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			Prologue

			“Teacups were suspended in mid-air — well, one teacup and several glasses of stronger stuff — when our oul fella made his announcement.”

			“Announcement?”

			But Father Brennan Burke’s younger brother would tell the story in his own way and time. A story apparently about their father, Declan. Terry Burke was on the phone to Brennan at the parish house in Halifax, Nova Scotia; he had rung from the family home in Queens, New York. “We were all around the dinner table. Dec and Ma, myself and Sheila, Patrick, Bridey and Larry. Bridey’s kids had finished dinner and were playing outside. It was quiet for a bit and then Declan says, ‘I’m going over there.’ He didn’t mean going to the other side of the room or to one of the other boroughs of New York. No. We’d been gabbing about the old country.”

			Ireland, whence the Burke family had emigrated more than forty years ago. Here they were in the middle of the 1990s and not once since their departure had the paterfamilias laid a footprint on his native soil. Other members of the family made frequent trips to the old country. But not Declan, until now.

			“What brought this on, Terry?” Brennan asked.

			“All Da said was ‘It’s time.’”

			It was long past time, in Brennan’s view. Sure, Declan had been forced to leave Ireland under cover of night when Brennan was just a child, following a dispute with Declan’s fellow soldiers in the Irish Republican Army. Brennan could not imagine how difficult it must have been for his father to uproot himself and the family, leave behind everything and everyone they knew, to start all over again on the other side of the Atlantic Ocean. And how painful for Brennan’s mother. But Declan and Teresa Burke had managed to make a life for themselves and their six kids in New York. Declan had built up the North American arm of the family business, Burke Transport, and was doing very well at it. 

			In spite of all that, the midnight escape from Ireland and the conflict that gave rise to it had remained an unhealed wound in Declan. This was so even though a friend of his, Father Leo Killeen, had carried out a diplomatic mission with Declan’s former brothers in arms. That had been a few years ago, and it seemed that the coast would be clear, and safe, for Declan to return to the land of his birth. Yet Declan had not made a move. Now, it was time. He was in his seventies, and this no doubt reinforced his desire to return. He had friends and family members still living in Dublin. Still living, but for how much longer? Well into his seventies he was, although his appearance, his strength, and the sharpness of his mind were those of a much younger man. Brennan tuned back in to his brother’s call.

			“So, of course, Bren, I said to Da, ‘I’m going with you.’”

			“And what did he say to that?”

			“He said, ‘There are scads of flights to Ireland, Terrence. You needn’t be my pilot.’” Terry was a commercial airline pilot. “The expression on his face suggested more than just a determination to choose his own flight. We’re well familiar with that look, Bren, the look of a man determined to go his own way.”

			“Especially, perhaps, on a mission like this, with old disputes and enmities to be sorted.”

			“Exactly. But I wasn’t going to be put off that easily. Those enmities and disputes are why I don’t want him heading over there alone. Who knows what he might be facing when he gets there? ‘I’ll be in the cockpit,’ I told him, ‘or beside you in the cabin, or I’ll pop up in Dublin before or after your arrival, Da. One way or another, you’ll be enjoying my company on your homecoming visit to Ireland.’ You know the cold blue glare you get from those eyes of his.”

			“I know it well,” Brennan agreed. “And you know me. What am I about to say, Terry?”

			“You yourself will be joining the party.”

			“I shall.”

			“You’ve no direct flights from Halifax to Dublin, Bren, so —”

			“I’ll fly to New York via Toronto, and leave the rest up to you.”

			“Da wants to leave two weeks from now. Tuesday, eighteenth of June. I’ll be in touch with you about the plans, and I’ll reserve the flights. I can get one-way tickets; we’ll decide on the return flights when we’re over there. Of course, Bridey’s wishing she could come along, but having seven kids puts the kibosh on that. Patrick can’t make it either, as much as he would like to.” Bridey was their sister, Patrick their brother.

			Brennan was determined to make the trip. He had no idea what kind of reception Declan would get from the men he’d offended back in those troubled times. But, whatever it was, he and Terry were not going to let their father face it alone in the troubled times of today.

