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Blood



THE LAST TIME, THEYD PRESSED THE SHARPENED POINTS of their sheath knives into the flesh of their thumbs, and let their blood mingle, and smeared it on each others foreheads till it looked like burning embers. They were brothers for sure then, bound fast as any natural-born siblings. But embers turn to ashes, and blood doesnt always take.

And look at them now. One is still alive, but barely; the other wishes he had never been born. And look at all that blood. Planning a murder in advance doesnt guarantee that you cut down on blood, although it can help. But when it just happens, in the heat of rage and with the available means to handa wrench that can smash a mouthful of teeth, open up an eye socket, splinter a cheekbone; a screwdriver that will gouge through gristle and nerve, puncture liver and spleen, sluice blood from a torn throatwhen murder just happens, you wouldnt believe how much blood there can be.

The forensic scientists classify bloodstains under six separate headings: drops, splashes, spurts, trails, smears, and pools. And theyre all here: drops on the stone floor, splashes on the walls, spurts on the striplight and across the ceiling, trails as the dying man tries to evade his killer, smears on the car hood and the garage door, and at the end of it all, the wine-dark pool of blood seeping out beneath the dead man.

The murderer cries, weeps at what he has done: involuntary tears, a spasm, not of remorse, but of shock, of relief, of exhilaration at the brave new world he has wrought, a world with one man fewer living in it. He wipes the tears with the backs of his hands, the sweat from his brow, the snot from his streaming nose. His breath still comes in sharp, shuddering gusts, like sobs. He sinks to his knees, leans his head back, shuts his eyes.

Look at him now. Look at his face: blood matted around his hairline, in his eyebrows, in his mustache; blood collecting in the folds of his neck and in his ears; blood anointing him the chosen one, the first murderer, his brothers killer. Look at the happy savage, whos discovered the fatal flaw in Gods creation: If Cain could rise up against Abel and slay him, whats to stop the rest of us?











Part One


What hast thou done? the voice of thy brothers blood crieth unto me from the ground.

GENESIS 4:10












One



THE NIGHT OF MY MOTHERS FUNERAL, LINDA DAWSON cried on my shoulder, put her tongue in my mouth and asked me to find her husband. Now she was lying dead on her living room floor, and the howl of a police siren echoed through the surrounding hills. Linda had been strangled: a froth of blood brimmed from her mouth, and her bloodshot eyes bulged. The marks around her neck were barely perceptible, suggesting the murder weapon had been a scarf or a silk tie. Cyanosis had given her already livid skin a bluish tone, deepest at the lips and ears, and on the fingernails of her hands, which were clenched into small fists. They lay stiff in her lap, and her eyes gaped unseeingly through the glass wall toward the sky; her corpse looked like some grotesque parody of the undertakers art.

The sirens howl reached a deafening crescendo and then stopped. As the car doors slammed, as the Guards stomped up the drive and began to pound on the front door, my eyes looked out past Lindas, out at the gray morning sky, then down along the cliffside, down between the stands of spruce and pine, down among the great Georgian houses, the Victorian castles and modern villas of Castlehill, down to where this all began, barely a week ago.




We were standing on the terrace of the Bayview Hotel, watching a bloated old moon hoist itself slowly above the sea. Out in Dublin Bay, the city lights flickered in the haze. Across the road, framed by gorse-thatched cliffs and a scrubby pebble beach, the railway station stood deserted, the signal stuck on red. Everyone else who had been at the funeral had gone home, and I was waiting for Linda to finish her drink so I could drive her home. But Linda didnt want to go home. She untied her hair and shook it down, then back from her face. She narrowed her dark eyes, forced her brow into a frown and set her red lips in a small pout, as if, all things considered, she definitely agreed with what she was about to say.

I cant take it, she said. I cant take another night on my own in that house.

Something in my eyes must have warned her that now was not necessarily the best time to be making her problems my problems.

Oh, Ed, Im sorry, she said. Tonight of all nights, this is the last thing you need. She began to cry suddenly, deflatedly, like a lost child too sad to panic. I took her in my arms and lent her my shoulder. The sea was silver gray beneath the moon, and it glistened like wet granite. The railway signal changed from red to amber. A mild breeze blew the clean balm of eucalyptus up from the hotel garden below. I could feel Lindas cold cheek brush my neck, and then her warm lips were on mine, and she was kissing me. I kissed her back, and then moved her cheek alongside mine and held her. Her body went rigid for a moment, then she tapped me twice on the back, like a wrestler ready to submit. We separated, and she finished her drink, dabbed her eyes and lit a cigarette.

