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CHAPTER 1 

 

The brick, mortar and lumber walls under a tin roof was a cottage according to the aristocrats in London, 

but a mansion in contrast to the windowless dwellings it overlooked, occupied by Irish tenant farmers 

whose dwellings consisted of walls of packed mud, roofs of interwoven straw and a dirt floor.    But to 

Robert Leary, it was a house with many rooms rather than just one that he was proud to be looking after 

with his father and mother away on business.    What that business was, didn’t concern the 19 year old 

lad who was determined to become a man on his own terms once he got ‘lettered’ as a doctor.   Yes, 

admittedly it was to treat animals and not people, but animals, be they small or large, domesticated or 

wild, friendly or defensive, they were creatures Robert could better understand and relate to than 

people.    

 

When Robert’s fellow upper middle caste classmates at boarding school in Edinburgh claimed that ‘you 

never know if an animal is hurting or is thinking because it can’t talk’, he would reply that ‘you just have 

to listen with a more sincere, patient and intelligent set of ears, and eyes’.     The dirt poor, illiterate Irish 

tenant farmers taught him more about animals, and himself as well as more than his American born 

expatiate mother and English father could.  Or did.   It was not because Robert considered his privileged 

parents to be uncaring.  They just had more of a….global perspective than he had, for the moment 

anyway.    

 

Robert’s dreams of being effectively Purposeful involved serving others one to one rather than 

discovering this or that, or achieving that or this, in such a way that what you did affected thousands, or 

millions of others.    But after he would become a veterinary doctor, he could give people he didn’t know 

the knowledge they could use to make life better and possible for animals he didn’t know.   Yes, to give 

to the world globally and one to one, at the same time.  

 

Such was what Robert imagined possible when he envisioned his name on the kind of book he was not 

only reading at the kitchen table of the Leary ‘cottage’, but trying to absorb in anticipation of getting his 

formal acceptance to the Royal Veterinary College in London after having taken his entry exam and 

passing it with flying colors.   It was now just a formality to get the approval sent to him by post.  His 

entry into his chosen occupation and Calling secured by his knowledge of animal biology, his father’s 

ability to easily afford the tuition as well as a voluntary contribution to the facility, and his mother’s 

uniquely aristocratic American skill of charming any man into doing what she wants him to without 

letting him tread on any of her sacred ground.   Indeed, Robert was well suited physically for the job of 

keeping animals alive as long as humanly and humanely possible. He was nearly 6 feet tall, generously 

muscled, his chin chiseled in the manner of a leading man in any theatre production, with a thick mane 

of flaming red hair generously flowing down towards his chin accompanied by light blue eyes.  Such 

enabled him to appear to be more ‘Viking Irish’ than American or English, for reasons he never 

understood nor were explained to him.   
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It had been a long night of absorbing the editions of The Veterinarian Journal, the most recent ones he 

could get anyway after leaving London and taking his entrance exam.   Yes, they developed legs after he 

had read them in the library, and followed him home.  But he was, after all, going to go back to London 

soon, sneak them onto the shelves, good as new.  Better than new actually, since he had hand written 

additional information onto the articles which he got from farmers plagued with major veterinary, and 

human medical, problems who had little or no money for diagnostics and treatments.  Yet, they 

somehow were able to work medical miracles for their four legged (and perhaps more deserving than 

two) patients. 

 

The morning sun climbed up into the sky, waking Robert up from a nap which he slipped into three hours 

ago at the kitchen table downstairs.   It shone through a window, a luxury for most of the occupants of 

the Emerald Isle, providing a view of Patrick Collins. The sixty going on twenty six year old mailman who 

usually delivered news about the world outside of Cork county from the back of a horse.  This time, he 

was driving a wagon, a tarp over the back.  When he dismounted from the buckboard, the most eagerly 

greeted visitor to the Leary ‘mansion’ seemed just as ready for retirement as the swaybacked, 

excessively haired mare pulling the cart.    But against the requests of his painful, weak AND abnormally 

swaying left foot, ‘Uncle Patrick’ got to the door before Robert could amble to it. 

 

Upon opening the door, Robert noticed something unusual under the sac of mail slung on the mail 

carrier’s shoulder.   “A double barrel hand pistol, Mister Collins?” he said with an accent that was part-

English, part Irish and part Yankee American, showing his visitor to the kitchen table.   “Is there another 

rebellion going on?”        

 

“Make a man hungry, and he tries to work with others get more food for him and is family, don’t ya 

know,”  ‘Uncle Patrick’ said with as heavy a brough as one could hear in Cork County.  He helped himself 

to a seat,  then a half eaten scone from a bowl  in the middle of a table and a hearty cynical laugh 

through his overgrown white mustache, which amounted to more hair than he had anywhere else on his 

scar filled wrinkled head.  “But, deny a man and his family ANY of this!”  he proclaimed, his fingers 

clenched on the scone.  “And any man will do somethin’….desperate.   Ta feed his  family like…”   Collins 

pointed Robert’s attention to the windows facing the East, South then North.    “Like….what’s normally 

there that ain’t there right now.” 

 

“Huh?” Robert asked, puzzled. 

 

Collins let out a sigh of pity, shook his head, then pointed his outstretched arm to the East.  “Pigs you 

had there yesterday,”  he said regarding the empty pen whose floor was nothing but mud.  “Chickens 

that was clucking away that spooked my horse as I drove by”  he continued, walking towards South 
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window, motioning for Robert to follow him to take note of the feathers covering the broken wire fence.  

“And if that ain’t a kick in the head, and the balls,” he went on pointing to the most steadily built coral, 

the wooden gate smashed to pieces.   “Athena, yer ma’s favorite cow, and Persephany, yours, ain’t 

there…”   

 

 “Where are they!”  Robert gasped, grabbing hold of two halters and lead lines.   “I, we, gotta find them!’ 

 

“They’s  gone, I suspect.” Collins said.  “Dangerous habit, not keeping yer livestock inside the house like 

yer tenants do, or used to do when they still had animals they didn’t eat yet.  And since it’s been a year 

since anyone’s been able ta pull a potatoe or anythin’ else edible out of the ground.   Or steal a boat and 

net ya can go out ta sea with ta catch fish in an ocean that’ll swallow any floating craft around here into 

the deep six, and…” 

 

“The tenants.  MY tenants.  They’re my friends,” Robert proclaimed.  “They’ll help me find those 

animals!” 

 

“If ya can find them,” Collins pointed out, placing himself between the door and an angry and scared 

‘protector of the house’.   “They’s all buggered off.   From their farms and houses that ain’t got no more 

animals in them.  After, if they was smart, takin’ yer animals, and sellin’ them fer tickets to a better place.  

A better continent.   America bein’ closer than Australia.” 

 

“Why!”  Robert screamed out.  “Why and how could they do this?   To me, and my parents, who lowered 

their rent.  And, in some cases, let them pay late.   Or not at all!   Why did they steal from me?  From 

us?” 

 

“Ta feed their families, lad,” Collins explained, fulling knowing that Robert didn’t like that form of 

address..  “A man, or woman, will do anythin’ ta feed his or her family.   Even if it’s at the expense of 

someone else’s family.   Selective compassion, don’t ya know.” 

 

“ That’s…” 

 

“What’s been keepin’ YOU with a full belly,” Collins asserted picking up a scone from a full bowl, then 

knocking it on the table.  “And with somethin’ ta read,” he continued, grabbing hold of the veterinary 

journals.  “In a house that’s got chairs and beds where ya can rest yer tired ass at the end of a tired day, 
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or any day insteada a dirt floor ta sit on and straw for a mattress.   All cause of yer Ma and Dad stealin’ 

what they have to from someone else’s plate so it can be put into yers..”  

 

“But…” Robert interjected. 

 

“But nothin’!”  Collins barked out, after which he pulled out his hand pistol and shot a round into the 

floor. 

 

“Yer father’s a part time pastor, I grant ya that, and was a peace keepin’ Cop at Scotland Yard fer a while.  

And he don’t whip his employees at the textile factory he owns, but the cotton that comes inta there is 

picked off the ground by slave labor in America.  And the sugar refinery he started, the cane comes from 

Cuba where it’s still legal ta import slaves, and sneak them inta the Carolinas don’t ya know.  And yer 

Ma…who, I knows, is a vagina ownin’ nurse whose smarter than any penis wigglin’ doctor.---” 

 

“Also…teaches  Irish tenants how to read and write proper, legal English, while they teach her----” 

 

“----Aye, I knows.  Or knew.   How ta speak and sing in Gaelic, but them times is over fer them, and….you, 

Robert, Sir, maybe somehow if ya can beat the impossible odds, Doctor Leary.”   Uncle Patrick reached 

into his mail bag and pulled out four envelopes.   “Ya wants the bad news, the worse news or the maybe 

good news?” 

 

“And you know which is which because you read them?”   Robert pressed as he grabbed hold of the 

envelopes which were partially open.   

 

“I likes ta be prepared to help people deal with bad news, and not miss opportunities if they’s good news 

I gets to deliver.  But, bad or good, depends on what ya does with it, don’t ya know.” 

 

Robert looked into Collins’ steel blue eyes, feeling them becoming warm, and sorrowful.  It was the same 

look that the deliverer of mail for as long as anyone could remember had given Robert’s father, mother 

and himself when news of their ‘favorite adventure seeking’ son Lawrence was reported to be lost at sea 

after setting off on Yankee clipper going for whales.   Or maybe he was ‘missing in action’ in the 

countless number of ‘wars against tyrants’ started by the English that they won due to casualties 

inflicted on Irish ‘volunteers’.   

 



 

6 
 

The first letter was from the Royal Veterinary College in London.   “My application to be an animal doctor 

is rejected!”  Robert gasped upon reading it.   “Because I ‘have a kind heart but expression of kindness 

and love is inappropriate for proper society and the veterinary profession’? What are they talking 

about?” 

 

“Someone maybe reported you for lovin’ animals too intimately, or maybe buggery with the wrong 

gender of two legged creatures,”  Collins said.  “Somethin’ I don’t believe but if someone whose father 

has more money to donate with a son, or classmate who’s got an axe to grind with you and didn’t do as 

well as you did on the exam to get in.”  “ 

 

“Sean Whitestone,” Robert blurted out of his mouth, recalling his various ‘buds’ at boarding school.  

“Whose girlfriend I ‘stole’.  Or rather protected from him.” 

 

“Or maybe when the admissions board asked you what’s more important, the animals, the clients or the 

profession, ya gave ‘em the wrong answer?”  Collins proposed. 

 

“Yes,” Robert said, recalling the smell of the oak table at the Dean’s board room, confessing and relating 

that the patients were the one’s he served first, particularly if their owners were lacked money or social 

status.  Or had the misfortune of being born in the Emerald Isle, like he was, but to a less important 

family than his.  

 

“Or, ya did too well on the entrance exam,” Collins offered, as Uncle Patrick.  “Last thing an English 

teacher or professor or boss wants is a student who starts out bein’ smarter than they he is, or could 

be.” 

 

It was a warning Robert’s mother gave him when dealing with academic higher ups, and his father 

warned him about when applying for jobs outside the Ivy Towers.   “So, what’s in the other letter that 

opened up on itself?” 

 

“Somethin’ about yer Ma,” Collins said, wiping tears from his eyes as handed it to Robert.   “Put inta 

print by a writer who wants’ to sell his boss’ newspapers.   The truth of the matter bein’ worse than 

anythin’ wrote down there in print.”  Anger overtook his tortured soul.   “Yer Ma.  Doc Mary.  Raped, 

beaten ten hung up as a statement against another band of Irish anarchist thugs sayin’ they was freedom 

fighters.” 
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“After she delivered a speech to try to organize a charitable organization to feed, educate and shelter 

Irish orphans?” Robert asserted. 

 

“An aristocrat married ta an Irish turned English landlord is an aristocrat married to an English landlord ta 

them.   The murderes were jailed, but then escaped.  Probably to New York accordin’ to the constable in 

Cork who they maimed and blinded.  But not before he wrote down their names, and did sketches of 

them,”  Collins related, handing Robert five sketches of the most despicable faces imaginable outside of 

hell.   “I risked me life cuttin’ yer Ma down down, then snuck her inta a funeral parlor and used their fixer 

chemicals  so’s that her flesh don’t rot,” he continued pointing to the back of his tarped wagon.  “And 

so’s if I got robbed on the road by any anarchists, communists or starving tenant farmers, her body ain’t 

gonna be turned inta stew.  The fate of a whole bunch of dead human coprses durin’ this potato famine 

that ain’t bein’ reported in any newspaper, or confessed ta any priest, don’t ya know.   But I do know that 

in her Will---” 

 

“---Which was stolen from your bag?!”   Robert pressed. 

 

Collins took in a deep breath, held it in his tense chest, then let it out, followed by, “She wants to a 

buried in her homeland.” 

 

“Which she said was here, in Ireland!”  Robert yelled back.         

 

“Her other homeland,” Collins related.  “America.  A place called Brooklyn.  Accordin’ to her Will and 

what your father said about all of this.”   Collins handed Robert the last envelope.    

 

Robert opened the letter from his father, dated a week after the article about his dead and mutilated 

mother.   The first line read.  “A smart man knows when to go into a business, Calling or new country.  A 

wise man knows when to get out.   I should have listened to your Uncle Thomas in America earlier than I 

did.   But finally did.  Which is why you are reading this while I am on my way to new businesses, new 

callings and a new country. ” 

 

The rest of the letter related the economics about all of it, including how and why self-made industrialist 

John Leary sold his Irish estate to the highest bidder before the land which was unable to grow anything 

except grass and weeds became completely worthless.   Less than worthless, unless of course Robert or 

his mother could come up with something to give to starving farmers that would enable them to eat 

grass and turn it into healthy human flesh, like the animals they used to have were able to.   As to the 

textile factories and sugar refineries Robert’s father owned, they had been sold to the highest bidder.   

As to where the funds from those sales went, Robert’s father assured his son that they were on their way 
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to be better invested in a better country.  A better country for both dirt poor Irish tenants and ‘one bad 

investment away from becoming like those poor souls’ landlords.    Poor souls that John Leary said 

‘couldn’t help becoming recipients of misery due to being genetically lazy and stupid’, to no fault of their 

own of course. 

 

As to what Robert should do, he was instructed by his father to buy a ticket to New York with whatever 

money was stored in the ‘country house’, providing the locations of such.   A place which Robert called 

home since his coming out of his New York socialite expatriate mother’s womb, allowing him, with the 

birth certificate he had, to be considered an American citizen upon arrival on the better fed and better 

sheltered side of the Atlantic.    

 

“Whatever money you still have here, I suggests that ya hide it till ya gets to America,”  Collins advised 

Robert, as Uncle Patrick.   

 

“And, how much would you charge to take me to the docks since I don’t have any animals here that can 

pull a wagon?”  Robert asked the last living sort of relative he still felt he had in the Emerald Isle.   

 

“A promise that you’ll become someon’ or somethin’ that  I’ll be proud of and you’ll be proud of,”  Collins 

said with downturned eyes, followed by a bear hug and a farewell credo in Gaelic.  “Which means, 

poorly translated…” 

 

“Be well, and do well, because the other options will get me and others into deep shit,”  Robert replied, 

recalling that phrase from his mother.   And, as he recalled, from at least three of the tenants who he 

visited in the last two weeks who were now not there anymore.   Who just might be in the same boat as 

he was to board, though the lodgings en route and once arrived in America would be better for Robert.   

Or maybe not. 
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CHAPTER 2 

 

“It’s a city with law but not order.   A town where you do whatever you want to, unless someone else 

needs or wants you to not do it.   A new opportunity for its inhabitants to become unimaginable 

successes or the most horrible brand of failures.   ‘New’ Amsterdam was what it was called in its 

inception with the Dutch.  ‘New’ York after the British took control without firing a shot.   The Dutch let it 

rule itself, its citizens policing themselves, somehow.   It was like that with the English, and the 

Americans after the Brits were tossed out.    A place which thrives on corruption, but also suffers from it.   

But the main question here, and soon everywhere else, is…when compassionate cooperation and 

civilization is ordered by law in an organized manner, does it become more effective?”  

 

“Depends on who’s paying for it, and who’s administering it, I suppose,” Robert replied to the Captain of 

the ship on the observation deck of the ship  as the constant presence of sea water in his nostrils was 

replaced by newly arriving ‘fresh’ water of the Hudson river.   “And who’s on the offending side of 

civilization, who makes the rules for that civilization and who enforces, or ignores, the laws, I suppose,”  

Robert went om.  “But I heard the streets are paved with gold here.” 

 

“More like the blood, sweat and crushed bones of those who built them, Master Robert,”  said Captain 

Smith, slipping periodically into a German accent.  His boots, as he constantly informed his crew and 

fearful passengers when the seas got rough, had been worn down more by the decks of the ship than on 

dry ground on either side of the Atlantic ocean.   “And,” he said, looking behind him to the deck where 

the masses of unwashed, illiterate, thin as rails and shabbily clad passengers finally emerged from the 

bottom floor of the ship.  They brought with them buckets of manure and urine along with four more 

dead bodies, two of them being children who were born in American waters just in time to be buried in 

the deep six as, legally anyway, American citizens.   “You didn’t see or hear of anyone down below who 

are carrying communicable diseases like small pox, cholera or whopping cough along with their 

knapsacks and Papist Catholic books promising them a great life in heaven if they accept, and endure a 

horrible one here on earth,  Master Robert?” 

 

“Only depression, despair and regret, the leading cause of the slowest, and most painful cause of death,”  

Robert would have said prior to the special delivery from Patrick Collins, but didn’t feel like relating, or 

believing now.   But what did come out of 19 year old’s mouth to the prim, proper and professorial 

aristocratic born German Captain, “It’s MISTER Leary, not Master anything,”  Robert shot back. into the 

clean shaven face of the overfed, double chinned white haired Captain who carried himself as an 

Admiral.   

 

“You’re sure it’s not Mister O’Leary, hmm?” replied the clean shaven, overfed, double chinned white 

haired Captain who carried himself as an Admiral.  “New law for the dock police when we land says I 

have to accurately fill out a manifest on the animals, merchant goods and human cargo my ship is 
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carting.   New country for you and everyone else from the island I didn’t want to pick up passengers 

from, with new names that you can adopt, but….”    The captain extended his hand out to Robert, 

shaking his fingers in anticipation of having his palm greased.   

 

“What makes you think I’m Irish?”   Robert said.   

 

“You look Irish, and the way you were looking at, and visiting with the third class passengers as the 

highest paying first class passenger on my ship,”  the German-American Captain retorted, lifting up his 

chin in the same condescending way that Robert’s English born classmates and teachers at boarding 

school did.  “And…”  

 

“----AND!”  Robert interjected.  “Yes, I was born in Ireland but to an American woman.  An adventuress 

who left her comfortable life as a lady of breeding in America to get a real life in Ireland.   After her dying 

aunt said, ‘Go East, young woman!’  Mary Clinton was her maiden name.  From the Clintons of New York, 

and Boston.  My mother’s  good deeds and medical skills in England and got her known as a rare ‘beast’.  

‘An intelligent and cultured Yankee’!” Robert pulled out of his briefcase a stack of articles written about 

his mother’s work trying to bring freedom, land and bread to the poor and oppressed on all of the 

islands comprising the United Kingdom.    

 

The Captain removed a pair of spectacles from his breast pocket and perused the articles.  

“Hmmm…interesting,”  he noted.  ‘But,” he continued, looking at and into Robert.  “There’s still the 

matter of the manifest, and your father’s name, that you inherited, along with those Irish features and 

accent, Mister O’Leary?”  He appended the comment with another flicking of his fingers on his discretely 

shown left hand, requesting, nay demanding, that the palm be filled with something. 

 

Robert reached into his pocket, placing coins then paper currency into the Captain’s palm until his 

grubby fingers closed in on them, sneaking the loot into his pocket. 

 

“Will that do it, Admiral SCHMIDT!”  Robert barked back, noting that addressing the Captain by his own 

pre-naturalization name caused attention from American born crew members who, apparently, did not 

know his true national origins.   “Enough? Genug!” . 

 

“Ya, eh..Yes, that is enough,” Captain Smith said in an American diction.   “For extra services rendered!”  

he yelled out, loud enough to be heard by the American crew who would only sail with a captain born in 

their homeland, and most particularly the first mate, who pulled out a ledger and pencil from it’s 

recently unlocked storage locker.  “Yes, indeed, Mister Leary,” Smith/Schmidt said shaking Robert’s hand 
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with his right paw.  “Robert Leary!”  he shouted to the first mate.  “Who has passed his medical and 

ancestry exam!”   

 

The first mate took note of such, then worked his way to the unwashed third class immigrants from the 

bottom of the ship, as well as those well dressed first and second class ones.   He instructed them to 

form two lines.  The passengers in the larger one, being from the third class human cargo, were 

instructed to wash their dirt covered faces.   The smaller line consisted of indignant first and second 

caste passengers.  The First Mate got legal particulars on them all.    

 

The ship’s doctor stood behind the First Mate doing a quick polite exam on the first and second class 

passengers, more invasive longer ones, requiring them to wash the mud, much and hardened sweat off 

their faces.  While wearing a mask, assessing their faces for small pox, listening to their lungs for 

tuberculosis and checking their mouths for scurvy.    

  

Captain ‘Smith’ noted that Robert pulled out sketches from his briefcase.  He was paying close attention 

to the passengers, too close attention.  “Recognize any one of yer friends there, Mister Leary?”   he 

inquired. 

 

“Enemies, yours and mine,” Robert said regarding the sketches of the Irish separatist mob members who 

raped, mutilated and finally hung his aristocratic looking but humanistically working-class mother. None 

of Robert’s fellow passengers matched the sketches of the five Tihe Naomh Padnaig terrorists who had 

killed his mother.  Robert didn’t provide any of his plans to find them or what he would do to them when 

he did. And what he would do with the rest of his life.   But now ingrained in his memory when awake, 

and his nightmares between attempts to sleep, the distinctive faces of the five members of Tine Naomh 

Pádraig, loosely translated to St. Paddy’s Fire.   Demons in sheep’s clothing who killed his mother, who 

were now, according to reports available, somewhere in New York.  

 

 

 Yes, for Robert Leary, branded in Ireland and England now as a man who loved other men and animals 

inappropriately, it was a new country that had no veterinary college.  With no plans to return to a 

country where he would be banned from any other formal education by the ‘haves’ on top.  Or hung by 

justifyably angry Irish mobs who wanted revenge on English aristocrats such as his father and himself.   
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CHAPTER 3 

 

There were many things Robert Leary experienced when finally setting foot on solid ground at the 

southern tip of Manhattan, each of which overwhelmed every one of his senses.  His eyes beheld a city 

containing more people per square yard than anywhere else he had been in Ireland or England. Each of 

them walked, strolled or marched from one place to another with determined gaits.  And at speeds and 

stempos driven by their own inner drummer in keeping with their position in the economic food chain.   

As for the ocular portholes of those people, either the eyes indicated a determination to grab hold of a 

better life, or that the owners of such were defeated and biding time for the natural delivery of death. 

His ears heard loud bantering in at least 20 languages, the ‘talk,’ even between friends seeming to be 

more like arguments, with a plethora of overlapping conversations.   His nose took in air that was free to 

breath as long as you inhaled a generous portion of burning coal from factory chimneys, animal feces 

deposited everywhere, human urine thrown out of windows onto the streets and the stench of rotten 

food amidst garbage eaten by both rats and thin, unwashed humans.         

 

Robert’s skin experienced profuse sweat, driven out of his pores by a wave of stifling humidity that 

nearly put him into a state of ‘sleep’ while still somehow consciously awake.   His tongue felt dry, and 

salty, a sensation that was consistent with fear, according to the books he read and the elders around 

him who he, rightly or wrongly, considered wiser than he was due to their having crawled out of the 

womb long before he did.    

 

.”So, I think maybe I can see why you left this city to get a better life on the more, according to some 

anyway, educated shore of the pond,” he noted, addressing his mother’s ghost in the coffin behind him 

at the dock.   It was a modest yet tastefully carved resting place which he opened only put valuables in, 

thinking of course that God would punish ANYone who disturbed the resting place of the departed.  “But 

why did you want to be buried here?”  Robert continued.  “From what you told me, you were able to do 

more good in England and Ireland as an underpaid and often not paid nurse than you could as a lady of 

means here.   But, I suppose maybe it’s true. A prophet in his or her own land is treated like dirt, but is 

treated like a saint when he or she goes anywhere else,” he proclaimed in his best Gaelic.    

 

“And anythin' said with even incorrect Gaelic is better than anything put out into anyone else's ears in 

proper English,” entered Robert’s inner and outer ears from a female voice behind him.  The speaker of 

such then went on to say. “Calldu the dhúchais agus caillfidh tú tú féin.” 

   

“Yeah, lose your native tongue and you lose yourself, Ma?”   Robert said as he turned around, not sure if 

he was translating it correctly but certain that he was going mad before his time.   A mixture of emotions 

competed for dominance of Robert’s soul when he saw that the speaker was from the side of the veil 

that he was currently on. 
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“So, you be new in town?” came out of the mouth of a young woman with sharp spikes attached to her 

teeth and claw like fingernails  with blood under each of them, sharp blood stained brass rings on all of 

fingers, an oversized mane of flaming red unkempt hair on her head, scars on her left cheek and neck as 

well as the generously shown skin below it, a large knife strapped to her waist.  “And by yer accent, I 

suspect ya be from Cork,”  the shabbily clad woman said with a confidence that indicated she was proud 

of what most woman would be ashamed of.  

 

“Born and raised there,” Robert said proudly as his first conversation in America, somehow adjusting his 

image of the ‘welcome greeter’ such that she was a woman of proper breeding and the most noble of 

intensions. With a face that, but for some bruises, resembled his departed mother.   “Yes, Cork.  Robert 

Leary,” he said, extending his hand in friendship.  “And you are?” 

 

“Kate.  Or whatever name I have to be to get the job done,” her reply.   “And by yer hands, Robert, seems 

like you ain’t a workin’ man.” 

