
  
    
      
    
  


  Praise for Run:


  ‘Run is a novel with timeless concerns at its heart – class and belonging, parenthood and love … the book is lovely to read and is satisfyingly bold in its attempt to say something patient and true about family’  Andrew O’Hagan, Publishers Weekly


  ‘In deftly plotted, graceful prose, Patchett reflects on the binds of both family and community’ Hephzibah Anderson, Daily Mail


  ‘Patchett’s poetic and subtly gripping story of a family attempting to find themselves without losing each other is both moving and humane’  Waterstone’s Books Quarterly


  ‘Patchett tells this complex story of inheritance and loss with accomplished ease’ Helen Dunmore, The Times


  ‘Engaging, touching and satisfying’ David Sexton, Evening Standard


  ‘Patchett skilfully condenses a lifetime of complex family history into the events of one day’ InStyle


  ‘A beautifully cohesive story of family connections and how they survive and reconfigure – even when they’re threaded through with lies … exquisitely moving’ Good Housekeeping


  ‘This is a humane and sympathetic novel … All the magic is in the way Patchett enables us to enter the lives of this group of people and to appreciate the kinship that runs through their society’ Telegraph


  ‘Lyrically told and vividly characterised, this is a novel to truly savour. The author tells her story with such economy of prose and with such intense insight that you’ll find yourself re-reading whole paragraphs just to marvel at the fluidity and impressive effortlessness of Patchett’s storytelling. A moving, engrossing and infinitely surprising family drama’ The Works


  ‘The novel is well plotted and Patchett’s universally sympathetic portraiture produces engaging characters. The writing is seamlessly smooth’ Economist


  ‘A beautiful family saga … Fast-paced and moving’ Eve


  ‘Her books are so warm, so overflowing with love and affection, that when you’ve finished reading one your first inclination is to embrace it’ Guardian


  ‘Stays with you long after you have finished it’ Harper’s Bazaar


  ‘It is a long time since I have read such a delicately nuanced novel, where the overall pleasure lies simply in reading an award-winning writer at the top of her game’ Sunday Telegraph


  ‘A spectacular read … Full of suspense, exciting and unpredictable, this is a novel that keeps you guessing until the end’  Sunday Express


  ‘Deeply moving and absorbing … Patchett has once again written an intelligent, thoughtful novel that oozes emotional intensity. She is the kind of storyteller who makes the reader sad to come to the last page’ Financial Times


  ‘Enthralling … a skilled piece of writing. There are moments of pinprick-sharp description that stand out with startling clarity from Patchett’s mostly deceptively plain, unadorned prose’ Observer


  ‘A gently stirring novel of impressive emotional eloquence’ Metro


  ‘Characterised by graceful prose and clear-eyed insight, and is a compelling exploration of the intricacies of human relationships’ Sainsbury’s Magazine


  ‘Graceful and moving’ Good Book Guide


  ‘A warm, generous study in humility and responsibility’ Independent on Sunday


  ‘Intelligent and entertaining … The novel is sprinkled with inspired moments, indeed with flashes of brilliance … Her tone is hypnotic in the manner of the born storyteller … Her story, exploring a family situation which reverses the classic theme involving uncertainty about fatherhood and instead presents us with characters whose mothers are the elusive figures, is intriguing’ Irish Times


  ‘Readers will savour Patchett’s plot of families lost and found, and the pleasures and surprises that Patchett’s writing has to offer’ Financial Times Best Books of 2007


  ‘Engaging, surprising, provocative and moving … A thoroughly intelligent book; an intimate domestic drama that nonetheless deals with big issues touching us all: religion, race, class, politics and, above all else, family … I quite reluctantly reached the final page’Washington Post


  ‘Patchett’s finest work … There is something magnificently calm about Run – something seamless, songlike and whole … Dazzling … Run is a mature work, a book that feels effortlessly wrought. It is also an affirming book’ Chicago Tribune


  ‘The straightforward prose is so absorbing and swiftly paced that it reads like a thriller … Patchett infuses all her characters with fascinating emotional depth … To its ending, so perfectly imagined it may bring tears to your eyes, Run charts its course with unerring grace’ Miami Herald


  ‘A brilliant exploration of the true nature of parenthood’ Good Housekeeping US


  ‘Her work is full of affection and respect, for her characters and for the world, which is why reading her feels so elegant and so satisfying’ O, The Oprah Magazine


  ‘Just about perfect … Graceful writing … strongly recommended’ New York Magazine


  ‘Patchett is a virtuoso storyteller, with an ability to create characters we can innately understand … It is funny and touching and troubling … it is a lovely paean to the notion of family’ Chicago Sun-Times


  ‘There are mysteries aplenty in Run, a couple of which you don’t see coming, and all of them add a shimmer of fate’s glow to the story’ Boston Globe
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  By the Same Author


  A Note on the Author


  Praise for Run


  To my sister, Heather Patchett

  and my stepmother, Jerri Patchett


  chapter 1


  Bernadette had been dead two weeks when her sisters showed up in Doyle's living room asking for the statue back. They had no legal claim to it, of course, she never would have thought of leaving it to them, but the statue had been in their family for four generations, passing down a maternal line from mother to daughter, and it was their intention to hold with tradition. Bernadette had no daughters. In every generation there had been an uncomfortable moment when the mother had to choose between her children as there was only one statue and these Irish Catholic families were large. The rule in the past had always been to give it to the girl who most resembled the statue, and among Bernadette and her siblings, not that the boys ever had a chance, Bernadette was the clear winner: iron rust hair, dark blue eyes, a long, narrow nose. It was frankly unnerving at times how much the carving looked like Bernadette, as if she had at some point modeled in a blue robe with a halo stuck to the back of her head.


  “I can’t give it to you,” Doyle said. “It’s in the little boys’ room, on the dresser. Tip and Teddy say a prayer to it at night.” He kept his eyes on them steadily. He waited for an apology, some indication of backing down, but instead they just kept staring right at him. He tried again. “They believe it’s actually a statue of her.”


  “But since we have daughters,” Serena said, she was the older of the two, “and the statue always passes on to a daughter—” She didn’t finish her thought because she felt the point had been made. She meant to handle things gracefully.


  Doyle was tired. His grief was so fresh he hadn’t begun to see the worst of it yet. He was still expecting his wife to come down the stairs and ask him if he felt like splitting an orange. “It has in the past but it isn’t a law. It can go to a son for one generation and everyone will survive.”


  They looked at each other. These two women, these aunts, had supported their now dead sister in her limitless quest for children but they knew that Doyle didn’t mean for the family’s one heirloom to pass to Sullivan, his oldest son. He meant for the statue to go to the other ones, the “little boys” as everyone called them. And why should two adopted sons, two black adopted sons, own the statue that was meant to be passed down from redheaded mother to redheaded daughter?


  “Because,” Doyle said, “I own it now and so I’m the one who gets to decide. Bernadette’s children are as entitled to their family legacy as any other Sullivan cousin.” Bernadette had always predicted that without a daughter there was going to be trouble. Two of the boys would have to be hurt someday when it was given to the third. Still, Bernadette had never imagined this.


  The aunts did their best to exercise decorum. They loved their sister, they grieved for her, but they weren’t about to walk away from that to which they were entitled. Their next stop was to seek the intervention of their uncle. As both a priest and a Sullivan they thought he would see the need to keep the statue in their line, but much to their surprise, Father John Sullivan came down firmly on Doyle’s side, chastising his nieces for even suggesting that Teddy and Tip should be forced to give up this likeness of their mother, having just given up Bernadette herself. If he hadn’t closed the argument down then, chances are that none of the Sullivans would have ever spoken to any of the Doyles again.