Im sorry.

No need to apologize.

Its justIm really worried about Peter.


Peter Dawson was Lindas husband. Id been at school with Linda; her husband had been a child of three when I left Ireland. I hadnt seen either of them for over twenty years. Kissing another man was an unorthodox way of expressing concern for your husband, but then Linda had been known for doing exactly as she pleased, and nothing I could see in her face or figure suggested much had changed, in that regard at least.

You said he was away on business.

I dont know where he is. Hes been gone four days now. He hasnt called me, they havent heard from him at work.

Have you told the police?

No, weI didnt want to.

Why not?

I supposeI suppose I thought the police would make the whole thing more real, somehow. And Ive been half expecting Peter to just walk back in the house as if nothing had happened.

A fresh drink suddenly materialized in Lindas hand; she must have snagged a waitress by means I didnt notice, or understand. I gave in, ordered a large Jameson from the girl and lit one of Lindas cigarettes.

You say that as if its happened before. Has Peter disappeared like this in the past?

Not for four days. But occasionallywell, we do have the odd row. And Peters favorite response has always been to storm out. You know how marriage is. Or do you? Its been so long, I dont know if youI dont really know very much about your life, Edward Loy.

I was married, yes.

And?

It didnt take.

Were there children?

A little girl.

I suppose shes with her mother. You must miss her. But of course you do, what a stupid thing to say.


An express train crashed out of the cliffside tunnel and blazed through the station. The carriages were brightly lit, and crammed with passengers. I wished I was one of them, and that I was on that train now, hurtling into the night.

My whiskey arrived. I splashed some water into it and knocked half of it back.

Linda was still talking.

Tommy Owens was saying he visited you out there.

I wouldnt have thought you kept up with Tommy Owens.

I saw him in Hennessys the other night. And no, I dont go there much either, just when Im feelingeven more trapped than usual.

Hennessys. Is it still the same dump?

Whatever you want, you can get it in Hennessys. God knows how they never closed the place.

We used to think Hennessy had a friend high up in the cops.

If he has a friend. Anyway, Tommy said you found people who were missing. You helped a family locate their daughter.

I did some work for a guy who traced missing persons.

Well, I just thoughtand I know you must be in bits with your mum and everything, but if you could even have a think about it, Ed, Id really, really appreciate it.

In case I didnt understand just how she might show her appreciation, Linda moistened her lips with her tongue, and wrinkled her button nose a little, and threaded an arm around my waist. Her breath smelled yeasty and sweet, and her scent was all grapefruit and smoke and summer sweat. I wanted to kiss her again, and was just about to when her drink slipped from her hand and smashed. It left a jagged, gleaming scrawl on the terrace flagstones. With the charmed timing of the accomplished drinker, Linda turned, caught the waitresss eye and, flashing a wry smile of expiation, summoned a replacement. I quickly waved some semaphore of my own, and began to persuade Linda that it was about time to bring the day to a close. She was still very thirsty, and took some persuading, so I had to remind her that it had been my mother we had buried that morning, and she began to cry again, and apologize, but finally I got her down the front steps of the hotel. We crunched along the gravel drive, past rows of palm and yucca. Eucalyptus loomed at either side, and fat sumacs squatted on the lawn. There wasnt a native tree in sight. Linda sat into the passenger seat of my rental car, and we drove in silence along the coast road past Bayview village. The coconut musk of gorse was thick in the warm night air. It smelled like incense, and I had a flash of the church that morning, of the seething thurible glinting in the light, of the coffin and the cross and the faces in the pews, faces I half remembered but knew I must know.


Change and decay in all around I see;

O Thou who changest not, abide with me.



I turned inland by the Martello tower, cut through the old pine forest, and began the climb up Castlehill Road. Near the top, Linda juddered into sudden life.

Next left here, Ed.

Just before we reached Castlehill village, I swung the car down a granite-walled slip road and halted in front of a set of black security gates. Linda ran her window down and pressed some digits on a credit-card-sized keypad she took from her purse. The gates swung open and she pointed to the furthest of the five new detached white houses in the development. I parked in front of the deco-style property, which had curved exterior walls, a carport, a large back garden and a view reaching from the mountains to the bay. The barred gates swung slowly shut behind us.

Nice, I said.


Peters father built them.