 

“I am a working man!”  Robert shot back.  “I work with ‘this’” he proclaimed, pointing to his head.  “In 

the service of this,” his next claim, moving his index finger to his heart.  “And as for these!” he said 

regarding his unblemished hands.  “When I was called on, or when the need arose, I used them to put 

together animal flesh that disease and trauma had made sick or separated.” 

 

“And as fer human flesh that’s been made sick or separated, Master Robert from the comfortable side of 

Cork?”  Kate inquired.   

 

“That was her specialty, passion and under appreciated Purpose,” he said, pointing to the coffin.  “My 

mother, who requested that she be buried in Brooklyn.” 

 

“A noble deed ya be doin’ then.”  

 

“Green Wood cemetery,” Robert said, taking out the scant yet said to be important ‘must follow’ notes 

‘Uncle Patrick’ Collins dictated to him on the way to the ship leaving Dublin.  “So she can be buried next 

to her brother, George Clinton who died fighting the British in 1812, her mother Elizabeth Adams-Clinton 

who championed the patriate cause during the American war for Independence, and her father, 

Emerson who was---” 

 



 

14 
 

 “---Another Clinton!” Kate barked,  after which she spit on the note, then the coffin.  “That was too good 

ta be buried in Potters Field like the rest of the exploited laborers whose health, welfare and confidence 

the Clintons stole so they could be on top of the totem pole!” 

 

“What’s a totem pole, Kate?” Robert asked, holding back his rage with more ease than he thought he 

had.   

 

“Somethin’ that’s gonna be stuck up your privileged ass while yer still on this side of the grass and hers 

after she’s under it,”  Kate shot back.  “If there’s any justice in this life or the next anyway.  Which there 

ain’t, unless SOME of us does somethin’ about it!”  she turned around to walk away, so as to prevent 

Robert from seeing the tears about to stream down her face. 

 

“Kate!  Please,”  Robert said, laying his hand on her shoulder as gently as he could.    He was rewarded by 

having Kate pull out a knife from its sheath, slipping it below Robert’s crotch as she edged closer to him.   

 

“One more word out a that silver spoon fed mouth,”  she whispered.   “And I be takin’ yer manhood 

along with---” 

 

“---the wallet and watch you just lifted out of my pockets?”  Robert self observed himself saying, with a 

calm mind and open heart.  Something that he never expected to happen.   It was first time his life was 

put in danger by a man, or woman, head on anyway   

 

“And…I know, heaven watches and earth works,”  he said to Kate in English, then his best Gaelic.  “And, 

like my Mother told me, but my father, given who he has to be, didn’t, everyone gives according to their 

ability and takes according to their needs.” 

 

Kate returned her second weapon of choice back into its sheath, then translated the credo about giving 

and taking into Gaelic.   Robert could have corrected Kate’s diction, but he didn’t.  Instead, he asked her 

one question. 

 

“How can I get me and my Ma to Brooklyn?”  he inquired. 

 

Kate absorbed the request, then pointed to the East.  “Ferry at dock 37,” she said, pointing to a smaller 

dock.  “When the sun starts goin’ down, in… ”  she looked at the watch she had stolen.  “---two hours.” 
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She returned Robert’s watch into the pocket where she found it.   “And you’ll need to pay the ferryman, 

and the undertaker at the cemetery,” she continued, handing him back his wallet.   “And ta feed yer 

hungry belly that I can hear.”  

 

Robert checked his wallet, counting the money in it quickly.  He then gave her one of the bills.   

 

“I’m not for sale.  And this is for, what?”  Kate asked. 

 

“Giving me directions….which I need now.  Everyone gives according to their ability, takes according to 

their needs here.  Theoretically anyway.” 

 

“Theo what?” the apparently non-formerly educated warrior princess inquired.     

 

”Doesn’t matter,” Robert conceded, after which he retrieved another two bills, offering them to her.  She 

didn’t take the money.  “Oh yeah, my mother told me and father warned me that the only way you 

people will accept money from my people is if you steal it.  But….I’m my own kind of people.  So, please, 

take the money.” 

 

After taking careful consideration of the matter behind her pensive eyes, Kate grabbed hold of the 

money in Robert’s hand.  “The Dead Rabbits thank you,” she said. 

 

“And the Dead Rabbits are?”  Robert inquired 

 

“A congregation who…me thinks you’ll be needin’ to do business with, Master Robert.” 

 

“Doctor Robert, if I have anything to say about it,” the retort, voiced with dogged determination. 

 

“Even better, maybe.” 

 

The next moment of connection was interrupted by a whistle from an unidentified person in an alley.  

Kate, or whoever she was, walked cautiously towards the alley.  Then after seeing that no one but Robert 
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was watching her, she ran through the crowd, disappearing into the alley.   Such left Robert with a coffin, 

some suitcases, and something he had to say to his mother, which was  “Why do I feel connected to her, 

and scared of her, both at the same time?” 

 

No answer came from the coffin, either into Robert’s hallucination prone ears, or his overactive and 

many times self destructive imagination.     

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

17 
 

CHAPTER 4 

 

With the voluntary help of two dock workers and a priest, all of whom were paid before and after their 

services where given, Robert was able to move the coffin and the rest of his goods to dock 37.    In 

contrast to the location where the steamship that delivered him to this new opportunity in a new world’ 

and escape from prison as well as poverty in a new one, there was an abundance of fresh fish and 

paucity of people.   Then…no people.   “This city, and maybe the country it serves and abuses seems to 

have its extremes,” he said to his mother’s ghost in the coffin, then to what he felt was her new 

residence in the sky.    

 

That sky went from being a bright greyish blue to a colorful shade of red as the sun began to set over the 

Western horizon.   The humid air carried with it a cooling wind, blowing at a sign indicating when the 

ferry to Brooklyn would arrive at the dock.   Next to the times for departure and arrivals in impersonal 

professional font were hand painted hand written notes in more pleasing calligraphy including ‘if the 

captain feels like it’, ‘barring the crew getting drunk’, ‘God and King Neptune willing’ and ‘’No Niggers, 

dogs or Irish allowed’.   But whichever of those or the other reasons for non delivery or late delivery of 

service were, Robert was the only passenger waiting.  “Maybe the ferry came earlier,  Ma,” he said.  “And 

maybe like Irish time, Greek time or, as you said to me, American Indian time, means that the 5 pm ferry 

will come in early, promptly around eight.”   He recalled and gave voice to credos his mother told him 

such as “Patience is a virtue,”  “All good things happen in the Lord’s time, not ours” and “A watched pot 

never boils,”  in Gaelic, “   

 

The thought that maybe Kate had sent him to a peer that wasn’t used anymore entered Robert’s mind 

despite his pathologically believing whatever anyone told him as being the truth.  ut he didn’t share that 

possibility his mother.  Or himself.    

 

Just as the still well dressed and tired immigrant was about to believe the worst about Kate, four men 

exited an alley, their figures illuminated by street lanterns made more noticeable by a rapidly darkening 

sky.  Each of them were carrying knapsacks, dark trousers stuffed into their boots, red shirts, and had 

stove pipe hats on their head.  “Ah, passengers going to Brooklyn, Mom,”  Robert exclaimed.  “Who 

are…well armed with knives.” 

 

“And guns,” the ‘private’ in this small squad, smaller in stature than his companions, said with an accent 

Robert didn’t recognize as he led his posse towards him, opening his coat, revealing a sawed off shotgun. 

 

“For protection!”  the ‘Seargent’ of the Platoon added in a diction that he heard only from his American 

born mother, when she was having nightmares.  
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“To protect our own,” an even larger member of the posse said with the same accent as his buds. 

 

“Which, according to that Irish Satanic Papist gibberish we heard from you, ain’t you!”  the head of the 

‘welcome to America’ committee exclaimed as the foursome spread out, surrounding Robert, his 

suitcases and, more importantly, the final resting place for his mother.     

 

From the corner of his eye, Robert spotted a sharp crowbar on the soot covered ground, lifting it up with 

his right hand.   “Get away from me!  Or I’ll!” 

 

“You’ll what?” The leader of the pack smirked, pointing his shotgun at Robert. 

 

Robert self observed his hand swinging  at the shotgun, pushing it out of the leader’s hand.   It fell to the 

ground.    

 

“Yes, you’re right.  Shooting you would not be sporting, and not much fun, but…”  the leader said, pulling 

out a knife, then instructing his second in command to throw one to Robert.  It landed it on the ground 

not two inches in front of the immigrant’s toes.  “Yer about to have the privilege of being robbed and, if 

ya got the sand, cut open by none other than the Bowery Boys, Paddy.” 

 

“It’s Robert!  Robert Leary!” he proclaimed, thrust into courage by something he didn’t know he had 

inside himself.   He picked up the knife, inviting the head Bowery Boy to a man to man fight.    

 

“Naw,” the head goon said.  “You’ll just hurt yerself with that.” 

 

“And you!   If you and your men don’t go back into the alley, and…”  Robert turned around, slicing a piece 

of skin from the second in command of the posse as he attempted to open the coffin with the crowbar.   

“Back off!  Now!” 

 

“Which we will,” the leader assured Robert.  “After we administer the proper punishment for another 

Mick who comes to this country uninvited, and unwanted by REAL Americans. ” 
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Robert felt a punch in his belly. delivered by the leader’s fist.  But instead of the pain making him run or 

beg for mercy, the lad who never hit anyone in anger, except himself, became a man.  One who attacked 

the head of the welcoming committee.   The rest of the fight was something Robert felt, but did not see.   

For reasons he didn’t know, and was grateful for, the head Bowery Boy fell to the ground after Robert’s 

fist landed into his oversized belly, then his crotch, crushing his most favorite and vulnerable organ.    

 

Robert  turned to the next welcomer, using the crowbar that had been used to open his mother’s coffin, 

bashing him in the knees, forcing him to the ground.  He then turned around to the third assailant, 

absorbing a punch into the face, returning it to a slug at his jaw, putting his smug face into the dirt.    

Robert hit the fourth assailant over the head with a bottle, receiving a punch into head, then belly.  Such 

caused Robert to see that assailant’s body morph into two clones.    Robert fell to the ground, checking 

to see if his legs and arms were still connected to his brain.  He attempted to pull himself off the ground, 

opened his eyes, then looked up to the sky.   Facing down at him were the four ‘Musketeers’, each of 

them holding a different flesh destroying instrument, brandishing them with a common rhythm. .   

 

“Yer choice, Paddy Socialist Anarchist ‘Sir Robert’ ” the leader said, holding his sawed off shotgun.  

“Bullet to the heart, crowbar to the head, knife carving into your gut, or brass knuckled fist to your most 

tender parts..” 

 

“Or rope around the neck,” Robert heard from a short newcomer behind the extra tall Bowry Boys.   A 

rope was thrown over the head Bowry Boy’s neck. Its weilder pulled him down to the ground as he 

desperately chocked for air, terror in his eyes.  Such revealed a white haired five foot nothing man whose 

lack of height was made up for by excessively enlarged muscles on his arms and legs.   “A hickory stick to 

the head,” he continued, taking out the second in command. 

 

“And a punch to the balls, for a coward who doesn’t have any,”  Robert yelled at the head Bowry Boy, 

who was.still holding onto his blood stained buffalo skinning knife.  Robert then.grabbed the crowbar 

from the largest man in the leader’s posse,  converting both ‘men’ into members of the third non-

reproductive capable gender.   

 

“Come on up, and get your comeupins,”  the Old Man said to the, relatively anyway, young Bowry Boys.    

The welcoming committee of Bowey Boys pushed themselves up, but were only able to get to their 

knees, their red shirts stuffed with booty they had stolen from Robert from the suitcases and coffin they 

had opened.   

 

“And strip down, give back the goods that you stole from this gentlemen,”  the Old Man commanded.   
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“And from that woman in the box,”  Robert commanded.   

 

“Which means NOW!”  the Old Man said, appending his command with a shot from his hand pistol, 

aimed at the leader’s feet, taking out some of his toes.   “What’s under them shirt and shirts also.” 

 

The congregation of Nativist Americans protecting their shores from unwashed, uninvited Irish Micks 

removed their shirts, placing on the ground goods stolen from Robert’s wide open suitcases, and from 

the even more opened coffin.   The Old Man reached down to grab hold of the item that offended him, 

and Robert, most.   “The scalp that you took from that woman?   Thinking of selling it?   Or using it 

yerself, Baldy,”  the Old man said to the head Bowry Boy, grabbing his stove top hat, tossing it into the 

river.   Such left behind an embarrassed and soon to be demoted leader, whose  men, who still retained 

their top knot, saw his hairless head for the first time.   They chuckled with delight.    

 

Robert grabbed hold of the scalp connected to the long brown hair that had been the pride and joy of his 

mother.   

 

“Now,” fer the rest of it,” the Old Man said, seeing Robert’s mother’s jewelry and dress still under one of 

the Bowry Boys undershirts.  “Ya be thinkin’ of getting a new wardrove for yer girlfriend, or maybe 

yerself!   Say it!  And put them clothes on since ya likes it so much!”  

 

At gunpoint, the goon who stole female wardrobe and accessories obeyed, providing a source of ridicule 

from his buds.   But intense indignation from Robert. 

 

“We can find a better wardrobe for her, and, wherever she is, she’s probably getting a good laugh,”  the 

Old Man said to Robert regarding the dress, which had been torn during its quick extraction from Mary’s 

corpse.  “And….as for the jewelry,”  he continued, picking up Mary’s  earrings and necklace, putting them 

into one of Robert’s open suitcases.    

 

“Now, do you want anything from their backpacks?”  the old man asked Robert, “Stolen goods they be.”  

 

“They should be returned to their rightful owners,”  Robert replied. 

 

“The right answer,”  the Old Man said, motioning for Robert to take all of the backpacks. 
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Robert collected all of the items into one large sac, handing it to the Old Man whose hold on the shotgun 

became firmer.   “To return to those who they robbed.  Or, failing that, those who need and deserve 

them most.” 

 

“An even better answer, Mister Leary,” the Old Man noted. 

 

“Robert,” the reply, even though he felt a wave of self respect penetrating up and down his spine.   He 

finally realized that by reflex or maybe natural impulses, he rose to the occasion in the manner that his 

father would be proud of.  “And your name, Sir?”  the young immigrant asked the old man. 

 

“Orville Jones,”  Robert heard in a deep baritone voice from behind him in a German accent.   

“Watchman who was relieved of duty a year ago,” continued a middle aged man in a tailor made 

gentleman’s coat with a six sided copper badge and military style visored cap, sporting long sideburns 

and a trimmed mustache.     “And who is under arrest,” he said, motioning for his younger official 

companions, whose faces had less hair on them, seemingly of a lower rank in a uniform lacking army, to 

handcuff the Old Man and beat their billiclubs into their palms.  “And as for these beaten up lads,” the 

plain clothes Cop said regarding the badly beaten Bowry Boys.    

 

Their leader pointed to the red shirts on the ground, and the tall Stove Pipe hats which had been 

crushed during the scuffle.   

 

“Bowry Boys,”  the Cop said to Robert.  “Who are out of their territory and jurisdiction.”  He pondered 

what to do with the seemingly useless thugs.  He finally looked at them with pity, and addressing them.  

“Well, off ya go, lads.” 

 

The Nativists American born thugs limped off, disappearing into the dark alleys.   

 

“Hey!”  why are you letting them go!”  Robert yelled into the Cop’s face.     

 

“We have an arrangement with them.  They serve a purpose,” the Cop informed Robert.   

 

“Like WE used to,” Orville protested, yelling into the head Policeman’s face.  “Law enforcers who were 

elected by the people who served the people.  Instead of law enforcers like you who are appointed by 

politicians and paid by them to serve and protect them, and no one else.  Which is…” 
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“---Progress,” the head, plain clothes and tastefully clad Copper said in the manner of a uniformed 

official.  “And as for you, Sir,” he continued, looking at and into Robert.  “If your name is Leary, and are 

related to the right Leary’s, we can do business together.   This address.” 

 

“That address being 18 Center Street.   And to talk with Thomas Leary, my Uncle,” Robert interjected. 

 

“Who can maybe get me out of the slammer,” Orville asked Robert. 

 

“WILL get you out of the slammer, and into the position you deserve to have,”  Robert assured Orville.  

 

“A kind gesture, Robert,” Orville said as he was taken away, towards a horse drawn ‘Paddy Wagon’.  

“But…” 

 

“How much?”  Robert asked the head Cop, reaching into his pocket.  His wallet had far less money than 

he thought.  Still he offered the lion’s share to the officer. 

 

“Not enough.   But we’ll take your first month’s wages, son,”  the Senior Cop said to the Junior recruit.  

“From a job that I think that, yes, will fit around you very well.  That yer made for.  In the meantime, go 

I’ll call you a carriage.  Go to this address,” he said.  “Tell Queen Thelma that hotel room for the week, 

food and entertainment costs are covered by the New York Police Department.” 

 

“And where is what’s left of my Mom supposed to stay till I can get her to Brooklyn?   Green-Wood 

cemetery.  And what if I don’t want to be a constable, sheriff or American Bobbi?”  Robert asserted.  “If I 

can’t be a doctor to animals, I’ll volunteer to doctor people.” 

 

“An expensive final resting place, Green-Wood Cemetery,”  the head Copper noted.   “That you, as a even 

as Doctor for animals couldn’t afford,” he continued, having noticed the medical tools he had been using 

to treat animals, and on occasions he never told his father but did inform his mother about, people.  

“And as for doctoring people without proper training and certification, we won’t have any of that in this 

city.   My city.  Or any other cities you don’t know how to get to.   But out of respect for who you seem to 

think your mother and father are, I can send a carriage to pick up her remains for safe keeping.  While 

you accept the God given fact that what you can make the most money at usually isn’t what you like or 

are best at.  But what you can …endure.” 
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“A tax collector with a badge collecting from poor folks to pay law enforcement officers who serve the 

rich, who get richer by the day by exploiting the poor?”  Robert pressed.   

 

“Poor folks who are poor because they made themselves that way, son!”  the Senior Policeman replied 

with a calm acceptance of a fact he couldn’t change.   “Because---” 

 

“----Sure,” Robert interjected, knowing that he was stepping out of his place.  “The poor and destitute 

are biologically sub-human, lazy, stupid and unable to fit into civilized society,”  Robert blasted out, 

sarcastically, in a crisp upper class English accent.   One which, as he heard himself, made him sound 

exactly like his Anglicized Irish born father.   “The law is supposed to protect them who can’t protect 

themselves!” he continued, allowing his Irish accent to frame every word.   “And those who enforce, or 

say they enforce the law, are---” 

 

“---Well paid and alive at the end of the day, son,”  the Senior Cop related calmly.  “In a city, state, 

country and world where he who has the gold makes the rules.” 

 

Robert had heard that argument before, of course.   And, as always, he felt ‘stuck’ between his rich by 

means he never really talked about father who brought in money for the family, and his altruistic mother 

who clandestinely gave as much as she could to the poor and unfortunate, though with extreme 

discretion.   As for which moral credo to adopt, Robert recalled that Jesus said of various moral 

constructs, ‘the fruit of the tree tells you what is true and effective’..   He also was painfully aware of the 

fact that his mother was dead, and his father very much alive, no doubt on his way to building yet 

another financial empire.   A father with enough smarts to hire the best Jewish lawyers available at the 

pearly gates who would invalidate Jesus’ claim that ‘it is easier for a camel to go through the eye of a 

needle than for a rich man to enter heaven’.  You just had to manufacture a different kind of needle.   

With, of course, underpaid employees on the assembly line who were tired of living and scared of dying.   

Workers who, if they united into Unions, ad hoc mobs, or other alliances, could change the world.     

   

Robert looked helplessly at Orville Jones, a forced into retirement enforcement officer who could make 

the world into a Worker’s paradise rather than laborers’ hell,  being led to the Paddy Wagon.  As for 

Robert’s lodgings for the night, he found himself wishing that he was being invited to sleep in a barn with 

a bowl of beans and bacon as a reward for treating the ailments inflicting and being inflicted on horses, 

cows, dogs and cats.   Being directed to his Copper Uncle Thomas the first night in New York was a 

coincidence, or maybe dumb luck.  Or bad luck.   
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But he was tired from his trip and the transformations he had encountered on this first day in America.   

Perhaps his mother would appear to him in dreams tonight, providing answers to the many questions 

that forced their way into his aching head.   And advise him as to how to find the thugs who murdered 

her and, despite her posthumous wishes, see that they pay a high price for the brutal killing.   Made 

perhaps legal, or semi-legal anyway, if Robert was wearing the eight sides badge which gave the wearer 

of such the right to play God with any perceived law breakers, and unleash the devil’s own fire upon 

them.   An agenda which he might, or might not, share with his soon to be ‘comrade constables’. 
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CHAPTER  5 

 

The first night at Queen Thelma’s hotel provided Robert with a bath, a late night supper and eight hours 

of sleep, alone.   Despite Thelma’s welcoming tone, and her love of the Irish culture, or maybe because 

of it, Robert slept with all of his money snuggly in his pocket, locking the door to his hotel room.   Upon 

waking up to the city that never slept, he made his way to the Cop Shop at 48 Center Street, 

conveniently located a stone’s throw from City Hall.   He perused the sketches of most wanted criminals 

in the lobby.   None of them matched the likenesses of the five members of Tihe Maomh Padraig who 

decided that raping, killing and mutilating (not necessarily in that order) Mary Leary was a political 

rather than savage one.   Done on the only women in the aristocratic class who hated the position she 

had in society but knew she had to hold onto it to help those repressed by aristocrats.  Posed copies of 

sketches on the board, placing them in front of the other mugs of wanted men, and women.     

 

“So, this is why you came here looking for a job?” a pudgy plain clothes police officer sporting a full 

beard growing on a face that was almost identical to Robert’s father upon seeing the original sketches of 

the ‘St Patrick’s Fire Five’ on Robert’s night table .  “What did they do?”  Uncle Thomas continued in a 

thick Irish brough, gazing at the sketches and aliases they used as names.  “On this side of the pond that 

is.  ‘Cause whatever they did in back in Ireland, London or Scotland don’t matter here.   Legally anyway.” 

 

“And morally, Uncle Thomas?”  Robert shot back, in Gaelic then English.  “The details about what they 

did to your sister in law, my mother and the constable in Cork before they hopped or stole a seat on a 

boat coming here?”  He  provided Thomas with newspaper articles provided to him by non-related by 

blood mailman Uncle Patrick Collins.  “There it is, in print.” 

 

“Which don’t mean that what them words say is true,” the Police Officer who Robert knew was highly 

educated continued in diction that made him seem to be a member of the illiterate or barely literate 

class.   “But, ya comes ta the right place.  With special qualifications that we needs here at this important 

period of transition,  Robby.”       

 

It was the first time Robert had been addressed by that name.   It was something to be dealt with later.  

Like finding out what his father was doing, where he was doing it, and why there was now many reasons 

for Robert to have left the Emerald Isle while most immigrants to this ‘land of opportunity’ had only one 

reason to leave home.   But, Robert had to ask the obvious question regarding the letter his father left 

for him, with the condition that he share its contents with NO one else.”   “Your brother, John.   Have you 

heard from him?” 

 

“Have you heard from him?” Uncle Thomas inquired regarding his brother.    
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“No,” Robert said, averting his eyes, knowing that he was an ineffective liar.  But he was smart enough to 

divert the conversation to something and someone else.  “Have you heard anything about my brother 

Lawrence, your nephew?” he continued, looking at and into his uncle. 

 

“No, can’t say I have,”  Robert’s Uncle’s response, after which he averted his stare.  “But, maybe 

together, we mights be able ta locate the lad who shoots before askin’ questions, leaps before seein’ 

what his feet gets stuck in, and jumps off buildings thinkin’ he can fly ta the other side.”  He took in a 

deep breath, then after seeing what was on the other side of his eyes, went on, with a whimsical smile,   

“Yer brother, who fears nothin’ and no one, and nothin’  Except the ranting of women he thinks worshop 

the ground he walks on but in reality have a hold of his balls, twistin’ them this way and that like reining 

in a gelded stud .” 

 

“That’s Lawrence, alright,” Robert said, taking note that the description of him was provided in the 

present as someone still alive rather than a memory of the past.  Memories, maybe true or maybe not, 

which Robert was measured against by his father and, more tragically, he measured himself against.    

 

“But all a that’s somethin’ we’ll deal with later,”   the old lair said to the young one.   “Official pay is eight 

hundred dollars a year, Robby.” 

 

“And the unofficial pay, officer Leary?”  Robert asked the police officer whose clothing, exposed 

pocketwatch, jewelry  and demeaner could not be afforded on that salary. . 

 

“It’s still O’Leary with me, and can be with you also, if ya wants,” Officer O’Leary said with a warm and 

proud smile.  “And I suggests that ya do, along with hidin’ how smart ya really are, accordin’ ta what I 

heard about ya.   Those with the money in this town don’t come with smarts between the ears or 

wisdom behind the eyes.  They don’t wanna hire anyone who’s smarter than them.  And they do wanna 

hire them who are only marginally smarter than the people they gotta control.   But there are some 

traits and talents that you got, which I heard about from last night, and letters from home, which make 

you very hirable.  With unofficial contributions ta yer pockets that are a lot higher than eight hundred 

Yankee dollars a year.” 

 

“And those talents include my medical abilities to take care of sick animals, and people?”  Robert asked. 

 

Thomas shuffled his nephew into a small room next to the lobby, locking the door behind him. 
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“Scientific abilities ta assess what killed the dead, and how they left this miserable world,” the reply, 

delivered with correct diction, and a dignified tone.  “And your language skills.   Your understanding of 

German, so you can hear what that other brand of immigrants are planning as they tryi to work their 

way up the ladder that’s still operated by those born and bred here.   Your Gaelic, which is spoken by 

anarchists, Communists and Union organizers who are trying to start a revolution here like the one 

against the Kings and Capitalists on the European continent.    And the reading you’ve been doing about 

the ‘everyone gives according to their abilities and takes according to their needs’ radicals who are---” 

 

“---Enemies of the people who pay you to keep them and their family’s safe, fed and  sheltered?”  Robert 

advanced, knowing that deception was part of this job.  A job required to find, and punish, the St. 

