie asked. 
 
      
 
    “You know, I think I heard that the guy they found was a captain who used to lead Enforcement Unit Number One before he transferred to the Eighth ward. So Joe probably did. Maybe I’ll give him a call. It might add a bit of color to the story,” Dick says. 
 
      
 
    “Surely you don’t mean Ralph Copeland?” Maggie puts her cutlery down, her face pale. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I think that’s what his name was.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh no.” 
 
      
 
    “Wasn’t he the dirty cop on Mickey’s payroll? There was a mention of it in the papers a while back. Something about missing evidence?” Archie looks from Maggie to Dick. 
 
      
 
    “Colonel Butler arrested him, but Mickey got off when the witnesses and evidence went missing. Poor Colonel Butler. I was so impressed with him when I heard him speak at the rally the last time the mayor tried to fire him,” Maggie says. “And some of his other initiatives targeting police corruption have been quite innovative.” I doubt whether this Mr. Elliot will be interested in keeping Operation Minnow going.  
 
      
 
    “Butler’s heading back to the Marines. He was always a fish out of water here. He made a lousy civilian. I think he’ll be happier back in the military. Everyone there knows who and when to salute,” says Dick. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, Dick, I don’t think that’s fair. The cards were always stacked against him. He thought he was brought in to fix things, but the mayor and the Machine only wanted window dressing,” Maggie says. 
 
      
 
    Archie passes Dick the basket of rolls. “It couldn’t have been easy for a man like that to be a new pair of drapes.” 
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    Joe brings in more empty crates and stacks them on the desk in Colonel Butler’s office. The two are packing up his office. The framed medals have come down off the wall and are wrapped carefully in paper. Books and personal correspondence is packed away. A few photographs and clippings, citations from various community organizations, are all neatly stacked inside the boxes now sitting on the floor by the door. 
 
      
 
    They stand back and survey the small pile. “There’s not much to show for all the fire and fury of the past two years, eh Kelly?” 
 
      
 
    “You’ve made a huge impact on the city, sir.” 
 
      
 
    “Kind of you to say, but we both know my train will have barely left the station before they start picking at the seams and it all starts to unravel. As an experienced and decorated soldier, you’d think that I’d have learned that most fundamental of lessons,” says Butler, shaking his head. 
 
      
 
    “Sir?” Joe keeps tying up the boxes. 
 
      
 
    “Never fight a war on two fronts. While I was battling the bootleggers and moonshiners in front of me, the politicians and the police were stabbing me in the back.” 
 
      
 
    Joe shakes his head. There’s not much he can say to lessen the brutal sting of those words. Truth hurts. 
 
      
 
    “You know, Kelly, the irony is that I’m not much different than those bootleggers and racketeers we’ve been chasing.” 
 
      
 
    “Sir?” Joe holds the scarlet cape that was hanging on the back of the colonel’s door. 
 
      
 
    “Leave it. Or keep it as a souvenir of the past two years together. You’ve stood by me, Kelly, when others didn’t. You’re a good man.” 
 
      
 
    Joe folds it and sets it aside.  
 
      
 
    “Two years. You know, Kelly, I’ve spent thirty-three years and four months in active military service. I’ve fought battles on foreign soil against enemies that sought to bring harm to America. I’ve served in the Philippines, China, and Central America. I thought I was there defending democracy but, really, for those in power, it’s always about the money. America looking for a bit of economic leverage, a bit of profiteering. So you could say that, during those three decades, I spent most of my time as high-class muscle for the politicians in Washington, for Big Business, for Wall Street, and the bankers. And now, with this latest posting, I can add the notorious Philadelphia Machine to the list. I’ve shaken down countries during wartime, and private enterprise during peacetime. You could think of me as sort of a racketeer, a gangster for capitalism.” 
 
      
 
    They haul the boxes downstairs to the front door of the Precinct. There’s silence as they pass fellow police officers. As Colonel Butler opens the driver’s door, he glances back at the building that has been the command post for his energy and idealism since he launched his war on bootlegging. Standing by the front step is his faithful aide-de-camp who has stood shoulder to shoulder with him. 
 
