
Chapter 1

To Ed.: I was more than a bit rushed in writing this, as 
I’m sure you can tell from both what follows and all the 
newspaper accounts that must’ve come out since. All I had 
time for was one quick read through and scribbling a few 
notes. Feel free to use them as you wish. —K. N.

Jesus, it felt weird stepping out of Cedar Junction a free man. 
June ! th. End of an eight year stretch. All that time lost because 
of a rat bastard. " inking about Red Mahoney and what he cost 
me brought the bile up again. Setting my jaw, I decided enough 
of that. Not now, anyways, not during my #rst few moments of 
freedom. IÕd have more than enough time later to think about 
Red. I took a deep breath and walked slowly over to the visitorsÕ 
lot, enjoying the smell of the air outside of the prison walls and 
the heat of the sun on my face. Danny was supposed to pick me 
up. I stood squinting at the parked cars looking for him when 
a horn blasted to my le$. About thirty yards away sitting in the 
driverÕs seat of a rusted out Honda Civic was Danny with a big 
dopey grin breaking over his face. He gunned the engine and 
shot forward, damn near clipping me before stopping the car 
inches from where I was standing. I got into the passenger seat. 
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A$er eight years he had changed more than I wouldÕve thought. 
His hair had thinned and had receded high enough to where I 
could see deep lines carved across his forehead, and even though 
he had that big grin plastered across his face, a tiredness seemed 
to weigh down his features, making it look almost as if he was the 
one who had just gotten out of prison. I ignored all that, though, 
and we hugged the way two brothers who havenÕt seen each other 
in ages would.

ÔFuck, itÕs been a long time,Õ Danny said.
ÔNo shit.Õ
" at took an edge o% of his grin. ÔAbout not visiting you, IÕm 

sorry, Kyle, but you know, #rst they stuck you in Texas, then 
Kansas, and then when they put you in here, with work and all 
this other shit that kept coming upÉ Õ

ÔForget it,Õ I said, stopping him. ÔI wouldnÕt have wanted you to 
see me in any of those places anyway. LetÕs just get the fuck away 
from this shithole.Õ

ÔStill, with you being right here in Walpole I shouldÕve come. 
Fuck, I donÕt know, things just got kind of crazyÑ Õ

ÔI said forget it.Õ
He nodded slowly, some hurt showing around his eyes, and 

drove to the security gate. " e prison guard had us open the 
trunk before he waved us through.

ÔWhat did he think?Õ Danny asked. He was trying hard to grin, 
but this time it wasnÕt quite sticking. Ô" at we were smuggling out 
one of your buddies?Õ

I ignored him and told him IÕd like to see Ma #rst. ÔLetÕs #nd a 
place to buy her &owers,Õ I added.

He gave me that same slow nod again, his grin completely 
gone and replaced by something far more solemn. We drove in 
silence. I took a pack of Marlboro ' (( s out of my prison-issue 
shirt and tapped the last cigarette out of it. A$er lighting up, I 
tossed the crumpled box out the window, then sat back and 
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inhaled deeply, #lling my lungs with smoke and taking some 
comfort from it. I caught Danny eyeing me. When we were kids 
we both smoked to prove ourselves tough guys, and we both gave 
it up later when Red complained about it being a dirty habit. Back 
in prison I started up again. Now that I was out I was planning to 
quit, but I would have to ease out of it. I asked Danny if he could 
stop o% someplace so I could pick up some more cigs. He gave 
me a dull nod and stopped o% at the #rst convenience store we 
came across so I could run in and pick up a carton. Coming out, 
I stuck a fresh pack in my shirt and asked if he wanted a cig, but 
he declined. A$er he pulled back into tra) c he started talking 
casually about the Patriots and the Sox as if the last eight years 
never happened.

ÔIt took you getting sent o% to prison for the Sox to #nally win 
a World Series. Could you imagine if we were running books in 
New York when the Sox were down three nothing to the Yankees? 
We wouldÕve cleaned up. Nothing I like better than taking money 
o% asshole Yankee fans. And the Patriots. Holy fucking shit. 
" ree Super Bowls? Can you believe that shit?Õ

I cut him o% and asked him what happened to his Beemer.
ÔI had to sell it,Õ he said, smiling weakly. As brothers, Danny 

and I look a lot alike, but one big di%erence is heÕs got a weak 
mouth. It makes him look kind of feminine at times. I guess 
he took a$er our dad with that, because Ma had nothing but 
strength in her face.

ÔI needed to pay my lawyer,Õ he continued. ÔAnd shit, I donÕt 
make nearly enough in construction to a%ord stu% like Beemers. 
It was time to live within my means. But the HondaÕs #ne. It runs. 
" atÕs all that matters, right?Õ

I gave him a cold look in response. ÔWhat year is this piece of 
crap?Õ

Ô" ereÕs nothing wrong with this car. And itÕs an Õ! ! , so big 
fucking deal.Õ
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I squinted over, saw the odometer was at *(( ,((( and counting. 
ÔYou donÕt know how embarrassing it was seeing you drive up in 
this tin can. Chrissakes, Danny, what the fuckÕs happened to you? 
DonÕt you have any self respect anymore? I still canÕt believe you 
agreed to move out of Southie.Õ

ÔKyle, youÕre making a big deal over a car. ItÕs transportation. 
" atÕs all it is. Something to get you from point A to point B. It 
doesnÕt de#ne who you are. ItÕs not like I just served eight years in 
prison for armed robbery.Õ

I saw a little Ôfuck youÕ smile &ash across his face. " ere was a 
lot more truth to what he said than he couldÕve imagined. When 
I got arrested, I took it like a man. I kept my mouth shut. I didnÕt 
make any deals Ð not even a$er I found out the truth about 
Red. I served out my full eight years; the #rst #ve in the federal 
penitentiary system, splitting time between Beaumont and 
Leavenworth, the last three in the worst shithole Massachusetts 
has to o%er. I refused the early paroles that were put in front of 
me. When I le$ I made sure I was free and clear. Danny, on the 
other hand, when he got busted shaking down a nightclub, he 
took a plea that made him give up his old life. As part of the deal 
he had to move out of Southie and keep away from past associates. 
And for what? One to two years in Billerica or one of the other 
medium security joints? " e place wouldÕve been Club Med 
compared to where I served my time. But that was his choice. I 
just thank God he didnÕt rat on anyone.