Must feel safe up here.

Sometimes I wonder whether the gates are to keep intruders out, or to keep us in.

Its hard being rich.

Linda smiled. I wasnt complaining. But the last thing you feel is safe.

Her smile, which hadnt reached her eyes, vanished. She looked frightened, and the moonlight flooding through the windscreen showed the lines in her tired face.

About Peterand I know this is not the right time, Ed

Tell me what makes you so worried about him. What do you think has happened?

I dont know. Icome in for a drink, will you? Or a coffee.

No thanks. Tell me about your husband.

A silver Persian cat had emerged from the dark, and was padding from house to house, setting a searchlight off on each front lawn as he went. He looked like he was doing it on purpose, out of badness.

Peters been in trouble for a while now. I think hes being blackmailed.

Over what?

I dont know. Thereve been phone calls. People hanging up when I answer.

An affair?

Linda shook her head.

Im pretty sure its a money thing. A business thing.

How is the business?

Are you kidding? Have you not heard about our great property boom?

Just a little. Prices have shot up, right?

Theyre still shooting. These houses here have doubled in value in the five years since they were built. Its wild.

I had barely been forty-eight hours in Dublin, and quite a few of these had been spent either in the funeral home or in the church, but Linda must have been the fifteenth person to reassure me about the vibrancy of the local property market. It was like being trapped at a real estate agents convention. Everyone took care not to appear too triumphalist; the boom was spoken of as an unbidden but welcome blessing, like the recent stretch of unexpectedly good weather. But boasting was boasting, however you tried to dress it up. At least Linda had the excuse that her father-in-law, John Dawson, was one of the citys biggest builders. Cranes bearing the Dawson name seemed to be trampling at will all over Bayview and Seafield; I could see three from where we sat. My first view coming in on the plane wasnt of the coast or the green fields of North Dublin; it was of four great Dawson cranes suspended above a vast oval construction site. It looked like they had just dug up the Parthenon, and were laying the foundations for another shopping mall.

Peters the company accountant?

Financial controller, they call it. Same difference.

So if business is booming, whats his problem? Gambling? Drugs?

Gambling, I doubt. Drugs, occasionally. But for fun. No more than anyone else we know. Hes not an addict. He probably drinks too much. But Im no one to talk.

So what did he need money for?

He said something about having to be ready for opportunities as they arose. I dont know what that meant.

Has he any other business interests?

A few apartments dotted around the city. Tax-incentive investments. Theyre rented through a property agency. And a bunch of stocks and shares, a whatdoyoucallit, portfolio. Although maybe hes cashed them in. He was in a panic, like a controlled panic, the last few times I saw him.

In a controlled panic?

I know, arent we all? I know it sounds a bit vague, but


She shrugged, and let her words trail away.

When was he last seen?

He went on-site at the Seafield County Hall renovation on Friday last. He had to go through the budget with the project manager, then he was due to meet me for a drink in the High Tide. I was about twenty minutes late, by which time Peter had gone. I havent seen him since.

Does he have a cell phone?

A mobile? It just rings off.

A swollen, dark-tanned blond man in a white bathrobe appeared in his doorway and waved his fat hands at the silver cat, who ignored him. The man padded to the edge of his driveway, folded his pudgy arms across his belly and frowned across at my car. I returned his frown until he broke eye contact. When he saw Linda, he turned and retreated into his house, red-faced and breathing deeply from his nights work.

Fucking busybody, Linda said. It was his idea to have the gates built, but since they went up, the fall of a leaf has him rustling his curtains or lumbering down his drive. Try and give a party, hes reporting every strange car to the police.

How are things between Peter and his father, Linda? Do they get along?

They dont see a great deal of each other. John Dawson doesnt concern himself with the day-to-day much anymore. Only time he ventures out in public is to the races. Otherwise, hes like a recluse, himself and Barbara, rattling around that huge house at the top of Castlehill.

So no great father-and-son rivalry?

Not really. Not that Barbara hasnt tried to drum some up. Shes always said Peter should have made his own way, that his father had come from nothing and made it to the top, that Peter had it easy all his life. At least his father didnt have to put up with you as a mother, I always want to reply.


I saw Barbara at the removal. She looks well for her age.

Shes discovered the secret of eternal youth. Goes to a clinic in the States every summer, comes back looking five years younger.

Did Peter take what his mother said to heart?