  It was a very pretty statue as those things go, maybe a foot and a half high, carved from rosewood and painted with such a delicate hand that many generations later her cheeks still bore the high, translucent flush of a girl startled by a compliment. Likenesses of the Mother of God abounded in the world and in Boston they were doubled, but everyone who saw this statue agreed that it possessed a certain inestimable loveliness that set it far apart. It was more than just the attention to detail—the tiny stars carved around the base that earth sat on, the gentle drape of her sapphire cloak—it was Mary’s youth, how she hovered on the line between mother and child. It was the fact that this particular Mother of God was herself an Irish girl who wore nothing on her head but a thin wooden disc the size of a silver dollar and leafed in gold.


  Bernadette’s mother had given her the statue for a wedding present, and it wasn’t until they were home from their wedding trip to Maine and were putting things away in their overlarge house on Union Park that Doyle really stopped to look at what was now theirs. He got very close to it then and peered at the face for a long time. He reached a conclusion that he thought was original to him. “This thing really looks like you,” he said.


  “I know,” Bernadette said. “That’s why I got it.”


  Doyle had certainly seen the statue in her parents’ house, but he had never gone right up to it before. His did not have the kind of faith that believed religious statuary was appropriate for living rooms, and now here it was in his own living room, staring down at them from the mantel. He mentioned this to Bernadette. In that bright empty room there was no place else to rest your eyes. The Virgin looked so much larger, holier, than she had in the clutter of her parents’ house.


  “You don’t think it’s a bit overtly Catholic?” her young husband asked.


  Bernadette cocked her head and tried to divorce herself from her history. She tried to see it as something new. “It’s art,” she said. “It’s me. Pretend that she’s naked.”


  He looped his arms around this beautiful girl who was his wife. The very word, naked, made him kiss her ear. “So where did it come from?”


  Bernadette looked at him now. “My mother never told you this story?”


  Doyle shook his head.


  Bernadette rolled her dark red hair around one hand and then stuck a pencil from her back pocket through the knot to secure it to her head. “That’s because my mother’s afraid of you. She’s afraid of boring you. She tells this story to everyone.”


  “I don’t know if I should be flattered or offended.”


  Back then there was only one sofa, one dinged up chair, one round leather ottoman that looked like a button. They left the boxes and sat together on the couch, her legs draped over his. “It’s a sad story,” she said.


  “I’ll remember it,” he said. “That way you’ll only have to tell me once.”


  The story she knew began in Ireland, where her great-grandfather was a boy full of stories and high expectations. When he was still young he settled those expectations on the lovely shoulders of Doreen Clark, a redheaded girl whose beauty was outmatched only by her piety. Doreen Clark had made it clear that she had no interest in any of the boys who took such a keen interest in her. She was leaning towards the convent as if a strong wind were blowing her there. No boy who tried had been able to distract her from her prayers and good deeds, so despite all his best efforts, the great-grandfather’s courting met with no success. Despondent, the boy left his hometown of Easkey and was gone for more than half a year. If Doreen Clark ever noticed his absence she did not mention it once, even to her sisters.


  “When he came home again he was seventeen,” Bernadette said. “He looked leaner, handsomer than anyone had remembered, and he had a lumpy bundle tied to his back. He said he had traveled all over the world trying to put Doreen out of his mind but the cause was hopeless. No one could forget Doreen. When he was in Rome–”


  “He went to Rome?” Doyle said. “At sixteen? What year is this?”


  “Listen to the story,” she said.


  The great-grandfather was quick to point out he had traveled all the way to Rome and sometimes implied he had gone even farther. He met a sculptor there whose job it was to carve saints out of exotic woods for the pleasure of the Pope. On one especially golden Roman afternoon the great-grandfather, sick of his own loneliness, sat down beside the sculptor who was turning a block of rosewood into Saint Francis of Assisi. He told this man, a stranger, the story of Doreen’s beauty. There was pleasure in hearing himself say the words. No mention was made of there being any sort of language barrier between them. It was only said that the sculptor was so moved by the descriptions he heard of her slender neck, her delicate ears, the red wings of her eyebrows, that he set Saint Francis aside in order to carve a likeness of Doreen Clark, but the statue, because he didn’t want anyone to think he wasn’t doing his job, was also a statue of the Virgin. In the end it was this merger of the two women, one an Irish teenager and the other the Mother of God, that made the finished product seem to speak of both heaven and earth. The great-grandfather had no money to pay for the statue (“The suitors are always poor,” Bernadette said, and she smiled at Doyle—a promising lawyer, who had not been poor at all) but the sculptor insisted he take it on the one condition that it be carried home and presented to the young woman as a gift. It was clearly implied that the sculptor himself had fallen more than a little bit in love with the face he had made.


  To win the heart of a beautiful girl, have her represented in art as someone of even greater beauty. To win the heart of a pious girl, have her be the model for Mary Queen of Angels. Not a chip of paint was knocked from her long blue cloak, not a single fingertip on her graceful hands was missing. The statue possessed a kind of ethereal beauty that poor children in Ireland had never been acquainted with, not even in the church, and so this girl who was scarcely sixteen herself was moved beyond words. She had been good her whole life without any thought of reward and yet a reward had come to her. She could reach out her finger and touch it. Standing at the front door of the bakery in the center of town where the great-grandfather had begged her to meet him for just three minutes, Doreen Clark fell in love with the statue. While he told her his story he batted away a bumblebee with his open palm as it tried to menace Doreen Clark, drawn as they all were to the vague lemon scent of her hair.


  Soon thereafter they married. The three of them, boy, girl, and Virgin, set themselves up on the top floor of her parents’ humble house and promptly had five children. Every morning the girl, who was now a mother and a wife, knelt to say a prayer to her own likeness and was happy. The boy, who was quite grown by now into a man, had won the only thing he had ever wanted in life and so was happy as well. People came by their little apartment on the pretense of visiting or borrowing some tea or admiring a new baby, but really it was just that they never got tired of seeing Mother Mary as Doreen. The women crossed themselves and said its beauty was exactly like hers, though the ones who were jealous added on the phrase “had been.” Exactly like her beauty had been.


  Bernadette smiled. “That’s what you’ll say when I’m old,” she said to her husband. “Look at that statue over there. That’s what Bernadette used to look like.”


  Doyle leaned over and kissed the part of his wife’s hair. “You’ll never be old.”


  No one implied that Doreen and her husband lived a perfect life. They owed the butcher. Their eldest daughter came into the world with one leg that was shorter than the other and her thump thump thump coming up the stairwell was the sound that broke her mother’s heart every day. He drank too much, the great-grandfather, but then so did half the island. These were still lean years a scant generation after the Great Famine, and they would have had no more or less than anyone else they knew but for the statue, which was not only a glorious object but the proof of their love. Love between hardscrabble young married people with five children was a thing in short supply, and so in that sense they were better off than the other hardworking men and their once beautiful wives.


  “Then one day something turned inside the Bay of Easkey. Suddenly the sea could not do enough for my great-grandfather. Every fish within twenty miles swam into his net. The more fish he pulled out, the more people lined up to buy them. He made three times as much as he had ever made in a day, and that led to three times as much drinking and the generous buying of drinks, and soon the men were talking about the statue of the Virgin.” Bernadette raised her hand and made a slight gesture towards the woman on her mantelpiece to underscore the fact that they were one and the same. “The men were making some mildly scandalous toasts to her beauty and his wife’s beauty and my great-grandfather’s adventuresome youth. A man called Kilkelly, who was as drunk as the rest of them, leaned himself across the bar and with the drink his friend had paid for in his hand, said, ‘Tell the truth for once now. You stole it, didn’t you? You walked into a church and took it straight off the altar.’”