Danny stopped o% and bought &owers for Ma, but we didnÕt 
talk the rest of the way. When we got to the cemetery in West 
Roxbury where Ma was buried, I caught Danny giving me a 
sideways glance.

ÔYou okay?Õ he asked.
I nodded, not trusting myself to say anything.
MaÕs plot was under a Japanese Maple tree. It was nice. Her 

gravesite looked clean and well cared for. " ere was a small 
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wreath by the headstone and other &owers placed along it. I 
took the &owers Danny had bought and added them to the ones 
already there. I stood and read the headstone and thought about 
Ma. She died two years a$er I was sent to prison. I still remember 
her sobbing in court when the judge sentenced me to #ve to eight 
years. I donÕt think IÕll ever forget the way her so$ round face 
folded into creases as she sobbed. Every time IÕd close my eyes 
and see her sobbing like that, IÕd promise myself all over again 
that someday IÕd pay Red o% nicely.

ÔIt looks peaceful here,Õ I said. ÔIt looks good. YouÕve been 
doing right for Ma.Õ

ÔI come here every week to keep things up,Õ Danny said. He 
put his hand on my shoulder, added, ÔMa died quickly. She didnÕt 
su%er.Õ

I knew he was lying. I had my lawyer look into it since all 
Danny would tell me was she fell i ll, and I knew she had stomach 
cancer. I read enough about that on the Internet to know that Ma 
didnÕt die easy. From what I read, stress can play a role in cancer, 
and I couldnÕt help feeling that her worrying about me in prison 
had something to do with her getting sick. If she were still around 
when parole was #rst o%ered to me, I wouldÕve taken it but she 
was already gone by then.

Ô" atÕs why I took the deal I did,Õ Danny continued in a so$ 
voice, almost as if he were reading my mind. ÔMa had just gotten 
sick. I couldnÕt go to prison and leave her alone.Õ

I nodded and turned from him so he couldnÕt see me wipe the 
tears from my eyes. Any minute now I was going to start sobbing 
worse than Ma that day I was sentenced, and I didnÕt want Danny 
seeing that.

ÔLetÕs get out of here,Õ I said, my voice choked.
I moved quickly away from MaÕs grave, the world blurring 

around me. By the time I got back to DannyÕs rusted out junker, I 
was feeling worse than IÕd felt that day IÕd heard about MaÕs death. 
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Even worse than when my lawyer couldnÕt get me a dayÕs pass to 
attend her funeral. I forced my thoughts back to Red and how I 
was going to pay him back, and I felt the tension ease enough to 
where my head stopped throbbing.

As we drove away from the cemetery, Danny started to 
mention how he might be able to get me a job at his construction 
site. It took me a few moments to clear my head of thoughts of Ma 
and Red before I made sense of what he was saying.

ÔI knew there was a reason you took a job like that,Õ I said, 
feeling a renewed sense of pride in my little brother. ÔIÕve got 
something else in the works for the two of us, but maybe we can 
squeeze this in. What do they got there?Õ

ÔWhat do you mean?Õ
ÔFor us to rip o%. Steel, copper, come on, what do they have for 

us to score on?Õ
ÔI donÕt want to rip them o%, Kyle. IÕm just asking if you want 

help getting a job there.Õ
ÔYouÕre fucking kidding me.Õ
Ô" ereÕs nothing wrong with an honest dayÕs work.Õ
ÔSays who?Õ
He didnÕt bother answering me, and I could feel my jaw 

muscles tightening as I stared at him. What the fuck happened 
to him? How the hell did he turn into such a moke? I swallowed 
back what I wanted to say. It wouldnÕt do any good, and besides, 
I needed the old Danny back, the Danny Nevin who had no 
problem busting up a joint and kicking out teeth if a payment 
was late.

ÔDanny,Õ I said as calmly I could, Ôwhat IÕve got in the works is 
big. Massive big. IÕm going to need you in on it with me.Õ

ÔI donÕt knowÉ Õ
ÔWeÕll talk later,Õ I said, shutting him up before I lost it and 

told him what a disgrace he had become. " e rest of the drive he 
looked like he was tormented. It made me both want to laugh and 
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slap him silly. I guess I could understand it. With me out of the 
picture he had fallen into a loser mentality. He got used to a shit 
way of life and had convinced himself thatÕs all there was going 
to be. He just needed to be shaken up a bit and reminded what 
the old days were like. A week, two weeks tops, and IÕd have the 
old Danny back. Christ, the thought of doing construction work 
every day was worse than prison, worse even than waking up in 
a shithole like Cedar Junction each morning. At least in prison 
when you did your time you were let go. With the life Danny was 
now trying to lead the only release would be a cold grave. " ank 
God I was out now so I could look out for him.

West Roxbury and Brighton were both neighborhoods of 
Boston, but you had to leave the city and cross through the upper 
crust town of Brookline to get from one to the other. Danny was 
driving through the student ghetto part of Brighton when he 
pulled o% of Commonwealth Ave. and onto a narrow roadway 
barely wide enough to navigate along without scraping against 
the cars parked on both sides of the street. " e street signs 
marked one of the sides as a no parking tow zone. " atÕs the thing 
with students, no respect for the law. Danny pointed out an old 
brownstone as his apartment building.

He pulled behind the building to park. Opposite the small 
six-car parking lot about twenty yards away were dumpsters 
belonging to a Chinese restaurant. At four oÕclock in the a$ernoon 
I could already see rats climbing along one of them. It smelled 
like the back of a #sh market.

ÔYou got to be shitting me,Õ I said.
He noticed what I was looking at and shrugged, telling me it 

was no big deal.
ÔWhat do you mean no big deal? YouÕve got rats crawling all 

over your back lot.Õ I peered harder at the dumpsters. ÔArenÕt they 
supposed to keep covers on them?Õ

ÔForget it, Kyle. " e rats usually stay over there, anyway.Õ
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ÔUsually? YouÕre not telling me you get rats in your apartment?Õ
He gave me a weak smile, his eyes tilting away from mine. 