      
 
    Joe stands at attention and snaps the Colonel a sharp salute. Colonel Smedley Butler returns it, smiles. “I confused the battle for the war, Kelly. Don’t make that same mistake.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 64  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   M ickey’s hospital chair is pulled close to Edith’s bedside. She’s in a private room with her own nurse waiting outside; Mickey’s asked for a bit of privacy. He leans forward, elbows on his knees, hands clasped, staring at his wife. Edith’s curled in a small ball, facing away from him. He breathes with the rise and fall of her back.  
 
      
 
    Mickey finds the scent of the room oppressive—so full of flowers it’s like a greenhouse. But if Edith likes them, each new bouquet a distraction from the sorrow of losing the baby, then Mickey will make sure there’s a new arrangement every day. 
 
      
 
    Despite the hospital noises beyond the door, Edith’s room is so silent you can hear a heart break. 
 
      
 
    “Kitten, do you remember the day we met? You were working the coat check at Zeiss’s. What a dump that joint was. Gosh, you were all sass and attitude. And a real stunner. I thought, ‘way outta my league’. But I couldn’t help myself. I made my move. You laughed. Skyrockets. God, I loved you. Right then and there, I knew you were the gal for me. The gal I would be with, forever.” 
 
      
 
    She shifts a little.  
 
      
 
    “You know me and how ambition drives me. And you should know, Edith, that you are a big part of all this success. Your beauty, intelligence, your spirit inspire me. You justify it. And sweeten it.” Mickey moves and sits on the edge of the bed, stroking Edith’s blanketed shoulder. 
 
      
 
    “It kills me, Kitten, seeing you like this. I’m sorry you lost the baby. So sorry, Edith. I’m sorry about how things went down with Tony but, doll, he was a louse. He wasn’t good enough for you. Heck, I’m not good enough for ya, and I’m Mickey Duffy.” 
 
      
 
    He stops, watching to see if his little joke gets a reaction. Nothing. 
 
      
 
    “What can I do, sweetheart? Want me to call Maggie? I can send a car round and get her.” 
 
      
 
    There’s a slight movement. “No. I don’t want anyone to know. I just want to be alone,” she whispers. 
 
      
 
    “I can’t leave you alone like this, Edith. I’ll stay with you.” He lies gently beside her, his arm around her waist. 
 
      
 
    “I think that you’re the only person I have left, Edith. Please don’t go and leave me alone. I know that I spend too much time away, but it’s just business. I’m working so hard for us, Edith. Those other dames don’t mean nuthin’. Piff. You get me, Kitten. I can trust you. And that doesn’t come ‘round too often.” 
 
      
 
    Edith shifts so that she can be snuggled into Mickey. Mickey pulls her closer. “It will be better when you get home, sweetheart. We’ll get through this like we always do. Together. I love you, Edith. And I got your back.” 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    Still no word from Edith. What if Mickey found them? I wonder if I should call? Would Hilda know anything? 
 
      
 
    “Hello, Hilda. This is Mrs. Barnes. I was wondering if Mrs. Duffy is in?” 
 
      
 
    There’s a long pause. “Hello, Hilda?” 
 
      
 
    Maggie listens. Hilda said she’d thought ‘Mrs. Duffy’, Edith, would have called Maggie by now to tell her she was in the hospital, and then going away for a spell.” 
 
      
 
    Edith’s in the hospital? Did Mickey hurt her when he found out about Tony and the baby? I’ve got to talk to Edith. 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
      
 
    Maggie knocks gently at Edith’s hospital door, unsure of what she’ll find. She pokes her head around the corner. “Edith, honey. It’s Maggie.” 
 
      
 
    Once luxurious raven hair hangs lank. Her beautiful friend is gaunt, pale. Large, haunted hazel eyes stare at her.  
 
      
 
    “Maggie?” Edith whispers. “How did you know I was here?” 
 