Patrick’s Fire gang who killed the only woman he ever loved.   And in proper ways for a son to connect to 

his mother.  A mother who, in his dreams anyway, became a contemporary lover, and friend.   “Save 

civilization from the angry mobs that, despite what they say, will destroy it?   Like in the French 

Revolution.” 

 

“Yes,” Thomas said.  Maybe he was lying, or maybe not.  ‘But there is one other thing ya gotta do before 

you get this,” he said, pointing with pride at his copper badge.   “At voting time, see that the right ballots 

go into the box and the wrong ones wind up in the sewer or the blacksmith’s kilm.  And since I can give 

you evidence of your having arrived on these shores five years ago, and became a citizen, vote once and 

often for these fellow citizens and visionaries.”   Uncle Thomas gave a list of people.   “Who do business, 

for now anyway, next door,” he said, pointing out of the window to City Hall.  He then offered Robert a 

badge, and a baton. 

 

It was an opportunity of a lifetime,  but for what?   Robert scratched his hairless chin, thinking that 

scratching it would clarify his options.   All of them said that ‘forward’ was the only option available.  And 

with that, Robert accepted the offer as ‘patrolman Robby’.   ‘ 
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CHAPTER 6 

 

It was a practical morality that fit well into the spirit of freedom which made the American Nation 

possible and flourishing.   The freedom of the strong to be ‘expressive’ and rewarded.   Adventurers who 

took what they wanted without asking ‘mother or father may I?’ from any King, Queen or Deity.   Uncle 

‘Seargent’ Thomas showed his nephew the necessity of things.   Like making street vendors pay for 

licenses to sell their wares for fees that often were more than what they could make selling everything 

on their cart because, after all, the streets of New York were already too congested.   And if delayed by 

street traffic. the Aldermen, Industrialists and Factor owners would not get to their offices on time to 

keep the City’s money machinery moving forward and upward.    

 

Then there was the requirement of keeping the whore houses operating to maximal efficiency, with 

Coppers getting free services from the working girls, and collecting protection money from their male 

and female bosses.    How else would one really know which bordellos would be recommended to 

visiting tycoons from other cities and countries that would invest in the New York economy?  And as for 

seeing that the wives of the male patrons of the bordellos didn’t find out about why their husbands 

came home late three nights a week, what those wives didn’t know wouldn’t hurt them and, as well, it 

saved them from the chore of being impregnated by those husbands, which would mean less children 

that had to be fed in a rapidly populating world.   As for officially non-existent abortionists, they saw to it 

that upper class marriages were maintained, and as for immigrant laborers, less pollution of the total 

genetic pool.  

 

When chasing downtown thieves who stole from banks, uptown mansions and jewelry stores, the 

procedure of shooting them in the back and taking a portion of the booty before any ‘higher up’ law 

enforcement person or hard working subordinate came onto the scene was required.   Obtaining this tax 

free reward for services meant that the State government in Albany and the Federal one in Washington 

would have less money in the coffers to start wars that they couldn’t finish. 

 

As for collecting extra tax dollars from Blacks in the city, it would prevent them from having excess 

money to spend on spirits, opium or books promoting Socialist and Communist a propaganda.  And, 

besides, it was unfair burdening non-enslaved Blacks with the responsibilities that come with freedom.   

They’d be happier as slaves, knowing what’s expected of them and being looked after by a race of 

masters who knew best what was best for them. 

 

 As for busting up any labor Unions, and rounding up agitators who were demanding a ten hour work 

day, too much leisure time would give workers more time to get drunk, beat up their wives or give in to 

the temptation to steal from both respectable citizens who have more wealth than they do and their 

fellow laborers.  
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  And as for using forceful methods to extract information from suspects, perpetrators or unwilling 

witnesses, ‘spare the rod and spoil the child’ was just as applicable to humans who had lingered on this 

side of the grass for more than two decades as it was for children who had not yet seen their tenth 

birthday. 

 

And as for the phenomenon of enjoying any or all of the above,  “perks of the job, which makes you 

better at the job,” Uncle  Seargent Thomas exclaimed with a wide smile to his nephew at the end of a 

day when all of the above were done as they strolled back to headquarters, over the cobblestone streets 

caked with gingerly ‘sunbaked’ horse manure, human urine and blood, their badges visible to everyone 

in their path.  All of whom cleared away well in advance of their forward progress.   “Our job being to---" 

 

“Protect and serve anyone who really needs it,” Robert thought of saying but didn’t.   “Our job to look 

after our own, even if it’s at the inevitable expense of others?”  he gave voice to. 

 

“Especially at the expense of others,”  Uncle Thomas related.  “If we don’t do it to them first, they’ll do it 

to us, or our loved ones, later.”   

 

“Or sooner,” Robert blurted from his lips, recalling what Patrick the Postman said about why the tenants 

on his father’s estate left without giving notice to their landlord, with animals that Robert thought didn’t 

need guarding.   His thoughts yet again focused on the five murderers who killed his still unburied 

mother.   A mother who he would deliver to her requested final resting place with the money promised 

to him by his Uncle, and the Precinct Captain.    

 

The faces of those assailants never left Robert’s consciousness.    He had not seen anyone resembling 

them all day.  Not on the streets, in the taverns nor behind the bars in the jails he snuck into before the 

beginning of his shift.  A ten hour shift embedded into a five day work week enjoyed by his Uncle, rather 

than a 14 hour a day shift with a, six or seven day week endured by most of the ‘commoners’ Robert 

looked at, and into on this first day of his new life.    

 

“So, Robert,” Uncle Thomas asked his nephew as they passed City Hall en route to  48 Center Street, 

both he and Robert having hidden pockets loaded to the brim with ‘tips’ for their having served justice to 

the populus.  “What did ya feel when yer fist met the flesh of them Bowry Boys who ya took on, single 

handed?”  he asked, slipping back into lower caste Irish Brough.. 
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“Some pain in my fingers,” Robert mused, still feeling discomfort in his digits as he tried to flex them 

back into full compliance.    

 

“I means, did ya enjoy or endure doin’ yer sworn duty?”  Robert’s new mentor asked, halting his forward 

progress by extending his billyclub in front of his belly. 

 

Robert didn’t know how to answer that inquiry truthfully, or if responding truthfully was the right way to 

answer it.  He took in a deep breath, his nostrils filling with the aroma of bread from a bakery, blood 

from a slaughterhouse and perfume from a passing Uptown Lady being escorted by an Uptown 

Gentleman.  “I did what needed to be done,” he finally related, and confessed.      

 

Seargent Thomas nodded his head in approval.   “Aye, ya did, lad,” he said with pride, lowering his 

billyclub.   The kind of pride he got so rarely from his father, who his brother Thomas didn’t know the 

whereabouts of and said nothing about.   The kind of pride Robert got so often from his mother.   But 

that ‘lad’ form of address from his mentor and current boss got to Robert more than he anticipated.   

Maybe it was meant to affirm his junior position in the Police Department, or life.  Or maybe it was 

voiced as bait, to release the angry man inside of Robert.  In any case, he replied.  “So, when are those 

men who you said worked for you going to find my mother’s, your sister in laws. killers?   And when will 

we be burying her in Brooklyn.” 

 

“Soon, Constable, no, soon to be Inspector Leary, or O’Leary if ya prefer,” Uncle Thomas related, staring 

into space with mixed emotions.   

 

“Soon to be Doctor Leary or O’Leary” was a form of address Robert had heard in the Old Country from 

his mother and no less than 30 tenant farmers in no less than three counties after saving their animals 

from disease or the butcher.    But ‘soon’ would have to do for now.   Made possible with, or perhaps 

despite, help from Officer-Uncle-Seargent Thomas.   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

31 
 

 CHAPTER 7 

 

Queen Thelma did everything she could to make Robert Leary feel at home in her special hospitality 

hotel.  She sent to his room specially cooked meals every day as a ‘thank you’ for his efforts to keep the 

neighborhood ‘as safe as the Good Lord deems possible’, by her girls, who offered dessert under the 

sheets for no extra charge.  It took only three visits by as many ‘resident cooks and conversationists’ for 

Robert to figure out that like their employer, all of the girls had adopted, and now identified themselves 

as names other than what their parents conferred to them at birth.   Parents who many of them wrote to 

year round, and got no reply, causing self-delivered deaths every Christmas.  ‘Culling the weakest cows in 

the herd,’ according to Uncle Thomas, and Thelma’s competitors.    

 

The scantily clad ‘waitresses’ had a variety of histories as to wehere they came from as well, which 

Robert listened to while sharing the meals with them.   No matter how many times he asked them to 

repeat the tales of woe and glory to get at the truth, they, unlike the various suspects from the streets 

who he arrested, stuck to the fictious stories without any deviation from the fractured fairy tales.   He 

dismissed the ladies from his room with a variety of excuses before their alluring advances got out of 

hand.  Such excuses included, initially, that he was married, his having to purchase a cheap ring and 

place it on his finger.   When that merely made the offers of ‘love with no conditions put on it’ even 

more excessive, the answer for the fake history he was developing for his own ‘new life’ here was that he 

was married to his work and was waiting to be called out for voluntary night shift duty.   And that work 

involved protecting mostly women and…children.  The kind of human they valued most and could 

perhaps have one day to give their older lives meaning.   Of course, the ‘I’m going to enter the seminary 

or I am secretly enrolled in such and I have to remain celibate’ tale would only entice his often 

voluntarily dinner guests to point out the agonies of Robert feeling alone and his desire to have a 

companion he can love, if not for the rest of his life, at least for the evening.    

 

Maintaining a consistent fake story about his past was something that Uncle Thomas said was necessary 

if he was going to find and deliver appropriate punishment to the five members of St. Patricks Fire who 

killed his mother.   And to be of maximal use to his still ‘in places only he knows about, for the right 

reasons’ father for ‘when the time is right’.   And for Robert to make appropriate arrangements with the 

cemetery in Brooklyn where his mutilated wife wanted to be buried, against the wishes of her biological 

family, the ‘Clintons’, the ‘most evil and manipulative bastards that the Capitalist American system had 

created’.    Above all, the NYPD and most importantly Robert himself could not allow any rumor to fester 

that his  truly gentlemanly refusal to accept sexual favors from the girls he protected from the worst kind 

of passion and love starved men, stitched up when they did get ‘industrial accidents’ and treated for all 

too easily caught communicable diseases was because he favored the company of gentlemen to the 

affections of ladies.   

‘  

But, on this unusually cool summer evening, before the complimentary visit, Officer Robby thought once 

again about Kate, the rebellious, defiant and perhaps ‘dedicated more to work than pleasure’ member of 
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the Dead Rabbits.   It was gang that boasted up to 200  Irish thugs to those who considered the 

immigrants from the Emerald Isle as lower caste apes, along with stealers of jobs or carriers of 

communicable  diseases of the body as well mind.  To others, the Rabbits were self elected protectors of 

refugees from a country of starvation, misery and continued English oppression to newly arrived or not 

yet integrated into the American melting pot (or put out of their misery by a bullet) immigrants.    They 

were, truth be told, more effect buffer against nativist gangs like the Bowry Boys than the newly formed 

New York City Metropolitan Police force, despite the large proportion of Irish officers in its ranks.  Or 

maybe, because of such.    

 

“Where oh where is Kate tonight?”  Robert said as he looked out the window at the streets of a city 

where the gap between rich and poor seemed to be increasing by the hour.   He pictured her with 

tastefully combed hair and long fingernails turning the pages on a book rather than dug into a nativist’s 

arm or eyes and a well fed stomach.   Oh how he wished he could feed that stomach by sharing his meals 

with Kate instead of the ‘waitresses’ Thelma sent up to his room.   Sharing of meals with those 

waitresses was, like everything else in Robert’s life now, a mixture of moral imperative and survival 

requiring necessity.   Particularly because Coppers had been poisoned by rat poison put into their ‘free 

grub’, or kidnapped by crooks sneaking Micky’s into their complimentary coffee at the taverns they 

inspected and broke up fights in, according to Uncle Thomas and his contemporaries. 

 

Robert was brought back to ‘reality’ by the chiming of the clock above Van Engel’s bakery across the 

street.  It still produced oliebol and olykoeks with recipes that dated back to the 17th century,  when New 

York was New Amsterdam, owned by the Dutch.  The aroma of those oil fried delights that were too 

traditional and unique to be called donuts and cookies found its way into Robert’s nostrils.    He heard a 

knock on the door from another waitress. 

 

“Cassandra here.  Supper, Officer Leary.   Corned beef, cabbage and taters, just used ta be available in the 

Old Country but with some extra spice in ‘em,”  a 20 year old success story in the carnal arts, all things 

considered, said with an accent revealing her origins from Londondery county, a one day ride on a fast 

horse north of Cork.    

 

Robert took in a deep breath, wondering what ‘Cassandra’s’ real name was as no one in Northern or 

Southern Ireland would consider naming their child after the daughter a Trojan King and Queen, 

according to Greek mythology.   Maybe this time he could succeed in finding out ‘Cassandra’s’ real story. 

It was probably more interesting, though probably more tragic, than her fabricated one.   And, maybe, 

what she meant by ‘extra spice’ didn’t refer to salt, pepper or the flesh of her breasts as she laid dinner  

upon her naked chest while on her back in his bed.   

 

Robert grabbed hold of his spare dish and cutlery and ambled to the door.  When he opened it, he saw 

exactly what he expected, with one exception after looking at the one generously filled plate.   “You 
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know this man?”  ‘Cassandra’ said, holding up a sketch of a man with the alias of Shamous Brady, and 

three others.   Whose face was identical to one of the ‘St. Pattrick’s Fire Five’.    Her rendition of the 

man’s face and chest was identical to the sketches he had been given by Postman Patrick Collins, which 

he posted at the police station.   A two inch scar on his left cheek, the right eye displaced relative to the 

left, consistent with a dis-symmetrical smile caused by unilateral facial paralysis.  “And a tattooed crucifix 

in the middle of his chest.  Anchor on his left forearm…” 

 

“And seven small dots between his thumb and index finger?”  Robert inquired. 

 

“Aye, a friend of yers?   And fighter for the Cause?” Cassandra replied regarding the posters he had 

bought with his salary and spread around town to places approved of by Uncle Thomas, and more that 

he didn’t know about .  “He’s sleepin’ like a baby in my bed.  A deep sleep.” 

 

“Put to sleep how?”  Robert asked, forgetting to compliment Cassandra’s skill as an artist.  One that 

could, if he had anything to do with it, get a job as an illustrator for any newspaper in New York.   Or as a 

sketch artist who would be far more valuable to the Police Department than any of the female matrons 

whose job it was to strip down, inspect and cut off the hair of ‘difficult’ female perpetrators.   “You 

knocked him out with a Micky?   Caressing just the right points on his chest to unloose his tongue?”  

 

“Kiss given with tongue, and tincture of opium,” Cassandra smiled.   “Gift wrapped fer ya, for kidnapping, 

arresting , interrogating or….well, having a private party with you here in your room?” 

 

 Robert reached into his wallet, pulling out money.   

 

“Not necessary,”  Cassandra said.  “A favor instead.” 

 

“And the favor is?”  Robert asked, placing the money into his wallet.  He reached for the brass knuckles 

Uncle Thomas gave him for his birthday, still not broken in. 

 

“A shared dinner with you,” Cassandra said, looking down at the food delivered to Robert.  “No matter 

how bad I cooked it.   And letting me see yer face turn inta who ya really are after ya use those on him,”  

she said, pointing to the brass knuckles.  “But now me!” she continued, pulling a hand pistol from her 

boot, pointing it at Robert.    
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“I wouldn’t think about doing any harm to you,” Robert said.   

 

“Thinkin’s the last thing that mystery men like you can and have done to me, and other women I know.   

And…I will collect on that favor, Officer Leary.” 

 

“I’d expect nothing less,”  Robert replied, hoping that the favor involved finding her lost child, finding a 

proficient and confidential abortion doctor to prevent her from having another one, or freeing her falsely 

accused sister from prison or a ship bound for Australia.   And not killing someone on HER list of 

enemies.  And if if such was so, there would be the option of ending his or her life humanely.    
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CHAPTER 8 

 

It was easy putting chains around Shamus Brady’s wrists.   Easy to carry his still breathing but 

unconscious body down to the street, through the window in Cassandra’s room so as not to disrupt 

Queen Thelma’s front entrance at the peak time when customers entered her tavern.   Easy, with the 

right tip, to convince the carriage driver Robert flagged down to not look at what was in the back seat of 

his cart.    And even easier to sneak a sleeping, smiling from ear to ear member of yet another 

organization of anarchists (whose, most probably, second goal was to free Ireland. and first objective is 

to cause as much damage to the ruling class of England and the America) into the windowless 

‘conversation room’ through the back door to the precinct that only Seargent Thomas O’Leary and three 

other unnamed Coppers knew about.  

 

“And now that he’s waking up from his wet dream, easy to tell us where the other four members of St. 

Patrick’s Fire are,” Thomas said to Robert.  He opened up a locked suitcase containing no less than 20 

sharp edge metal ‘surgical tools’ .  “Us being, for the moment, you, me and, ‘him’,” he said pointing to an 

empty chair.   “The third brain that’s evolving between us, that’s smarter than either of us, that is,” his 

explanation.   “Some call it God, some say ‘Jesus’.” 

 

“Who said when two or three are gathered in my name, I’m there also,”  Robert recalled as he sat in one 

of the two interrogator’s chairs.  “So I used to believe anyway.  And now I…” 

 

“Shhh” Thomas interjected, as the perp began to wake up.   He flipped a coin, looking to Robert after it 

landed on his palm.    

 

“Heads,” Robert said, in Gaelic.  “On a coin that I hope isn’t the two tailed one you used last times we 

divided up who does what.” 

 

Thomas showed Robert the coin, an imprint of George Washington on it.   Thomas reached into the 

suitcase on the table between the accusers and accused, taking a flash of whiskey and a sandwich from it 

pushing them to his young partner.   Robert pushed the ‘carrot’ back to his Uncle, pulling the collection 

of sharpened metal sticks towards him.    

 

“The appropriate choice,” the calm old man said to the rage filled young one.   
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“The choice for what?” Shamus said, waking up from a happy dream.   “And…”   The nightmare of reality 

hit him when he tried to move his hands.  He saw then felt his wrists bound to each other with cuffs that 

dug deep into his flesh with every attempt to break lose from them.  “I didn’t do nothin’” he asserted.  

“And even if I did somethin’ that you say is illegal, I ain’t talkin’ about it.   I’m innocent of whatever you 

be accusin’ me of.” 

 

“She, Mary Clinton-Leary, the best of women, says different, wherever she is now up there in heaven.”  

Thomas said.   He showed a locket bearing Mary Leary’s likeness to, according to the newspaper article 

about her murder, the  gang of five member with the most brawn and least amount of brains.  “You 

murdered my sister in law,” he asserted, then pointed to Robert.  ”And his Mom.” 

 

Robert, on cue, pulled out the sharpest knife in the suitcase, then a fistful of hair on Brady’s head, edging 

the blade along his trembling neck.   “The new names and whereabouts of the rest of your four 

‘liberators’ who killed her, and God knows who else,” he grunted. 

 

“I didn’t kill anyone!.  And what the fuck do you mean by my four liberators?”   Shamus asserted, the 

whites of his buldging eyes turning red.   “Swear to God, and on the soul of my own Mom!” 

 

“Of course you didn’t.  You just ‘watched’ and held her down without knowing what your fellow 

liberators would do, and did,” Thomas interjected, motioning for Robert to pull away.   “Ain’t that so?” 

 

According to the script that he and his uncle had performed on and for no less than 15 suspects in as 

many days, Robert ‘reluctantly’ pulled away his blade.   He looked downward at Shamus’ crotch, noting 

that it was wet with fresh urine, smelling of fear.    

 

“If ya confess to just watching and not doing, we can see that you get a fresh pair of britches,” Thomas 

offered.  “Or maybe a pardon if the information about where your buds are turns out to be true,” he 

continued, after which he handed him a list of their aliases when arrested in Cork.  “Tell us where those 

murdering minions of Satan are now and we can, maybe, see that the rest of your life here isn’t gonna 

be a living hell.” 

 

“Or a short stay here in Purgatory with a quick deliver to hell!”  Robert screamed into Brady’s face, 

grabbing the remaining hairs on his topknot, the knife this time opening up small blood vessels on his 

neck.   
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“Not yet!”  Thomas yelled out to Robert.  “Our perhaps innocent guest here is thirsty, and hungry.”   

 

Robert pulled back, again.   Reluctantly, as an act, or perhaps for real.   He stampted his feet in protest 

while Thomas gave Brady a flask of whisky, from which he gulped down most of the contents.  Brady 

took hold of the sandwich Thomas had put on the table, sniffing it with his nose rather than chancing a 

taste with his mouth.. 

 

“Ham and cheese,” Thomas informed him.  “And nothin’ else.” 

 

 Proving his point, the old Copper took a single bite of the sandwich, then offered it to Robert. He took 

second small bite, afterwhich the young Copper threw it on the table.   Brady gobbled down the 

remainer of sandwich, filling his pie hole which was, as verified by his thin torso and rumbling stomach, 

very empty.   “Thank you,” he said. 

 

“And now, this,”  Thomas said, handing Brady paper and a pencil.  “The whereabouts of yer ‘associates’.  

These men and where they are now.    First one of you who cooperates, gets to walk out of here a free 

man.” 

 

“And other members of the St. Patrick’s Fire Five?”   Brady barked back though a hoarse voice.  “ I won’t 

betray the Cause!  And as for your claiming that those men, my comrades who first met each other after 

we arrested, killed this woman, your sister in law and your Mom,” he asserted to his two interogators, 

holding the locket.  “Neither me, nor them, know this woman.”  

 

“Well, if ya give me their names and whereabouts, we can verify that and find out the real killers,” 

Thomas offered, with more of a sincere voice than Robert ever sensed during their previous 

performances in the ‘conversation room’, or the streets. 

 

“You swear to that?”  Brady asked.   

 

“To the Lord Almighty himself!” the religiously atheist older Copper who on more than one occasion 

related to the younger one that ‘God if He exists, has been paid off by the English to ignore any of our 

prayers’ said, crossing himself three times, with head bowed.  “As for the Cause of a free, fed and 

dignified Ireland, we’re with you.  But as for finding out who killed Mary Clinton Leary, we gotta assume 

that everyone’s guilty unless proven innocent.  Particularly because of the way she met her end.” 
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Thomas showed Brady the newspaper articles about Mary’s death.   “Only a fool or paid off traitor 

believes anything published in the English press,” Brady said after a quick but intense read. 

 

“Agreed,” Thomas concede.  “But, guilty until proven innocent.  And if we can prove that you and your 

buds, and your organization are innocent, it’ll prevent a whole lot of our associates with badges finding 

them first and killin’ them before asking questions.”  He turned to Robert.  “Right, Officer Robby?” 

 

“Right,” Robert said. 

 

“Right, Mary?”  Thomas said, looking up to the ceiling.   Robert looked in the same direction, then 

nodded. 

 

“She says yes,”: Thomas related.  He motioned for Brady to write out where his ‘innocent buds’ were.   

The writing was clear, concise and revealed the names and whereabouts of four of his fellow St. Patrick’s 

Fire comrades.  So they could maintain the Cause of liberating Ireland from its sadistic and powerful 

English, and now American masters. 

 

“Now, we can get back to advancing our causes and agendas?” Brady said, as an equal to the Coppers, in 

English then Gaelic.  

 

Robert corrected Brady’s highly inaccurate Gaelic diction, then grabbed hold of his top knot.  With his 

knife, he extracted his scalp, then cut open his throat.   His shaking body fell to the ground, fear 

overtaking his eyes till they saw nothing of the world in this side of the veil. “Lying murdering bastard!”  

Robert growled into his face, fear frozen into every expression. 

 

“Indeed yes,” Thomas said to Robert, patting him on his now firm and ‘mature’ shoulder.  “Good man,” 

he said to the nephew who he had addressed as a ‘lad’ until this first baptism of…accomplishment.  

Which, truth be told, Robert enjoyed. 
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CHAPTER 9 

 

It took some creative lying for Seargent O’Leary and Patrolman Leary to convince American born police  

Captain Sullivan they needed two days off to attend a wake of a close friend from the Old Country in 

Patterson, New Jersey.  Then again, it was easy and a lot safer to lie to your superiors than to tell the 

God’s honest truth.    

 

It took more effort than anticipated to depart Manhattan, get to the outlet of the Passaic River at 

Newark Bay, and work their way to Patterson, New Jersey.  A city and state that still saw no need to have 

a centralized, organized tax payer funded police force. as it was waiting to see how effective the new 

police department in New York would be and how long it would still exist.    Making money in the rapidly 

growing textile and machinery manufacturing ‘little brother’ to Manhattan was easy, made possible by 

the overflow of underpaid, overworked Irish, German and Negroid immigrants who initially thought that 

they would get a better deal if they sought their fortune on the West side of the Hudson.   Keeping them 

in line was made possible, in part, due to advancements in weapon manufacturing, those weapons being 

made by well guarded American born craftsman.   One of them was genius inventor Samuel Colt, whose 

new handgun that could shoot five shots without reloading would make even any possessor of such a 

king on the battlefield.    

 

Upon reaching the workshop being converted into a factory with Colt’s name on it, Robert spotted Frank 

John Murphy, the second of the ‘core’ of St. Patrick’s Fire, on the other side of the window.  Though he 

was clad as a common worker, with an oversized shirt and hole ridden trousers, his unevenly trimmed 

hair white as snow, he was correcting his young, impeccably dressed and groomed boss while the latter 

was drawing out a new design for an even more deadly, accurate and reliable revolver.   Whose soul 

purpose was to kill another man.      