ÔOnce, but Eve nailed it with a frying pan.Õ
ÔJesus fucking Christ.Õ
I got out of the car and the stench from rotting food nearly 

bowled me over. My time in prison, and speci#cally Cedar 
Junction, le$ me hypersensitive to stenches like this. I picked up 
a brick lying a few yards away and threw it at the dumpsters. I 
missed the rat I was aiming for, but the brick made a loud clang 
when it hit the metal dumpster and the rats scattered. I counted 
at least eight of them as they ran o%. As I was watching where 
they went, an Asian man in his thirties wearing a stained T-shirt, 
baggy khakis and an apron tied around his middle came out 
of the restaurantÕs back door. He spotted the small dent in the 
dumpster and then the brick lying next to it. He stared back at me 
fuming, anger twisting his face.

ÔWhat the hell are you doing?Õ he yelled.
ÔPut covers on those damn dumpsters like the law requires!Õ I 

yelled back.
ÔIÕm calling the police on you!Õ
ÔYeah, well, fuck you! IÕm calling the sanitation board 

on you!Õ
He &ipped me the bird. I took a couple of steps towards him, 

but Danny moved quickly and grabbed me by the arm.
ÔKyle, come on, man, itÕs not worth it.Õ
I calmed down enough to nod and tell him that I agreed. " e 

Asian man brought his other hand up so he could give me a two-
handed salute. " en, a$er spitting on the ground, he disappeared 
back into the restaurant.

ÔYou okay?Õ Danny asked.
ÔYeah, IÕm okay. How about helping me out with something.Õ
ÔWhat?Õ
I led the way to the dumpsters. When I looked at Danny, I 
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could see a dim glimmer of his old self in his eyes. Without 
having to say a word, we worked together putting some muscle 
into tipping the dumpster over so the garbage and rotting food 
inside of it spilled out towards the back doorway. It took some 
work, but we got the dumpster pushed up against the door. We 
tried to do it quietly but we still made enough of a racket I was 
surprised no one tried the back door to see what we were doing. 
With some more sweat we got the other dumpster tipped over 
also and on top of the #rst one. Both of us grunting, we pushed 
it up against the door. When we were done, we both stank, both 
of us with dumpster sludge dripping from our clothes, and both 
of us just about laughing our asses o%. I was laughing so hard I 
could barely breathe. Nearly blind with tears, I found the brick I 
had tossed earlier. Danny was doubled over, his face a bright red. 
He tried pulling me away.

ÔLetÕs get the fuck out of here,Õ he said as he gasped for air.
I let him drag me to the back door of his building, then I 

chucked the brick at the dumpsters we had knocked over. " e 
clanging noise this time seemed louder than before. I heard the 
restaurantÕs back door banging against the dumpsters we had 
put in its way, then the guy inside swearing as he realized what 
happened. He started yelling how he was going to call the police 
and I damn near ruptured something inside. Danny pulled me 
into his apartment building.

ÔFuck, that was fun,Õ he said, wheezing hard now, his eyes 
nearly on #re they were sparkling so brightly. ÔIÕve missed that. I 
havenÕt laughed this hard in years.Õ

ÔMe either.Õ I was holding onto my knees for support. " is was 
the best IÕd felt since being arrested. I sni%ed and remarked how 
we both smelled like something that would make a skunk puke.

Danny grimaced as he got a whi% of his shirt. ÔYeah, we do. 
LetÕs get upstairs and clean ourselves o% before Eve comes home.Õ

ÔWhoÕs this Eve you keep mentioning?Õ
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ÔMy girlfriend. YouÕll meet her later.Õ
ÔYou two serious?Õ
He gave me a wry little smile. ÔYeah, I think so. LetÕs go get 

cleaned up.Õ
Danny led the way up the backstairs to his apartment, and as 

I saw the cracked plaster along the walls and the garbage piled up 
in the small alcoves, whatever good humor I was feeling faded. I 
couldnÕt believe the shithole my brother was living in, but I held 
my tongue. His apartment turned out to be a small cramped 
one-bedroom, with one room serving as a combination living 
room and dining room. A yellowish-brownish water stain bled 
across the ceiling and the wall-to-wall carpeting was some cheap 
industrialized shit that needed to be replaced Ð it was far too 
stained and dirty to ever be cleaned properly. Given what he had 
to work with, he had the place #xed up about as nice as it could 
be. My guess that was EveÕs doing. As Danny moved through the 
apartment opening windows, I looked behind some of the prints 
of Southie that were hung up on the walls and saw they were 
there to cover cracks. It pissed me o% thinking of Danny living in 
a dump like this, but I held my tongue.

ÔBrought a little bit of home with me,Õ Danny said.
I looked up and saw him smiling, and realized he thought I 

was admiring one of his Southie prints of Carson Beach. I didnÕt 
bother answering him. He stood awkwardly for a moment trying 
to pretend we werenÕt standing in the middle of a shithole and 
suggested I take the #rst shower, that heÕd toss our clothes in 
a washing machine the building kept for their tenants in the 
basement. " e bathroom was about as cramped as the rest of 
the apartment with barely enough space to #t a toilet, sink and 
shower. Still, it felt nice taking a shower where the water wasnÕt 
either ice cold or scalding. And I have to admit it was nicer than 
I wouldÕve thought taking a shower in private for the #rst time in 
over eight years.
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I dried o% and put on a heavy dose of Brut before leaving 
the bathroom to make sure any traces of dumpster smell that 
mightÕve lingered were covered up. Danny had a pair of boxers 
on as he sat smoking a joint in the combo living/dining room. He 
handed it to me while he went o% to get me a change of clothing. 
Drugs werenÕt my thing, but I took a few hits, and put on the faded 
jeans and black T-shirt that Danny brought back for me. Before 
heading o% to prison we were the same shirt and pant size, but 
his jeans were now loose on me and the T-shirt was tight across 
the chest. Danny remarked as much. He #nished sucking on the 
joint that I had handed back and stubbed out the embers.