      
 
    Maggie steps forward tentatively. “There was no one at the nurses’ desk so I just came in. Are you up for a visitor, sweetie? Should I go?” 
 
      
 
    Edith turns away and shrugs. 
 
      
 
    Maggie sits in the chair and takes Edith’s limp hand. “What happened, Edith?” 
 
      
 
    Edith appears to be focussed only on the wall; anchored in a dark place. “I lost the baby. I lost Tony. Everything’s gone,” she whispers. 
 
      
 
    “Did Mickey hurt you?” 
 
      
 
    “No, he didn’t.” Mickey’s voice is behind her. 
 
      
 
    Edith doesn’t even acknowledge that Mickey is in the room. 
 
      
 
    “Mrs. Barnes. I’m not sure that Edith is up for visitors. Why don’t I walk you to the elevator, and you can visit with Edith when she’s a bit stronger.” 
 
      
 
    Outside the room, he guides her to a private corner. 
 
      
 
    “Thank you for coming, Mrs. Barnes. I have been asking Edith if I should call you, but she doesn’t seem to care one way or the other. About anything. It’s all been a huge shock. Losing the baby. Getting cut off the drugs and the booze. I’ve convinced her to go away and get some rest. She needs to recover and she can’t do it here.” 
 
      
 
    All this is news to Maggie, who stares through Edith’s closed hospital door to see the poor, broken woman inside. Her hope for a new life as a mother, and a real relationship with Tony, gone. 
 
      
 
    “Where are you sending her? Will she be all right?” 
 
      
 
    “Mrs. Barnes, believe me when I tell you I wouldn’t harm a hair on her head. I love Edith and she’s my wife. She’s going to a very good facility where they can help her.” 
 
      
 
    The elevator door opens. Maggie hesitates. “Please ask her to get in touch with me when she feels up to it. Please, Mickey?” 
 
      
 
    “I will. She’ll pull through. She always does.” The elevator doors close. “And I’m counting on it,” he whispers.

 
 
   
  
 


 Chapter 65  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   “ Almost there, Edith. Not much longer,” Henry says from the front seat of the Duesenberg. The large, luxury automobile purrs along the highway. Mickey had asked him to drive Edith to the rest home, a refurbished mansion outside of town. 
 
      
 
    Henry looks in the rearview mirror, concerned with what he sees. When she had first hooked up with Mickey, Edith had been the life of the party. She was spunky and feisty. Game for anything. This gal is just a pale echo of that. She’s gray; all the sparkle gone.  
 
      
 
    Henry checks his own reflection and wonders if he looks the same way. A couple of months of hard drinking and snorting drugs for the both of them. Each trying to escape something. Now they’ve run into a brick wall. That episode in the alley with Ralph Copeland was a low point, maybe the lowest. Thank goodness Mickey had his back.  
 
      
 
    “Hey, Edith?” He waits until he sees he has her attention. “You think this treatment is going to work?” 
 
      
 
    “Cold turkey?” she whispers. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, sure. I mean, it seems a bit extreme. I hear there are shakes and stuff. And that you’ll be sick. Are you up for that?” 
 
      
 
    He watches Edith turn away again, staring out the window. Looks like she’s a million miles away. Too much partying for that girl. And it sounds like the scene at the train station was pretty rough, too. 
 
      
 
    “You know. I was thinking I’d try it myself. Get off the blow and the booze. I don’t think I need to check into any fancy rest home. I’ll just hole up in my apartment, lock the door. You think that I could do it myself?” 
 
      
 
    Edith shrugs listlessly.  
 
      
 
    “Maybe I’ll grab a dame to look out for me. You know, in case I get sick or something. Maybe heat up some soup once I’m on the mend. I know a gal. She’ll do it for me. Yup, I’m going to do it. You know, new year, new man.” 
 
      
 
    Henry looks in the rearview mirror. Edith is lost in her own thoughts.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I’ll call her as soon as I get back. I can do this,” Henry says, speaking to himself. “I owe it to Mickey.” 
 