  Kilkelly would later say he had never in his life had this thought before and that he didn’t actually believe it was true. The comment was born in the spirit of a joking sort of cruelty that one has towards a fortunate man. But he did say it, and in all of the merriment and the slamming down of glasses on the bar and the drinking to a sea full of fish, the great-grandfather heard him and the words went through his heart like a spear through the side of Christ.


  It happened on a night when he was seventeen years old and far away from Easkey. He was as drunk that night as he had ever been and still been standing, in some town he never bothered to ask the name of, swaying through the streets in a cold fog. He was looking for a dry place to sleep it off and, praise God, the side door to the church was open. A lucky oversight, because those priests kept their property locked up tight from drunks like him. He felt his way along and found a cushion in a pew to put his head on. He went to sleep right there in the first row. When he woke up the light was pouring in through the blue and gold windows, spreading out across the polished floors and the pews and the worn cloth of his own muddy trousers and who did he see in that light but Doreen Clark, the singular dream of his youth right there on the altar smiling down at him. Those were her eyes, those were her little hands, that was her incandescent hair that he had longed to touch every Sunday he had sat behind her in mass since he was a child. This could only mean that God had called on him to go home and win her back. He had to go to Easkey, collect Doreen Clark, and bring her here to see the statue that pointed him to her so directly. But then he closed his eyes and tried to think again. She would never travel to another town in his company if she hadn’t even been willing to go down to the harbor with him to watch the fishing boats come in. Logic instructed him to borrow the statue for the week it took to walk it home and back. Surely God made allowances for borrowing in certain severe situations. He took off his jacket and wrapped it gently around the Virgin Mother, whom he was already coming to think of as his little Doreen, then left the church by the same door through which he’d entered. It was an unnervingly simple departure. No one saw him. No one cried out, Thief! Mile after mile he looked over his shoulder waiting to see the hoards of angry Catholics chasing him down for kidnapping, but none of them came. The farther away he got with this pleasant weight in his arms, the more he knew the statue was never going back. He had the entire long walk home to imagine different scenarios for what might have happened. Once, he came upon an abandoned church in a town where every last person had died of a fever and so he picked the Virgin up and carried her away. Once, the church had burned to the ground and he found the statue standing unsinged in the embers, her arms raised to him. He thought of winning it in a game of dice with a priest, or receiving it as a gift for performing some act of heroism as yet unimagined, but then he worried that a better man would show benevolence and decline to take what was offered. On the third day of his trip home he decided it would be better if the statue had come from someplace very far away, someplace holy that would sit above all suspicions, like Rome. He had had the statue made for her. It was not a coincidental likeness but a tribute of his own design. It was then he began to see himself as a great man coming back in glory. As ridiculous as his story was, no one had ever doubted it. His proof was in the irrefutable likeness of Doreen Clark’s face, in her iron rust hair. His proof was in the fact that when he finally found his way home and told her the story she’d agreed to marry him.


  Every man in the bar saw the truth now, the terrible crumple and blanch of a lie come undone, and the great-grandfather, who was then only twenty-five, turned his back on the crowd and fell on his drink in silence. By the time he had finished, settled the bill and walked home, the news of his crime had swept across the valley like a soaking rain. All the riches the fish had supplied had been consumed by himself and his kind and he had been exposed as a fraud. By the time he walked through the door of his own home, there wasn’t a detail of the evening that his wife had not been told.


  It was at this point that Bernadette fell quiet. She leaned her head against her husband’s shoulder and for awhile they simply waited in the low, gold light of early evening, as if someone else might walk through the front door and finish the story for her. “Well?” Doyle said. He was interested now. He wanted to know.


  “Things go downhill from here,” Bernadette said. “There’s no redemption.”


  “You only have to tell it once,” he said.


  Doreen Clark, now Mrs. Billy Lovell, had come to see in one night that her happiness, her marriage, and her children had all been based on thievery and willful deception. The Catholic Church had been robbed and so had she, but there could be no extrication for her now, no returning to her youthful dreams. She lifted the statue of her own likeness into her arms, touching the cheek that had once been her cheek. There was no imagining how empty the apartment would be now. She bagged it gently in one of the wedding pillowcases her mother had tatted with lace, a case she had wrapped in tissue paper and stored in a chest at the foot of her bed without ever once laying her head on it. Then she sent the great-grandfather out of the house and into the horrible darkness. “Take it back,” was all she said.


  Of course he couldn’t take it back, any more than he could take back a leaf in a cluttered autumn forest to the rightful tree from which it fell. Ireland was crowded with pubs and crowded with churches and all he was sure of was that eight years before he had stumbled out of one of them and into the other. He did not know which saint the church was named for. How could he walk to every one of them in the country asking the question door to door, “Have I stolen this from you?” So he walked to no place in particular. He thought about his sins and his intentions, one of which was quite bad and the other of which was pure. He carried the Virgin in his arms like a child and from time to time he would pull the pillowcase back from her beautiful face and weep for the love of his wife. Then he would go home. That was more or less the way it went for the rest of their lives, she turned him out and he came back again. Every time he walked down his own street his children would rush to meet him, their dirty little hands stretching up towards his neck. “Da, did you bring her home?” they’d cry. His wife would let him stay two days or two months or sometimes even two years until she couldn’t stand it anymore, living with the burden of their sins. But she was like the children, too, and her heart always stuttered with joy and relief to see the bulky shape inside the pillowcase as her husband started back up the stairs. She would lift the statue from his arms and carry Mary Mother of God back to the dresser, studying the face that had been her face, the serene and tender face that she had outgrown. Had that ever been the color of her hair? Then she would cross herself and say a prayer.


  “And she didn’t give it back to the church?” Doyle said. “I mean her own church.”


  “Well,” Bernadette said. “It didn’t belong to them, not them specifically. And the Lovells were all pretty attached to it. In the end she gave it to my grandmother Loretta, the one with the short leg, and all of her siblings were so furious that Loretta had to pack up the statue and her family and take the boat to Boston.”


  “It might have been a bit of an overreaction.”


  She shook her head. “People in my family take this very seriously. When Loretta moved to Florida she gave the statue to my mother, and from there, well …” She pointed again.


  Doyle kissed her hair. He kissed the narrow path of skin beside her eye. “That isn’t such a bad story. There are certainly worse ones out there.”


  But Bernadette was true to her word and Doyle never heard her tell the statue’s full history again. Later on there was a shorter, cheerier version she used for the boys as a bedtime story that did not involve theft, and when a guest would comment on a peculiar likeness between Bernadette and the Virgin in the years that the statue stayed in the living room she never gave out anything more than a slight, flattered smile.


  From the moment of their childhood in which Bernadette’s sisters figured out who looked like the statue they had sung a never-ending chorus of petulance behind her: Bernadette’s the lucky one, so she couldn’t help but feel it was true. She had the statue after all, the image of herself and her mother and her mother’s mother before her all the way back to Ireland. How many hours had she lain on her stomach staring at those blue robes as a child, touching her finger ever so lightly to the sharp edge of the halo as she prayed for better grades, prayed for better boys, prayed to find money on the sidewalk?