 

“Behind every rich genius still wet behind the ears inventor is an old fart whose most essential 

contribution to the endeavor will be remembered by himself, forgotten by the young brat who stole from 

him, and not mentioned anywhere in the history books, “ Seargent Thomas said to Patrolman Robert, 

while adjusting his uptown tie and the rest of his upscale attire in the reflection in the mirror.  

 

“Unless we write the history books,” Robert replied, feeling all too comfortable in the suit defining him 

as a member of the ruling rather than ruled caste, for the first time since he officially took the oath to 

‘protect and serve’ as a New York City Copper.  “And, by the way Murphy is ‘educating’ and correcting his 

boss, it looks like he’s the one in charge.  But in charge of what?” 

 



 

40 
 

“Seein’ that Irish patriots back home and common thugs who think they’re Irish patriots on this side of 

the pond are the first to get this new killing machine,” Uncle Thomas noted, terror in his eyes.  “God help 

us if the Dead Rabbits get a hold of those revolvers before anyone else does.”     .    

 

“It will be even worse if the Bowry Boys  and the other nativist Americans who hate anyone who wasn’t 

born here, isn’t white, or isn’t a worker-exploiting Capitalists get a hold of them,”  Robert offered. “Or!” 

Something flashed in Robert’s non-conspiracy oriented brain, and trusting soul.  “What if our Police 

Department will get them first, with us posing as Tammany Hall bosses?” 

 

“Our Precinct!  Which will clear the way for us to be the Tammany Hall Bosses, Commissioner, Mayor or 

Senators,”  flowed out of Thomas’ mouth with ease and pride.  He pulled back something behind his 

eyes. “That is, if we wanna be such,” he continued, his outer lips turning upward in a mentorly smile. .  

“But, as we know, or should, anyone who wants to be Senator, President or King shouldn’t be trusted 

with the job.” 

 

It was one of those sayings that Mary Clinton-Leary, Robert’s mother, voiced many times, allowing all the 

men around her to claim it as their own.  A woman who was perhaps killed because she knew more than 

most men did.  Or by accident. Or because she had a kind heart in a cruel world.  Something that could 

not be tolerated or allowed in a dog eat dog world where offering vegetarian cuisine would be laughed 

at and suppressed.  But in any case, one of her murderers was inside.   Being instructive and kind to a 

young genius American inventor.       

 

“Well, Mister Jackson,” Thomas said to Thomas in a Southern gentleman’s accent, in character with his 

costume.  “Perhaps, perchance, we should make Mister Murphy, and as necessary, Mister Colt an offer 

they would be very unwise to refuse.” 

 

“Yes, indeed, Mister Davis,” Robert replied with as much of a Southern drawl as he could muster.  

 

“Indeed, even better,” the old undercover Copper said to the younger one, pointing Robert’s attention 

away from adjusting his coat to Samuel Colt being called away by an associate, taking away the designs 

made by Murphy.  Such left Murphy alone at the workbench, sighing a breath of regret.  He looked 

around, seeing that no one was watching, and took out a new blueprint from his a hidden pocket in his 

coat.   

 

Samuel Colt went into his office, closing the door, then locking it.   Thomas motioned for a scantily clad 

wench carting baked goods on a tray in the alley next to the window, with even more delights on the 

rack connected to her ample tastefully firm breasts.    She entered the workshop, cleared her throat, 
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then motioned for the work crew to have lunch al fresco on her side of the street.   Once they were 

gone, Virginian Colonel Jackson and  Carolinian Major Davis entered the workshop.  As the former 

calculated, Murphy was alone.   Absorbed by a diagram in front of his pensive eyes, surrounded by 

revolvers bearing his boss’s name.   Said boss left the shop out the back door, joining an enterage of 

older, subservient money people.     

 

“Interesting machinery, Sir,” Thomas said to Murphy.   

 

“And deadly, but necessary.  A weapon that will be so horrible that NO one will dare bring it into any 

battle, or start any war where it will be used,”  Murphy said, with an American accent, tainted with New 

Jersey diction used by the nativists.  “Fires ten rounds a second, that can keep firing for a full 3 minutes.   

Far more than these handguns which can fire 5 shots, one at a time,” the master inventor said. His voice 

seemed kind, his eyes even kinder, and more vulnerable.  “What do you to gentleman want?” 

 

“To talk to you about, well, your future,”  Colonel Davis said. 

 

“And plans for these,”  Robert asked as Major Jackson , reaching for one of the revolvers.   “Frank,” he 

related with no accent, addressing Murphy by the Christian name he had in Ireland before having to go 

through a plethora of others.   

 

Murphy froze, reaching below him for most probably something that would violate flesh.  “And you are?”  

he inquired. 

   

“Colonel Horatio Davis,” Thomas said, in full character.  “From Virginia.” 

 

“Major John Jackson,” Robert added, his accent gone, replaced with an Irish tone, driven by rage. 

 

“From the Emerald Isle,”  Frank replied, not remorseful but with pride.   “Which I miss.   Had to leave.   

Got pushed off the cliff, so, I learned how to fly.   Like…ironically…with this design,”  he continued, pulling 

out another blueprint, “A few bugs that have to be worked out, but…I think it will work.  No, I KNOW it 

will work.”   

 

“A flying machine?” Thomas interjected, before Robert’s bottled up rage would cause him to make a 

mistake that would put bullets into both of their heads.   
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“In search for the right investor,” Murphy said. 

 

“One that will give you credit for what you do, and know?”  Thomas said. 

 

“But, one question Colonel Davis,” Murphy asked.  “What do you want?”   

 

“To see that an inventor like you gets what he deserves,” Robert said, in character.    

 

“And…how did you find me?”   Murphy, if indeed that was his real name, inquired, looking at and into 

Thomas then Robert.   

 

“Shamus Brady,” Robert said, calmly, showing Murphy a wanted poster of his St. Patrick’s Fire comrade, 

an X made of blood on his face.  “Who is…no more.   Who killed HER, Mister Frank John Murphy!”  he 

shot out, ramming the locket showing Mary Leary’s face into his, while pulling his collar.   Thomas held 

Murphy down, the inventor’s hand reaching below the workbench. 

 

“Me and Shamus was framed!”  Murphy exclaimed. “Me and him are innocent.” 

  

“Which is why yer hand was holding this!”  Thomas said, pulling up Murphy’s hand, grabbing the pistol 

from it.    

 

“It’s not loaded!”  Murphy exclaimed.   

 

“Yes,” yer right,” Thomas said.  “But,” he grunted, loading bullets into it.  “It is now.” 

 

Thomas gave Robert the loaded weapon, motioning for him to do the kill. 

 

“No,” Robert said.   

 

“Why not?” Thomas demanded of his student.  
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“Too much noise,” Robert’s reply. 

 

“Indeed, yes,” Thomas said, with pride.  “Better with this!”  he whispered to his partner, placing a knife 

from under his coat into Robert’s hand.   

 

“I’m innocent!”  Murphy grunted, then tried to yell.   “Let me go!” he said, punching Thomas in the belly 

then grabbing another revolver from the table.   

 

Robert came to his partner’s rescue.  The fight was as ill-defined as Robert’s plan as to what to do next.  

It ended with the knife landing between Murphy’s ribs, causing a river of blood flowing out of it.   

 

“That’s two down, Robert, by your own firm hand!” Thomas said with pride to his nephew.  “And three, 

maybe more, to go,”  he continued, grabbing ten revolvers from the work bench, then a fistful of bullets, 

slipping them into a sace under his coat.  Then giving two more hand held killing machines to Robert. 

 

Robert put the revolvers in a safe and hidden place under his coat, contemplating what it would feel like 

to find and kill the next three ‘innocent’ murderers on the list.  Neglecting Thomas’ ‘maybe more’ 

comment regarding the next minions of evil he would be given the honor of sending to hell. 
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CHAPTER 10 

 

To be a big shot in New Jersey meant nothing in New York.  Everything in New Jersey, the ‘Garden State’ 

was a second rate copy of what was going on in Manhattan or even the Bronx and Brooklyn, including 

the gardens.  But there were a few things that New Jerseyites were better at than their smarter and 

more accomplished sibling rivals across the Hudson, for the northern half of the Garden State that is.   

Though less densely populated with people and factories than New York, Northern Jersey, and most 

particularly the city of Patterson, produced more black soot and foul smelling toxins into the air than 

New York  did, despite the attempts of rich New Yorkers to keep Jersey clean and uncluttered enough to 

be a place for cooperative recreation rather than  competitive industry.    It also produced more human 

noise, and blood on the streets, particularly when Irish and German immigrant laborers decided that 

slaving away for 14 hours a day, six days a week, with the ‘fringe benefit’ of losing an arm, leg or eye due 

to ‘industrial accidents’ was not what they crossed they left the old country for.   

 

Following making a clean getaway with a quick change of wardrobe, after delivering appropriate justice 

to murderer number two at the Colt Weapons Shop which was on its way to becoming a factory, Robert, 

as a priest, and Thomas, as a Nun, viewed an abnormality which was becoming more of a normality on 

both sides of the Hudson River.  Robert was familiar with seeing poorly paid laborers of all ages shuffle 

into the workplace at dawn, and emerge twelve hours after dark as soot covered ghosts barely able to 

ambulate or breath.   Such was what he remembered from his father taking him to ‘the soon to be taken 

over by common sense and me, and you one day’ competitor’s’ factories in Dublin, London and 

Edinburgh, the cranking of loud machinery drowning out any thoughts in one’s brain and everything else 

during the day.    What Robert didn’t expect was seeing nothing coming out of the chimneys or and no 

machinery noise in his ears from the Jefferson Machinery and Textile Factory here.  

 

Robert didn’t recognize the song of unity sung by the striking white and black workers outside the gates 

to the factory which they had barricaded with locked chains.  Their requests and demands were clearly 

denoted on the signs they carried.  ‘  They included  ‘A ten hour day.’   ‘A fair wage’.  And, as held by no 

less than five workers missing a leg or arm, two of them no more than ten years old, ‘No more ‘industrial 

accidents’ on the job’.  A tall man walking up to a podium in front of the crowd climbing up two apple 

carts, receiving applause from the crowd.   Jeers from well dressed onlookers penetrated the air, 

referring to him an  ‘Anarchist’  .’Communist’  and ‘.Terrorist’. 

 

“They forgot murderer and rapist,”  Father Robert growled to Sister Thomas through a fake beard 

regarding Conan Doyle, who was ‘the brains’ behind the renegade squad of five St. Patrick’s Fire 

enforcers who killed Robert’s mother according to the likeness of him made in Cork, the illustrator’s 

descriptor and the newspaper article about Mary Leary’s murder.   
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“Being a Labor Union organizer will deliver to him a more painful death than you or I ever could,”  

Thomas whispered to Robert.  He pointed to a detachment of exceptionally large men bearing clubs and 

carting sawed off shotguns, partly clad in US Army uniforms,  approaching at a deliberate and slow 

military march.  “Probably Watchmen, hired by the owners of the factory to keep those gates open.  And 

replace those strikers with…” 

 

“Whites scabs and….?”  Robert said as he took note of the thin, gaunt men behind the enforcers hired to 

keep order in a city that had not yet established a  publically funded and legal Police Force.  “And black 

ones?” he said, taking note of the skin color on no less than half of the replacement workers.   

 

“Freed Negros, maybe some runaway slaves.  Who after they come out of the factory after a hard day’s 

work one day for less wages than the White Irish or Germans, will be lynched.   And as for the Irish and 

German scabs guarded by the strike breakers….as was said in private in ancient Rome…”    

 

“Divide et vince,”  Robert said, not intentionally trying to show off his education. 

 

“Divide and conquer, then replace it with law, order and civilization,”  Thomas related.  “And as for Union 

busting…that’s part of our job description as Coppers, I’m afraid.   As we both remember all too well,” 

 

“And what if we law enforcers want to form a Union?” Robert shot back, recalling how he was called 

upon and was with a detachment called upon to ‘disperse’ as crowd of ‘terrorist ruffians’, thankful that 

the protesters fled before getting arrested, or worse.   “Yeah, what if we Coppers decided to form a 

Union, given the risks we take and compromises we have to make for Tammany Hall and whoever their 

bosses are?” 

 

“Hmm,” the reply, Thomas scratching his chin.  “May have something there.  But in the meantime….the 

opera ain’t over till the orchestra stops playin’.”    

 

Thomas referred his apprentice to the event at hand.  The strikers kept singing, now in harmony, 

conducted by Doyle, who sang along with lyrics in German, Gaelic and English.   Getting louder and 

louder with each rotten tomato thrown at him.   As the company of strike busters marched forward, 

extending their weapons, ready to fire at the protestors.  The Protestors facing them, seemed to be 

prepared to die.  But in the meantime, they used their most effective offensive weapon---staring them 

down, relating with their determination the suggestion that everyone would be better off if they lay 

down their arms.    That moment of transformation was not reached.  The strike breakers took up aimed 

the business end of their guns at the workers, their leader counting them down from five.   By the count 

of two, the tension  between those prepared for a noble death and those who would deliver it to them 



 

46 
 

was broken up by a four gunshots fired into the air in rapid succession.  Fired by none other than Sister 

Thomas, standing up on an apple cart, inviting Robert to join him. 

 

“For the love of God, stop this!”  Sister Thomas spouted out in a convincing voice not revealing his true 

gender.    “Father Leary needs to say a prayer, a blessing before this festivity of bloodshed commences,” 

he continued, pointing to Robert.  “Or we’ll have to…”   Thomas pulled out two more Colt revolvers from 

his robes, super weapons relative to whatever anyone else had.  “Lord knows I got as many shots in here 

as fools who try to do anything foolish, and today is hereby declared the Sabbath.  A needed holiday 

Sabbath.  And as the Lord said to Moses, honor the Sabbath and keep it holy.   As we ALL needs a day off 

from bein’ destructive to each other,” he said, in a perfect imitation of the Sisters of ‘Mercy’ who beat 

you to a pulp if you didn’t obey them.  Something Robert experienced during his brief experience in 

Catholic intermediate school. 

 

“What the fuck do I say?”  Robert whispered to his mentor, and perhaps fellow convict on the gallows. 

 

“Bullshit baffles brains,” Thomas related, in Latin.   “And music sooths the savage breast,” he continued. 

 

With that, Father Robert leaped on top of the apple box platform.    He sang a non-sense song to the 

tune of the lullaby his mother sang to him when trying to go to sleep, or wake up to a better world in the 

realm of consciousness  after having a horrible nightmare.    Doyle joined in, with a large smile. 

 

The mass shooting, worker’s revolution or noble speech deliveries would have to happen a different day.   

It became a musical day, enlightened onlookers and members of both sides of the strike broke out 

harmonicas, flutes and drums.   But, deception could only last so long. 

 

“Free drinks and food on the house all around, at the Wildcat Tavern,”  Sister Thomas announced 

pointing to an open saloon across the street.  “Courtesy of the Monsignor and Mayor!”     

 

“And the governor!”   Robert added.  

 

“No!”  the impeccably dressed  very male owner of the establishment yelled out as he ran out the door. 
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“Yes!”  yelled out five scantily clad young  overworked and underpaid female entertainers as well as 

three older women who had been put out to enslaved pasture as laundresses and cleaning wenches.   

The onslaught of women overpowered the one man who, up till now, had complete control of them.   

 

Enough members of the crowds about to become mobs decided that getting hammered and fed before 

winning an ideological battle to convince the rest of their ‘congregations’.   Only three people remained 

on the deserted battleground.    

 

 “Thank you, Sister,” Doyle said to Thomas as he approached him.  “We live to fight another day,” he said, 

in Gaelic.  “To serve…” 

 

“…Justice,”  Thomas said, pushing Doyle into an alley, while not being seen by anyone else.  Robert 

followed, pulling a dagger out from under his Cossack.    

 

Thomas shed his sisterly garb, using it to hold Doyle’s mouth shut, then hogtied his hands behind his 

back.  Then secured the Union Organizer to a post in the shadows of the alley guarded by vermen, 

shielded from the world around it by brick walls.   “Ya see any witnesses?”  Thomas asked Robert. 

 

“Them,”  Robert said, noting rats approaching, no doubt anticipating the delight of another meal of 

human flesh.  “And him,” he continued staring into Doyle’s eyes.  Robert saw something unexpected in 

them.   Something he didn’t know what to do with.   A man who was willing to die for a cause he 

believed in.   A man who is at peace with what he did in life, more prepared for death than any criminal 

or martyr Robert witnessed on the gallows. 

 

“Get on with it!”  Thomas said.  “What are you waiting for?” 

 

“For him to confess his sins,”  Robert grunted.   “Before we send him to hell….or wherever.” 

 

“If by whatever you mean heaven, then yer grossly mistaken.   Remember what he did!”   

 

Thomas recounted the details about Robert’s mothers death, with the love of a brother in law and the 

gory descriptors of a top notch novelist.    It was enough for Robert to remember his pledge to avenge 

his saintly mother’s death, and recall that even she said that his greatest flaw was not seeing evil when it 

was smack in front of his eyes.   And with that final image of Doyle supervising the rape, murder and 
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mutilation of his mother, the son honored the mother’s memory by slitting her murderer’s throat.   Then 

cutting him down from the post, his dying body plunking on the cold, cobblestone ground. 

 

“Ya did what needed doing,”  Thomas said, assuring Robert that he did the right thing.  “Your father 

would be proud of you,” he continued. 

 

“My father, and your brother, who is, where?”  Robert asked. 

 

Thomas indulged himself in a long pause, staring into the space, then to the bloody ground where rats 

were imbibing in the ‘blood soup’ course spilling out of Doyle’s neck, preparing to dine on the rest of him 

on their own time, under a pile of garbage that was indistinguishable from that Doyle’s body would 

become very soon..  “Your father’s where he’s supposed to be, as are you.” 

 

“And are you where you are…supposed to be?”  Robert challenged. 

 

“I Goddamn well hope so,” Thomas’ reply, after which he crossed himself.  After collecting himself, he 

looked at his pocket-watch.   “The ferry back to our side of the river’s leaving at first light tomorrow,”  he 

noted.   “And I hope to hell, and heaven, that we don’t need to use these superweapons to meet it in 

time,” he said regarding the bagful of Colt Revolvers.   

 

It assured Robert that his ‘shoot first and ask questions later’ Copper Uncle was of a mind and heart to 

do as little harm as necessary to get back home.  But as for where that home was, and on which side of 

legalities it lay, that was another question.  One that would require answering very soon, for both 

immigrants. 
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CHAPTER 11 

 

His name was Rian Walsh, his Christian name being derived from Celtic pagan roots meaning ‘little king’.  

Though small in stature, he could bring men nearly twice his size to the ground with his boxing skills.  

And with his gift for oration and psychological manipulation, convince even the most dedicated Catholic 

man or woman to commit suicide, the most unforgivable sin in the Papal rule book which guaranteed 

you a place in hell and denied you the right to be buried in any Christian cemetery.    

 

Such was the profile Thomas Leary described regarding murderer number 4 to Robert as they progressed 

on horseback to Washington Heights, the most northern area of Manhattan where hold outs from 

previous centuries made their stand to live amidst cultures not their own.  They included descendants of 

the Dutch who exhausted themselves working their farmland as well as hunting for wildlife in the still 

wild woodlands, and worked even harder to keep ‘building improvements’ confined to the ‘industrial 

wasteland’ below 14th Street.   Those overcrowded neighborhoods where you could become someone 

you weren’t and somehow not be found by anyone.   

 

“So, how did you find out that Rian Walsh changed his name to Wesley Rand?”  Robert asked Thomas.  

“Besides ‘connections’.” 

 

“Something more than that, Officer and one day before you know it, Captain Leary,”  Thomas’ reply as he 

turned his horse to a left fork of a ‘road’ barely wide enough to lead two goats, according to the map he 

had drawn out the night before.        

 

“MORE connections?”  Robert inquired, evoking an admiring smile from his Uncle.   “From the haves in 

Greenwich Village, the have nots in and around Five points  or the sometimes have and sometimes don’t 

have farmers north of 23rd street?”.  Who are all capable of sending us into a trap?   And maybe don’t 

take kindly to be bossed around, robbed from, and being looked down on by Coppers?” 

 

Thomas’ silence told Robert that the answer to all of those questions was ‘yes’.   Except for the answer to 

the next question which arose when they reached the farm Wesley Rand had purchased.   It was the 

largest with regard to amount of land--- 200 acres.   The house on it was three stories tall, more 

impressive than any landlord’s mansion Robert remembered from his now distant boyhood in Ireland.   

But there was something odd about it relative to the reports from the City Hall Land Office and the local 

farmers here scratching out a living in less opulent dwellings.  Half of the house and a quarter of the 

buildings looked like they had been stages for battlegrounds between two well armed and destruction 

obsessed armies. Or perhaps initiated by a deranged masochist inside bent on destroying the hard work 

he had done and paid more than a pretty penny to have been built. .   
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A third or more of the fields were sprouting weeds rather than crops, the kind that pop up after a fire 

has been set there.   A large portion of the livestock were in corals, bandaged up, limping rather than 

walking, gobbling down food as if they had been starved nearly to extinction.   

 

Thomas pulled back hard on the reins of his horse, yelling ‘halt’ in every language he knew to the mare 

who the stable-hand in Greenwich Village said was the gentlest in the herd.   Finally, the mare stop at the 

gate, throwing its rider onto the ground under a sign bearing a shamrock with Gaelic writing above it 

what spelt ‘Freedom’.  Robert tugged back with the most gentle ease on ‘Thunder’, a proud cut gelding 

famous for returning home without a rider,  whispering ‘ho, please’, allowing for a far less dramatic 

dismount.   

 

A grey haired Negro sporting an oversized handlebar mustache clad as an English butler above the waist 

and a seasoned Texas ranchhand from his oversized rodeo belt down came out of the Big House to greet 

the two emotionally mismatched Coppers.  Coppers who were trying their best to look like Texas 

cowboys on a trip North to buy the best horses available.   “Can I help you gentlemen?” he said, every 

syllable reeking of unshakable self respect, with a heavy Dublin accent.   

 

“Where’s the boss?”   Thomas blurtered out, knowing enough to not refer to the greeter as Nigger or 

Boy, but seeming to want to. 

 

“The man whose name is on the deed for this place,” Robert said, deciding to not hide his somewhat 

recognizable Irish diction. 

 

“That would be me,” the Black as coal greeter said.  Behind him, laborers emerged out of two doors in 

the mansion, and the barn, tending to the fields.   All of them were White, clad and carrying themselves 

as poorly as the Black laborers Robert saw  on the last three farms in this City where slavery was officially 

illegal.  They took to their positions behind plows, chopping wood. “This place got signed over to me 

when the previous owner, well,…”…The greeter pulled in his lips, nodded his head with affirmation 

regarding a bad memory he was looking at behind his eyes,…”Took sick,”  he continued, “God help him.”  

He crossed himself in the Catholic manner with an open palm, right to left shoulder, three times. 

 

“Is this him?”  Robert asked, showing the new boss the sketch of Rian Walsh, hiding the writing under his 

name descripting him as a rapist, murderer and terrorist.    Pride on his clean shaven face, with the 

arrogance that comes by being cursed to live a life where everything comes too easy.  “Is this the last 

owner of this place which looks like you’ve been resurrecting to its full glory?  A fuller glory than we 

were told it has>  The man who took sick, is he Rian Walsh, or maybe you knew him as Wesley Rand?”  
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“That was him,” the Negroid Master of the estate said, his pity seeming to be real.   

 

“Where is he now?”  Robert inquired. 

 

“His mind…maybe a better place than any of ours are in,”  the reply. 

 

“His body!”  Thomas blasted into the interchange, as impatient as he was angry at the Negros coming up 

North taking away jobs from those of his own skin color, and ancestral origin.   “Bo…” 

 

Before Thomas could spit out ‘boy’, Robert stomped on his foot.  

 

The new Negro owner of the property shared a smile with Robert.    It was retracted when Thomas 

looked at and into him.  “Where is the…former owner who ‘took sick’?   We need to know.”  Thomas 

pulled out a fistful of money.   “We have…family business to discuss with him.” 

 

“Which he won’t understand,” the Black skinned ‘Lord of the Manor’ blasted at ‘cowboy’ Thomas.  “But 

you can take that money and stick it…..!!!!” 

 

“---Away, in his pocket?” Robert suggested, short circuiting the suggestion to ram it up his ass. 

 

“Yes, put it back into your pocket, Sir,” the Dark skinned man said to the White skinned one, whose face 

was turning an angry shade of red.   “Or give it to the people who are taking care of him, and others like 

him.  I can give you his location.” 

 

Upon seeing that Thomas put the money back into his pocket.  The Mansion Owner pulled out a pencil 

from his pocket and a piece of paper.   “He’s better at talking than listening,” he said while writing the 

address down.  “And when he talks, listen to what he means more than what he says.”   He handed the 

note to Robert, who was able to get a sufficient glance of it before it got snatched by Thomas.   

 

Thomas proceeded to get on the horse, from the left side of the animal.  It landed him on the ground.  

“So, I see you got an obstinate horse there” 
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“No…an Irish trained one,” Robert said, mounting Thunder on the right side with easy.  “Little trick that 

we did with our equine companions so they wouldn’t get mounted and stolen by English or Scottis horse 

thieves.”   

 

“Which Wesley, Rian or whoever, taught our horses,”  the new manager and owner of the farm said. 

“Until he…”   Tears flowed down the Black Landlord’s face. 

 

“Until he what?”  Roberta inquired, gently.   

 

“You’ll see,” the reply. “And if you don’t, you’re blind.  Which I hope you’re not.  Too much blindness in 

this world.  Specially with for those who have two good eyes but still don’t see.   But, give him this, 

please,”   The new manager of the farm pulled a pouch from his pocket, handing it to Robert.  