I think so. I know it hurt him. And maybeI mean, buying the apartments and things, thats only recentmaybe thats an attempt to strike out on his own. His opportunities. But for Gods sake, hes only twenty-five years old, I mean, give him a chance, you know?

Anything else you can think of?

Well. That Friday, Peter and I were actually meeting toTalk About Things, you know?

What, a divorce?

God, no. Maybe aa trial separation, isnt that what we used to call it? Back in the days when we were young, and it didnt really matter. But Peter still is so young. Which is great in some ways, said Linda, baring her teeth in a hungry grin which left me in no doubt which ways she meant.

But outside the bedroom? I said.

Outside the bedroom, we had nothing left to say to each other.

The silver cat settled on Lindas porch and began to howl. Linda turned to me and took my arm.

Can you find Peter?

I dont know. To start with, Id need his bank and phone records and a bunch of other stuff. But the truth is, most likely, he doesnt want to be found.

You dont know that.

No, I dont. But adults who go missing, its usually because they want to. And if they dont want to be found, well, it can be very difficult. But Ill think about it. Okay?

Linda leaned across and kissed my cheek, and crinkled her face into a smile, as if to reassure me she was being brave. Then, having agreed that wed talk again in the morning, she got out of the car and walked up her drive. The cat leapt to his feet and rubbed himself against her slender, black-stockinged calf. She pointed at the security gates to open, and I turned the car and headed back up the slip road. In the rearview mirror, I could see Linda in her doorway, smoking a cigarette. When I made the turn onto Castlehill Road, she was still standing there, moonlight pale on her face, her bright hair wreathed in smoke. Her sweet smell clung to my skin, and her salt taste to my lips, and I realized how much Id wanted her all evening, how much I still wanted her now. I gripped the wheel and hit the gas and drove away without looking back.











Two



MY MOTHER LIVED IN A REDBRICK SEMI DETACHED HOUSE at the foot of Quarry Fields, a leafy road halfway between Bayview and Seafield. Quarry Fields wasnt much of a neighborhood when I was growing up. The Somerton flats were around the corner, and Fagans Villas, where my mother and father had been brought up, or dragged up as they put it, was just across the main road. Now Somerton was long gone, Fagans Villas had a four-wheel drive on every inch of curb, and a house in Quarry Fields was worth more than Id believe, or so assorted mourners had been keen to assure me.

Yet for all that had changed, the streets felt familiar, as if they had been expecting me, as if I had never left. Familiar but strange: I was driving back to my mothers house, but she didnt live there anymore; she was spending her first night alone in a freshly dug grave, in sight of the stony beach at Bayview she used to take me to as a child. When they lowered her coffin down, I looked out to sea and remembered the first time she visited me in L.A.: how I took her to Zuma Beach, out past Malibu, how she smiled when she smelled the ocean, and clutched my hand in excitement, how we swam together the way we always had, and never would again.

I parked the rental car outside the house and opened the rusting black gate. An unruly hedge of holly, yew and cypress shielded the overgrown front garden from the road, while untended rosebushes sprawled across the drive. Crumbling brickwork and rotting window frames and missing roof tiles told the same story: the place had become too much for my mother long before the end. Not for the first time that day, I thought I should have come back sooner; not for the first time, the mocking futility of the thought made me flush.

As I tried the keys in the storm porch door, I heard a shuffling on the gravel behind me. In the glass of the door, I saw a shadow move. Over my left shoulder, something glinted in the moonlight. Threading the keys through the fingers of my left hand, I drove my right elbow as hard as I could into the center of the shadow. At the same time, I slashed out with the keys in the direction of where I figured the shadows arm was.

A thick grunt, a scream of pain, and a crash of metal on concrete later, and I turned to see Tommy Owens on his knees, vomiting into a rosebush. His left hand was soaked in blood, and a semiautomatic pistol lay in a bed of night-scented stock by the boundary wall.



Tommy Owens, having damned me for a fascist and a psychopath, having cleaned and bandaged his wounds and rinsed his mouth out with Listerine, and having refused to concede there was anything remotely reckless in his brandishing a gun in my ear, was sitting in the living room making light work of my duty-free Laphroaig.

The squat hunk of black gunmetal that sat on the coffee table beside the whiskey was a Glock 17. Next to the Glock sat a magazine chambered for 10 rounds of 9 mm ammunition. Unlike the Laphroaig, the magazine was full.


Where did you get the gun, Tommy? I said, not for the first time.