  Once she was married, Bernadette managed to give up praying to the statue for years. She sometimes prayed to a vague idea of God, more out of respect to her Uncle Sullivan than anything else. If he thought there was something to faith then there must be something to faith. After their son Sullivan was born and was baptized, the religion of her childhood started to creep back into her daily life, maybe because there was more to pray for, that her boy would stay healthy, that he would be safe. She did not pray for Doyle to be elected to the City Council, though sometimes she prayed unconsciously for the speeches and the fund-raising dinners to come to an end. She did not understand her husband’s love of politics but she prayed for him to have what he wanted because she loved him. She prayed for what she wanted as well—the day she would have her own redheaded daughter to pass the statue on to—and then she simply prayed for another child. She prayed for her pregnancy to hold to term and then she prayed for another chance at pregnancy, and then another and another, but the praying didn’t get her anywhere. She prayed for the strength and the wisdom to be satisfied by all that she had, a beautiful son, a loving husband. She prayed to accept God’s will. She prayed to stop praying, a pastime that never failed to make her feel selfish and childish, but she could not stop. By then Sullivan was twelve years old, independent and wild, and Doyle was starting to talk about running for mayor. They had spent two years on the adoption wait-list, standing in line with everybody else. She did not ask for anything as ridiculous as a redhead or a girl, just a baby. Any baby would be fine. Bernadette’s religion was the large, boisterous families she had come from and she believed in them deeply. She had meant to put two beds in every room in the house. She believed that Sullivan needed siblings as badly as she needed more children to love. She waited and looked to her statue, and she prayed.


  Happiness compresses time, makes it dense and bright, pocket-sized. Of those four good years between Teddy’s arrival and Bernadette’s death, Doyle can somehow assemble only about two weeks’ worth of memories: Teddy coming to them when he was five days old, and then the agency calling back only a few days later to say that the mother had changed her mind, not that she wanted her baby back but that she had decided her sons should stay together. Would they consider taking his brother in addition, a good boy who was fourteen months? It was exactly the windfall Bernadette had dreamed of, something too good, too rich to even pray for.


  Did Doyle want another child? Another two? By the time they arrived he could no longer remember. Early in their marriage he had wanted to fill up the house as much as Bernadette, but in the years those children failed to materialize he ceased to want them for their own sake. In those years all he wanted was for his wife to be happy. So when the little boys arrived he did not think, Finally I have all the children I want, he thought, Now Bernadette can be happy. Seeing Bernadette happy after so many disappointments was Doyle’s truest desire, and that was how he came to love the boys themselves. He loved them for the joy they brought Bernadette. For four short years the house was full. The Virgin moved into the little boys’ room and watched them from the dresser while they slept. It was in January after the extravagant rush of Christmas that Teddy got a cold. There was nothing unusual about that. Teddy always caught things first. Then Tip’s cold leapt into strep throat and Sullivan started to cough. Sullivan got strep throat and then it went to Doyle, and they passed it around like that, one to the other, back and forth, with Bernadette doling out antibiotics and taking temperatures and running herself down, further and further down as she climbed the stairs with Popsicles and bright, shivering bowls of Jell-O. In taking the children to the doctor she never went to see a doctor herself. It was the pediatrician who touched her neck. He reached up from Tip, who was sitting patiently on the table, turning the pages of a picture book, and put his hand on Bernadette’s neck without asking her first.


  “Do you feel this?” he said, touching the lump that was there.


  chapter 2


  In the basement of The Museum of Comparative Zoology, Tip stood alone with the fishes.Threats of bad weather that had not yet materialized sent everyone else home early, and while he was quietly fond of the people he worked with there was always something thrilling about having the place to himself. He walked through the catacombs of dead fishes, filing back the jars that had been taken out for study that day. Over the dull thrum of fluorescent lights overhead, Tip kept listening for the sound of his brother coming down the hallway. All he heard were his own feet on the cement floor, the squeal of tennis shoes and the musical clink of the glass jars touching in his basket. Teddy was late, a fact so basic and essential to his nature that Tip could hardly believe he had ever expected it could be otherwise. His brother was late. The sun would come up in the East. One would think he could remember that.


  “Just meet me and Da at the lecture,” he had said on the phone that morning, thinking then at least one of them would be on time.


  “But I’ll be at the museum by five and the lecture doesn’t start until seven.” Teddy had sounded perfectly logical. “I’ll just sit at your desk and study while you work.”


  A two hour margin of error, even Teddy could manage that. But now it was six forty-five. If Tip left this very minute he’d barely be on time himself, and he couldn’t do that anyway because then Teddy would have walked all the way to the museum just to find a note taped to the door saying he’d left. Teddy had lost his last four cell phones and had not pursued a fifth, so there was no way to head him off. It wasn’t that Tip minded being late exactly. He didn’t have the slightest interest in hearing what Jesse Jackson had to say. It was only the knowledge that their father would already be in the auditorium by now looking at his watch that made Tip feel uncomfortable about the time. How much better the night would have been if the sky had thrown down the bank of snow that was predicted and locked him in with the fishes.


  He took a jar containing eight small warmouths from his basket and put them back on the shelf where they belonged. There were six rooms in the Department of Ichthyology, which was located beneath the museum, six brick-walled cells in the subterranean hive, each one a maze of metal shelving, fishes stacked floor to ceiling like bins of nails in a hardware store, 1.3 million dead fishes suspended in alcohol. A dozen or more tiny fish clustered together in small jars, single fish folded over in larger jars, huge fish alone in metal boxes. There were fish that had been recently discovered in the Amazon and a fish dating back as far as the 1700s. Put a jar in the wrong spot and you can pretty much say goodbye to it altogether. Tip followed the numbers with a librarian’s precision, setting his basket on the floor so that he could handle the jar more carefully when he returned it to its proper location. Tip Doyle had a position of importance in the lab, even if his father didn’t see it that way. Historically, the recataloguing of fishes was work for graduate students. That this job had come to Tip, a senior, was a sign of his seriousness and demonstrated his sense of responsibility.


  “Does the country need another ichthyologist?” his father would have said had he been following Tip through his rounds. Tip was looking for the empty spot to which the next jar, eleven small bluegills, should be returned. “Would the country lay down its foreign wars, its need for health care and education, in order to turn its collective gaze to the splendors of the cod?” Tip stopped for a moment, using the buzz of the lights to work the voice out of his head. His father liked to say he paid more than forty thousand dollars a year to one of the finest universities in the world to give his son the right to peer into glass jars at dead fish. While Jesse Jackson’s son went to Congress, his own son had wandered into the stacks of the Mayr Library, never to be heard from again.


  Every jar Tip replaced introduced him to a group of specimens he had never seen before. Whenever he put a fish back he stopped to pick up three or four of its neighbors and contemplate their connections, and inevitably those connections led him to other fish, which might lead him to someday making a real scientific discovery of his own. The warmouth, for example, was in a bin next to some nearly translucent banded pygmy sunfish. Normally, had there been more time, that would have been enough to make him put the bluegill down on the floor and lift up all the sunfish. Once he got going, Tip could often manage to shoot through half a night, finally turning the lights out behind him and locking up with his own key.