      
 
    * * * * 
 
      
 
    Edith’s not worried about the detox. However bad it is, she deserves it.  
 
      
 
    She is nervous about the second treatment she’s booked for. The treatment no one but Mickey knows about. That was also part of the deal; to try and deal with the syphilis—she’s noticed a slight tremor in her hands that’s getting worse. At first, she put it down to the drinking and the drugs. But it got stronger, just like the doc said it would.  
 
      
 
    The treatment seems barbaric. Quack medicine? Injecting her with malaria to have the fever burn off the syphilis. Apparently, it works. The doctor appears confident. If she survives the detox and survives the malaria, she should come out right as rain. Should. If she comes out. Maybe Mickey is trying to get rid of her? Whatever. 
 
      
 
    She stares out the car’s side window at the passing countryside. The front gates of the treatment facility loom as Henry slows the car to make the turn. The rest-home was the deal she had made with Mickey. He’d wanted to drive her, but she’d said no. She’s tired of his overbearing personality. So tired. Too much partying. Too much cocaine. Tony. The baby. It’s all been too much.  
 
      
 
    She’s toyed with the idea of just giving up, crawling back into bed and pulling the covers over her head. Looking out the window as the car slows at the front door, Edith shivers and closes her eyes. Giving up is so appealing, and she’s never been good at resisting temptation.

 
 
   
  
 


 Chapter 66  
 
      
 
   I t’s afternoon, and the house is blissfully quiet. Festivities are over for another year. Tommy and his friends have gone sledding. The lodgers aren’t due back from their holiday visits until tomorrow. Peace and solitude. Rare commodities. Maggie’s tradition dictates the Christmas tree remains until the first week of January has passed; something she enjoys.  
 
      
 
    “Have you heard how Edith is doing?” Frank asks from his chair by the fireplace.  
 
      
 
    “I got another note from her today. She’s feeling much better. And I talked to Mickey earlier in the week. He said she was doing well and would be home in a few months. I don’t think I’ll rest easy until I see her for myself. The poor thing has been through a lot. Although, I have to give Mickey credit. He’s stood by her the whole way. I didn’t think he had it in him.” 
 
      
 
    “Hidden depths,” says Frank. “And how are things around here?” 
 
      
 
    “I have so enjoyed the tranquility of these past few days. Having the house to myself is a real novelty for Tommy and me. We’re not used to being on our own anymore. Things are slowing down all ‘round. I wasn’t surprised when Elliot cancelled Operation Minnow. It’s like Dick had said, nobody wants to make too many waves right now. The boat has been rocked enough. With Colonel Butler gone, the city seems to have relaxed. It’s probably a bad thing to lose the momentum, but I think everyone is enjoying the break from the war on Prohibition’s criminals.” 
 
      
 
    “I know what you mean, Maggie. Sustaining that kind of drive over the long term is difficult. It’s exhausting for both combatants and adversaries. How are things with the bank?” 
 
      
 
    “Speak of adversaries, you mean?” Maggie grins. “Better. I think I told you that I picked up two more clients? Millie from the hat shop recommended one, and the other is a dentist. That’s five altogether. I took my new bookkeeping contracts down and showed Mr. McKim so that he could see I now had the income to comfortably make the mortgage payments. I never want to be in that situation again. Through my own recklessness and discontent, I came so close to losing the house. And Inspector, to tell the truth, with the peace and quiet the last few days, I’ve had time to think. What scares me even more is how close I came to losing my honor, integrity, and self-respect. I’m shocked at how easily temptation can turn a person.” 
 
      
 
    Maggie repositions herself with a cushion. “Temptation can make you into something you’ve never dreamed. It presses you to give up everything you’ve ever cherished for that one brief taste of what you most desire. In my case, the house and what I thought it meant.” Her thoughts drift to Edith and what she’s going through. 
 
      
 
    “You know, Maggie, my mother used to say it’s better to find a whole worm in your apple than half a worm,” says Frank. 
 
      
 
    “Eww, Inspector.” 
 