ÔI had a lot of hours to kill in the weight room.Õ I pulled on the 
jeans to reveal the several inches of extra space. ÔAnd this is my 
one bene#t from not drinking any beer over the last eight years.Õ

ÔWell, let me #x that.Õ Danny got a couple of cold Michelobs 
from his fridge and tossed me one, then took his into the 
bathroom. When I heard the shower running I sat down and 
drank it slowly, trying hard to relax. I was a free man and I 
should feel free. But that was easier said than done. I needed to re-
establish myself, and more important, I needed to square things 
with Red. " ere was no way I could breathe easy knowing that 
sonofabitch was out there enjoying life, not a$er what he did to 
me. And not just to me, but to Danny and my ma and hundreds 
of others who had trusted him. When I got up for another beer I 
heard the unmistakable whine of a police siren and then saw a red 
light &ashing from DannyÕs open bedroom door. I made my way 
over there, and through the window I could see a police cruiser 
parked by the overturned dumpsters. A couple of o) cers were 
talking to some of the restaurant workers. " e prick who had 
given me the #nger earlier was with them and he kept pointing 
animatedly towards DannyÕs apartment building. " e cops 
looked bored. Even from where I was standing, I could see one 
of them trying hard to suppress a smile. I watched for a while, 
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then went and got another beer. A$er ten minutes the red light 
stopped strobing in through open bedroom door.

Danny stepped out of the bathroom. He raised an eyebrow at 
me and asked if he had heard a siren.

ÔYou sure as fuck did. " e cops were out back.Õ
Ô" ey didnÕt knock on any doors or anything?Õ
ÔNo, but that Chinese prick tried getting them over here. He 

was hopping up and down pointing at your building. I hope they 
cited the motherfucker for not keeping his garbage covered.Õ

Ô" at little fucker.Õ A wide smile spread across DannyÕs face. 
ÔWhat do you say tomorrow we tip over those dumpsters again?Õ

ÔNo, I donÕt think so. As long as they keep their garbage 
covered from now on IÕll let it slide. If they donÕt IÕll take care of 
it a di%erent way.Õ I wasnÕt going to say anything, at least not then, 
but seeing Danny sitting there looking all happy and content 
I couldnÕt help myself from asking him how he could stomach 
living in a place like this.

He shrugged, still smiling his dopey smile. ÔCome on, Kyle, itÕs 
got to be more spacious than your cell at Cedar Junction. More 
accommodations too, right, bro?Õ

ÔI had no choice where they stuck me. But you choose to live 
here, for Chrissakes.Õ

He ignored me while he took a baggie #lled with pot from 
under the sofa cushion and rolled himself another joint. A hard 
grimness had tightened his face. He lit the joint, inhaled deeply 
on it, and held the smoke for a good ten-count before exhaling. A 
couple more hits so$ened his features. He looked back at me and 
&ashed a careless smile.

ÔI didnÕt have any choice either, Kyle, not if I was going to stay 
out of prison so I could take care of Ma when she was sick. You 
think it was my choice to move away from the old neighborhood? 
But shit, this place isnÕt so bad. EveÕs had it under rent control 
since she was a student, making it cheap as hell. NeighborhoodÕs 
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kind of fun and itÕs only two miles from where she works. Fuck, I 
havenÕt even shown you a picture of Eve yet.Õ

He took another long hit on the joint, then tried o%ering me 
it but this time I passed. As I said before drugs arenÕt my thing. 
When I was RedÕs right hand man, we made a lot of money dealing 
but thereÕd be hell to pay if he ever caught you using. As he used 
to like to say: ÔBoyos, I demand clear minds and actions from me 
lieutenants.Õ Pretentious little prick, always acting as if he were born 
and raised in Belfast instead of K Street in South Boston. Anyway, 
even without his fucking rules, at the level I was at I needed my 
wits and aggression to survive, and I couldnÕt a%ord to so$en 
either with pot, and it was too hard to hide the e%ects of coke. I got 
used to keeping away from drugs. Even in prison I avoided them. I 
didnÕt want to give the cocksuckers running the place any excuses 
to stretch out my maximum eight-year sentence.

DannyÕs dopey grin was mostly back, any traces of the 
grimness from a few minutes earlier were gone. He pushed 
himself o% the sofa and le$ the room. When he came back he 
handed me a photo. " e girl in it was thin with long stringy red 
hair, and from what I could tell given the angle the photo was 
taken, not much in the tits department. As thin as she looked she 
had a pale moon-shaped face with a nose that made me think 
of a pig. Like with every other aspect of his current life, he had 
settled badly.

ÔNice, huh?Õ he asked.
I nodded. I had criticized him enough for one day. Earlier 

IÕd seen &ashes of the old Danny. I knew his true self was buried 
somewhere in this joke of a life he was leading, and given a little 
prodding, IÕd bring him out like a fucking butter&y from its 
cocoon. " e image of that brought a smile to my lips.

ÔI knew youÕd think so too.Õ Danny was beaming at the photo 
of his plain-Jane girlfriend. ÔMeeting EveÕs the best thing that ever 
happened to me.Õ
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I handed the photo back to him so he could admire it closer 
up. ÔWhat plans do you got for tonight?Õ I asked.

Danny took another long hit from his joint, then stared bleary-
eyed at his watch. ÔEve should be back in a half hour. I thought 
weÕd go out for dinner, have a few drinks.Õ

ÔWhat? Just you, me and her?Õ
Ô" atÕs what I was thinking.Õ
ÔChrissakes, Danny, IÕm just out of prison a$er eight fucking 

long years. I thought youÕd get a party together for me. Bring in a 
few of my buddies from the neighborhood.Õ

His eyes dulled to the point where they matched his smile. 
ÔI couldnÕt do that, Kyle,Õ he said. ÔI canÕt contact any of them 
Õcause of my plea arrangement. You wouldnÕt believe the hoops 
my lawyer had to jump through so I could maintain contact 
with you.Õ

Ô" ey were trying to keep you away from your own brother? 
" e only family you got le$?Õ

ÔYeah.Õ
When I #rst found out about RedÕs treachery, it was like a 

rage had been ignited inside me, and it has been burning steadily 
ever since. For the last eight years that rage had been my one true 
companion. Now with this bit of news it &ared up, choking me 
o%. For a few seconds all I could see was red Ð the color, not the 
traitorous rat. I took a few deep breaths and was able to bring the 
rage back to a low simmer. When I could, I told Danny the joke 
was on them.