  Tip’s father resented his son’s love of fishes. He thought that the fishes and possibly even science were a waste of Tip’s serious consideration if he wasn’t even willing to go to medical school, but Tip knew the exact point of origin of this interest and his father was completely to blame. It was Doyle who had driven them over the Sagamore Bridge and down the straight and narrow shot of Route 6 when he and Teddy were little. Sullivan, the oldest of the three boys, was twelve years older than Tip and much too grown-up for trips to the beach, and so they left him in his bedroom with the headphones on. On the drive, the two little boys asked their father questions about the ocean: What made the waves and why was it salty and where did the seagulls sleep at night? They did not ask to stop at the ice cream stands and taffy shacks that dotted the Cape with bright distractions. All they wanted was to get to the water. Everything about those perfect afternoons stayed with Tip, the parking lot blown over with sand, the tall sea grass bunched by the wooden steps that led down to the water, the matching red swim trunks he and his brother wore, and Doyle holding their hands. It was Doyle who settled them at the edge of the tide pools and there, for their benefit, identified every living thing in that shallow slice of ocean. Those were the earliest summers in Tip’s memory, long before he had ever heard of Carl Linnaeus. On those sunny days with the wild roses blooming red against the dunes to their right and the ocean sliding back and forth over the sand to their left, his father was the inventor of taxonomy, the namer of living things. He instilled in Tip the sincere belief that there was nothing more fascinating than a tommycod and a string of kelp. Every day at the beach was gorgeous: in rain and sun, with noisy crowds carrying bright towels and in utter desertion, they found the same clear, cold water over the small pulsing universe, a fully comprehensible world.


  Had Doyle been asked to tell this story he would have included the fishes but assigned them a much smaller role in history. He would admit that his youth had been marked by a great interest in marine life, but that it came along with an interest in the Red Sox and Latin, twentieth-century American novels, Schubert, the Democratic Party and the Catholic Church. His plan had been to pass all of those interests and dozens more along to the boys in equal measure in hopes of making them well-rounded, well-educated citizens. He did not mean for any of his sons to become ichthyologists. He had meant for them, at least one of them, to be the president of the United States.


  From far away Tip heard a banging on the door and then the sound of his own name called out again and again. Teddy made a lot of noise in the lab ever since the time he startled Tip, coming up behind him unexpectedly and causing him to drop a jar. It had been neither forgiven nor forgotten. Tip took his basket down the hallway towards the sound of his brother’s voice, turning off lights behind him as he went.


  “Tip,” Teddy called.


  “Late,” the brother answered back.


  At six feet three inches, Teddy, a year younger, was the taller of the two, though Tip was more inclined to stand up straight and so made up for the difference. “I’m sorry,” Teddy said, the expression on his face genuinely sorry and surprised, as if he had never been late before. “I forgot to check the clock.”


  “You always forget.”


  “I had to go see Uncle Sullivan.”


  Tip sighed and pointed to the door. “Go.” He regretted leaving behind seven jars unshelved, not to mention the fact that it was reading period and exams were one week away. Tip did well on his tests because he studied for them. Everyone seemed to think his grades came in with no effort on his part. He grabbed his red jacket from the coat tree and threaded one arm through a sleeve while stuffing his books into his backpack.


  “Is that the coat you wore?” Teddy said, his own parka was zippered from his knees to his chin. “It’s freezing.”


  “That’s the coat I wore.” Tip should not have let his tone be short. Teddy was the better of the two of them, making them late so that he could visit their ancient uncle in the home downtown where old priests were stashed away, but still the whole thing grated on him. It grated on him even more when Teddy told him their uncle had sent his love.


  “You told me that after you saw him yesterday.” He wiped his hand across the last row of light switches, casting the kingdom of fishes abruptly into darkness. Teddy stepped behind his brother through the open door and followed him down the hall.


  “It’s crazy down there,” Teddy said, shaking his head. “It’s completely out of control. There were so many people lined up to see him when I got there today I could barely get to his room. Sick people, people in wheelchairs, women with screaming babies.”


  “A regular miracle at Lourdes.”


  Teddy was talking faster now and he raised his volume slightly as if it needed to keep pace with his words. “Sister Claire told me a news crew came today to do a human-interest story. It was bad enough when they put it in the paper. Once it’s on television no one is ever going to leave him alone. It’s like he’s being crushed by a stampede of sick people. If I’m not there to make them go he never gets any rest.”


  “So you cut class.” Just because his brother went to Northeastern didn’t mean he didn’t have to show up. In Tip’s food chain, academics sat on the top and everything else was there to be eaten. In Teddy’s food chain, nothing even came close to their uncle. “Why doesn’t he just tell these lunatics he can’t actually cure the sick?”


  “He tells them every day. He tells everyone who walks in the door.”


  “Well, he ought to be more convincing. And you ought to go to class.” Tip could not abide the Regina Cleri home. There was some vague antiseptic odor in the hallways that all but brought him to his knees. Tip, who spent half his life elbow deep in dead fishes, could not endure the smell of old people.


  “Didn’t you hear the weather report?” Teddy said. “We were supposed to get covered up. I didn’t think I’d be able to get there tomorrow, maybe not even the next day.”


  Tip locked the final door behind him and together they walked out of the museum and into the clear winter night. “So where’s the snow?”


  Teddy looked up at the sky. Both boys had wanted the same thing: to be stranded in the place that they loved, to have the situation taken out of their control by nature. “The storm missed us.”


  “Well, tell it to Da, he’s the one who’s going to be pissed off.”


  “Take my hat,” Teddy said, reaching up for his stocking cap. The air was hurtful, too cold to breathe.


  “I’m not taking your hat,” Tip said. He had found a pair of mittens in his pockets. At least that was something.


  Doyle would be irritated that the boys were late, but it was Tip who was angry, not really at his brother but angry because he hadn’t paid attention to the weather and it was at least twenty degrees colder now than it had been when he’d left for class that morning. Without his winter coat the wind fell down the back of his collar like handfuls of snow. He was angry to have to leave his work unfinished, and with every step they took towards the Kennedy School he thought of something else in the lab that needed his attention, another set of notes that deserved review. How much longer could he afford to waste all this time on his father’s naïve obsession with politics? It was one thing when they were little boys, a captive audience happy to be dragged along in tow, but now Tip had other things to do. He started to grouse about it all to Teddy, but when he looked back he saw his brother was lagging, nothing more than an outline behind him. He squinted. It was already dark as midnight.


  “Hurry up!” Tip waited until Teddy trotted up beside him. “Do you think we need to be later than we are?”


  Teddy was almost too preoccupied with his own thoughts to walk a straight line, but he kept quiet about it now.


  The farther they went, through the cluster of chem labs, the music practice hall with four bars of music slipping out a half-open window (it was Schubert, a piano sonata, but Tip could not think which one), the applied science center, and the economics building, the more they passed, the more certain he was that tonight was the night he would tell his father, Enough, this had to stop. He could barely manage the work he had. He couldn’t keep dropping everything to hear some politician who hadn’t been viable for twenty years just because it was what his father felt like doing on a Tuesday night. If he had gone to Stanford, every minute of his day would have been his own. Even at Princeton he would have stayed mostly out of reach. But no, he had let his father propagandize the superiority of Harvard as a means of keeping him close. Tip and his brother had been dragged to lectures since a time before memory, lectures and City Council meetings and rallies and funerals. Oh, did his father love funerals! The countless city fathers, sons of Boston, and daughters of Massachusetts whom they had laid to rest. How Doyle loved to explain the importance of the deceased on the drive to various churches, what the dead had done and why they merited respect. Well, Tip was sick of it. And yet when the next streetlight swept over him, he held up his wrist reflexively and checked the time. He felt sick to see the hands tilted past the place they should have been. “We’re already eight minutes late.”


  “So run,” Teddy said. “I’m freezing anyway.”