“Unopened!” he demanded.  After which a bell rung behind him above the attic of the house, 

summoning him back to work, play, contemplation or, for all Robert knew, prayer. 
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CHAPTER 12 

 

The grounds outside the Bloomingdale Insane Asylum were covered with beautiful flowers containing all 

of the colors nature allowed its botanical players to display, surrounded by lawns which were impeccably 

kept, most by the patients.   When weeds decided to sprout amongst the picture perfect gardens, they 

were spotted quickly, pulled out and exported to the burn barrel.   The architectural design of the 

building that housed 30 men and now an equal number of women in need of cures for diseases that 

manifested only between the ears rivaled any mansions in Manhattan or chateaus in Europe.  The 

clientele were all White, most from families of means with respectable ancestries.   How and why an 

Irishman, from Ireland, was privileged to become one of its patients baffled Robert.   But, as he recalled, 

the tradition in the British Isles was to put its most dangerous to the status quo in these heavily guarded 

‘hospitals’, usually in private lodging. 

 

Of course, there was a procedure to visit patients that was beyond slipping money stolen from another 

party to the gatekeepers, or figuring out how one could blackmail said officials, or promising them that 

they could be promoted to positions they deserved at that institution or another one.   Such made 

Thomas a liability rather than an asset for finding, talking with and eliminating Rian Walsh.    Luckily, 

Robert knew how to pass himself off as a doctor and a hybrid English-American aristocrat.   His 

knowledge of animal anatomy and pathology allowed him to speak. ‘medicalese’ that was accurate to 

ears who knew them, and intimidate those whose education didn’t include learning it.   But discussion 

arose with the main ‘greeter’ at the door when he spotted the purse the new owner of Walsh’s farm 

insisted be given to his former boss unopened.   

 

“It’s something  confidential between a father and a son,” Robert said in a thick London English accent 

(identical to the one his father spoke) to the stern faced, blue uniformed, and heavily armed, admission 

officer proudly manning his desk. .  Such never failed to intimidate any American into believing that 

bullshit spoken with ‘the King’s diction’ into submission.   However, an American gatekeeper could get 

angry.   Or, like his ancestors 80 years ago, make war against the British advance.  In this case, it could 

result in Robert and his elderly assistant Thomas being admitted to the ‘hospital’ as patients.   A hospital 

with the latest techniques to treat maladies of the mind from which NO one as a sane or Alive person 

‘after’ treatment.   At least without their spirit being broken, sedated or killed outright.    

 

While the head guard scanned his notebook to identify where Rian Walsh was situated, Robert let his 

mind theoretically drift in the ‘let’s try a new morality’ motif employed by satire writers because it is 

‘interesting’.  Like the articles in the British press that called for cannibalism of Irish born babies because 

of the nutrition value they provided, and having less mouths to feed at Christmas dinner.  Certainly then, 

cold showers, blood letting, emetics that made you barf your guts out and evacuate everything lingering 

in your bowels, opium, isolation cages and straight jackets were effective in converting  people who saw 

the world differently than everyone else into ‘normal citizens’.   Compliant ones.  Ones who were easily 

turned into happy and useful idiots.    
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‘Doctor Robert’ saw all of it from and within patients who stared at and into him when guided to Walsh’s 

private room where he was receiving new kind of therapy.  He and Thomas were guided through  dimly 

lit windowless labyrinths whose walls all looked alike.  Robert tried to remember where they started 

from in case that would be the getaway, all the while listening to how patients are being ‘protected from 

themselves’ with the latest medical technique.    Robert spouted out improvised on the spot new 

techniques, drugs and theories about abnormal personalities adding references to fictional facilities, and 

scientists that seemed to impress the guard, who turned out to be the administer in charge of the 

facility.   It was nothing new to Robert at this point, as he had been around so many lying suspects and 

witnesses that he learned the art of deception by sheer osmosis.   

 

“And your cousin is in here, Doctor Leary,” the head ‘administrator’ said to Robert as he opened a thick, 

steel door, motioning for him and his assistant to enter.   Rian Walsh sat on a three and a half legged 

chair, a large tree stump on front of which he was using as a table, his back to the door of his no frills, 

windowless private ‘office’, his hair matted. .   With a dulled tip pencil he was writing feverishly on paper, 

the previous pages on the ground in a knee deep pile.   He spoke in a language Robert didn’t recognize to 

someone or something on the featureless wall in front of him.    

 

“No one knows what language he’s speaking,” the administrator related.  “Or writing,” he continued, 

showing Robert and Thomas samples of his literary output that spilled towards the floor.  “Can you make 

sense of it, Doctor Leary?  It looks like some kind of ancient alphabet.”   

  

“It is,” Robert noted, maintaining and expanding the fake story about himself and others, which the once 

truth-valuing crusader for effective compassion was now in the habit of enjoying .  “A few words in  

Gaelic and…the rest, something else.  And as for that something else.  Maybe me and my linguistic 

expert here, Thomas, can determine what he’s trying to say to the world.   We’ll need some time with 

him alone, though.” 

 

“Sure, we’ll be outside the door., to keep an eye on what you’re doing.   So we can, maybe use your new 

innovative techniques, from…all those professors you talked about and worked with in Europe, Doctor 

Leary,” the administrator offered. 

 

“He sees you looking at him, these techniques won’t work!”   Robert shot back   “We’ll talk to him here.     

Doctor patient confidentiality, please.” 

 

“Or in the woods on the perimeter of the grounds?”  Thomas offered.  “He seems to think he is a Druid.  

A man who worships tree gods, Doctor Leary.” 
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“Yes, he does,” Robert added.   He turned to administrator.  “If we do this, is there a back door to this 

place?” 

 

“Sure,” the administrator said, drawing him a map.   “But I’d like to talk with you about what you’ve 

done, so we can do it for other patients.  Which any of us can be if we show too much of ourselves to the 

wrong people.”      

 

“Amen to that,” Robert said, finding common ground with people who would have to lie to in the service 

of the truth. 

 

The Administrator left the ‘suite’, leaving the door opened just a crack to, as he claimed anyway, ‘let in 

some air’ and assure that his esteemed medical expert visitors would be ‘able to make a quick exit in 

case the patient goes loco throughbred on you’.  The latter making sense, of course to Robert, who 

narrowly avoided not reaching his 15th birthday with closing the stalls doors when with spirited horses .   

And as for the Administrator eaves dropping in on the conversation with Walsh, that presented a 

problem. 

 

The patient turned around, confirming that facially he matched the description of Rian Walsh.   

“Welcome, my friends,” he said to Robert and Thomas.   “Allow me the honor of introducing you to my 

other guests,” he continued making the introduction to his imaginary friends living as ghosts in the wall. 

“Nicholi Rasmitin, an inventor from St. Petersburg, Sean Collins, journalist from Dublin who gathered 

hard evidence that Queen Victoria loved women more than men and her husband Albert’s wardrobe had 

more dresses than trousers, and, of course, Jesus, who was on his way West to find twelve good Indian 

disciples who would rebuild his church all of the White ones somehow perverted everything he said and 

taught.  And you are?”  he finally inquired of Robert and Thomas.   

 

Robert introduced himself as  ‘Doctor Bob’, referring to Thomas as his cultural and scientific advisor.  

Thomas added “linguist who is fluent in more languages than any doctor, including the one he is 

speaking, and writing in.”   He helped himself to the latest pages of the grand opus Walsh had written.   

“Brilliant stuff here,” he said.  “The emotions and agendas jump out at you from the page.” 

 

“See!”  Walsh said to Jesus, Collins and Rasmiten, with pride, in English.  “They understand what I did, 

and why I’m going to do when I get out of here next week.”  He appended the claim with an improvised 

sermon as if leading a congregation of thousands, in a language Robert did not recognize.   
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“He’s writing in Arabic, using some English and some Gaelic letters, and speaking in Farsi.   Picked both 

up when I was in the Army in the Middle East,” Thomas whispered to Robert, loud enough for the 

Administrator outside the door to hear, if he indeed was listening, or cared.   With the most recent pages 

of Walsh’s book, he continued.  “He’s writing here that he’s been…‘Called by God to kill rich Aristocrat 

ladies married to Capitalist English industrialists.’   That he ‘enjoyed sending Mary Leary, Eleanor 

Rothman and Diana Peterson to hell, with bodies that are ugly as the policies them and their husbands 

are inflicting on the rest of us.’   The details of the rape, the tools they used to mutilate them afterwards 

and places he personally inserted the daggers match the newspaper articles about it.” 

 

“And what’s he saying?”  Robert demanded to know.    

 

“That he’s calling in these three imaginary friend to organize a new revolution,”  Thomas related. “With 

trusted soldiers who are still on this side of the veil.  Terrorist attacks on Dublin, London and New York.  

Starting with the Northern areas of Manhattan, which….” 

 

“---Will not happen here!”  the Administrator said, rushing in, followed by three guards a foot taller and 

twice as muscular as he was.   They restrained Walsh in handcuffs around his wrists, then slapped 

shackles on his ankles. 

 

“What did I do?” the patient, and soon to be prisoner, asked Thomas, the Administrator and finally 

Robert.  With eyes that, to Robert, seemed confused and, yes, innocent.    

 

“You know what you did,” Thomas grunted into his shocked face.   He detailed the events reported in the 

newspaper regarding Mary’s death, convincing Walsh, in his altered state self identifying himself as 

someone other than himself, that he actually did it.  Particularly when he pointed out to the prisoner, 

the jailor and the ‘fake doctor’ that he has testimonials from Doctors and Nurses in Ireland that 

confirmed that he sleepwalks, as well as having split personality disorder.    

 

“So, maybe you can tie me down when I go to sleep, or let me talk to my other personality that did these 

horrible things,” Walsh pleaded.   “Things that, yes, maybe I should pay for.   Because, as the Bible says, if 

your left eye sees evil and your right hand does evil, you should blind yourself in both eyes and cut off 

both hands,”   he turned to ‘Jesus’ inside the window he has drawn on the wall.  “Right?” 

 

Walsh waited for an answer, then was presented with a knife by Thomas.   The Old Cop looked to the 

young Copper, whose thinking, logical and usually kind brain was possessed by unbridled rage.     
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“Yes, Doctor Bob,” Thomas said to Robert.  “Time to cut out the cancer.  Cull the herd.  And save a lot of 

cows, calves and people.”   He turned to the Adminstrator.  “Right?” 

 

The legal witness to whatever would happen next took in a deep breath, then let it out, slowly.  

“Gentlemen,” the head administrator said to the guards and Thomas.  “And Doctor,” he continued to 

Robert with a respectful bow.   “We have specialized medication here that eliminates contagious 

pathologies,” he said, pulling out a syringe from his pocket, giving it to Robert.  “As a doctor, you know 

best how to put it into the right vein.” 

 

“He does,” Thomas said.  He turned to Walsh.  “Consider it a mercy killing.  Painless and fast.” 

 

“Yes, painless and fast,”  Walsh conceded, opening up is arm for the injection.  “Anything else I should 

know before I…you know…?” 

 

Robert’s mind was too cluttered with vengeance and confusing, conflicting thoughts to provide a 

profound answer in keeping with his fake role as a doctor, or his still not dead life agenda to become a 

real one.    He instructed the assistants around him to hold down the patient who was now a temporary 

prisoner, while Walsh spoke to his three imaginary friends, asking them why all of this was happening.   

Robert yelled to all of them to shut up, then administered the elixir that would end Walsh’s and his own 

misery, in a procedural matter that he did so many times when saving sick animals from an agonizing life 

by providing a quick death. 

 

As the life went out of Walsh’s eyes, Robert felt yet another part of his own soul dying.  He dared to look 

into the lifeless ocular portholes of the fourth murderer of his mother, and mothers of who knows how 

many others.  “You’re next,” he felt coming out of Walsh’s soul as it left his body.   Not in anger but, as 

hard, cold fact.  

 

But there was one item that had to be resolved before the ‘accidental overdose’ situation would be filed 

away in an institution that needed the bed for a patient who they, maybe, perhaps could help.   

Hopefully a rich one whose family would make a contribution to the facility.    “You said that you had a 

pouch which Walsh was to receive unopened.  Given to you by…who, Doctor Bob?” 

 

“A black gentleman who inherited his farm,” Robert related.   
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“Isaac,” the Administrator said.  “Who said he’d build up what his boss, or maybe Master, tore apart with 

his own hands.  For reasons that, well, maybe doctors or policemen smarter than us can figure out.” 

 

“Yeah,”  Robert replied, hoping that mentioning of ‘policemen’ would not lead to the still unnamed 

Administrator investigating Robert and Thomas’ activities while, officially anyway, protecting and serving 

the public. 

 

“So, what’s in the pouch?”  the administrator asked. 

 

“Something that maybe should go back to Isaac.   Unopened,”  Robert asserted.   

 

With that, Doctor Bob and Linguist Tom made their exit from the cell.  Then they proceeded towards the 

front door, losing their way three times past a plethora of patients who deserved a mercy killing, no 

matter what they did before being admitted to the institute.  Finally they were breathing fresh air, as 

free men.  Free, for the moment anyway. 
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CHAPTER 12 

 

Upon return to home base in New York, Thomas Leary had to do some creative lying to his American 

born and bred Captain regarding the delayed arrival back to his post.   As for why he forfeited his 

trademark beard and handlebar mustache, the reason he gave was that shedding such was an offering to 

his departed boyhood friend, a custom of in the county they grew up in.   As for if he knew anything 

about what happened in Patterson, New Jersey that was projected to be known as the Jefferson factory 

massacre, he confessed to knowing nothing.   As for what he brought back from the Garden State--- “a 

healthy appreciation for the Empire State”.  And rumors about the real reason why the presumably 

untalented New York Nine beat the better coached Knickerbockers in the first baseball game ever 

officially played in Hoboken 21 to 1, connecting it to fixed boxing matches, cock fights and Columbia vs 

Yale rowing races.    

 

As for the Colt revolvers, a portion of the soon to be mass manufactured, earmarked to go to the 

American Army and Texas Rangers in the inevitable invasion of Mexico to acquire half of its territory,  

Thomas chose to keep all of the weapons obtained in his private locker at home.  To be used only by him 

and his most trusted officers which, for now, included Robert. He also kept in the safe behind the portrait 

of the Prince of Peace and his virgin mother, the blueprints he seized for the first firearm which could be 

fired 6 times without reloading, as well as the new ‘machine gun’ which would not bear Murphy’s name 

after they were constructed.    

 

But, it was back to the ‘normal’ business of protecting and serving the citizens, and if possible, 

immigrants, residing in New York City, showing off to the world that an organized, government funded 

police department would civilize the American Nation, one industrializing city at a time.   Sgt Thomas 

shared with Robert the bribes obtained from shop owners who violated new bylaws made up on the 

spot and uptown married tycoons caught with their pants down with downtown whores.   And extra 

taxes collected during the day for ‘special protection’ from thieves who robbed them at night.  Thieves, 

of course, who were the same Coppers who charged them special protection services.  It was an old trick 

the Imperial Russian Army pulled off so successfully when convincing ‘pagan’ natives in Siberia to 

become pulled into and indebted to the Christian Czar.   And special units of the British Army did in 

Ireland.   “We’re just investing the funds we get without consulting the rule book so we can make it a 

better city for all of us, eventually,” and “keeping hard earned good fortune in the family” were Thomas’ 

reason for working on both sides of the law, as Robert became the richest entry level Cop in the City.  

 

Robert contributed most of the ‘supplemental unofficial salary’ he got working with his uncle to those 

who he thought were in most need, and most particularly to people in need who would share the 

‘anonymous lottery money’ with horses, dogs, cats and pigs.   He applied his biological knowledge 

passed down by his mother and self-taught to himself to treating sick and injured people as well as 

animals, requiring as payment the absolute secrecy that he did it.   Luckily, no one reported that his 

medical interventions killed or maimed anyone.  It was in keeping with the credo that everyone gives 
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according to their abilities and takes according to their needs, with as much compassion for strangers 

and foreigners as friends, blood relations and countrymen.  Applying it did tax Robert’s ability to assess 

real need and real abilities with the kind of mathematics he was very bad at in Ireland.  Whether him 

becoming a clandestine ‘Robin Hood in the neighborhood’ was because of wanting to see his mother in 

heaven, entry being ‘as difficult as a camel going through the eye of a needle’ according to a Jesus he 

admired as well as feared, or so he could feel justified about how easy it was to rob hard earned cash 

downtown as well as illegally obtained uptown, he didn’t know.  Or maybe it was something his mother 

did all too often, particularly when his still ‘getting things ready to elevate the Leary reputation and 

recoup stolen assets’ father wasn’t looking.   

 

Robert took up private (which in itself was a luxury for most immigrants) lodging in a modest apartment 

just outside of Five Points, clad as a common worker and hard working Cop when on the job and off it.  

He never overspent whatever money he kept for himself, since he knew first hand that the only way to 

keep your money in this City was to hide it.  And the only way to remain at a job that allowed you to live 

like a king was to appear to be a, for now anyway, adequately but not over-fed peasant.    

 

Uncle Thomas offered Robert liquor and women, admiring the lad for abstaining from such things that 

can ‘bring a smart and upwardly moving man to ruin before he knew it’.  He insisted that his nephew 

pretend to drink, fuck and beat up others so that no one would think that the bookish newbie Cop was a 

fag.   But there were two topics which street educated Uncle did not discuss with book smart Nephew.    

The whereabouts and activities of his father, “Big John’ Leary, and his departed mother, Mary.    

 

Silences regarding this issue lasted weeks as summer heat gave way to a crisp, all too brief fall, with a 

soon rapidly approaching winter that would freeze the ground.  Such would halt construction with picks 

and shovels.  Or use of such tools to bury his mother in Green-Wood Cemetery, as she requested in a 

Will that had been stolen from ‘Uncle Patrick Collins’, the deliverer of mail as well as her preserved body 

to Robert on the fateful day when he said goodbye to his old life and home country.   And master cabinet 

maker as well as amateur chemist in his spare time who infused Mary Clinton Leary’s corpse with arsenic 

as well as something that emerged when he exposed methanol to air and silver at high temperatures 

that preserved the shape, texture and color of any biological tissue it encountered.   It smelled awful to 

any nostrils of live humans it encountered and, theoretically anyway, would discourage worms or other 

scavengers from dining on the flesh.   The coffin containing Mary’s body and the belongings Partrick 

Collins saw fit for her to take to the afterlife remained in her brother in law’s root cellar, a room which 

could maintain winter conditions even during one of the hottest summers of the year until such time 

that Robert’s father would appear.  And the grounds keeper at the Greenwood Cemetery could be paid 

with a sufficient bribe so that Mary could rest in peace in the Clinton Mausoleum or, failing that, the 

ground next to it.   Something that her still living, and still richer than anyone in Great Neck, Long Island,  

parents refused to allow.    
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“If the carrot don’t work, there’s always the stick”  Kate, If that was her real name, the most valuable and 

effective Amazonian Warrior in the Dead Rabbits said to Robert after relating the frustration he had with 

what seemed to be a simple task at the Lion’s Den Tavern.   An establishment well above her ‘caste’ 

where he began buying her dinner, then dinner and drinks.   Such required buying her expensive 

wardrobe that would allow her entry into the establishment without nouveau-riche immigrants (the 

most vicious kind) staring at her with disgust.    Special treatment for informants that, officially anyway, 

was part of the mission of finding out if the Dead Rabbits were a gang of anarchists out to destroy New 

York, or an unofficially allowed gang of Irish ‘Watchmen’ who did a better job policing nativist thugs like 

the Bowry Boys than the Coppers could do, or did.    In exchange, Kate offered to help Robert with his 

personal and professional, problems, particularly when they became ‘familial’ ones. 

 

“Me and the lads can pay a visit ta Lord and Lady Clinton and inform them that their reputation is best 

preserved if your Ma is buried where she wanted to be, insteada us finding stories or makin’ up stories 

about them that’ll blacken the Clinton name.  And of course we can steal anything we have to from their 

houses, banks and pockets, sending them to the houty toity hospitals they won’t allow any Irish folks 

into,” she said between bites of extra rare ‘bleeding on the plate’ roast beef paid for out of Robert’s own 

pocket.   “Better ta soil the reputation of the family name by puttin’ the remains of Mary, their rebel, 

Socialist daughter, in the ground next to the purer than God, Jesus and the Angels blue blood Capitalist, 

Imperialist pioneer descendants whose pedigree goes back ta them that slithered over here on the 

Mayflower.  Else we’d have ta dig them up or carve up some still livin’ Clintons and feed them ta the fish 

in Long Island Sound, hopin’ that the aquatic residents of this fair city don’t get too sick eatin’ up their 

defective brains and toxic hearts.” 

 

Robert chuckled at the joke, admiring, yet again, how wit and profound wisdom comes out of the 

mouths of the lowest class of people more than his own kind.   “Can’t do that, Kate,” Robert replied. 

 

“’’Cause that badge yer wearin’ over yer still not hardened the way it should be heart say’s it’s illegal?”  

she challenged.    

 

“Because it would be….immoral, and, my mother wouldn’t want that,”  he related, taking many pauses 

to be sure that the words coming out and the meaning behind them were both accurate, and right.   

 

“And how do YOU know what yer mother wouldn’t want, or doesn’t want?”   Kate challenged.  

“Somethin’ in the Will she wrote that got ‘lost’ somewhere?” 

 

“No,” Robert said, letting that thought incubate on its own terms, but concerned for the moment with 

something else.  “Because in my dreams, she told me that her blue blood family’s ignorance and 

resulting cruelty to everyone else, including each other, is due to a disease the Indians here have a name 
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for that I suppose applies to all of us Palefaces.  Munios.  Those who have gone mad in the pursuit of 

money.” 

 

“And madder and crueler still after they make more money, wantin’ and needin’ more,”   Kate added, 

recalling memories behind her blood shot yet still vibrant blue eyes Robert had the courtesy, and good 

sense, to not ask about until she was ready to tell him.   “Power’s like that too,” she continued.  “As God 

Almighty knows and continues to show.   His ‘Will’ as he gets absolute power bein’ to see that those of 

us on the bottom deserves ta get shit on by those on the top.  So, it’s time that maybe we keep our 

power, ‘cause God, Jesus and the probably raped by a camel driver she didn’t tell no one about Virgin 

Mary are out on a lunch break, that don’t look like it’s endin’ soon.” 

 

Robert nodded provisionally in approval.  He knew from an early age, and particularly having grown up in 

a country and kingdom where Protestants and Catholics would sooner send each other to hell, or 

heaven, before trying to resolve any theological differences.   

“’Cause after all, Heaven watches while earth works, right?”  the, for this ‘luncheoan’ anyway, 

impeccably clad slum protector who, when on ‘duty’, added barbs to her teeth so she could better bite 

into opponent’s flesh on the street offered. 

 

“True enough,”  Robert conceded. 

 

“And some work requires being the instrument of vengeance instead of its victim,”  she continued.  “Like 

sendin’ Keagan Kelly, murdering member of the Patrick’s Fire Five, who I hear you be looking for, ta hell.” 

 

“You know where he is!’   Robert gasped, regarding the fourth murderer of his mother, “who laid on her 

when being raped longer than any of his buds.”? 

 

“Ya mean, where ‘SHE’ is.   The one who, accordin’ ta the newspaper article, laid on your mother’s 

shaking chest longer than any of ‘HER’ buds,”  Kate related, pulling one of the wanted posters of the perp 

out of her ‘yet to be filled with pick pocketed booty from the rich and powerful’  large purse.  “Three 

inch scar on the left forehead, three pot marks on the cheek below the eye left over from the pox, lame 

left foot, hole between the two front teeth that makes anythin’ comin out of the mouth sound like lisp of 

a fucking Spaniard, or Mexican?  And below the neck, at the bottom of the rib cage, this?”  Kate 

continued, showing on the back of the poster a waist to head likeness.   “Roses as tender as the mornin’ 

on the chest, and below it in the most love-infused calligraphy I’ve seen since my grandmom put on the 

sign over our farmhouse door we was evicted from what I thought was our farm before the famine…” 
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“Me and John?”  Robert allowed to pour from his opened mouth upon seeing it.   

 

“Inside a heart, Me and John L!” she continued.  “L as in…Leary?” 

 

“Can’t be,”  Robert said, again and again.  “And even if it was, it can’t be…” 

 

“Meegan Kelly’s a Molly, passin’ himself off now as a woman. And maybe bein’ truer to hisself as 

someone whose more suited for corsets and skirts than trousers and boots,” Kate replied.  “Was doin’ it 

part time on the other side of the pond.  And bein; it full time here.   Which made your father, over 

there, and maybe over here, a---” 

 

“---How did you found out about this theory which needs to be proven if I, or we, are to prove it as 

fact?!”  Robert demanded of Kate though a mouth turned salty, perhaps due fear, or maybe, he hoped 

anyway, because of the biscuits he munched on while Kate devoured a triple loaded roast beef dinner, 

just dry. 

  

“We, I, go….shopping fer pleasurable options ta keep the Cause from dyin’, and fill our empty hearts with 

something we tell ourselves so we think we’re feelin’ somethin’ that means somethin’,” Kate related, and 

confessed.    

 

“And…where did you do this…shopping?”  Robert asked Kate as she reached for the bottle of wine on the 

table.   While pouring it down her throat like it was cool water on a 90 degree day, she pointed towards 

the sky.   “And where is this Molly now?” 

 

“Dead?”  Robert said. 

 

“Soon, if you want her to be,” Kate replied, placing the empty bottle of wine down on the table, then 

staring down and giving the finger to three uptown gentlemen and two ladies with upturned chins.    

 

To silence the ‘respectable’ citizens, and the concerned manager, preventing them from doing their 

‘duty’ to clean the streets of gutter snips mascarading as educated Duchesses, Robert flashed his badge 

at them. 
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“Room 215,” Kate whispered to her dinner partner, after which she snuck something into his trouser 

pocket, avoiding any contact with the reproductive organs in his crotch.  “A spare key I burrowed from 

the hotel clerk.” 

 

“I owe you, big time,”  Robert said.  He ;pulled out his wallet, figuring out finally why Kate decided on 

this restaurant at noon on a Thursday for their weekly meeting that usually took place at 5 on Monday.  