ÔWhat do you mean?Õ
ÔNot now. IÕll tell you in a few days when I got things worked 

out. Anyway, fuck them. ItÕs been what, seven years since you 
made your deal? No oneÕs going to notice if you cheat on it now.Õ

Ô" ey will. I got a few enemies from the old days waiting to 
drop a dime on me.Õ

ÔBullshit.Õ
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ÔItÕs true, Kyle. " ey already made a few bogus calls, one even 
last year. " e cops investigated each of them. " ank God I had 
witnesses who could corroborate where I was.Õ

ÔYou got names for who made these calls?Õ
ÔJust suspicions.Õ
ÔGive me the names.Õ
He hesitated, then, shrugging, said, ÔTom Dolan and Mike 

Halloran. I canÕt prove it, though.Õ
I nodded as I remembered those two. Dolan owned a liquor 

store on Dorchester Street that was on DannyÕs collection list. If 
I remembered right, at one time he got stubborn about paying 
his monthly dues, and stayed stubborn until a crowbar was taken 
to both his kneecap and his whiskey section. Halloran was just 
some dumb low-level punk who thought he could run his own 
book in the neighborhood. Red heard about it and next thing you 
knew Dolan was being #tted for a new set of dentures. In the old 
days, Danny did good work.

ÔIÕll make sure word gets out on what happens if anyone rats 
you,Õ I said. ÔSo what do you say, we head back home tonight for a 
little celebrating?Õ

Danny shook his head. ÔI canÕt risk it, Kyle. " e DAÕs o) ce is 
serious about that plea. And thereÕs no time expiration on it. " e 
arrangementÕs for life. If they catch me breaking it IÕll go away for 
a minimum of three years.Õ

ÔDanny, with me out, no oneÕs going to risk ratting you.Õ
ÔI just canÕt do it. IÕm sorry.Õ
I was going to try arguing but looking at the dumb stoned 

expression on his face I knew there was no point.
ÔFuck it,Õ I said. ÔWeÕll go out to dinner with you and 

your girlfriend, then IÕll take myself o% to ScolleyÕs for some 
celebrating.Õ

Danny nodded, his eyes glazing over as he stared o% at a print 
of a crowd watching the St PatrickÕs Day Parade winding down 
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+th Street. I went and got myself another Michelob. I was going 
to have to get Danny o% the grass if I was going to bring back 
his old self, but I had some time for that. " e job I was planning 
out wasnÕt going to go down for a few weeks. " e third beer was 
starting to give me a buzz. I guess a$er the stretch I just #nished 
without a drop of alcohol, IÕd become a bit of a lightweight. Danny 
#nished the joint he was working on then got himself another 
beer also. We sat, chilling, mostly making small talk about how 
life was in the federal system and then later at Cedar Junction. 
It was nice just the two of us sitting there bullshitting like that. 
It brought back old memories from when we were kids. When I 
tapped out a fresh cig, he did a slow double take as if he couldnÕt 
quite comprehend what it was at #rst.

ÔNot a good idea, bro,Õ he said.
ÔWhat?Õ
ÔEve doesnÕt want anyone smoking in here.Õ
ÔYouÕre shitting me, right?Õ
ÔNo, bro.Õ
I didnÕt need this shit. I was #nally starting to feel better and I 

had to have a fucked-up discussion over whether I could smoke a 
cig? I lit up, using an empty Michelob bottle for the ashes. Danny 
looked on, too stoned to really care much one way or the other. 
For the #rst time he noticed the carton of Marlboro ' (( s I had 
put by the sofa, and he made a comment how it would be better if 
I hid the carton in his closet.

ÔWhyÕs that?Õ
ÔEve might throw it out.Õ
I gave him a look to see if he was serious, and as best I could 

tell he was. Reaching over, I pushed the carton under the sofa, 
then did a slow burn as I #nished the cigarette and dropped the 
butt into the beer bottle. I was just starting to calm back down 
when his girlfriend unlocked the front door and walked in. In 
person, her tits were as small as they looked in the photo. She 
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had nice legs, though, IÕll give Danny that. When she saw me 
sitting on the sofa next to Danny, she didnÕt bother putting on an 
act. " ere was nothing but ice in the look she gave me. Still, she 
was my brotherÕs girlfriend, so I started to push myself up to give 
her a kiss, but she short-circuited me by moving in quickly and 
o%ering a small frigid hand instead. It was like shaking hands 
with an ice cube.

Danny, grinning a stonerÕs grin, said, Ô" is is my big brother, 
Kyle, IÕve been telling you about.Õ

ÔYes, I know. I recognize him from the newspapers.Õ
Something about her superior-than-thou tone really pissed 

the shit out of me. ÔWhere the fuckÕs my head,Õ I said. ÔYouÕre my 
brotherÕs girl, for Chrissakes.Õ Before she could move I stood up 
and gave her a tight embrace and a big wet kiss on her cheek. I felt 
some satisfaction feeling her squirm in my arms, but shit, it was 
like hugging a stick of wood. When I let go, I felt like I needed to 
check myself over to make sure I didnÕt pick up any splinters.

ÔFrom now on handshakes between us are su) cient,Õ she said, 
her pale gray eyes seething.

Ô" atÕs not how things are done in my family,Õ I said.
ÔWhatÕs going on?Õ Danny asked, looking with some alarm at 

his girlfriend and then me.
ÔI donÕt have a fucking clue. Ask her.Õ
EveÕs pale skin &ushed a light pink as she met DannyÕs 

bewildered eyes. ÔIÕm just having a lousy day. LetÕs start over. Kyle, 
itÕs wonderful to meet you.Õ

She reached over and gave me a brittle hug and a quick peck 
on the cheek. I couldÕve had some fun with her right then, but I 
behaved myself. A$er all, she was my brotherÕs girl, at least for 
the moment.