  They ran. Both of the brothers were fast, long legged and graceful. They had both been on track teams at different times. Tip had quit after his freshman year of college. Even when there were drills and meets and hours of practice, running always felt like playing around. Teddy was thrown off the team while he was still in high school. Fast as he was, he had no talent for showing up. All through childhood they had run together, as far back as those first days on the beaches of Cape Cod. Sometimes in the summer they would drive all the way to Provincetown to spend the day at Race Point, a famous beach, Doyle told them, where boys came to race. And so they raced each other back and forth from towel to towel, first Tip winning and then Teddy, though Tip always suspected his brother of throwing a few of the wins to him. Doyle stood in the bright sun, pale as a fish and clapping, cheering his sons on. They thought of that now, both of them separately, wordlessly, as they cut through the yard, passing the freshman dorms, avoiding the hard white lumps of old snow frozen solid to the tough winter grass. They thought of their father clapping his hands and shouting their names as they pumped their legs up higher and finished with a long kick back. As they ran down JFK and turned onto Eliot Street they remembered being children and the feeling of running barefoot in soft, hot sand. They remembered their father’s cheering voice, his pride in them, and so for the moment Tip didn’t feel as bad about leaving his work and Teddy didn’t feel as bad about leaving his uncle. They saw the crowds of people still pouring into the building and were pleased to think they weren’t going to be so late after all. Teddy and Tip went through the double doors at the Kennedy School like they were breaking tape at a finish line. They stood panting in the bright crush of students: quilted parkas and Polarfleece pullovers, magenta stocking caps with floppy yellow pom-poms that did not call serious intellectual pursuits to mind. Everyone was talking, waving, all of them pushing forward like a tide. There were too many winterized bodies smashed together, the sharp intersection of the too-cold night and the too-warm room. The crowd spilled out in every direction. For Jackson? Tip pushed his way forward, kept his head down like a swimmer. There were more black students in the lobby than a person usually saw around this place. Most of the time they were diffuse, scattered, always in the landscape, never all together. But tonight they held a slight majority. Tip would have said it made no difference to him, when in fact that alertness he always carried in his neck, the alertness that stayed with him so consistently he never even noticed it anymore, temporarily released its grip and disappeared.


  If they were late then everyone was late. The entire evening was late. There were so many people milling around looking for seats that they had a hard time even finding Doyle, but he was there, two-thirds of the way down, saving the seat on either side of him with a coat on one chair and the blue scarf Bernadette had knitted him for a Christmas twenty years before across the other. Half a dozen young people, hopeful that he was merely being thoughtless and spreading out his winter baggage, had asked him if the seats were taken. One young man went ahead and sat on the scarf without a word and Doyle had to tell him to move. Standing in the aisle not ten feet in front of Teddy and Tip was a girl with a head full of long braids and a piece of fabric wrapped around her neck that was covered in tiny round mirrors. She was asking Doyle about the availability of the seat while throwing little circles of light around the room.


  “My sons are late,” Doyle said.


  “Your sons are here,” Teddy said, and he smiled at the girl. She eyed them skeptically. She started to say something but sighed and turned away instead, taking her little rings of light with her.


  “Not very friendly,” Tip said, watching her go.


  “Of course she isn’t friendly,” Doyle said. “She doesn’t have a place to sit. She doesn’t have a father who gets there early to save her a seat.”


  Teddy leaned in from the aisle to kiss his father on the head. “I’m sorry we’re late.”


  “You’re always late.” Doyle reached over and pulled his coat into his lap.


  “But so is everyone else,” Tip said. He let Teddy scoot past their father’s knees and took the aisle seat for himself on the off chance an opportunity for an exit might be presented.


  “The program starts at seven-thirty,” Doyle said.


  “You said seven,” Tip said and dropped into the chair with all the heaviness his thin frame would allow.


  “I know.”


  Tip looked at his watch. Seven twenty-three. His father had finally found a way to beat the system. Bernard Doyle was sixty-three years old. He was five foot nine inches tall. He tried very hard to think of ways to keep ahead of his sons.


  Doyle touched the back of his hand to Tip’s cheek. “You’re frozen. Why aren’t you wearing a coat?”


  Tip inhaled slowly, deeply, trying to bring his pulse down. He still felt like he was running. “It wasn’t all that cold this morning.”


  “Didn’t you know the weather was going to be bad?” One of the countless outcomes of Bernadette dying when the boys were small was that it had had the effect of turning Doyle into something of a hen.


  “If the weather was going to be so bad then what are we doing here?”


  Doyle sighed. “You’d think I was dragging you to Providence for a boat show.”


  “I need to finish my work,” Tip said.


  “Work never gets finished. I walked out on a stack of incorporation papers. My secretary chased me down to the elevator with letters to sign. I imagine it will all still be there tomorrow. Jesse Jackson will not be.”


  “He was great the first time. I’m sure he’ll be great again.” Teddy nodded to the stage, the empty podium, a glass of water reflecting light balanced on top.


  Doyle shook his head. “You saw Jackson at the ‘88 convention. You don’t remember seeing him in ‘88.”


  “Everybody remembers Jackson.” Teddy didn’t want to be there any more than his brother did but there he was and he was going to make the best of it.


  “You were five,” Doyle said. “You remember him from television, not San Francisco.”


  “COMMON GROUND! …” Teddy said, his voice too loud even in the crowded hall. “Easier said than done. Where do you find common ground? At the point of challenge.” His eyes fixed on Doyle’s. Tip turned away in his seat, twisted his torso to face the aisle as Teddy filled his voice with a preacher’s articulation. “This campaign has shown that politics need not be marketed by politicians, packaged by pollsters and pundits. Politics can be a moral arena where people come together to find a common ground.” He had the intonation in his pocket, the heartfelt power rising to the end of every sentence. People turned around and looked at the young black man reciting Jackson’s convention speech to the older white man. Jackson himself in the front row turned back and looked over the top of his narrow glasses to see who was using his voice. He nodded at Teddy, who smiled and gave a small but enthusiastic wave in return. The people in the auditorium wondered if the younger man was mocking Jackson or if he was crazy. There was always at least one crazy person at these talks. They wondered if he was making the older man uncomfortable. No one coming in late, searching for a seat that was not there, wondered if they were father and son.


  “Why do we need to stay for Jackson when Teddy can do the whole show over dinner?” Tip said.


  “You can recite it on the way home,” Doyle told him in a low voice. He had come in the car and as far as Doyle was concerned Teddy could say anything he felt like saying in the car. Teddy often worked on his memorization while riding back and forth on the T. He thought it was a good use of time, but Doyle worried that people would take his son for a schizophrenic.


  Teddy shook his head. “I don’t know the whole thing.” But when he thought about it, he had almost all of it. Only the part about Michael Dukakis was a little fuzzy.


  “This is insane,” Tip said to no one. “It’s reading period.” But no sooner had he spoken than the lights dimmed briefly and came back up again, signaling the audience for their attention. The ones who were still milling around created a fire hazard by sitting down in the aisles where they stood. Teddy was going over the rest of the speech in his head. There were so many different versions. He knew it was time to stop talking and so he mouthed the words silently: My right and my privilege to stand here before you has been won, won in my lifetime, by the blood and the sweat of the innocent. Doyle didn’t hear his other son, the one who was longing for fishes, because his attention was now on the front of the room and what was to come.