Its nothing. Fuck sake man, state of this gaff. Hasnt changed since I was working for your oul fella, what, twenty years ago? More.

Its not nothing, Tommy. Its a gun.

I mean, your old lady had some money, didnt she? Arnotts couldntve paid that badly. Shedve got a staff discount anyway. Carpets, curtains, its like the B&B from hell. And these radiators, I mean, no disrespect, but I bet they sound like a fucking whirlpool when you turn them on.

Tommy finished his scotch and reached for the bottle. I got there first. Id babysat enough drunks for one day.

Hey, come on man, Im in shock here, and its your fault. The man unstressed, in the Dublin way; ages since Id heard it.

Tommy, tell me what youre doing with the gun. Or Ill call Dave Donnelly and ask have you a permit for it.

Tommys face contorted into a sneer of scorn that, combined with his narrow eyes and wispy goatee, made him look even more like a weasel than usual.

I saw the pair of you in the churchyard today, very cozy with the cops all of a sudden. Detective Sergeant Donnelly.

He was paying his respects, Tommy. More than you bothered to do.

I cant do the church, man, cant hack the whole church thing. But I was around, you know, watching you all after. Visited the grave this afternoon too.

Did you? Why didnt you come down the Bayview?

Hotels? I dont do hotels, man. Churches, hotels, no way.

Tommy had always been like this. Anything mainstream, anything aimed at the people Tommy probably still referred to as straights, any venue that seemed, however implicitly, to endorse the way the world worked, and Tommy would have none of it. This ruled out not only hotels and churches, but supermarkets, nightclubs, restaurants, pubs (with the sole exception of Hennessys), and cafes. When he came to stay with me in L.A., after his marriage had fallen apart, he refused to go anywhere except an illegal late night shebeen in Culver City that was noteworthy (a) because we were the only white faces there, and (b) because there had been five murders connected with it in the nine weeks of its existence. That I knew of.

Very sorry though, Ed. Your old dear. A real lady, she was.

The gun, Tommy.

Yeah. I was gonna tell you anyway, man. Because I was hoping you could, like, mind it for me.

I could what? Are you out of your fucking mind?

All I want you to do is hide it somewhere, for a few weeks, till all the malarkey dies down.

What malarkey? Tommy. Where. Did. You. Get. The. Gun?

Its just aIve been doing a bit of workfor the Halligans. I know, I know, but its nothing, just a bit ofdelivery work, you could call it, collecting a package in Birmingham and bringing it home type of thing.

There was a phrase I remembered from my childhood. In fact, I probably heard it first, like so much else, from Tommy Owens. It went, I may be thick, but Im not fucking stupid. I sat there and stared at Tommy grabbing the bottle and pouring more whiskey, and as he gulped it down, I wondered just how fucking stupid he could be to get involved with the Halligans.

Theyre not that bad these days, you know, man? Well, Leo is, Leos still the same animal he ever was, but Leos in jail and everyone hopes he rots there, even his brothers. And Podge is Podge, fair enough. But George is sound, know what I mean?

George Halligan sound? The same George Halligan that broke your ankle by stomping on it?


Ah, that was ages ago. We were only kids. I stole his bike, for fucks sake. Anyway, drugs, its all just a business thing. I mean, if people wanna take coke or E or whatever, they do, middle-class people(the venom Tommy reserved for the word middle-class was still impressive to behold)whoever, its supply and demand, its no different from working in the, in the drinks industry.

Except people working in the drinks industry dont get maimed and murdered as a matter of course.

Tommy drained his glass, grimaced and said, I know, thats the fuckin problem, thats why I need you to hold the gun.

I took charge of the whiskey bottle again, and told Tommy that the bar was closed and wouldnt reopen until he told me the whole story. After a great deal more railing and vituperating, Tommy finally explained that his invalidity benefit wasnt enough anymore, that his ex-wife was screaming for higher maintenance and if he didnt up the payments she was going to stop him seeing his daughter no matter what any court said. Hed tried to go back to work but had only lasted a day and a half; it wasnt that he couldnt work on cars anymore, he was a mechanic to his fingertips, he had just gotten too slow for any garage owner to employ. Then hed been in Hennessys one teatime trying to cash a benefit check but the right barman wasnt on, and when his ex came in for the cash and he didnt have it, she started screaming at him in front of everyone, calling him a loser and a malingerer and all this, in front of his daughter, I mean, fuck sake, and George Halligan walked up to him, The shekels I owe you, Tommy, like old buddies, and through to the bar with him. Five hundred notes. That shut his ex up. So Tommy asked Podge Halligan how he can repay the debt, and the trips to Birmingham began, very straightforward, different location each time, collect a package, fly home from another airport, Manchester, Liverpool, wherever. Hand the goods over, get paid, everyones happy.