“Yes, I owe you very big time.”   

 

“No, you don’t owe me anything,”  Kate replied, placing her hand on his forearm in gesture  was ladylike, 

maternal and affectionate, all at the same time.   

 

Robert indulged himself in feeling…touched, and connected with.   Yes, this mosaic of cultures, 

perspectives and abilities was the dream girl, and woman, of his dreams.   Someone who would, truth be 

told, take the place in his heart he had reserved only for his mother.   And in ways far deeper, and 

liberating.   

 

“But you owe the Cause and me something more,” Kate reminded Robert, bringing him back to ‘duty’ 

and conflicting moralities.    

 

“What can I do for the Cause?”  Robert asked, anticipating it would be handing over a coffin full of rifles 

from the police department, money from his private stash or, what he was most afraid of, a bag full of 

Colt revolvers capable of firing 6 shots within as many seconds against an unnamed adversary who could 

only fire 3 rounds a minute.        

 

“This man,” she said, pulling out from her booty-filled handbag a drawing of a Dead Rabbit with eyes 

more intense, and dedicated, than he had ever seen.  The George Washington and Mad Anthony Wayne 

that could win the fight for Irish dignity on this side of the Atlantic and freedom on the other.   “Currently 

in the slammer.” 

 

“Sean Curry?”  Robert said, recognizing the face.   “Slated to hang in a week, or if his luck gets worse, 

being shipped to Australia.   A dedicated and innocent in the ways that matter soul who I gave positive 

testimony for. at his trial.” 

 

“Who maybe your Uncle could get released, maybe even without framing anyone else this time?”  Kate 

gently pressed.  “It’s been done before.” 
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“And, I think, can be done again,”  Robert returned with an assuring smile.  “For a dedicated soul.” 

 

“And then there’s the matter of my husband to be,”  the next words from Kate’s mouth.  “With you at the 

wedding?”  she asked, hoping and seeming to be praying for a positive answer.   “A traditional Gaelic 

wedding, that is.” 

 

“To be wedded for a year and a day,” Robert said.  “That year, God and mankind wiling, lasting a 

lifetime.” 

 

“So, you’ll be there?”  Kate asked as she got up from the table.  “Without ‘that’?” she commanded, 

pointing to Robert’s badge.   Something that he was so married to himself that he kept it attached to his 

shirt all day, and his nightshirt at night.   “As our special guest?”  She handed him a scrap of paper with 

the time and the place, the writing in red ink, or perhaps blood.    

 

“On one condition,”  Robert said, wondering what a midnight wedding held  in the woodlands in the 

North Bronx would look like.   “Your real name?” 

 

“Some things, we have to keep confidential,”  her reply.  “Appended with a kiss on the cheek.”  

 

With that, “Kate” walked out of the upscale tavern, working her way back downtown to her natural 

element, or perhaps lingering uptown to burrow some ‘souvenirs’ from the rich, powerful and, as a 

result of such, cruel.    Robert looked at the key in his hand.   Contemplating what life, his job, his 

mother’s ghost or, if He was still around, what God required him to do next.  Knowing all too well that 

each of those parties had a different agenda, and plan for retribution.    
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CHAPTER 13 

 

As classy as the restaurant on the first floor was, that was how ‘basic’ the rooms upstairs were, at least 

as smelled from the hallway.   The varnish and paint on each of the doors was faded but not yet flaking 

off.   The wooden floor creaked and sunk into a depression with every third step one took, perhaps on 

purpose.   The windows at both sides of the building let sufficient light in to middle of the hallway, but it 

illuminated nothing else.  From under each of the doors there was a different aroma that seeped out, a 

mixture of food and waste products produced by the human body that consumed it.  As for Room 215, 

no odor, aroma or sound came from the other side of the door.  Such evoked maximal suspicion  from 

Robert since, as Uncle Thomas said, and Robert confirmed with each new area of New York City and its 

soon to be included outlying communities, ‘one can’t know or trust a neighborhood unless one sees, and 

experiences, its garbage’.   .   

 

There were many ways for a Copper to enter a room where things needed to be assessed and done.   

The kick onto the door was the most dramatic, quickest and felt most empowering.  But most of the time 

it made your feet hurt for the rest of the shift and set up an adversarial dynamic between yourself and 

anyone inside.  Or anywhere else in the building, if you kicked down the wrong door.  Then there was the 

knock, which gave notice to the person on the other side that the world, mood or agenda they were 

comfortable with would be disrupted.  And in the time it took for the greeter to open the door, there 

was ample opportunity for those with something to hide to make a getaway through the fire escape or, 

as in the case of most buildings in New York, a window leading to a jump down to the street.    But this 

time, Robert had the key to the room.  A quick and unanticipated entry inside was easy, too easy.   In a 

personal manhunt that seemed too easy.    

 

Taking the bait the devil, or maybe human minions as yet unidentified, may have been given him, Robert 

opened the door with the key.  He was armed with a hunting knife, brass knuckles, a billyclub and a well 

hidden and fully loaded Colt Revolver.    But he knew that he would need other armaments to deal with 

the person or persons inside.   He was greeted at the door by a woman with a thick mane of shoulder 

length hair wearing a loose fitting robe with red stockings under it, a fistful of cash in her thick fingered 

hand.   

 

“So, is this what you came for?” Meegan Kelly said.     

 

“No,” Robert’s reply.  He wondered if he, or rather as Kelly, wanted to be thought of as she thought he 

was the landlord, a pimp, or maybe another Cop she was paying protection money to.    

 

“Then who or what sent you?”  Kelly asked, placing her left palm firmly on the side of her chest.       
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Robert, having been found out as someone too sensitive or compassionate for doing business in most 

neighborhoods of this city of ‘golden opportunities’.  Where how much gold you had determined what 

opportunities were available to you.  He helped himself to a look around the room, finding that it was 

cluttered with lamps, vases and furniture more in keeping with an uptown lady than a downtown whore.  

“Katey sent me,” he said.  “She says hello.” 

 

“And wants to return my spare key?”  Kelly inquired, with as much indignation as heartbreak.   

 

“Eh, yeah,”  Robert said, at a loss for inventing a fake history that was intact without holes in it.    

 

“And you are?”  Kelly demanded to know. 

 

“A friend of Kate’s,”  Robert replied, having verified that the scar on Kelly’s left forehead and pox marks 

on her arm were in keeping with his still beloved’s description.  And the features of her male mug hiding 

under the make up caked one her alluring face did match the drawings Partick Collins gave to him prior 

to his departure from his old life in a soon to be even more sparcely inhabited home country.  “A good 

friend of Kate’s, “  Robert finally affirmed, hoping it was still true. 

 

“A good friend of Katey who wants what?” the next inquiry, delivered with arms folded. 

 

“For you to take off that robe and everything else covering your, eh, chest,” Robert said.  “Please,” he 

continued, offering her a fist full of money. 

 

“I require more than that,” she said. 

 

“Because?” he gently inquired.  

 

“I know you have more in your wallet, and under that coat,” the reply.   

 

“And so I do,” Robert answered, turning around.  He whipped out the Colt revolver, pointing it at ‘her’. 

 

“This is something, new,” ‘she’ said, calmly. 
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“The robe, and corset, off, now!”  Robert barked at her.  “In the name of the law!”  he continued, 

showing his badge. 

 

Kelly broke into laughter.  Mad laughter.  The kind of laughter that women throw at men when they 

know they are in charge.   Ridiculing laughter.  The most effective weapon any woman can direct at any 

man which makes him feel weak, and powerless.  Until he lands his fist into her jaw or, if he is 

‘considerate’, her belly.   The kind of battle between the sexes that Robert had seen so many more times 

in domestic despites in New York, particularly when one or more combatants are liquored up.   With 

firewater that, even in the poorest of families who can’t afford food, finds its way to occupying easily 

opened cupboards.   

 

Yes, Robert wanted to find out why Kelly was laughing at a stranger who had a gun pointed at ‘her’ that 

could be used to put lead into her head or the hard edge of the handle against her yapping jaw.    Kelly 

provided an answer.  “That toy that looks like a gun.  Interesting foreplay there, Cowboy Bill, Fred, 

Shamus,  Bob…” 

 

“It’s Robert.  And I’m no JOHN!”  the able bodied, well muscled man who felt himself being pulled into 

being a helpless boy yelled out.   “John as in…”   He let the business end of his revolver do the talking, 

using it to rip open Kelly’s robe and two layers of clothing under it.   “John L to be exact!” he said, 

pointing to the love tattoo bearing her first name and initials and his father’s.  “L as in Leary!” Robert 

grunted, while locking the door behind him.  

 

“Who I was in love with!” Kelly said, from the most vulnerable place Robert could identify anyway. “And 

he was in love with me!   And, yes, I was thinking of blackmailing him, considering what we did for, and 

to, each other. ” 

 

“Like killing my mother, her being the ‘other woman’?”  Robert said.  “A REAL woman, you being…” 

 

“Someone who had nothing to do with her death, no matter what that reporter who they paid off to 

writing up a story about the ‘murder of the month’ about me and four other ‘terrorists’ I didn’t know, till 

we was locked up together” Kelly confessed, and related.  “Or that Constable in Cork who they say me 

and my buds maimed and blinded as we escaped jail in Cork.” 

 

“’They’ being who?”  Robert demanded to know, pointing the business end of the revolver at Kelly’s 

head. 
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“People of power and influence who are overly literate,” Kelly related, eyes diverted downward with fear.  

“And people who, even though they can barely read, believe everything that’s in print.  Or say they 

believe it because saying that it can’t be so would result in lies being told, printed and branded on 

them,” she continued, looking Robert straight on. 

 

Robert allowed the claims to be processed in his aching head.   Still there were the articles written about 

how the enforcement gang of five St Patrick’s Fire did their worst on Mary Clinton Leary who most 

readers believed as the truth., and very well could have been.   Which included the claim that Meegan 

Kelly was the one who did the most degrading act against the American born activist who did her most 

to give the Irish people the freedom they wanted and the dignity they deserved, trapped in a marriage 

with the, as Robert now had to consider,  most manipulative and cruel Irish born Industrialist who were 

his native people’s worst enemy.   He lowered his revolver, then inserted it into its make shift holster.  

 

“You probably heard a lot about what I did,” Kelly said to Robert.  “Like what happened when we were 

laying on top of your Mom after she was hog tied.  That I was the one who had my pecker in her longest.   

But, that lie aside, I did something a lot worse when Mary came to Cork to speak to our organization.” 

 

“Which was, what?”  Robert asked. 

 

“I told her about what your father promised to me, and the kind of man he was,” Kelly related as she 

walked around the room, hoping her feet would find the right place to relate the rest.  “A man who loved 

other men, and especially me.  Something she could use to blackmail your father to be a better father to 

you, a better husband to her, and a patriate who would use the Industrial Revolution to help fellow 

Irishmen instead of pushing them further into the dirt, or grave.” 

       

“So, who killed Mary?”  Robert asked.   

 

“We all did her in, slowly,” her reply.  “Including YOU, who should have figured out what was going on 

between her and your hero of a dad, for which we, I anyway, deserve to….”   Kelly abruptly belted Robert 

in the belly, removed the hunting knife from its sheath, and raised it to her throat.    

 

“No!”  Robert yelled out, attempting to dislodge the knife from Kelly’s shaking hand.   The Irish patriate 

who yearned most for a country where the issue of gender identification would be liberalized before the 

ban on abortion, unequal wealth distribution, and conscription of Irish separatist in the British Army 

would be abolished kicked Robert where his un-spilled into any woman’s vagina sperm lived.    
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By the time Robert adjusted to the delivery of Kelly’s pointy shoes into his most unused organ, it was too 

late.  Kelly had slit her throat, falling into Robert’s arms.  Breathing his, and her, last breath.  Whispering 

‘Long Live Ireland’ in Gaelic.    

 

Not more than ten seconds later there was a knock on the door.  “Anything wrong, Kelly?”  the unseen 

and unidentified citizen, a man whose voice sounded like a woman, inquired.   At a loss for what to do, 

Robert’s hands caked with his father’s secret lover’s blood, Robert opened the window.   The rescuer 

insisted on knocking, asking how Kelly was doing.   

 

Robert made a quick getaway down the fire escape, his attention more on moving fast than being 

spotted by any witnesses.   But, as he was ashamed of thinking, if the only witnesses were men who 

wanted to be, and deserved to be, women, it wouldn’t stand up in court.   At least the courts on the 

earth, which had a different definition of justice and truth than did those in Heaven. 
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CHAPTER 14 

 

The only logical answer to who killed Mary Clinton-Leary was that it was her, to most of the world 

anyway, beloved husband John Leary.  Proving it was another matter.   Still another matter was that 

Robert had been tricked into directly killed four innocent men, and was responsible for the suicide of a 

‘Molly’.   Making him a fugitive from justice rather than an implementor of such.  

All of the so called Saint Patricks Fire Fire ‘terrorist rapists’ were Irish patriots whose death would serve 

the English Imperialist agenda.  But proving it and finding out what that agenda was, and seeing who 

else stood to gain from their arrest and demise was another matter, involving other parties, including his 

trusted Uncle Thomas.   And perhaps Robert’s ‘lost to the streets, high seas and/or distant deserts’ 

brother Lawrence.  And there was of course Uncle Patrick Collins, the mailman who delivered the news 

that brought him to New York.   

 

Finding what could tie the crime to the perpetrators involved going to people who were kept the most 

secrets.    Or more accurately, places where secrets were kept.   Top on the list was Uncle Thomas’ safe.  

Just below it, was finding someone who could help the still newby ‘Inspector-Copper for Justice in the 

making’ open it without being caught.   It required a new partner who was familiar with old methods of 

burglary that new security measures thought so old of fashion that no one would use them. 

 

 “So, tell me how you got me out of the slammer with a three day pass to help you track down an 

Anarchist Union Organizer here in, where are we again and what time is it?”  ex- Watchmen Orville Jones 

said to Robert at the back door to Seargent Thomas Leary’s  house in the South Bronx.   

 

“We’re In Connecticut, and it’s 2 pm in the afternoon,” Robert said as he used a bobbie pin in his first 

attempt to pick the lock on the door at two strokes after Midnight.  “And if I told you what judge I bribed, 

what extra spice was put into the prison guards rum, and how the owner of this house was tricked into 

being in Brooklyn tonight on a very important case….I’d have to kill you, and will enjoy doing it” 

 

“That owner being a Copper, of course,”  Jones said as he took indulged in a visual assessment of the 

dwelling through the window, illuminated by a full moon.  “By the quality of the lumber, brand of cigars 

on the night tables, trimming around the roof, and pictures on the walls, finely crafted bottles of 

firewater of all colors,  and hidden bear traps in front of every open window I’d say it’s a Police Captain 

bringing home a hefty salary, or a Seargent supplementing his income with ‘tips’ from the poor or 

gullible saps who think he’s protecting and serving them.”   He turned to Robert, who was persistently 

trying to open the locked door with specialized pins and wires.  “And as for your having to kill me and 

enjoying it, maybe you have grown into that, just like you finally are able to grow a respectable mustache 

on your upper lip, and an overgrown one at that, which you use to not let people see what your really 

thinking.   But as what you’re trying to do….Maybe I can help?” 
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Without asking for a response, Jones pushed Robert aside, pulled a pin from the recesses of his left ear 

and inserted it into the keyhole.  With a cautious movement of the devise, unlocked the door.  

 

“And how did you do that?”  Robert inquired. 

 

“I’ll answer that when I find out why you got me out of jail.   And where you found out I was the best 

safe builder and safe breaker north of Greenwich Village.   And, as for my skill at opening this door, when 

the biggest lion in the jungle is charging the camp, you give the gun to the man, or woman, who’s the 

best shot.”   

 

“Fair enough,”  Robert said.  “But, before we go in, tell me what you were arrested for?” 

 

“Still being a Watchman, elected by working and looking for work people, paid in chicken, eggs and 

sincere compliments to do what you paid by City Hall politicians Coppers don’t do, or don’t know how to 

do,”  Jones replied. 

 

“We take risks and sometimes get killed serving the public!”  Robert asserted.    

 

“So did we!” the forced into retirement before his time Watchman grunted back.  “And are still being 

killed, or worse,” he continued, reflecting on unspoken about tragedies he would die with.  “For trying to 

maintain different law books than you have, written by different people.  And enforcing those laws in 

different ways.” 

 

“Fair enough,” Robert conceded, contemplating the issue of how effective a centralized, publicly funded, 

and legally sanctioned police department relative to grass roots, decentralized elected or volunteer 

Watchmen being in charge of preventing the cruel nature of humanity from manifesting in full fury.   A 

dilemma that most cities in America were assessing, looking to New York as a model for what to do, or 

not do.       

 

Upon entering Thomas Leary’s multipurpose ‘study’, which doubled as an eating room, bedroom and 

place to entertain selected guests. Jones took note of the walls.  More than 90 percent of them were 

covered with paintings of heroic battles, sketches of battle weary people  and ancient maps which 

featured artistically drawn borders and features of countries that didn’t exist anymore.  “Seargent Leary 

does seem to be a historical romantic,” Jones commented as he unpacked his doctor’s bag filled with 
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tools of his trade.   “But who and what he values, and fears is….”  He took slow deliberate steps towards 

the painting of Jesus.  “The Savior’s facial features bears a striking resemblance to Robert Emmit, leader 

of the 1803 revolt in Dublin which cost him his life.   Maybe someone one of your elders named you after 

him, Officer Leary?”       

 

“We’ll see once you open the safe behind this painting,” Robert said as he removed the portrait from the 

wall, avoiding the stares from the images that seemed to follow his every move.  “Hoping you don’t 

mind,”  he went on to the ghost of Robert Emmit who he knew did exist, as well as to that of Jesus, who 

right now he was not sure ever did walk the earth.   

 

Jones went to work, using a stethoscope to hear the tumblers roll as he let his keen ears and sensitive 

fingers feel for the combination to the safe.    Robert allowed himself to imagine himself doing the same 

when listening to the bodies of sick animals, or failing that, people, with his ears.  And intuiting with his 

still blister-less fingertips what the diseased or traumatized body parts were telling him to do to put the 

organs back into full commission.   A Calling which he had an all too brief taste of when, with his 

mother’s blessing and against his father’s warnings, assisting tenant farmers with their veterinary and 

medical needs as well as working with his own animals.   A Calling which, to be done consistently and 

without risking doing more harm than good, would require some formal education. Such was denied to 

him anywhere in the British Isles due to false information about how he manifested love for animals too 

passionately and to the wrong gender with regard to human relationships, and most probably on this 

side of the pond as well.   By coincidence, or a fluke of divine justice, the first item in the safe addressed 

this issue. 

 

“First up, a letter from the dean of the Royal College of  Veterinary college in London,”  Jones said, having 

opened the safe and extracting the first document from it.    “Expressing apprediation for informing the 

admissions committee about the most medically promising candidate for entry into the study of 

veterinary medicine and animal science, has moral failings and mental defects that, ‘unfortunately, 

cannot be cured by any medical advances we are aware of.’   And a similar letter of ‘thanks’ for not 

allowing such a medical genius whose soul is corrupted and with untreatable mental diseases’  from  

entering the other veterinary college in Edinburgh.  ‘which we appreciate was emotionally agonizing for 

you to relate to us.   Rest assured that we will reward you for any information as to where else Robert 

Leary is attempting to enter any medical training anywhere else.’” 

 

“’’Youp being my best friend, Sean Casey, who I never had inappropriate sexual relationships with,”  

Robert flashed onto.   “‘You’ who hated me when I refused you advances, and ‘you’ who wanted to 

become some kind of doctor because there was money and prestige in it,”  Robert said.  “I know.”  

 

“Maybe so, but, that ain’t the ‘you’’ that these letters are addressed to,”  Jones said, leaning back from 

Robert as if he was indeed a carrier of mental diseases and moral defects, handing him the letters.   .   
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“My father, and my uncle?   They arranged for me to leave the Calling and country that I loved!”  Robert 

gasped.   

 

 “For the right reasons, Robert?”  Robert’s new mentor inquired.   

 

“Right according to them, but not me!  Or right according to you, Orville?,”   Robert shot back at Orville.   

“On the soul of my mother, who I’m sure was killed by my father, I swear those accusations were false!.  

Which…if we…I anyway, will get to the bottom of if we dig deeper.” 

 

Robert pushed Orville aside, along with the oversized pile of Colt revolvers which Thomas, and he 

himself, stole from the machine shop in Patterson.  He pulled out an unopened parcel of papers from the 

British Association of Industrialists. addressed to Uncle Thomas and ‘dear old dad’.   He commenced to 

open it with his dagger. 

 

‘”Don’t open them!  At least not that way!”  If you do, they will know we were here!”   Orville warned.  

 

“Then how do we open them, Orville?”   

 

“Like this, Robert,” Orville said.  He pulled a small can out of his ‘tool bag’, lit it up into a flame, then 

placed a metal cup filled with water from another bottle over it.   Once the water boiled, he placed the 

envelope over the steam.  With the edge of a butterknife from his bag of tricks, he pried the letter open.  

With pride, he handed it to Robert.  “You do the honors.”  

 

“Our thanks to you, John Leary and your brother in America, Police Seargent Thomas, for seeing to it that 

the anarchist, communist Labor Union organizer Conan Doyle has been convinced by legal circumstances 

and charges against him in Britain to escape to America,”  Robert read, absorbing the unwritten truth 

that he was framed for the murder of his mother.  “And that he, along with the other co-Irish ‘patriates’, 

have been, or soon will be, eliminated from the land of the living so that the natural, legally sanctioned 

and Divine Plan of expanding manufacturing with your partner companies in America will continue.   And 

to the end of seeing that the Anarchist Labor Union movement in America is halted, we have enclosed 

further payment for services to be rendered.”    
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“By you being tricked into killing innocent people who the guilty want and need to eliminate, through 

illegal means and while doing your duty legally as a Copper,”   Orville surmised and gave voice to.    

 

“And as for Murphy, the genius inventor of weapons which are so effective they would put an end to 

war?” Robert said, recalling the humanity in the eyes and soul of the real inventor of the revolver pistol 

and, soon to be built, gun that can fire 30 shots instead of merely six bullets every six second. 

 

“Patents for the ‘machine gun’,” Orville said, pulling out blueprints for that weapon of mass destruction,  

Thomas and John Leary’s name inserted where Murphy’s name had been.  “And some lovely ways to 

manufacture bullets that glow in the dark and explode into many pieces once they hit flesh,” he 

continued.  “Which, hmmm…could be used for medical uses, like destroying in-operable cancers.” 

 

“For a hefty fee of course,” Robert surmised.   “And maybe wedding or engagement portraits of my 

father John with another woman, or almost woman anyway?” he continued, exhaustingly searching for 

visual evidence of his father with Meegan Kelly, as a loving man or a ‘Molly’ woman.  

 

“He’s not that stupid,” Orville said.  “If there was any evidence of that, his brother Thomas would 

blackmail him.” 

 

“Or maybe there are some secrets that ‘Uncle’ Thomas doesn’t want his brother John or anyone else to 

know about,” Robert’s, until now anyway, trusting and compassionately-oriented mind flashed on, as he 

pulling back on the search for more documents. . “But, what about Shamus Brady?” he said, scratching 

his chin.  “The first of the falsely accused ‘terrorist murderers’ who, by ‘coincidence’, was sound asleep in 

the hotel where Uncle Thomas got him free room and board.   

 

“Just another run of the mill Irish freedom fighter,” Orville said, having retrieved other envelopes,  

correspondences between his father and uncle.  “Intelligent built like a brick shithouse pacifist who only 

uses his brawn where it’s necessary, whose elimination from the land of the living is appreciated by the 

Know Nothing Party, the Bowry Boys and Tammany Hall here in America and the Ulster Unionist Council 

and Conservative Party on the other side of the pond,” .He looked up at Robert.  “Ya want me to open up 

what’s in here in these other envelopes?”  he asked, spotting thick sealed parcels with most probably a 

year’s salary of even a Copper in each of them.  “See how much money they paid or anticipate paying for 

you to be a hired hitman who takes all the risks and get none of the profits?   Or maybe they already 

have paid you commissions for doing their dirty work, Officer Robert?   Special bribes and such.  A cushy 

job where you get more than just eight hundred dollars a year.  And, as I’ve heard anyway, more than the 

usual ‘tip’ Coppers get for doing their jobs protecting the rich and powerful.” 
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“Tips that I gave back to the people!  Those that needed it most!  And, sometimes, when I can find them, 

those who me and Uncle Thomas stole from,”  Robert asserted.  “Like…my mother did with money stolen 

by…someone she didn’t, or was afraid to, tell me about.  And like.” 

 

The tightness in his chest halted Robert’s thoughts from coming out of his mouth.  Another thought 

came to mind, and soul.  “And ‘Uncle Patrick’,.  The mailman who delivered me all of those letters, and 

news, and my Mom’s mutilated body.   That he paid for preserving.  So she could be buried here.  

According to a Will that…was pickpocketed from his bag along with other letters people needed to get.    

A Will that I never saw, but that was detailed in my letter.” 

 

“A Will that’s right here, way in the back of this safe,” Orville said.  He pulled it out.   

 

Robert snatched the Will, his eyes absorbed into every word and everything inferred between the lines, 

giving everything to her husband and nothing to either of her sons.   Robert could not believe it his eyes 

until Orville snuck a peak of it over his shoulder.  “Doesn’t look like a woman’s writing.  Or signature,” he 

noted. 

 

“Because it isn’t,” Robert said.  “The writing and signature are identical to…” 

 

Robert pulled out the letter from his father from the recesses of his pocket.  Something he had kept 

always with him, on his person.  In the hopes that somehow, someway, keeping it with him would hasten 

the day when he and his, up till now anyway, admired and beloved father would finally meet in person, 

to get a new start in America. 

 

“They are a match,” Orville said, stating the obvious.  “Your father’s penmanship is identical to that in 

your mother’s Will.   And her signature on it.  And his having it approved by a notary.” 