  The man in the herringbone jacket who approached the podium was Lawrence Simons, called Lawrence and never Larry, a friend of Doyle’s. He stood motionless, staring out into the crowd, until the audience noticed him, finished the last half of the sentence they were speaking, and quieted down. Lawrence Simons was the one who had told Doyle about Jackson’s lecture, knowing that he was always looking for things like this for Teddy and Tip. Doyle had a fondness for politicians when they weren’t running for anything, when they were out of the game altogether. That was when they were willing to take the kinds of impossible moral stands that would get a man thrown out of Iowa in the first week. Lawrence Simons, a professor at the Kennedy School, was making his introduction in a voice that could not affect enthusiasm even though he admired the speaker and had taken a hefty chunk out of the lecture budget to bring him there. Like Doyle, he was white, past sixty, and dependent on a pair of heavy glasses that corrected an astigmatism. He catalogued Jackson’s life into the microphone, checking off the major points on the list: poor childhood, Dr. King, run for president, peace negotiator. All the while Jackson sat in the front row, listening to the litany for what must have been the thousandth time. How many times had he been introduced? Doyle remembered the feeling, the stages he had waited on, the head tables where he turned his gaze down the long row of glistening water glasses to the speakers who were speaking of him. It was like reading your own obituary over and over again.


  Not that Doyle was ever introduced anymore. Not only was he never the speaker, he was not spoken of. He was no longer a source of reverence or scandal or pity. It was very rare that someone who passed him would turn around to look again or lean in to whisper some version of his story to the person beside them when he walked into a restaurant. After so many years people had forgotten about the adoptions and the death of his wife and the scandal surrounding his oldest son. They had long forgotten anything he had ever accomplished for their city. In fact, Bernard Doyle had slipped so completely from the public consciousness that on the rare occasion some stranger said, “Hello, Mr. Mayor,” he found himself brightening inordinately. It was that last vestige of his own vanity that struck him as the most humiliating thing of all.


  “We are Democrats,” Jackson said urgently from the stage. “We have a responsibility.”


  Doyle gave one small, reflexive nod of agreement. It was that sense of responsibility that made him continue to drag Tip and Teddy towards the cause of leadership. They didn’t want to go, but then they never liked having their teeth cleaned either. It wasn’t entirely up to the child to be free to decide what was best. Doyle knew these were the last moments of his ability to exert any sort of parental authority. Most parents had lost theirs years before, some as far back as junior high school. It was the essential closeness he had always shared with his boys that had allowed this to go on for as long as it had, the closeness that was born out of their own bad luck. Both of the boys allowed themselves to be pulled around by Doyle now only because they had clung to him for so long. Their loyalty had become their habit. As children they had been so eager to please him that they had spoiled him into thinking that they would grow up to be exactly the men he wanted them to be. Even now, when it was abundantly clear that Doyle had failed, he could not entirely abandon his drive to shape them. They should be leaders, smart boys like these, boys with lives of such advantage. The call to service should be coded in their bones. But Tip could not seem to extend himself past the lower vertebrates. He reserved what little passion life afforded him for the jaw structure of teleosts. Doyle felt the cold prick of a headache just thinking of it. What profits a man if he saves a fish and yet loses his soul? That of course led him to Teddy, the sweetheart, the darling, who was poised to give his most valuable of souls away to the Catholics. Had Doyle known what would be enticing to boys, he would never have shown them the Cathedral of the Holy Cross or the Atlantic Ocean, for that matter. Doyle blamed his late wife’s uncle John Sullivan for Teddy’s dreamy infatuation with the Roman Church, though Father Sullivan always replied to the charge with a big song and dance about having a calling and how he wasn’t in the business of minting priests. These days, according to what one reads in the paper, he was in the trickier business of raising the dead, and Teddy could not get enough of it. Lose Teddy and you’ll find him sticking around for the second mass of Sunday morning, or visiting the sick in the home for decrepit clergy. He had to be pulled out of there the way boys of Doyle’s generation were collected from pool halls. If Teddy was given to leading, couldn’t he think to lead something more ambitious than a Boston flock?


  Doyle sighed and shifted in his seat. And then of course there was Sullivan, but where Sullivan was concerned even Doyle was a realist. Teddy and Tip would each hold a second term in office before his oldest child ever managed to become a notary public.


  “Suffering breeds character,” Jackson said from the stage, “character breeds faith. In the end, faith will not disappoint.”


  Teddy leaned over and whispered in his father’s ear. “He said that in ‘88.”


  Doyle nodded, not wanting to encourage whispering. With the noticeable exception of his own sons, whose eyes glazed over the moment the lights dimmed, the audience was rapt. None of the other children were rustling in their seats. Jackson didn’t lecture so much as hypnotize. Once you gave over to the swinging cadence of his oratory you found yourself agreeing with ideas you could never completely remember. Bit by bit Jackson took over Doyle, washed him down in the waves of mellifluous repetition until the speaker and the listener were one.


  But Jackson never got to Tip. Tip was still in the MCZ, reviewing the notes he had taken that afternoon on the jaw structure of regional fishes. That’s what it meant to concentrate. Jackson’s voice was nothing but a metronome in the background, the steady ticking that regulated the artistry of science in his head. Politicians would always be talking. They had been talking forever. If Tip had chosen to listen to them every time they chose to tell him something he would have gone out of his mind by the seventh grade.


  That was the way it was in any room where one person took the center stage; some of the people would listen with concentration while others couldn’t tell you a single thing that was said. It didn’t really matter who the speaker was, or if they were boring or passionate. You never got everyone’s attention, not if you were the Pope saying mass in St. Peter’s Square or Renée Fleming in recital at Carnegie Hall or Czeslaw Milosz reading his poetry in Polish for the very last time. The only way to make everyone listen was to start a fire in the middle of the room and then identify the location of all emergency exits. And even then, if you took the time to notice, there would always be someone running frantically in the opposite direction. Doyle knew this. Jesse Jackson knew this. But Teddy and Tip, at the ages of twenty and twenty-one respectively, each believed that he was the only person there who had drifted off to other things. Teddy was thinking about his great-uncle lying in bed and how he was no wider than a pillow, no higher, and just as pale. He believed that Father Sullivan had cured those two women even if the old priest swore on Teddy’s head that he had nothing to do with their sudden onset of miraculous health. The weather report had promised that the snow would be blinding by three and so Teddy decided if he waited he could get caught at the Regina Cleri home. He had been sure he would be forced to stay the night rather than be sent into the howling drifts alone. He waited and waited. The sick were dispersed and his uncle fell asleep, but the snow never came. Finally one of the nursing sisters said the weatherman had changed his story altogether and already his snowstorm was pushing up the coast to bury Maine.


  Once Jackson finished his lecture and opened the floor to questions, Tip had a harder time blocking out his environment. It seemed to him that every hand in the place was raised except for the hands belonging to his family. It could be four o’clock in the morning before they got this circus wrapped up. Tip felt that he had reached the end of his evening’s allotment of obedience. “I need to go,” he whispered.


  Doyle shook his head almost imperceptibly and Tip released a long, audible sigh. As children, both Teddy and Tip had been so good. They were practically legends of patience in certain circles, sitting quietly in their white shirts at dinner tables full of adults, occasionally offering up a single insightful and utterly charming question. But now they twisted in their seats and scratched their ankles. At the very point they should have been able to make a full connection with the material they were instead so often restless, itchy.


  A nervous white girl stepped up to the microphone in the overcrowded aisle and asked whether Jackson would ever consider another run. “We need you,” she said. The crowd exploded in cheers and then the rhythmic repetition of the name, “Jes-SEE, Jes-SEE.”