			A trip to Ireland for Father Burke meant making some hasty arrangements with his pastor at Saint Bernadette’s parish in Halifax, where he had been living for the past few years. Brennan travelled to Ireland from time to time, and he always arranged for a substitute to carry out his duties. He frequently took on extra work, paid work, with choirs and schools in the city to supplement his funds for his travels. His pastor and dear friend, Monsignor Michael O’Flaherty, would be bright-eyed and keen to hear about Brennan and Declan’s Irish adventure whenever it was concluded. Brennan knew he might have to sanitize the story a bit for Mike, depending on how things turned out in Dublin. Some of it might not be for the telling.

			Terry Burke had considerable seniority at his airline and was generally able to change his flight schedule, Dublin or Shannon instead of Frankfurt or Paris. Brennan assumed he’d met with no resistance this time round. Because on a Tuesday afternoon two weeks after their father’s surprise announcement, Brennan was in New York. Their brother Patrick dropped the three of them off at JFK Airport for their flight to Dublin. Brennan thought, but didn’t say aloud, that it would be even better if Patrick could join them on the trip. A loving, easygoing man like Pat — a highly regarded psychiatrist — might come in handy if things got a little rocky, a little stressful, for their da on his return to the land he’d had to flee so suddenly all those years ago. But it would be priest and pilot, not psychiatrist, on this particular mission.

		
	
		
			
			Chapter I

			
			Declan Burke

			When more than forty years have passed since a man last set foot in the country of his birth — his true home — surely it’s enough to say It’s time to justify making that journey home. And it seemed to Declan that his simple explanation did satisfy his family as his reason to fly over to Ireland. His beloved wife, Teresa, had raised a quizzical eyebrow, but he knew that was more a matter of concern than any kind of suspicion. It’s time was enough even to satisfy his sons Brennan and Terry. Sure, they insisted on coming with him, and God be good to them, they had his best interests at heart. They wanted to be there to look out for him in case anything from his past came back to smack him in the arse. And with a past like Declan’s, that was a concern not easily dismissed. Even as much of his past as was known to the two lads would have them concerned. And they didn’t know the half of it. They sure as hell did not know about the letter he had received — not at the family home, thank Christ, but at his office at Burke Transport. The letter and the tattered pieces of paper that came with it. 

			And now here they were, the three of them in the cabin of a Boeing 747. Brennan in the window seat, Terry on the aisle, and Declan in the middle. He could hardly have badgered Terry for a row all to himself, given that Terry had arranged the flight on this enormous jet through his airline. And Declan wasn’t paying one red cent for it. It was nighttime — so late that the three of them had limited themselves to one glass of whiskey each — and all was dark outside the tiny window; the thousands of miles of ocean would not be visible for a few more hours. Declan knew the hours would seem interminable not just because of boredom but because of the tension he was feeling about his secret, the reason for this sudden flight across the Atlantic. He could feel the tension almost like a buzzing or a cloud in his head. The lads kept up a line of chatter about everything except the reason for the trip. They didn’t know the reason, but that was not for want of trying. Sometimes it was Terry asking him straight out; sometimes it was merely Brennan’s raised left eyebrow.

			It was the letter that nearly blew his cover. Three hours into the flight, and he was wide awake. But it looked as if his sons had drifted off, both of them relaxed back in their seats, eyes closed. Declan felt that letter in his back pocket as if it were poking into his flesh. He rose slightly in his seat and reached around to pull out the letter and attached papers. Fuck! One of the papers escaped his grasp. He leaned forward to retrieve it, but not in time. Brennan was awake after all, and he got to the page before his father. He started to open it.

			“Give it over, Brennan!”

			“What is it, Da, that’s got you on edge like this?”

			“Give it!” And he reached out and snatched it from Brennan’s hand. “This is nothing you have to concern yourself with. Go back to sleep.”

			Brennan fixed those black eyes on him for a few long seconds, but being a private man like Declan himself, he handed the paper back. Declan tried to hide the fact that his hand was shaking. His son turned his head away to stare out at the darkness.