 

Many thoughts about his failings and accusations against himself went through Robert’s head, brain and 

soul.  But there was one thing about innocent victim number four that pushed its way into 

consciousness.     

 

 “What did Thomas Leary do when in the Army in the Middle East, when taking the King’s coin?  Where 

he said he learned Arabic and Farsi?”  Robert asked his new perhaps trustable mentor regarding his 

Uncle’s ability to read the ‘nonsense’ novel Rian Walsh had written while going mad or perhaps 
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becoming sane in a way that is not recognized by the world yet.  Or had spoken to the ghosts of Jesus et 

al in the wall that only a special mind could see. 

 

“Thomas Leary was never in the British Army, or any Army, and as for being in the Middle East, he never 

left America after he landed here,”   Jones related  “He jumped from one job to another, sometimes 

legally and sometimes not, here in New York. He got tossed out of the English Army the day he applied 

to get into it.  And as for learning another language, any other language, he’s a real American.  Definition 

of someone who speaks three languages, trilingual.  Definition of someone who can yap about in the 

languages, bilingual.   Definition of someone whose understanding of verbal communication is confined 

to one language, an American.   Which is Thomas Leary.  Why are you asking?’ 

 

“Another stupid mistake I made when thinking he could figure out what Rian Walsh was spouting out in 

Farci and writing in anglicized Arabic,”  Robert related, and confessed.   

 

“Another lie sent your way to make you think that Rian Walsh was a murderer in Ireland, and became a 

mass terrorist here?”   Jones said.  “Don’t feel too bad about biting the bait your uncle threw your way.   

He’s been lying so long that he doesn’t know when he’s doing it.” 

 

“Or maybe he does,” Robert’s reply.     

 

A bell rang from the street, two times.  Jones looked at his pocketwatch, a sense of urgency taking over 

his ‘always in control, somehow’ eyes and demeaner.  “Now, we best get out of here before we’re 

spotted here, or leaving here, by my fellow Watchmen who decided it was more profitable to take the 

American Mayor’s coin for doing his dirty work than to be of public service,” he said while quickly 

gathering the contents of the safe together. 

  

“Not yet!”  Robert interjected.  “There’s the matter of my mother’s body, which Uncle Thomas said he 

was keeping in the root cellar till we could get her properly buried, with everyone present, including my 

father?”   

 

The abruptly educated in the ways of the real world lad who was now a man, lacking any of the qualities 

of childhood, pushed his way into the root cellar under the floor of the study, grabbing one of the Colt 

revolvers.   Mary Clinton Leary’s coffin was still there.  Still closed shut, but with a lock on it.  Robert 

cocked the hammer of the revolver, aiming it at the lock. 
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“No!”  Orville Jones grunted out.  “I can open it!”  he said, pulling out his ‘locksmith’ tool kit. 

 

“Indeed you can, but I need to do this!’  Robert said, shooting the lock open.   Inside the coffin…nothing.  

Just a note, in Robert’s father’s handwriting.   Reading “Congratulations!  You are now a man!  A real 

man.!  For more details about…everything come to this address.” 

 

Robert heard commotion from the street, a knock on the front door from Coppers, who announced 

themselves from the other side of the at the bolt-locked from door upstairs.   Two of the last people he 

needed to have in his life anymore.   Seargent Leary and his Captain.     

 

“I’m getting out of here, now!”  Orville gasped, terror in his voice, one scared fugitive from justice (or 

more accurately, the law) to, perhaps, another.  “We can still make it out the back door.”   

 

That back door was a hole in the wall, cracked open with an axe in the recesses of Orville’s ‘booty’ sack 

containing whatever he grabbed by way of evidence from the hastily closed, and hopefully locked, safe.   

 

“When you live outside the law, you have to be honest,” Robert recalled from what Orville had said to 

him prior to his incarceration for charges which were still not clearly explained.   
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CHAPTER 15 

 

There were two kinds of locations where fugitives from blood thirsty criminals who wore badges could 

hide.   The big, wide open sparsely populated spaces West of the Mississippi.  Or temporarily, if you 

could get across the Hudson river without being detected, the woodlands of New Jersey   And  there was 

the people dense collection of neighborhoods below ground in New York City.   Orville suggested the 

latter, as he hurriedly guided Robert through the rat and roach infested dark alleys before the light of 

dawn illuminated them.   It led to a tunnel, accessed through a trap door located, as far as Robert could 

tell, somewhere near the East River.   

 

“Being send below the dirt isn’t so bad,” the old before his time old man who used to be the most 

respected by criminals and citizens alike Watchman in the City said to Robert as he led him through 

underground caverns occupied by walking skeletons aged 8 to 80 dining on rat meat whose complexions 

were as white as snow who waved hello to Orville.  “Just gotta have the courage, and good sense, to 

climb up to the less civilized side of the grass now and then,” he related.  “And put some greens into your 

diet,” he continued, tossing them fruit and vegetables from his backpack, instructing them that it was to 

eat.  “But if your’ afraid of open spaces, which happens to you down here, you develop a 

different…perspective of life.”   

 

Robert had heard stories about ‘underground people’ hiding in the caves and caverns of Ireland and 

Scotland, but he never believed they were true.   He recalled Dante’s Inferno, allowing himself to 

envision Orville as his guide ‘Virgil’, giving him a free of charge tour of hell.   As some would call it, 

‘home’.   Particularly for Orville who led him to a carved out underground ‘Igloo’ with two chairs, a table, 

food stored in a barrel and, as fuel for the mind, books.   They were written by philosophers dating back 

to Plato’s Republic to modern experimental doctors offering cures for diseases the world didn’t know it 

had.   “The Holy Family?”  Robert noted regarding the latter.  “By Karl Marx and Fredrick Engels.” 

 

“Who proposed and are fighting for a world where everyone is a king but no one wears a crown,”  Orville 

boasted as he built a cooking fire out of one of his cans of fuel, placing a pot of water over it, into which 

he placed two fistfuls of what smelled like food, with dried meat in it.  “A world where everyone gives 

according to their abilities and takes according to their needs.  And universal compassion for everyone in 

need, even if they aren’t family or county-men, is more important than being a ‘family man’ who steals 

stale bread from starving peasants so you our kids could have cake and cookies.” 

 

“Which I ate more than my share of when I grew up,” Robert related, and confessed.   

 



 

80 
 

“Which you’ve been correcting, and will do more correcting on now that you’re on the right side of the 

law,” Orville said, after which he offered Robert a bowl full of grub. “Which you can do even better on a 

full stomach.  Made from---"” 

 

“---Dried Rabbit?”  Robert speculated after getting a whiff of the meat mixed in with an assortment of 

vegetables he didn’t recognize.  “As in Dead Rabbits?”  he continued, recalling the grass roots Irish Militia 

gang to which Kate belonged.     

 

“You say that name with affection, and respect,” Orville offered with a warm smile.    

 

“Affection for a woman, by the name of Kate, who, well---” 

 

“---Is getting hitched to one of the head enforcers in that necessary but, unfortunately, unsustainable 

organization, at least in this country,” the over-learned old man said to the still learning young one.  

“Who invited you to the wedding which, you should attend, if you still can.: 

 

“Yeah…and, just asking here,” Robert said, forcing his consciousness to move into another part of his 

brain, and soul.   “By any chance, or ‘lucky coincidence’ which isn’t a coincidence, you wouldn’t know if 

that head enforcer or anyone else in the Dead Rabbits came over to this side of the pond with the name 

of Lawrence Leary?   My brother?” 

 

“I, we, can make some inquiries, but in the meantime, I demand that you do something for me!”  Orville 

growled at and into Robert. 

 

“Sure,” the angry young man conceded to the, perhaps for the right reasons, life adjusted older what.  

“What do you want, or need me to do.” 

 

“Eat that rabbit stew, Sir Robert,” Orville commanded with consternating eyes.  “A violation of civil law to 

those who are civilize to insult your host, and a sin to waste good rabbit meat,” he went on with a warm 

congratulatory smile. 

 

Robert allowed the corners of his lips to turn upward. He opened his overused yapper, and ate a 

spoonful of the stew.  “Excellent!   Thank you!” he said in English, then Gaelic.   To which he got a ‘you’re 

most welcomed’ in the latter tongue. 
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 As Robert ate the stew, a meal which tasted mediocre to the tongue but was most appreciated by his 

soul, he contemplated the meeting with his father at the address that was left for him in his mother’s 

coffin.   A have to.  And perhaps a meeting with his brother, a want to.   Which perhaps would be a ‘last 

thing I need to have done’, or maybe not. 
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CHAPTER 16 

 

Robert did his best to draw a likeness of his black sheep brother Lawrence from the recesses of visually 

oriented memory and presented it to Orville.   “The real image is in your head, but not on the paper.  Not 

this one anyway,” Robert’s new mentor, and friend commented with chuckle not intended to insult him, 

but which did.  “We’ll start with the eyes, then you tell me if what I think is the rest is accurate,” the 

forced into retirement, then incarceration Watchman said as he pulled out another sheet of paper, along 

with collection of thin and thick charcoal pencils and a large eraser.   

 

The rendition of Lawence’s eyes held Robert’s captive.  The nose below them needed three adjustments 

to match Robert’s memory.   The mouth required five minor modifications, the ears five, the angles of 

the chin and jaw seven.  As for the dimensions of the scars on his forehead, they were spot on with 

regard to depth, length and location, making Robert think that perhaps Orville had seen him in the flesh.    

“The hair, on top and on the face, as you remember?” Orville inquired.   

 

“Lots for the topknot, more than my father said was proper for a person of our gender, 

 Robert related.   “For the upper lip, always something.  Since he was twelve, always something there, 

which always somehow found its way to grow over the lips, but---.”      

 

“---So that’s him?  Your brother?”  the artist asked the still aspiring to be young animal doc.   

 

“It is,” Robert noted, as another realization hit his ‘tired of revelations, even good ones’ brain.  “It is…” 

 

“---Someone who has a different father than you?  Or a different mother, I reckon?”  Jones offered.    

 

“Maybe, or maybe not,” Robert’s reply as he continued as life offered more variables to factor into the 

ever complex mathematical equation which was now his life.    

 

“Brothers by experience always beats brothers by blood,”  Jones assured the young man who felt himself 

being self-demoted to being a lad.  “How old would he be by now?” 

 

“Five years older than me, as measured by the calendar,”  Robert recalled. 
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“And probably fifty years according to the timeline of experience, according to this drawing anyway.,” 

Jones offered, placing his artist supplies gently back into slots in his leather pouch in the manner of a 

surgeon putting his scalpel, scissors, hemostats and clamps back in their appropriate places.   

 

Robert considered how many years as measured by experience he had aged into by now, the correct 

number of course being ‘a lot’ in some ways, and ‘not very much’ in others.   He picked up the two 

dimensional rendition of his brother’s face that revealed many dimensions of his, according to what he 

was told by his mother, ‘dangerous yet interesting’ life.   Robert pondered what Orville might one day 

put on paper with regard to his own mug, wondering what it would reveal that the owner of said mug 

didn’t know himself.    

 

No doubt, there were other sketch artists in the Police Department who were drawing likenesses of 

Robert Leary on Wanted posters.   He ran his fingers through his thick, chin length red hair, then stroked 

the mustache on his upper lip, considering what could, or should, be done to make him appear different 

now that his fellow Coppers were looking for him.   But, if he did so, how could the people he tried to 

protect and serve recognize him?   The emaciated immigrants, and native born ‘losers’ in the Capitalist 

game which this city was, who he have given, at personal and professional risks to himself,  stolen and 

hard earned money to?  And who he provided medical and veterinary services to for free that even 

officially sanctioned doctors wouldn’t or couldn’t provide?   ‘Common  folk’ who said, and meant, ‘if you 

need our help or a favor from us anytime, anywhere, you’ve got it’ in at least ten languages and as many 

dialects of English, and Gaelic. 

 

The main question though, was that those favors would not only involve finding Lawrence, whose 

possible presence had entered into the life equation now, but the battle of wits and wills which now 

existed between Robert and his father and Uncle Thomas.   Who would do anything to get back the 

checks, guns and, more importantly, incriminating information Robert and Orville had stolen from the 

safe.  Fair exchange of stolen property, of course, for the high born scum who stole Mary’s body from her 

coffin, and her right to be interned in the Clinton family plot in Brooklyn.  If indeed that was her final 

wish. 

 

Robert’s eyes wandered to, and lingered on, the sac Orville had put in a ‘safe’ of his own, a corner of his 

underground, so far anyway, private ‘suite’ bordered on three sides by limestone. With a rusty iron 

‘door’ containing spikes saturated with a special mixture of strychnine, copper and arsenic, ltoxin that 

would kill, and label the hands of, any unauthorized parties who tried to open the ‘safe’.  As it did more 

than one curious rat, and, according to what Orville had told him, at least three human burglars whose 

bodies were fed to the rats below, or the pigs above the ‘roof’ of his ‘suite’.   
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Before hitting the streets, seeking information about his still alive family members, alone, Robert had 

one question to ask his partner in what some would call ‘crime’.  “Do you think we were followed?  And 

does anyone up there above ground know where you live now?   And…” 

 

“---Where YOU live now?”  Orville interjected, pointing to an area of his abode where he had placed an 

extra cot.  “If you want or need to, that is.” 

 

“I’ll think about it,” Robert said.  “But we both should do whatever we can so we can live free, under 

sunshine and clear skies.” 

 

“Yes, I know,” the old philosopher said to the young seeker, and Crusader.  “But what we should do is so 

often not what was can do.  And as for living ‘free’ up there, freedom is just the ability to, on rare 

occasions, choose what responsibilities you belong to.  And as for sunshine and clear skie---” 

 

“----I know,” Robert conceded.  “Only possible if you go a hundred miles West of New Jersey.” 

 

“Or a thousand,” Orville added.  “But in the meantime…” he continued, reaching into the sac.   He 

retrieved two revolvers from the pile of stolen booty, along with a jar of bullets.  “Superweapons for you 

to use to start the Revolution.  The rest of these in here, to continue it.” 

 

“As long as we start the revolution before Samuel Colt, Smith and Wesson mass manufacture these and 

get them to Coppers, the US Army and their own private enforcers,” Robert said, reminding himself, as 

well as his new life-tired Comrade that the time clock was ticking.   As the year 1848 was not far off, a 

year when, according to Nadia, the only gypsy fortune teller who didn’t charge for her services, 

Revolutions would spring up all over Europe.   But not in America unless ‘a self-appointed’ liberator 

makes it happen. 
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CHAPTER  17 

 

No one formally asked Robert to turn in his badge, so he kept it.  For selected informants anyway.  Seeing 

as misinformation had been used to keep Robert ‘in his assigned place’ he figured that telling people lies 

about Police Sgt Thomas and Senatorial candidate John Leary was fair game.  The latter having been 

married to an American citizen did confer upon Robert’s father citizenship in this new country.   But 

seeing as Robert’s elders were better at being manipulative liars, assholes and sadists than he was, there 

was now nothing left for the ignored lad who now was a Wanted Criminal to be but a truth telling, good 

man and masochist.  As there was a rumor going around that sometimes, if you are lucky, and are at the 

right place and right time, the truth shall set you, and the people you are trying to liberate, free. 

 

Robert’s search for information from the schleps who Tammany Hall considered expendable losers, did 

lead him from one person who of another person who knew of someone else about Lawrence and 

eventually to an address which did not surprise him.  But it made him both suspicious and, truth be told, 

scared because it was too obvious a coincidence.   A key member of the Dead Rabbits known as 

‘Lawrence O’Hara’, vaguely matching the description on the sketch Orville had made,  was to be at a 

meeting in the basement of a ‘closed for repairs’ tavern at the intersection of Anthony, Cross, Orange 

and Little Water Streets in the middle of the disease-infested, congested, neighborhood that Coppers 

seldom entered otherwise known as Five Points.  It was serving as the headquarters that week for the 

Dead Rabbits, an anarchist organization that had its own set of rules, particularly when it came to who 

would be invited to the meeting of the upper ups.   He went armed with a hopefully accurate and up to 

date password for entry and two Colt Revolvers which could be used against him just as easily as against 

anyone en route to there, or at that location, who wanted to kill him for the reward money on his head.  

 

It was dark inside, lanterns illuminated only what the fourteen organizers needed to see.   Topics of 

conversation, and argument, dealt with the next rumble with the Bowry Boys, devising new methods to 

keep or possibly extend the border of Dead Rabbit territory and how to strong arm, or otherwise 

convince, voters in the upcoming election to freely vote for the Democrats in the upcoming election, 

who were the least harmful to Irish immigrants relative to the No Nothing or other Parties.   Who would 

be chosen to steal ballot boxes from the Nativist areas of town while on route to the counting centers, 

stuffing them with other ballots en route.  And how to deal with Irish Cops who had more allegiance to 

the Police Department than the country they came from.   A lot of the language used was Gaelic, which 

Robert could understand and speak.    

 

As for who was doing the most talking, such included ‘Kate’, who was known to everyone else in the 

room as ‘Maggie’.   Arguing with her regarding conflicting strategies all aimed at the same goal to her 

was her new husband, none other than Lawrence.   As in all revolutionary groups, more effort went into 

fighting over small issues amongst themselves than bigger ones.  Nothing new, Robert recalled from his 

reading history about previous people’s revolutions where Comrades fought each other with more 

ferocity than they would their common enemy.    
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Robert thought about revealing two particular parties who were the common enemy, but the time didn’t 

seem right yet.   There was still the matter of knowing which side of the fence Lawrence was on, and 

how he would defend his side of it.   He kept his face hidden in the shadows, as everyone else in the 

congregation in one way or another voiced their opinions.  Speaking their truths.  Or, perhaps, planting 

their lies in the Cause of destroying the Rabbits.    

 

He recognized at least two Rabbits as Coppers.   Corporal Officers O’Brady and Schmidt, whose opinion 

of the immigrants they were sworn to protect and serve had, officially anyway, diminished with each 

promotion they got and raise in pay from legitimate means and ‘tips’ they got.   And how ‘American’ they 

had become.    They seemed to be listened to and respected more than the others for reasons that 

Robert needed to find out before he enlisted them into any revolution he was planning to start.  Or the 

vendetta against his two once respected teachers, and role models. 

 

But, something clicked in Robert’s ever worrying, and in its own way, calculating mind.   He observed 

how vicious the infighting was within the Dead Rabbits regarding how to they challenge the Bowry Boys 

to a duel about  who would get ‘neutral’ territory’ that opened up near Wall Street due to death in the 

leadership and membership of a German Immigrant gang.  Bitter fighting with words then fists emerged 

between factions of the Rabbits regarding whether the participants on both sides would have to use 

knives, clubs or guns.   Robert, yet again, found it odd that these ‘Knights of the Five Points’ honored the 

rules of combat.  It was either because they enjoyed inflicting pain and being its recipients, or that they 

considered themselves ‘honorable outlaws’.    

 

But those who went to ‘bed’ on wooden cots  in cluttered small room with six other ‘roommates’ with an 

empty stomach every nights, and who died of infectious diseases that could not be cured by any doctor 

or were buried after an early death in mass graves in Potters Field were not born in the same place or 

spoke the same language or, whether they believed in God or not, identified themselves as belonging to 

different religions.   Those on top of the economic, political and social ladder abused and got rich off of 

those on the bottom, those bottom dwellers being, as Robert’s father and (as he found out later in their 

relationship)  uncle would say, losers in the Capitalist contest called America who deserved their fate 

because they were lazy, stupid or morally defective.   Sometimes it was due to genetics, and sometimes 

fate.  But the way to manage the bottom dwellers was always the same.   Divide and conquer.   

 

Seeing as Robert didn’t know nor trust anyone on the economic/political ladder higher than his father 

and uncle, going to a ‘king’ to turn in dukes of ill repute who posed a primary danger to everyone in the 

kingdom was not an option.  No, Sir Robert would have to divide and conquer the alliance between his 

father and uncle.  Such would involve finding the former of course, whose whereabouts were known to 

Uncle Thomas, but also, perhaps, maybe, Lawrence.   
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CHAPTER 17 

 

“So, why didn’t you come to the wedding?” Lawrence asked Robert while walking home from the 

meeting, people, rats  and seemingly ghosts scurrying out of the way of the ‘officer’ in the Dead Rabbits 

Gang of anarchists.     

 

“Why isn’t Kate, or rather Maggie, going home with you?”  Robert pressed, gently. 

 

“If you had the courage to courage or good manners to accept Maggie’s invitation we could have been 

having this conversation earlier, before things at your end, and mine, got overly complicated, and 

difficult,” the brother who was afraid to come back home to Ireland related after a long, secretive pause 

to the one who finally jumped off the safe cliff after the ground under him was swept away.    

 

“And this conversation is about…what?”  Robert inquired, as they turned the corner to a darker street 

where they could shed more light on the conversation meant for their ears only.   “Whether we should 

be thinking about global people’s revolution, freedom for our home country across the pond, life or 

death battles over who gets to control three blocks of a city we hate more than even tolerate, 

or…personal family matters?” 

 

“All of the above,” Robert answered.  “Too many coincidences have happened to do otherwise,” he 

continued, his diction and grammar being that of the ‘educated’ class he was brought up in rather than 

the ‘common speak’ he had to adopt in the meeting with other mostly illiterate Irish immigrants who 

were better doing business with their fists rather than dueling of ideas.      

 

As for what family matters Lawrence wanted to focus on, they were definitely not why Maggie was ‘Kate’ 

to Robert.  Or why she looked at Robert with more trust and heavily bridled affection at the meeting 

than when she looked at her legally betrothed husband to whom she was bonded to for ‘a year and a 

day’.   Or why he left for America to take on global revolutionary responsibilities, abandoning those to his 

‘in need of lots of people education’ brother and abused in more ways than one mother.    Or if he 

intentionally changed his name to L. Shamus O’Donald and other aliases to avoid prosecution from the 

law, as was the habit and necessity of those who chose to live outside of the law.    No, this was about ‘all 

of the above’, starting with Uncle Thomas and the man whose sperm made their existence possible. 

 

“So, do you know anyone above Dear Old Dad and Uncle Thomas?  Other than God of course Who has 

no jurisdiction within city limits or anywhere else in this country, who can strike them down if we get the 

goods on them?”  Robert asked Lawrence.    
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“I thought by now that you would,” the reply.   “You were the one who was supposed to infiltrate the 

system and fix it from the inside.” 

 

“So, we have to have them do in each other,” Robert said, relying yet again on book knowledge and 

political theory to solve real world problems.    

 

“While we do not abandon the global people’s Revolution, Officer Robert,” Lawrence pointed out as they 

reached a fork in the road.   “And now that I walked you safely home, to your front door” he continued, 

at the entrance of an abandoned barn with a ‘quarantine’ sign on it, pointing to a trap door leading to 

Robert’s new underground residence.  “Say hello to Orville Jones for me.” 

 

“I will,” Robert returned in Welsh.” 

 

“Time for a three way meeting.” 

 

“You, me and Orville, yes.” 

 

“And a two way between you and Dad, as…someone on the inside,” Lawrence said, handing Robert a 

scrap of paper with a map and address on. It.  “His favorite illegal residence every Wednesday night.  And 

tonight being Tuesday...The first day of the rest of your revolutionary life, and the last day of the one 

you’ve been trying to shed and are best to get rid of.” 

 

“ 
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CHAPTER 18 

 

The arena for the battle of wits, wills and brute strength was well fenced, two ideologies of opposite 

intentions and strategies preparing for a duel to the death in each of their corners.   On one side, Plato, a 

featherweight thinking soul who was more kind than cruel, but who had fast reflexes, the only reason 

why he hadn’t been beaten to pulp or turned into meat to be eaten by the pigs, rats and roaches.  On 

the other, Zues, heavyweight muscle bound winner of five previous bouts, only two of them fixed by 

those who were controlled the wagers, and who brought in the crowd.   Meanwhile, boasts and bluffs 

were passed around the converted barn between low and high born spectators amidst the aromatic mist 

of cheap cigars as well as expensive pipes.   Each of them looked into the eyes of the opponents in the 

match, changing their wagers as the unspoken conversation between the contenders proceeded with 

emotional peaks and valleys they defined clearly only to each other.  

 

“OK, I know, this is only our third match, but, I have faith in you,” Plato’s manager said to the extension 

of his ego when he was in his prime.  “Just use your head for thinking, not a punching bag for your 

opponent.  Pull back when you have to  and strike only when you know you can get make your opponent 

hurt, and where he’s most vulnerable.  And when he’s hurt, work fast to turn that hurt into agonizing 

pain, then drive into his head the mandate that you are the king of the castle, despite the fact that he 

has had his name on it for the last 10 matches,”  he whispered into Plato’s open ears.  “And remember 

that I’ve taught you all of those tricks that I haven’t taught anyone else, or Zues’ manager has taught 

him.   Brains, the way we’ve learned it anyway, can never be beaten by brawn.   And when this is over, a 

big reward for you as the winner take all conqueror” 

 

Plato nodded his head, seeming to agree with his manager’s encouragement.  It wasn’t false praise.  

Indeed, John Leary had spent more time training the border collie mutt than any other dog he had ever 

owned or used.  As for Zues, the Rottweiler-Husky cross was owned by George Tannenbaum, fat cat 

owner of three of the most profitable saloons in lower Manhattan, with majority shares in the real estate 

company that manipulated sales of plots to be developed for upscale dwellings north of 23rd street.   A 

low born rival investor who rose up the economic and political ladder as fast in America as John Leary, 

formerly Johnny O’Leary, maneuvered his was up the social and totem pole in Ireland, then Scotland, 

then England.  And, unlike John Leary, Tannenbaum someone who retained his hyper muscular physique 

and love for fighting his opponents with his own fists, rather than someone else’s brawn, or brains.   A 

receiver of good fortune which some say he earned, and other say he stole, John was a perfectly 

proportioned soul who had the bearing of an English gentleman.  He was well equipped for such with a 

chiseled chin and Herclean physique that even at the age of 40, could double for the stature of David 

carved by Michelangelo, topped off with a full head of brown hair which was missing from 

Tannenbaum’s head.  