Danny was still giving Eve a puzzled look, some concern 
cutting through his pot-induced haze. He said, ÔI was thinking 
the three of us could go out and celebrate KyleÕs release. Maybe 
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you could call up Linda and see if she wants to join us, see if we 
can make it a foursome.Õ

ÔLinda met someone.Õ
ÔWho?Õ
ÔSome guy at a club,Õ she said quickly, her eyes shi$ing from 

DannyÕs.
ÔCall one of your other friends then. Shit, theyÕre always 

moaning how there arenÕt enough single guys in Boston.Õ
ÔDanny, my headÕs killing me. You two go out and have fun. I 

think IÕm just going to stay in.Õ
ÔHope your head feels better,Õ I said.
She nodded in my direction, not bothering to make eye 

contact, then disappeared into the bedroom and closed the door 
behind her.

Danny just sat there looking confused. ÔWhat the fuck?Õ 
he said.

ÔI donÕt think your girl likes me very much.Õ
ÔWhy wouldnÕt she?Õ
I didnÕt bother saying the obvious. " at she thought I was a 

bad in&uence. Or maybe simply that she just didnÕt want anything 
to do with a convicted armed felon. I wondered brie&y if Danny 
ever told her what he used to do and decided he didnÕt. DannyÕs 
eyes had #xed on someplace o% in the distance. I could see the 
transformation in them as the obvious cut though his drug-
fogged brain.

ÔIf itÕs going to cause you problems with me staying here, IÕll 
look for someplace else to go.Õ

ÔNo, bro, my place is your place.Õ
Ô" atÕs good. Stand up.Õ
He stood up. I gave him a real embrace, not the quick little 

hug we gave in the car. ÔI got plans for us, Danny,Õ I said so$ly, 
making sure to keep my voice low. ÔWhen weÕre done, weÕre going 
to own this fucking town again.Õ
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I took a step back, feeling strong emotion for my brother. 
For the #rst time since stepping out of prison, I felt connected to 
Danny, at least the way I used to feel about him.

ÔLook, IÕm heading out to Southie.Õ
ÔWhat about us going out for dinner?Õ
ÔWeÕll do it another time. Stay here and work things out with 

your girlfriend.Õ
ÔYeah, I guess I should. You need anything?Õ
ÔI could use some cash. A cell phone. Your car keys.Õ
He tossed me a set of keys, then emptied out his wallet and 

handed me forty-eight dollars. Checking his pockets he pulled 
out something that looked like a gizmo that couldÕve come from 
Star Trek.

Ô" ey shrunk these things to almost nothing,Õ I said as I held 
the phone in my palm.

ÔYou want me to show you how to use it?Õ
ÔIÕll #gure it out.Õ
I gave him a little tap on the shoulder and told him IÕd let the 

old neighborhood know he was still kicking and breathing. He 
nodded, watching somewhat wistfully as I le$ the apartment. I 
stood outside the door listening. " e walls were thin and I could 
hear everything as plainly as if I were in the same room with 
them. I heard her leave the bedroom and tell Danny that she 
was not going to pimp out any of her friends to me, that that was 
where she was drawing the line. SheÕd let me stay there for a few 
days but she was not pimping out any of her friends.

ÔWhat are you talking about?Õ Danny tried arguing, his speech 
having the same so$, slow cadence of any stoner. He didnÕt have 
a chance in hell against her. ÔAll I was saying was getting one of 
your friends for a foursome.Õ

ÔRight. Your brotherÕs just out of prison. All he wants is a 
dinner date. Right.Õ

ÔAnd what would be the harm if they connected?Õ
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ÔAre you kidding me? HeÕs a convicted felon. IÕm not 
introducing any of my friends to someone like him. And God 
knows what diseases he picked up in prison. IÕve watched Oz. I 
know what they do in prison. And I donÕt want him smoking in 
our apartment. IÕm not an idiot, Danny. I saw the cigarette stub 
in the beer bottle. I could smell the cigarette smoke.Õ

ÔHe had one cigarette.Õ
ÔI donÕt care. I donÕt want him smoking in here!Õ
ÔCome on, Eve. He had the window open. What else is he 

supposed to do?Õ
ÔWhy should I have to be subjected to his cigarette smoke? Or 

worry about him burning the place down? If he needs to smoke 
that badly, let him go outside.Õ

ÔAh, shit. Come on. WeÕre on the third &oor. YouÕre saying 
he has to run down three &ights of stairs every time he wants to 
smoke?Õ

She was going on, telling Danny that was exactly what I had 
to do while he tried half-heartedly to argue with her. He couldnÕt 
get a word in. I le$ then. " e rage simmering inside had started 
to heat up and I needed to get away before I went back in there 
and kicked her teeth down her throat. " e last person who talked 
about me like that was my old man, and that was when I was 
thirteen. I still went a$er him with a steak knife and if he hadnÕt 
been able to wrestle it away from me, I wouldÕve sliced him open. 
He beat the shit out of me Ð broke a few bones, but he realized 
heÕd better watch his mouth around me. He was cautious a$er 
that with what he said, even to Danny. Up until the day he took 
o% a$er stealing eighty grand from a local loan shark, he watched 
what he said to the two of us.

I stepped out of the buildingÕs back doorway. It was past six 
and the sun was a bright orange and dropping fast, but it would 
still be light for another hour or so. " e Chinese guy from before 
was alone by the two dumpsters shoveling garbage back into 
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them. He seemed to be struggling with it, his arms rubbery as 
he li$ed the shovel up almost over his head to dump o% each 
load. When he spotted me he did a kind of double-take and then 
started shouting. I ignored him. " e mood I was in I thought it 
would be best. Still, as I got in DannyÕs car, I started worrying 
about him memorizing the license plate. I was deciding whether 
IÕd better warn him about calling the police when he started 
pounding on my front window. Spittle &ew from his mouth as he 
called me a few choice names and threatened to have me arrested. 
I lowered the window. He stuck his index #nger towards my face, 
still spitting as he yelled, and I snapped the #nger like a twig.

I twisted his broken #nger until he dropped to his knees, then 
I smacked him in the face with the car door as I got out. A gash 
had opened up on his forehead and the blood from it dripped 
over his eye and down his cheek and then onto his white T-shirt. 
He started crying, his mouth forming a big gaping round ÔoÕ.