			
			
			
			Brennan Burke

			The first stop for any of the Burkes visiting Dublin was the family bar on the city’s north side. So, after landing Wednesday morning, going through the rigmarole at the airport, and freshening up in their hotel room, Declan checked his watch and announced that it was opening time. He, Terry, and Brennan walked the short distance to the iconic public house: a cream-coloured building with the name Christy Burke in gold letters set in a horizontal band of black above the door and windows. Christy, Brennan’s grandfather, was long dead, but the pub was thriving under the management of Christy’s son — Declan’s brother — Finn. Thriving indeed; as early in the day as it was, the bar stools and several of the tables were occupied.

			Brennan and Terry had stayed behind their father as he crossed the threshold of the pub for the first time in over four decades. Looking ahead, they could see Finn behind the taps, pouring a pint of Guinness. Finn often wore dark glasses, even indoors — Brennan had never asked why — but there were no glasses on him today. His grey-blue eyes looked up from the taps towards the entrance. At first, there was no reaction. Then the eyes widened, and the mouth dropped open. That provided the answer to one question for Brennan: no, his father had not given Finn any notice of his impending arrival. Declan moved slowly forward, towards the bar, towards his brother. There was a clear resemblance between the two, both strong-looking men. Finn had the same thick hair as Declan, Declan’s white, Finn’s mostly grey. Finn placed the pint on the bar in front of the punter who’d ordered it, took the payment, and then moved out from behind the counter and walked to meet the new arrivals.

			Brennan and Terry edged their way around their father, so they could witness the long-overdue reunion. 

			“Declan,” Finn said. 

			“Finn,” his brother replied. 

			Neither man was known for dramatic gestures. Their backgrounds, their history as soldiers of the IRA, had ingrained in them a calmness, a coolness, that should never be mistaken for indifference. Declan put out his hand, and Finn took it. They stood that way for several seconds, then Finn let down his guard, put his arms around his older brother, and drew him into an embrace. Brennan gave Terry the eye, and they moved off to let their da and uncle have their moment.

			A few minutes later, Finn came over to Terry and Brennan and welcomed them back to Dublin and to Christy’s. “I can arrange a house for the three of yis.”

			“Oh, thanks, Finn,” Brennan said, “but we have a hotel booked. We’re not sure how long, em . . .”

			“Hotel, me arse. I own a couple of properties now. Bought them a few years ago, and I’m having renovations done. One of them Conn will be living in when he moves back from London.” Conn was the youngest of Finn’s four sons, all grown now. Finn’s wife, Catriona, had died more than twenty-five years ago. Brennan knew that Finn had not lacked for female company in the years since, but his main focus was on his sons.

			“How are the boys?”

			“All thriving. None of them in Dublin right now, so I’ve a place for yis. I’m sending you over to the Irishtown Road.”

			“Still called Irishtown, is it, Finn?”

			“It is. Maybe by, I don’t know, the year two thousand, our city planners will cop on that there’s no need to single a place out as Irishtown in the middle of Ireland.”

			Brennan knew the history. By the thirteenth century, Dublin had become the centre of English power in Ireland. Raids by the native Irish, and increasing numbers of Irish people moving into the city, were simply unacceptable to the English occupiers. In the mid-fifteenth century, they booted the Irish out of the city. The porr oul Oirish were permitted within the city walls to do their trading during the day but had to feck off at nightfall, expelled to what became known as Irishtown. In Ireland, their own country.

			Finn said, “Both the places are there. The one where you’ll be staying is a fine place in a terrace of houses on the Irishtown Road near the corner with Saint Brendan’s Cottages. Almost named for you, eh, Bren?”

			“God has ordained it so.”

			“There are no tenants in it right now. I’ve a couple of young ones coming from Sligo for Trinity College, but the place is not quite ready for them. I’ve put in a shower, but I need new tiles in the jacks. I’ve still to put up new window blinds, some finishing touches. But it’s perfectly serviceable. Beds and all the other furniture in it. Should suit the three of you for your visit here.”

			“That will be grand, Finn. Thank you.”