      
 
    “Don’t be too hard on yourself. Mickey was going to give you an easy way out of your troubles, but you decided that you’d rather take the more difficult path. It’s a hard life, and the biggest temptation is to let how hard it is be an excuse to weaken. You stayed true to yourself, which took strength and courage.” 
 
      
 
    “Thank you, Inspector. I appreciate hearing you say that.” 
 
      
 
    The clock ticks, measuring the march. Maggie stands and dusts her hands. “Well, I’ve got lodgers to feed and clients’ books to do, not to mention homework. Classes start again next week.” 
 
      
 
    “Sounds like a busy day.” 
 
      
 
    “Like all the others. Although I am hoping to get a pie baked for supper.” 
 
      
 
    “I used to love pie. What kind?” 
 
      
 
    “Why, apple of course,” Maggie says. 
 
      
 
    “Ah, temptation. The apple,” says Inspector Frank Geyer. “Touché. Indulge me just one more bit of insight from General Bonaparte? You should keep in mind that ‘the world is not ruined by the wickedness of the wicked but by the weakness of the good’.” 
 
      
 
    “His words are an apt sentiment for the state of Philadelphia these days,” says Maggie.  
 
      
 
    “Certainly, we’d be better off if others could emulate your strength, Maggie. I despair when I think on it. With Colonel Butler gone and the gates to the city thrown wide, it’s only a matter of time before ruin descends. Philadelphia will be like a bloated corpse, and bootleggers and the corrupt feeding off her like maggots.” Frank has a grim look, staring at his cigar. 
 
      
 
    “Inspector, those are bleak thoughts. There is still hope.” 
 
      
 
    “Of course, my dear. Forgive me. There is always hope. And where there is none, we must invent it.” 
 
      
 
    “That sounds like the struggle continues, then?” 
 
      
 
    “Of course, Maggie. Mickey’s growing stronger. Philadelphia is corrupt and content. What was it you said at the police station? Ah yes, Evil triumphs when there is no justice.” 
 
      
 
    “Not on our watch it won’t.” 
 
      
 
    [image: ]The End 
 
      
 
      
 
    Wait!! Don’t go. 
 
    There are two exciting opportunities you might want to check out. 
 
      
 
    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 to https://sherilyndecter.com/destinations-landing-page/ to become part of this exclusive group and you can start reading today 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Book Three: BEST SERVED COLD 
 
    Release date: March 21, 2019 
 
      
 
    [image: ]She's still out for justice. A rival vies for his crown. On the dark city streets, no one stays on top for good… 
 
      
 
    Philadelphia, 1926. Maggie Barnes keeps getting one step closer to putting bootlegger Mickey Duffy behind bars. The next hurdle for her and the ghostly cop by her side is an unreliable and unstable witness. But to finally achieve her goal of justice, she may just have to team up with her enemy's greatest rival… 
 
      
 
    Mickey Duffy is struggling to hold his underworld empire together. As he fights off small-time bootleggers and his own growing demons, the Baileys make a move to take over his turf. When an assassination attempt on Mickey just misses the mark, he vows to fight back with devastating consequences.  
 
      
 
    With bullets flying in both directions, can Maggie survive to put Mickey behind bars or will she be caught in the crossfire? 
 
      
 
    Best Served Cold is the third book in the Bootleggers Chronicles series of historical mysteries. If you like street-savvy heroines, complex cover-ups, and 1920s crime stories, then you'll love Sherilyn Decter’s grand gangster tale.  
 
      
 
    Buy Best Served Cold to slip into a bootlegger saga today! 
 
      
 
   
  
 

 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 on the Bootleggers’ Chronicles: 
 
      
 
      
 
    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 Tasting the Apple: Kate Decter, Rachel Andrews, Jessica Decter, Kim Mitchell, Grant McPhail, Pat Britton, Karen Oliver, Lynn Bailey, Jeanne Millis, Vickie Brown, Pat Carrabre, Mary Jo Carrabre, Johann Laesecke, and Nathalie Jottard. 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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