ÔYou have any idea who I am?Õ I asked him.
When he didnÕt answer, I put pressure on his #nger until he 

shook his head.
ÔYou should read your newspapers and not be such an ignorant 

fuck,Õ I said. ÔIf you were to call the police on me you and your 
family would disappear. It wouldnÕt matter where I was, IÕd still 
have enough juice to make it happen. Maybe your bodies get 
dumped in the ocean, or chopped up and spread over land#lls. It 
wouldnÕt matter. No one would ever have a clue what happened to 
any of you. You think IÕm making this up?Õ

He shook his head frantically without waiting for me to twist 
his #nger again. I let go of his #nger and watched as he made 
little moaning sounds, all the while rocking back and forth as if 
he were engaged in some sort of silent prayer.

ÔWhat happened today was your fault,Õ I told him. ÔIf you 
showed this neighborhood the proper respect it wouldnÕt have 
happened. You keeping your garbage uncovered attracted rats 
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to the area. And IÕm not even mentioning the smell. People 
live around here, and what you did wasnÕt fair to them. You 
understand that?Õ

He nodded, his head moving up and down as if someone had 
grabbed it and shook it. He had his eyes squeezed shut, but he 
was paying attention to what I was saying.

ÔAs long as you cover your garbage from now on, you and me 
are #ne. If you donÕt weÕre going to have big problems. I mean 
really big fucking problems. So are you and me going to have any 
more problems?Õ

He shook his head.
ÔI want to hear you say it.Õ
In a low stilted voice, he forced out that the two of us were not 

going to have any more problems.
ÔGo get your #nger taken care of,Õ I said. I helped him to his feet. 

He ran o% holding his injured #nger. I sat back in the car, paralyzed, 
wondering what the hell was wrong with me. If he talked, him and 
his family would disappear like I told him. I wasnÕt kidding about 
that. If the police arraigned me theyÕd have to drop their charges 
once they lost contact with their only witness. Even though I didnÕt 
have to worry about going back to a place like Cedar Junction, if 
he talked it would bring me police attention that I couldnÕt a%ord. 
With them watching me and snooping into my business, I would 
have to delay my plans by months, maybe even longer. Which 
would be all that more time before IÕd be able to look for Red. In 
the old days Ð well, fuck, in the old days no one wouldÕve dared get 
in my face like that, but if someone had ever been stupid enough to 
try, I wouldÕve taken care of them.

Ah, fuck it. I decided he got the message. He wasnÕt going to 
talk. YouÕd think being out of prison and getting a chance for 
the #rst time in years to let o% a little steam by working over a 
fucking ignorant moke wouldÕve relieved some of the pressure 
inside, but all the incident did was put me in a darker mood. I 
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took out DannyÕs cell phone and #gured out how to use it. I swore 
I wasnÕt going to call Janet, at least not until things were better for 
me, but in the mood IÕd slipped into I couldnÕt help myself from 
calling her mom. I had that number burned in my skull. When 
her mom answered the phone, I heard the hesitancy in her voice 
as she recognized me, but she didnÕt hang up. Mary always liked 
me, and I knew she wouldnÕt hang up on me.

ÔKyle, you know I canÕt give you JanetÕs number,Õ she said with 
a so$ sigh.

ÔAh, Mary, what do I need to bribe you with? A bottle of 
Bushmills?Õ

ÔSheÕs married now with children.Õ
ÔMary, how do I need to sweeten this? Make it a sixteen-year-

old malt?Õ
ÔKyle,Õ she said. ÔYouÕve got to let this go. ItÕs not right for you 

to be calling her now. Besides, what would be the point?Õ
ÔMary, I am going to be calling her. If you donÕt help me, IÕll 

#nd someone in the old neighborhood who will. But I need to talk 
to Janet. A$er all, we were engaged before my arrest.Õ I thought 
back on all the Oprah and Dr Phil shows I killed time with, and 
added, ÔI need this closure.Õ

Another deep heavy sigh, then, ÔAll youÕre going to do is talk 
to her?Õ

ÔJesus, Mary, no matter what youÕve been reading in the papers 
IÕm not an animal.Õ

ÔPromise me, Kyle.Õ
ÔI give you my word.Õ
" ere was a long ten-count where I wasnÕt sure whether sheÕd 

hung up on me, then, ÔAnd the gi$ that you mentioned?Õ
ÔOn your doorstep #rst thing tomorrow.Õ
ÔMake it a case of Bushmills.Õ
ÔA bit steep,Õ I said. ÔAt ScolleyÕs the same information would 

probably only cost me a pint.Õ
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ÔIf anyone there knows it, that is,Õ she o%ered, a sly note edging 
into her voice.

ÔSomeone there will know it. Or at least know someone who 
does. But Mary, Õcause I like you IÕll make it four bottles of the 
good stu%. " atÕs a combined seventy-two years. Almost double 
your own age.Õ

" at got a laugh out of her. At this point she had to be topping 
sixty, and her liver, from all the abuse sheÕs given it over the years, 
had to be more like a ninety-year-oldÕs. How she was still alive 
was anyoneÕs guess.

ÔFour bottles it is,Õ she agreed. ÔAnyway, youÕd #nd Janet easy 
enough without my help. But Kyle, as you promised, youÕll just be 
calling her for, uh, closure, and nothing more.Õ

ÔScoutÕs honor.Õ
She laughed again. ÔAnd when were you ever a scout?Õ
ÔIn my heart IÕve always been one.Õ
She sighed and gave me JanetÕs phone number. ÔNow, IÕm not 

telling you her address,Õ she said. ÔYou just call her this one time 
so you can move on. Who knows, maybe it will help Janet too. I 
know thereÕs some torment there concerning you.Õ She hesitated, 
then added, ÔYouÕre just out of prison today, is that right, Kyle?Õ

Ô" atÕs right, Mary. " ey opened those pearly gates for me 
only a few hours ago.Õ

ÔMaybe this time you can try to make a better go of things,Õ 
she said. ÔTry living the straight and narrow for a change and not 
get yourself in any more trouble.Õ

ÔI canÕt do that, Mary. Jesus, you of all people should know 
what IÕm going to have to do to get those four bottles of Bushmills 
for you.Õ

I hung up on her then ignoring her half-hearted protestations. 
A$er sitting quietly for a few minutes, I called the number she 
gave me. A$er the fourth ring a woman answered, her tone 
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guarded as she asked if I was Danny. It had been over eight 
years but I had no trouble recognizing JanetÕs voice. Hearing her 
brought a tightness to my throat.