And the gun, Tommy?

Im getting to it, right? Anyway, Im back from Birmingham last night, and Podge calls me, says, come up to the house. One of those new jobs the other side of Castlehill.

The golf club side?

Near the old golf club, yeah. Big redbrick things with swimming pools and hot tubs and all this. Some boy-band cunt owns one of them, George and Podge Halligan are next-door neighbors there. A million plus, they went for. Anyway, never been asked before, so up I go, and this big bolts-in-the-neck lad in a tracksuit shows me into the lounge, tells me theyre all in Georges having a party. He goes next door to get Podge, and Im starting to get nervous, somethings up, something doesnt feel right.

Were you raking off the top?

Not sos youd notice, Ed, I always replaced it with talc or whatever. Just enough for a few deals in Hennessys.

In Hennessys? And you thought the Halligans wouldnt find out? Even when they lived in the Somerton flats, the Halligans used Hennessys as a second home.

I dont know what I thought. But Im telling you, I was thinkin now. Straight into the kitchen, out the back door, over the wall, and leg it through the golf club back to Castlehill Road. Only I didnt, I waited, and in comes Podge, all smiles, a bit pissed, howya Tommy, welcome home, good man, all this. He gives me the shekels, then he opens a drawer and takes out one of those olive green canvas army bags, says Im doing very well, and its about time I moved up the ranks. Bit pissed as I say, actin like the Boss, you know? I said nothing, he winks and taps his finger to his nose, says Be in touch, Tommo, and off he goes.

And the gun was in the bag?

The gun and the spare clip.

The spare clip?

I picked up the Glock and weighed it in my hand. It was loaded. I snapped the magazine out. Two rounds were missing.

Have you any idea what it was used for?

No ones been hit. At least, no one that I know of. But we may just be about to find out. Or it couldve been used shootin rabbits.

But it could be you being set up.

Well, thats the point. Thats why Im here, case a corpse turns up and the cops get a tip-off.

But that doesnt make sense. I mean, the cops get hold of you, you can take Podge Halligan down, what you know about him.

Unless the corpse is a civilian. In which case, the cops have me, theyve a gun that matches, forget about the Halligans.

Or unless he meant what he said, that youre rising up the ranks, and in a couple of days, youll get the nod to hit someone.

Tommy shook his head, a forced smile on his face. He looked frightened.

I dont know which is worse, Ed, being set up for murder or being asked to commit one. I mean, Im not aI couldnt fire a gun. Fuck sake.

So in case its a setup, you want me to hold it? I said.

Sure, cause its all very well, oh you can tell the cops all about Podge Halligan, but what about my old dear? My sister? My kid? If they cant get at me in jail, theyll get my family. And then theyll get me eventually, Ed. No, the copsll hear nothin from me. But if you have the gun, all they have is a tip-off, nothin to back it up, and were grand.

Except youve got Podge Halligan on your trail. Maybe he knows youve been stealing from him, hes out to close you down.

Tommy leapt to his feet, too excited to stay in one place for long.


Why hasnt he just hit me? He could, any day, nothin I could do. So fuck that, Im not gonna, what, bail out, go to England or whatever, never see my daughter, just on the off chance thatI mean, if he wants to, he will. Maybe he doesnt know anything. Maybe he doesnt have a plan. Hes just a drug dealer and a knacker, notnot fuckin Napoleon, you know?

I looked at Tommy clumping around the room, a marked limp still from where his ankle had been smashed. Twenty-five years later, and the Halligans still werent done with him.

Will you hold on to it, Ed? And well see what happens.

And if he wants you to hit someone?

Maybe we can warn the target, get him out of the way. Then Ill say I cant find him.

Running the length of one wall in the living room there was a sideboard, with ornamental plates and bowls, jugs, candlesticks and lamps piled on top. Below there were two cupboards flanking a chest of drawers. I opened one of the cupboard doors, took a pile of plates out, and pushed the gun and the two magazines into the back, then replaced the plates and shut the door.

What happened to the bag, Tommy?

What bag?

The olive green canvas bag the gun was in.

Oh, yeah. I got rid of it. Too conspicuous, swingin a bag around the street.