 

At the sound of the bell, the contest began.   Plato skillfully avoided being grabbed by the throat for no 

less than five attacks from Zeus.   And escaped being crushed by three attempts by the hundred pound 
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Rotty adult to throw his weight on the still growing Border Collie pup.  Indeed, brains had avoided 

brawn.  In the fourth attempt Zues made to earn his keep, he twisted his back leg, injuring or perhaps 

tearing the cruciate ligament.   The bell for that round sounded off as he limped away to his corner on 

his three good legs.    

 

“OK, now, show what you and me are made of,” John said to Plato as more money got passed around.  

“Zues is hurting and its your job to make him hurt some more.  After all, survival of the fittest is the rule 

of life, and it’s either him or you, which…” 

 

The bell to start the next round rang.   Zeus, pushed by his angry and disappointed owner, hobbled into 

the middle of the ring, then fell down.   At John’s gentle prodding, Plato advanced towards the 

conquered enemy.   “Put him out of his and our misery,” John ordered the extension of himself.  “And do 

it fast!” 

 

Plato did approach Zues, looked at his injured leg, then…licked it.   Zues seemed to not mind, and 

somehow felt better.   Healed enough to open his jaws, placing them gently on Plato’s neck, and crushing 

everything under his sharpened teeth.   Plato screamed in agony until blood coming out of his mouth 

drowned out his voice.   His last breaths were painful ones.  Blood splattered on the arena floor.   

Tannenbaum rose up his fists up in triumph.  Money got passed around to the accurate predictors of the 

match.   A large amount of such was snuck into John’s back pocket by a commoner in a workman’s hat, 

as he congratulated his opponent in business and other things for this week’s match.    

 

“You bet well, Sir,” the ‘commoner’ in the laborer’s cap whispered to John as Tanenbaum’s crew toasted 

each other with cheap whiskey and rancid beer.   “How did you know that Plato would wind up as pig 

food?” 

 

“It was an alternative ending that was, predictable,” he said.  “But, personally disappointing.   That mutt 

who was too kind for his own good was a necessary sacrifice for the bets and fights we’ll win next week.”  

 

Robert, dressed as one of the poor and life tired tenant farmers on his father’s estate in old country 

watched it all from the back of the crowd, seeing himself in the eyes of the dead pup.   How he wished 

the blood on the floor was his father’s, shed from his soul dead lifeless corpse as food for the pigs across 

the street.  But then again, the latter would be contraindicated since that meat would be toxic to them, 

or any other Life form. 

 

Robert also wanted to discredit his ‘accomplished in the ways of the world’ father in front of his fans and 

admiring colleagues but even if, at this point, presenting him with evidence that he brutally killed his 
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wife and was instrumental in killing so many others would not be believed.  And, even if believed, this 

blood thirsty crowd could turn into a lynch mob very quickly, splitting the reward on Robert’s head for 

ending the lives of five innocent, though admittedly defective, human souls.   So, he retreated into the 

shadows, his head down, the visor of his workman’s hat hiding his face.   He waited there for ten minutes 

that seemed like as many hours for the spectators of the event to leave.   Finally, he approached his 

father, from behind, hoping that the odor of fearful sweat, which Thomas claimed was real, would not be 

detected. 

 

“I was wondering when you would show up,” he heard from ‘dear old dad, not sure if this was the first 

moment his sperm donor had seen him.  “And, yes we do have a lot to talk about,” he continued, turning 

to his, as Robert thought anyway, favorite offspring from Mary.   

 

As Robert was usually better at listening than talking, he allowed John to give him the once over from 

head to toe, then back again, feeling the ‘worker’s dirt’ he had put on his face cake up.  “I see that you 

came to this occasion appropriated dressed, and that you shaved off that mustache so you can look 

more ‘commoner’, but indeed, you have become a man!”  he exclaimed.  A real man!   A man who we 

can continue to use to eliminate obstacles to our objective.” 

 

“’We’ and ‘our’ being…who?”  Robert inquired, his fear somehow vanishing.   

 

“You, me and a few select people who would remain on top, whose wealth, prestige and mark we made 

in history would be enhanced beyond your imagination, and in keeping with my vision, that I’ve been 

saving for you!”  John proclaimed.  

 

“And those few select people who would remain on who, Alderman, soon to be Senator Leary?” Robert 

enquired, acknowledging the legal position the owner of five major factories, controller of as many 

industries and, as such was usually a prelude to being legal about such, his entry into American politics.          

 

“Us with emphasis on you, soon to be, if you still want the job, President of these, truth be told, 

DISunited States, or, if you are as smart as I think you are, and raised you to be, a key member of the 

committee that tells the President what to do,” the reply.   

 

“Soon to be, being when?”  Robert asked, recalling his brother Lawrence telling him before his departure 

from the Emerald Isle that anyone who wants to be President, Prime Minister, or King should not be 

trusted with the job.   “When is all of this dream of yours, and as you say, mine, say mine, going to 

happen?”  
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“As soon as these parties are out of the way of our ongoing and ultimate destiny,”  the upbeat father said 

to the contemplative son.    

 

John handed Robert a list of people from his breast pocket.   “We need you to put these people out of 

our, and their, misery,” he said. “And since you were so effective at eliminating the five expendable toxic 

obstacles, and you enjoyed it…” 

 

“Yes, I do remember enjoying it at the time, protecting and serving the public as a Copper,” Robert said, 

recalling his real emotion at the time of killing those who he believed, at the time, to be the ruthless 

killers of his mother.  “But there’s the matter of me now having a price on my head as a criminal.” 

 

“Small detail that I’ll see to it is taken care of, if you effectively eliminate from our way these other 

parties,” John said, pointing to the list of ‘undesirables’ assigned to him.   

 

Robert looked over the list of 20 undesirable, and dangerous competitors to John Leary’s Vision, not 

recognizing 19 of them.  Orville Jones was listed with letters bigger than any of the others.   Putting that 

apprehension aside, Robert recommended one more, writing it down.  He handed the list back to his 

father, as a proud son. 

 

“Thomas O’Leary?”  John noted.  “Not the same  Thomas O’Leary who gave you a job, Purpose and, for a 

while anyway, legal Calling? 

 

“The same,” Robert affirmed.  “Who’s climbing up the ladder fast, and even faster if you, and me are out 

of the way.” 

 

 “You’re sure?”  John inquired. 

 

“As sure as without you, I wouldn’t be the man I am today,” the reply. 

 

Robert’s claim was accepted without providing the details, the first time John Leary accepted what his 

son told him without demanding him providing evidence of such.  As for how father and son would 

eliminate Uncle Thomas so they could become kings together, Robert would explain his proposed plan 

on the walk back ‘home’, wherever that was.   Part of that plan anyway.    
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CHAPTER 19 

 

For the lies told to Thomas about John, and the fabrications told to John about Thomas to be believed as 

fact, so that New York City and the world it was connected to could have a decent shot at being a 

Democratic Workers Paradice rather than a Kings and Capitalists banquet, the total truth had to be 

communicated, and delivered between Robert and his brother Lawrence.   They, indeed, did share 

everything they had been thinking, and feeling, and doing for the last 6 years.  Except, of course, their 

designed on and plans for, Maggie, Kate or whatever her first-given name was.   For reasons they didn’t 

share other than practicality, the elusive woman who probably knew more about them than either 

brother knew about her was incorporated into the plan to put an end to Seargent Thomas and Alderman  

John’s career advancements in America, and abroad. 

 

The Fraunces Tavern on Pearl Street was, by most people’s accounts, the oldest still standing eating and 

drinking establishment in Manhattan, having been constructed in 1719. It was the place where George 

Washington gave his farewell address to his troops after the Revolution that was supposed to bring 

freedom, prosperity and security, all at once, to the new American nation   .  Perhaps it was spared the 

many fires that swept through New York City and even more waves of ‘urban renewal’ because of a 

ghost who still lingered there.   But one that demanded tribute and a rest from him, or her, seeing to it 

that the patrons didn’t start fights that destroyed the establishments or take on fixed poker games with 

the owner that would transfer the deed to someone who wanted to construct a small factory or bordello 

in its place.   Such is what die hard Dead Rabbits ‘officer’ Kate, in league with pro-bono psychic Nadia, 

told the owner, according to what she said to Lawrence and Robert.   Such stories did give the Leary 

brothers a better feeling about themselves, and the world, than Kate claiming that the Rabbits would 

burn the place down if she didn’t get control of the place for a full four hours, and on a Saturday night 

rather a Sunday afternoon.   And as lying on the fly was the way most honestly conceived plans were 

carried out, putting some color into the business of deception somehow gave life meaning.  

 

One of Kate’s skills was her ability to be perceived as anything anybody wanted or needed her to be.  

With her long fingers manicured rather than attached to brass spikes, and her sharpened teeth hidden 

by a warm, subservient smile, her wildly independent mop of red hair forced into a neat, proper ringlets, 

she was a convincing enough waitress for Thomas and John Leary to be summoned for a ‘meeting of 

utmost importance’     

 

How the elder Leary brothers were lured to the meeting involved more deception, and some very real 

facts.   Robert, having been converted into a ‘might trumps right’ opportunist capitalist who enjoyed 

destroying those on the bottom on his way to the top, informed his father, John, that Police Seargent 

Thomas was intent on blackmailing or arresting him for having been intimate with INSERT NAME a 

woman who was really a man in Britain, as well as other ‘Molly’s’.   Apparently, the fabricated 

accusations about other Molly’s was true.   And there was the matter of John’s private detectives finding 

out that the safe where Thomas had kept incriminating documents, checks payable to John Leary, the 
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most of the Colt Revolvers which had been manufactured to date, and  blueprints for the machine gun 

had been ‘broken into’ by Thomas himself, and were in a secret location known only to the crooked 

Copper.   Then there was the real accusations from Thomas that it was John who set up circumstances 

and false stories that he and he alone drove his son Robert to kill five innocent people as revenge for 

killing his mother.  And the murder of his ‘too good and virtuous to be allowed to live’ wife, Mary, a 

woman from a renegade adventurist from rich and corrupt American family who, as John found out too 

late, DID have a sense of right and wrong. 

 

Lawrence, having ‘seen the light’ due to having a Vision of Jesus when going into St. Patrick’s Cathedral 

to extract more money from the poor box to distribute to the poor rather than to pay for more icons for 

parishioners and sacrificial wine for the priests, turned himself in to the Coppers, specifically his Uncle 

Thomas, who he had avoided contact with since his arrival in America.    Facts and fabrications told to 

Seargent Thomas, included stories about John’s romantic affairs with not only ‘Molly’ Kelly, but other 

women who were really men, and very rich men who cajoled John into being the ‘woman’ in their 

relationship, some of which were probably true, and some which weren’t.. … In exchange for giving 

Thomas warning about his soon Senator and greedy business tycoon brother, and enabling the Copper to 

be in control of all of John’s assets, Lawrence asked for a pardon for all of the ‘terrorist’ activities he had 

been I involved with and initiated in the cause of liberating the people from political and capitalist 

oppression.  And that he wanted to go into a monastery of Thomas’ choice, to repent accepting 

whatever the Almighty decided to do with him.  Or, if that was not possible, he would accept the 

judgement of a judge in Manhattan. 

  

Thomas and Lawrence arrived through the West Door, according to plan.   John and Robert ambled in at 

a brisk pace through the East Door, according to plan.   Both elder brothers stared at each other for five 

seconds in the middle of the dining room at the only table in the establishment that didn’t have 

‘reserved’ on it according to plan, then broke into spontaneous laughter, not according to plan. 

 

The younger Leary brothers stared at each other, confused.   Entering form the kitchen was none other 

than Kate, dressed and speaking as the most classy Catherine any industrial ball in Industrial America or 

Pre-industrial royal court in Russia could produce.   “Ah, gentlemen,” she said.  “Don’t mind the 

conversation of the ghosts at the other tables,”  she said as she led them to their ‘non-reserved’ table, 

which had three setting set out, each place decked out with three forks, two spoons, a dull butter knife 

and a sharp not yet blood stained steak cutter encircling the finest China dishes and glasswear available 

south of 23rd Street.    “If you ignore them they will ignore you.  So the serfs whose laziness and lack of 

moral fiber and intelligence,  like Periplaneta americana.”   

 

“Yes, I know,” John said in an upper caste London accent.  “Like cockroaches, of course” 
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“As do I,” replied his brother with an unbridled Irish brough. “Like Blattella germanica as well. The 

species which is still being brought over here from the continent.”  

 

“My wife did her homework with regard to cleaning up her diction and expanding her vocabulary for the 

occasion,”  Lawrence whispered to his brother as they took their place near the entrance of the kitchen.  

“But why did our elders break into laughter after seeing the room, and each other?  And what’s Maggie 

going to say when they ask about who the third guest will be at the table?” 

 

“What’s appropriate for the occasion,” Robert replied, having recalled the times when she was an 

informant in the service of his agenda, and of course hers.    

 

“And the third party that will be dining with you is late,” Maggie said as Kate, before each of the elder 

brothers’ glances went to the third place settings.  “He’ll be arriving any time and he is of course paying 

all of the expenses for this meeting.” 

 

“Did you say there was the third party?”   Robert asked his brother. 

 

“Did you?” Lawrence inquired. 

 

Clearly, there was another source of information given to the two ‘marks’.  Or Kate, Maggie or whatever 

her real name was, chose to spice up the soup with ingredients of her own.   In any case, after the two 

elder Leary’s were seated, she snapped her fingers, pointed to her two servants, Robert and Lawrence, 

commanding them to bring them bottle of spirits, the kind that are drunk rather than purged by an 

exorcist, to the table.   

 

“Bininger’s Old Kentucky Bourbon!”  John exclaimed upon seeing the label.  “My favorite!” 

 

“Mine too,” Thomas proclaimed.    

 

While each of the elder Leary’s were devising their plan to destroy the other, Kate poured generous 

portions of bourbon into their glasses laced with an extra dose of raw ethanol.  She slipped in a micky of 

what Nadia the psychic claimed was a truth serum that worked a lot better than spiking drinks with more 

alcohol in that special way that no one, even when watching her, could notice.    Using tricks other than 

the obvious ones of making sure onlookers were staring at her enlarged and exposed breasts rather than 
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her hands.    Meanwhile, both Thomas and John reached into their pockets, confirming that the cyanide, 

arsenic and strychnine they had brought to place in their fellow diner’s drink was still intact, such being 

according to Robert and Lawrence’s plan.   

 

Robert and Lawrence listened from a distance to their uncle and father’s tongues being loosened by the 

number of shots of bourbon, the elevated alcohol content of such, the newly discovered ancient folk 

medicinal Nadia brought to the table, the curiosity of the ‘ghosts’ listening in, the ‘magic moment’ of all 

of the male members of the O’Leary family being finally in one place or, of course, any combination of 

the above.   Accusations were held back at first, replaced by boasts.  Boasts about something more 

powerful than money or weapons in their private stockpiles.   “As I was saying to ‘so and so’, who is the 

head of ‘this and that’ who asked for me to do ‘that and this’ because ‘him and me’ have a special 

relationship were plastered all over the conversation.    

 

With the advantage of being an un-noticed and unimportant to the two tycoons, Robert took down 

notes regarding the important details, most particularly the “I know so and so’.” in a world where was 

becoming, or perhaps always was, who you know not what you know.  Larwence made his own list, 

concentrating focusing on how it would affect the revolution which was, in his mind, always just around 

the corner.   None of the brothers personally knew the people of power and influence their elders were 

talking about, but as for knowing about them, ---most of them had official reputations which didn’t 

match their real world endeavors related by soon to be Police Captain Thomas and future Senator John.      

 

Between filling their glasses with more bourbon and creatively fabricated assurances that the still 

unnamed third party to join Thomas and John, Kate passed by her husband and her ex-cop friend, 

glancing at the list.   She gave no comment regarding each of the people of power and influence, 

nodding ‘yes’ to some of the stories about them, and ‘no’ to others, and a shrug of the shoulders to a 

few, and wincing of her tight lips to those which caused her to let concern lead to worry, then fear. 

 

The conversation between the old men diminished into talking about bourbon, colorful racial slurs 

against ‘coloreds’ with black or red skins, and their diminishing ability to get the women they wanted 

without using force or trickery.   

 

“And, gentleman, what about these two?”  Kate interjected pointing to the two eye-rolling young men  

next to her.    

 

“A smart but gullible lad who became a real man!”  John said regarding his son, protegee, and partner in 

crime, perhaps with him wearing a badge or perhaps being on a wanted poster.   
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“A deluded idealist who came to his senses, thank God, who he will be serving now on my terms,” 

Thomas related regarding the revolutionary who was erroneously considered an anarchist by his friends 

and enemies.    

 

The conversation between the old men about the young ones shifted to ‘I remember when’ stories 

about them growing up in the Emerald Isle.    Robert heard embarrassing stories about Lawrence which, 

truth be told, made the ex-Cop feel better about himself.  Lawrence found out things about Robert’s 

skills as a healer of animals and communicator with animal people along with an ‘above all do no harm’ 

credo that made him respect his younger brother and consider Robert’ s often passive gentleness as 

something other than cowardice.    But there was one topic the two elder Leary’s did not bring up to 

each other. 

 

“Mary, our mother,”  Robert said to Lawrence.   “Neither of them is boasting about how they killed her 

and justifying the ‘why’ of it.”   

 

“Because they both did it,” Lawrence asserted.   “And the reasons they did it---” 

 

“---Are not forgivable!”  Robert grunted, connecting to an anger inside of himself which he had never 

experienced. 

 

“Agreed,” Kate said as she passed by.   “Requiring us, me anyway, to----”   Without any explanation as to 

how she got it, and the device at the business end of the Colt Revolver, she fired two shots at the dinner 

guests.    

 

“To the heart, which apparently neither of them have, for either of you, or themselves,” she said as 

Thomas fell back on his chair, breathing heavily, John falling forward onto the table, blood spilling over 

the china in front of him creating ‘blood soup and appetizers’.       

 

“And to the organ that these shitheads value most,” she continued as she walked towards the two dying 

but not yet dead old men, declining to apologize for her bad aim with the first shots.   She shot the next 

two shots into their perhaps oversized and certainly over talked about testicles.    

 

More desperate breaths emerged from both men, interrupted by blood curdling screams.  “And, to the 

organ which is most toxic, and marketable,”  Kate went on.  With her sharpened fingernails, she carved 

an X on the forehead of each ‘gentleman’.   She pulled Thomas up by his forelock, starting at and into 
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their eyes.  “You ready, Copper?  This is what ya get for takin’ the American king’s coin?  Traitorous 

bastard!”  she grunted to the Irish Cop who extorted money from fellow immigrants from the Emerald 

Isle in America and, as he had just boasted, Irish unfortunates in the Old Country as well.  One shot, and 

three beggings for mercy from the Copper later, Kate put a bullet into his head.   With her other hand 

she pulled out the steak knife and scalped him, yelling like an Indian as she waved it in the air to the 

‘ghosts’, then to a still breathing and totally terrified John Leary. 

 

“Scalping first,” Robert said, working his way at a slow march to his father.   The man who was most 

central to the death of his mother, whose scalp was lifted off her dead body upon reaching America.   

 

Robert grabbed hold of his father’s top knot, staring into his ocular portholes.    Underneath the terror 

there was emptiness.   Not the kind of evil he expected.    

 

Kate handed Robert the steak knife.   “Go ahead and do it!”  she commanded.   “So he feels it!  You will 

feel so good after it’s done.  Because----” 

 

“—I’ve learned to enjoy it,” Robert related, and confessed.   “But can unlearn that too,” he went on.  He 

turned to Kate, pointing to the revolver in her firm hand.  “On the count of three?”  

 

“Yes!” Lawrence added.   “With each step towards the site of the morally required and, if the case ever 

went to court in the Wild Wild East, legal execution, he counted down from three.   At the count of one, 

Robert relieved his father of the mop of thick hair he was so proud of, at the same time that the last 

bullet from Kate’s revolver turned his brains into soup.   

 

Robert’s hand was firm when he held onto John’s scalp.   No shaking.  And no clenched fist either.    

“Did you enjoy it?” Lawrence asked him.   

 

“I did what was necessary,” he replied, calmly.   He placed the scalp on the table next to that of Thomas.   

“After they’re cleaned up, maybe they can go to men who aren’t fortunate to have a full head of hair.   

Like….”   Robert stroked his head, feeling the roots of the hairs that were still there, seeing a few fall into 

his hand afterwards.  “Maybe us?” he said to Lawrence.  “I’m told no grass grows on busy streets.” 

 

“Maybe, maybe not,” Lawrence said.  “And if so, I hope you’re right,” he continued, noting that though 

the length of Lawrence’s mane was longer than Robert’s, it was thinner.   
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Kate had finished collecting the bloody dishes on the table, gathering them up the table cloth then 

wrapping them up into a large knapsack.   “And as for this mess,” she said regarding the two lifeless 

corpses still propped up on the chairs.   She wrapped them up in extra large sized tablecloths, being as 

careful as possible to not spill more blood onto the floor she had just mopped clean.  “Feed them to the 

pigs, tie them to the stones and dump into the river?” she asked Lawrence.   

 

“I don’t feel like treating pigs for eating toxic meat, and the rivers are already polluted enough here,” 

Robert interjected, just before Lawrence could provide a colorful suggestion of his own.   “So…it’s Potters 

Field with the too many ‘inevitable unfortunates’ who are feeding the worms there or…”   

 

“Maybe we can be practical,” Lawrence suggested.  “They’ll feed humans who they and the upper ups 

they say they know have been starving.   Once cooked, human meat tastes like chicken.” 

 

“And  chicken ala king to the Uptown kids or their uppity up parents, tellin’ them afterwards that they 

just ate their trusted collaborators,”  Kate offered. 

 

“And speaking of collaborations, Maggie, where did you get those tubes you put onto the revolvers so 

they shoot bullets silently?”  Lawrence asked his wife. 

 

“Help me get this dead meat out into the wagon I got outside, and I’ll tell ya,” she mused.  “And me real 

name isn’t Kate or Maggie.  Both of you do the heavy liftin’ and cartin’ to the butchery or wherever, and I 

just might tell you my real name.” 

 

“And maybe we might tell you ours,” Lawrence said.   

 

Kate pulled her head back, startled and impressed at being one upped.   

 

“But in the meantime,” Lawrence said.  He turned to Robert, pulled out a sealed leather pouch and 

handed it to him.  “Your new name, for your new life.” 

 

“As a revolutionary doing battle against political oppressors to create a world where equality, liberty and 

security can be achieved, all at the same time?”  Robert said as he began to unwrap the many layer of 

tape from the leather pouch, finally feeling elevated to being just as good, accomplished and 
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adventurous as his brother.  “Where everyone takes according to their abilities and gives according to 

their needs? And where the Democratic Communist Manifesto is manifested?”  Finally, Robert reached 

the leather under the tape.  He read the name on it.  “As…” 

 

“Sean Williamson-O’Neal,” Lawrence said, boldly regarding Robert’s new identity, on the best forged 

documents available, complete with birth certificate from the New Haven Hospital in Connecticut  and 

certificates of education from esteemed schools in New England, Chicago and Virginia.  “Who, with the 

money in that other compartment of the pouch, can easily pay for tuition to Veterinary College of 

Philadelphia.  Or a member of its first faculty, given all the animals you saved in Ireland, and the people 

and animals you administered health care to in your spare time when you came here to New York.” 

  

“But…the Revolution, that’s happening here, soon, and building up in Europe---” Robert gasped. 

 

“Needs scientists and healers more than soldiers,” Lawrence replied.  “And fathers to new generations of 

scientists, healer and soldiers fighting the right way and for the right cause,” he continued.   “Kids who 

YOU will be a better father to than ours was to us.    Kids you’ll have with…well,”   Lawrence looked at 

Kate, continuing the cleaning up of the room.  Then bidding farewell to the ghosts at the other tables 

who she said  ‘made her job easier and less morally difficult’.   

 

“In a few months, the arrangement between me and Kate, Maggie or whoever she is will be up for 

renewal.  Irish weddings, real ones anyway, being for a year and a day,” Lawrence said. “And I promise to 

come to your wedding. So I can---” 

 

“---Be married full time to the Revolution?   And going after the vicious upper ups that Uncle Thomas 

and Dear Old Dad were trying to impress, and could become?”  Robert inquired.   

 

“Yes, there is that.   You and her working from Inside the system, and me outside of it,”  Lawrence said as 

he put his hand out to his brother. 

 

Upon shaking that hand, Robert Leary wondered what it would be like to be Sean Williamson O’Neal.  Or 

just Sean Neal.   Yes, a new name for a new life.   In Honor of one that was gone, but left her mark, 

forever.   One who would have to be honored in a manner that she deserved. 
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CHAPTER 20 

 

Maybe it was Mary Clinton-Leary’s body under the dirt in a clearing in the woods half a day’s ride and a 

full day’s walk North of the Bronx, or maybe it wasn’t.   Orville Jones claimed that the rack of barely 

recognized bones that washed up onto the shores of Rye was indeed Robert and Lawrence’s mother, and 

both brothers decided it was appropriate to believe him, or at least give the appearance that they did.   

After all, the sketch he made of the face based on bone structure was identical to Mary’s, or close 

enough to think it was her anyway.   The ceremony at the gravesite, conducted in Gaelic, was attended 

by her sons, her new daughter in law, Orville and a dozen of the Dead Rabbits.   Also included were five 

times that number of Irish laborers.   And others who wished the persons buried next to her a safe 

journey to ‘a better place’, namely her two sons, Robert and Lawrence Leary.   

 

The question of whether the two Leary brothers would resurrect from the dead was immaterial, but still 

was an option.    New names for new Callings were required, in a New Country.  But one truth was 

revealed by Kate, who related and confessed that, yes, her given name was…Mary.      