ÔNope, not Danny,Õ I said. ÔWhy would you think Danny would 
be calling you?Õ

ÔKyle,Õ she said, her voice turning sour.
Ô" atÕs right. Now answer my question. Has my little brother 

been in the habit of calling you?Õ
ÔYouÕre an idiot. According to the Caller ID, the call was being 

made from DannyÕs cell phone.Õ
I was confused and told her as much. ÔWhat the fuckÕs 

Caller ID?Õ
ÔIt tells you whoÕs calling. Hang up, and IÕll call you right back 

and youÕll see for yourself.Õ
ÔI donÕt know the number for this cell phone.Õ
ÔI already have it. It showed up as part of the Caller ID.Õ
I hung up and a$er a minute or so realized Janet wasnÕt calling 

back. I redialed her number. " is time her answering machine 
clicked on.

ÔI donÕt know what fucking game youÕre playing but unless 
you want me showing up in the &esh or calling your husband and 
letting him know what you used to do at the Squire Inn to make 
us money, youÕd better fucking pick upÑ Õ

She picked up. ÔWhat are you calling for, Kyle?Õ she demanded, 
trying to sound angry but I could hear the fear in her voice. ÔIÕm 
married now. ItÕs been over a long time between us.Õ

ÔWhatÕs with this bullshit, telling me youÕre going to be calling 
me back and then leaving me waiting?Õ

ÔIÕm sorryÑ Õ
ÔDonÕt give me that shit. And donÕt think IÕm overlooking you 

calling me an idiot before. You should know me well enough to 
know what that could end up buying you.Õ
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ÔI said IÕm sorry. It threw me hearing your voice. I needed a 
few minutes to think. And I apologize for what I called you. It 
slipped out. HowÕd you get my number?Õ

ÔMary sold you out for four bottles of whiskey.Õ
ÔI shouldÕve guessed as much. What a wonderful mother I 

ended up with, huh? Maybe those four bottles will #nally #nish 
the job on her liver. God, I hope so. What do you want, Kyle?Õ

ÔTen thousand dollars,Õ I said.
She laughed, but it was tired and with not much life to it. ÔAnd 

how do you #gure that?Õ
ÔItÕs what you owe me.Õ
ÔI do, huh?Õ
Ô" atÕs right.Õ
ÔWhat would happen if I called the parole board and told them 

you were trying to extort ten thousand dollars from me?Õ
ÔNot much, I would think. I didnÕt get paroled. If you read 

the stories in the papers, youÕd know that. I served out the full 
sentence so I wouldnÕt have to worry about anyone trying to hold 
that over me like youÕre trying right now.Õ

" ere was a long silence, then, ÔHow do I owe you ten thousand 
dollars?Õ

ÔItÕs what I invested in you. Implants for example. " anks 
to me your husband gets to enjoy nice #rm cantaloupes instead 
of the shriveled oranges I used to have to deal with. And letÕs 
not forget all the other things I did to make you presentable. A 
partial list would include braces, nose job, jewelry and health 
club memberships. I spent far more than ten grand on you, but I 
decided to give you a break and charge you only thirty cents on 
the dollar seeing how youÕre a bit used up at this point.Õ

Ô" is is how you spent your days in prison, thinking something 
like this up? Anything I mightÕve owed you I paid back a long 
time ago with what I had to do to get money for your lawyer. IÕm 
not paying you another cent.Õ
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ÔItÕs not negotiable.Õ
ÔFuck you!Õ
ÔIs that any way to talk with children around?Õ
She lowered her voice. ÔIf thatÕs some kind of threatÑ Õ
ÔYou should know me better than that. IÕm just concerned that 

one of your little ones might be listening and picking up your bad 
habits.Õ

ÔLook, Kyle, IÕm sorry how things ended with us, but I needed 
a chance to make a real life for myself, and IÕve done that. Maybe 
now that youÕre out of prison you can do the same for yourself.Õ

ÔMaybe I might, but it doesnÕt change the fact that you owe me 
ten grand. If youÕre short on cash, I can let you work o% your debt 
in trade.Õ I waited while I heard her breathing on the other end. 
She didnÕt say anything but I could hear her breathing. Maybe I 
could even hear her heart beating. ÔIÕll give you a higher hourly 
rate than you deserve. A thousand bucks an hour. One long night 
on your knees, and youÕll be paid o%.Õ

Ô" atÕs what this is about,Õ she said, her voice cold enough to 
freeze.

ÔNope, not at all. Just giving you options.Õ
" ere was a long silence before she told me never to call back 

there again.
ÔI know what youÕre capable of, Kyle,Õ she said. ÔBut you have to 

know what IÕm capable of too.Õ
She hung up then.
For a long time sheÕd been under my skin, especially with the 

way she broke things o% between us; going through my lawyer the 
day a$er the eight-year maximum sentence was handed down, 
and then her stone silence to my letters. It felt good knowing IÕd 
gotten under her skin also.

I was surprised she was still in the area, even more surprised 
that sheÕd let her mom know how to contact her. More than 
anyone, except maybe Red, she knew what I was capable of, and 
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knowing that I wouldÕve thought sheÕd have the common sense 
to have moved thousands of miles from Boston with a new name 
and identity. Maybe sheÕd convinced herself that IÕd end up being 
killed in prison, or even more far-fetched, come out a changed 
man. Or maybe it was simply that her husband knew nothing 
about me, and she never had the heart to tell him. More likely 
he had no idea about her either, or at least who she used to be. 
Anyway, she knew me well enough to know my one phone call 
wasnÕt by any means the end of it.

Fuck her. Let her stew in worry and agitation for a while, the 
same as she le$ me stewing those years in prison.

I found myself breathing a little easier than before. Not much, 
but some. It would take #nishing things with Janet and squaring 
my debt with Red before IÕd ever really be able to feel like my old 
self again. " is was a start, anyway.

My call to Janet put me in a good enough mood to make a 
couple of other calls I needed to make. " en, whistling a happy 
tune, I turned on the ignition and headed towards Southie.
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