As opposed to swinging a gun around my head.

Ah, that was just a bit of crack, man.

Tommys face creased into a smile.

Listen, thanks for this, specially the day thats in it and so on.

The day that was in it was yesterday. Its three in the morning tomorrow now.

Tommy looked hungrily at the whiskey bottle, then shook his head, as if thinking better of it.


Are you sticking around, Ed?

Ive to sort out the house. What to do about it.

But are you going back to the States?

Pretty much, yeah. Havent had time to think, Tommy. Ive had the funeral all day, Linda Dawson all evening, and now you.

Linda Dawson? What did she want?

I cant tell you.

Dont get hooked in there. Steer clear, man. Big trouble. Poor little rich girl, black widow spider.

I can look after myself.

All right. Friendly advice spurned, dont blame me. One more thing. Let me see your garage, man.

At this stage, it seemed easier to do what Tommy wanted than to ask him why he wanted it. I led him out through the kitchen, unlocked the back door, turned down the passage, and slid the bolt on the rear garage door.

Inside there was a car covered in dust-darkened tarpaulins. Tommy began to haul on the heavy old cloths, and together we got them off.

Beneath was an old saloon car, racing green with curved lines, tail fins and a tan leather interior.

I knew shed be here, he said, a note of triumph in his voice. Everything else is as it was, why shouldnt this?

What is it? I said.

Shes an Amazon 122S. A Volvo, from the days when they werent built for mummies to fill full of kids and dogs and shopping and all. Nineteen sixty-five, I think. I worked on her with your old man.

Its a beautiful car.

Your oul fella was no angel, but he had a lovely way with a motor.

When Tommy Owens failed his Inter Cert, my father took him on as an apprentice in his garage. So while the rest of us were still slaving away in school, Tommy was earning money and buying a leather jacket and a motor-bike and getting the girls. But then my father ran into some money problems and his garage shut down. Not long after that, he walked out of the house one evening and was never heard of again. And not long after that, I found out that my mother was seeing another man, and thats when I walked out. I took a flight to London, and then another to Los Angeles, where I stayed. Eventually, I paid for my mother to visit, and she told me that it was just one of those things, and I told her that it was none of my business, and she said that, given the way my father had abandoned her, she was entitled to whatever comfort she could find, and it was all over and done with now, and I agreed and apologized and that was the end of that. But I never went home. Every year, Id arrange for her to come over. She was there when I got married, and she was there for the christening of my daughter, Lily, and she was there for the funeral. Lily, who had fair, tangled curls and the wrong kind of blood, died two weeks short of her second birthday. After that my marriage fell apart, and so did I, and the next time I saw my mother it was the day before yesterday, and she was lying in a coffin in the funeral home. I slipped her wedding ring from her cold hand and looked inside the rim. My fathers name, Eamonn, was engraved there. I pushed the ring back on her finger. When I kissed her forehead, it was like kissing a stone.

I suddenly felt very tired. Tommy was underneath the hood, muttering to himself. I said, Tommy, I need to get some sleep.

Tommy said, This is in amazing nick, considering. Do you want me to bash her into shape for you?

Sure. If it means I can ditch the rental car, go ahead.

I closed up the garage and saw Tommy out. He promised to return first thing in the morning to get going on the Volvo, so I gave him a key. I doubted whether Tommys first thing actually took place in the morning, but if it did, I didnt want to be around for it. I locked doors and switched off lights and was climbing the stairs when the doorbell rang.


Fuck it. Whatever Tommy had forgotten, he could live without it for the time being. I continued upstairs, went into the bathroom and brushed my teeth. But the ringing wouldnt stop, and soon it was joined by a pounding on the door. I went downstairs, put on the hall light and opened the door, ready to reef Tommy out of it. But it wasnt Tommy, it was Linda Dawson. Her hair shone bright in the moonlight, and her brown eyes glowed.

Im sorry, Ed, she said, her voice hoarse and cracking, but I told you, I just couldnt take another night alone.

It turned out, neither could I. I took her hand and pulled her into the house. I pushed the door behind her, and shut out the light.



We clung to each other in the dark. At one point, thinking of all that had happened in the past few days, my eyes filled with hot tears. Linda held me until they passed, and then until I slept.



I woke just before dawn. She was sitting in a chair in the corner of the room, naked, smoking a cigarette and staring at the moon. She turned to me and smiled, and said, Go back to sleep. So I did.
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