  Tip pushed one of his fingers, which was only now starting to warm up, under his sleeve and pulled the sleeve back to look at his watch. He leaned across his father and tapped Teddy on the thigh. Once he had his attention he held up his wrist.


  “It won’t be that much longer,” Teddy said quietly. “He’ll shut it down.” He motioned towards Jackson, who was nodding his head slowly and then holding up his palms to signal to the audience that their point had been taken. Doyle, without so much as glancing in Tip’s direction, put his hand over his son’s wrist.


  Tip started to review the material that would certainly be included in his advanced marine biology exam. How many times had jaw protrusion occurred in the evolution of fishes? Simple enough. Everyone knew it had in sharks, in some chondrostians, in the Ostariophysii, and in the higher teleosts. Maybe it would seem too obvious to favor the higher teleosts the way he did, but fascination didn’t always have its origins in obscurity. While Jackson answered questions about the inherent cruelty of the Republican domestic budget, Tip considered the fully movable maxilla and premaxilla and tried to draw conclusions about the teleosts’ homocercal tails. In this way he managed to pass the time. Teddy was right. At nine-fifteen Jackson called for one final question and at twenty minutes past the audience produced a thundering ovation and struggled into their coats.


  “Didn’t I tell you that would be worth it?” Doyle said, his face as bright as Christmas morning. “He’s still got the fire in him. Even when you’ve heard it all before, you never have the feeling he’s just putting it through the paces.”


  “He was putting it through the paces,” Tip said flatly.


  Doyle shook his head. “He has a message. He’s still trying to get people to listen.”


  Teddy picked up his own long scarf and looped it twice around his brother’s neck. When Tip started to object, Teddy pulled the scarf tight across his mouth. “He’s good all right,” Teddy said. “It’s the minister in him.”


  “What the party needs to find is another Jackson,” Doyle said.


  “What’s wrong with the Jackson it’s got?” Teddy followed his brother down the aisle and into the crowd of slow moving, winter-wrapped bodies.


  Tip turned around and spoke over his shoulder as he walked. “He means we need a Jackson who’s white and centrist, which means we don’t need Jackson at all. We need Clinton, and we’ve already had Clinton.”


  “Is that what I said?” Doyle asked.


  “It’s what you meant.” It wasn’t what Doyle said or what he meant, but Tip felt entitled to a mean-spirited remark. It wasn’t just the fish that needed to be put away. Even Tip knew that was nothing. But there was still so much to read, and the weight of all the work there was to be done on his thesis balanced like a piano on his head. The swirl of people in the front hall of the building overwhelmed him. Everyone seemed so energized, so motivated by the event. Was he the only student there who had work to do?


  “Try to straighten out your disposition on the way to the reception,” Doyle said.


  “A reception?” Teddy said.


  His brother held up both hands, his red woolen mittens making two sharp exclamations. “Not a chance.”


  “It’s at Lawrence Simons’ house. Thirty minutes tops. He was good to invite us.”


  “And we would be good to go, but we’re not going, or I’m not going with you.”


  “Tip!” a boy called.


  Tip turned around. “Hey,” he said and raised his hand. It was Jacob Goldberg, his lab partner from inorganic chemistry last year, the only other kid in the class who was interested in science and wasn’t just another insanely cutthroat premed. Before they had a chance to speak, the crowd pushed them apart and moved them forward. The crowd made the decision about which of the doors they would use to exit. They were all just a school of fish bumping around in a wave. The whole time they shuffled ahead, Tip and Doyle bickered lightly about Jackson. Teddy tried to keep his place between them, putting his hand on one coat sleeve and then the other. When they were finally pushed out of the warm foyer of the Kennedy School and into the great cold world of the night, it was snowing. Not the heavy, wet flakes that come down like silver dollars and melt a minute later, and not the very dry tiny snow that blows around and never really settles on anything. This was a hard, steady fall of a medium-sized flake that meant business. To tilt your head back and look straight up into a streetlight was to have some comprehension of infinity. They came and came and came. The huge crowd dispersed almost instantly, everyone looking for shelter while Tip and Teddy and Doyle continued to stand on the street corner, trying to agree on their destination, their heads and shoulders quickly glittering with snow.


  “They said the storm missed us,” Teddy said, looking at the soft fall as if it had lied to him personally. He should have waited longer with Uncle Sullivan. He should have been more patient.


  “I told the Simonses we were coming. This isn’t going to take all night.” Doyle felt the cold deep inside his ears. He wanted to step back inside, preferably into the Simonses’ warm living room where he could have one drink and talk for a little while to friends, to his sons.


  “Sometimes it takes all night.” Teddy was trying to be lighthearted but the intention got lost in all the weather. Cars slid past. Already there was the sound of tires crunching and spinning.


  “You should go home now anyway,” Tip said. “You’re never going to be able to drive in this.” All he would have to do is walk back to the museum. The heater was always running on overtime there. Tip wore a T-shirt under his shirt and sweater all the time because the colder it was outside the more likely it was to get too hot down in the basement near the boiler.


  Doyle took off his glasses and wiped them on the end of his scarf. “How many people do you think were in that room tonight who would be able to make the time to go and shake Jesse Jackson’s hand?”


  “Let them go,” Tip said.


  “We’ll be out in ten minutes,” Teddy said. “We won’t even take our coats off.”


  For a minute Tip closed his eyes against the snow’s luster. He thought about the teleosts, about jaw structure, about what mattered in his life. “I’m not going to do this anymore.”


  “Why is your schedule—”


  “Not tonight, not anymore.” Then Tip opened his eyes and looked at his father. There, he had said it, and it wasn’t even that difficult. Other people from the lecture trudged around them, past them, muttering about the weather. No one stopped and stared. “You don’t care about the things I care about. I don’t care about the things you care about. I’m not dragging you over to look at bluegills.”


  “I’m trying to teach you about something that matters,” Doyle said.


  Tip nodded his snow-covered head, and the snow-covered branches of the snow-covered trees leaned over and bent down close to him. He was walking backwards, away from his father and brother. Snow like this took away all the familiar markings. It erased the environment, the place where Tip and Teddy and Doyle had all grown up. They were on Eliot Street, but it snowed so hard they could have been in a forest outside of Copenhagen. They could have been on a city street in St. Petersburg. They could have been anywhere in the world where snow fell in endless repetition, the three of them together having this very conversation. Tip was wishing his brother would walk away with him because he knew Teddy was tired of politics, too. This wasn’t what he wanted for himself any more than Tip wanted it. I’m going with Tip, he would say to their father, and they would walk together back across campus to the MCZ, maybe stop in one of those cappuccino places on the way to warm up from the snow. And even as Tip was wishing his brother would come with him, he was also wishing he could stay. He wished he were more like Teddy, able to just let things roll off of him, be pleasant, think of the good. If they were alone, Teddy would have brought up Sullivan. Remember all that Da has been through with Sullivan, he would say, and the thought of their brother would shame Tip into keeping quiet. Tip was right in between those two thoughts as he was backing away, as he was hit by someone he thought for a second had just slipped into him in the snow. But the hit was much harder than that, hard enough to push all of the air out of his lungs. His fall to the ground was soft with all the snow and still it stunned him. Immediately he heard the sound of another hit and then another. He was far from where he’d been standing, down on the ground and all he could see was the endless field of white gliding towards him. He felt a pain in his leg but the pain, like everything else, was very far away. There was a girl somewhere screaming and his father’s voice calling out to him, “Tip! Tip!” But when Tip opened his mouth he found he didn’t have the breath to answer. He closed his eyes and felt the snow melting on his tongue.
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