			Then Finn poured them each a pint and a small one — a pint of Guinness and a glass of Jameson whiskey — and signalled to Declan to join him in the backroom. Terry and Brennan found a table and settled in to enjoy the craic. There was a family taking up two tables next to them, celebrating the birth of twin boys to the family’s youngest daughter, Shauna, and her husband. The new parents were home minding the babies, but the grandparents, aunts, and uncles were marking the occasion with drinks and cheers and passing colour photos of the little twins around to anyone who appeared interested. The Burkes were keen to see them and gave heartfelt praise for the two little ginger-haired infants. Brennan made the sign of the cross over the photos and gave them a blessing, for which the family expressed their thanks. One of the aunts leaned towards Brennan and Terry and whispered, “Shauna was hoping for girls, or at least one; they already have three boys!” As much as it was in character for Father Burke to give a blessing, it was in character for Terry to give a song, a story, or a recital. On this occasion, he did some quick thinking and came up with a recital, which he delivered standing with his pint glass in hand.

			
				With a couple more lads yer one has been saddled.

				Tis enough to make anyone’s thinking be addled.

				But it’s not a bad thing to have more little boys;

				There’s no need to go out and buy any new toys!

				And some boys turn out to be not all that bad;

				Look at me and my brother, that very fine lad.

				Sure, I tell tales in bars; I’m a bit of a liar,

				But Father Burke here exists on a plane so much higher.

				So you could have one boy who’s a spinner of stories,

				But another who brings you the heavenly glories.

				He’ll baptize and he’ll marry and forgive all your sins,

				So you may have good luck with Shauna’s new twins!

			

			Terry bowed in response to the laughs and applause that met his performance, and the gran got up and put her arms around him. He gave her an affectionate hug and sat at the table again. Brennan heard one of the aunts whisper to her sister, “I was foolish and made a promise to Shauna that my gift for the family would be a new camera. One of the little lads broke theirs. But now I see the price of them; I don’t see how I can get one for them. Sure, I’m tempted to pretend I’m down with the flu, so I won’t have to face them without the camera!” The woman’s anguish was written all over her face.

			Terry caught Brennan’s eye; he had overheard the conversation too. “Do you know what?” he said to the woman. “I’m a nosy fucker, and I heard what you said. No, no,” he assured the blushing woman, “no need to be embarrassed. Here’s the thing: my daughter gave me a new camera for my birthday. And, well, I have to admit to a bit of stupidity here. I find it too complicated to use. Too many settings and adjustments; I prefer my old camera with the easy settings.” This from a man who knew his way around a high-end Leica camera, not to mention the controls of a 747 jetliner. “Are you going to be here a while? I’ll run out and get it for you.”

			The family had just ordered a fresh round of drinks, so Brennan knew they were in for the long haul.

			“Ah, no, I couldn’t have you do that.” Brennan could see a glimmer of hope mixed in with the embarrassment.

			“Of course, you could,” Terry said, smiling. “Just consider it a gift for the new baby boys.”

			“But what about your daughter, when she finds out you don’t have it?”

			“I’ll tell her I lost it after a night of skulling pints. She’ll find that all too believable! Now, you sit tight.”

			It wasn’t long before he was back with what he claimed was his own camera. He had in fact forgotten his own Leica in the rush to leave New York. What he had in his hand was a newly purchased camera. It was small, fitting neatly into his hand. On either side of the lens was that rough-textured black material so many cameras had, and there were dials on the top. Brennan figured Terry had bought it from one of the shops in Dorset Street and discarded all the packaging on the way back to Christy’s.

			“Here it is,” he said to the aunt.

			The woman leaned over and put her arms around him; there were tears in her eyes. “You are so kind. You shouldn’t have . . .”

			“Ah now, I’m just as happy to be rid of it!” Terry claimed. “There’s a new film in it. I’m such a klutz, I ruined the first film I tried!”

			“What did you say you are?” one of the men inquired. “A klutz?”

			“That’s New York talk, Yiddish, for guys like me, who keep dropping things, pressing the wrong buttons, can’t follow the instruction manuals. Guys like that.”

			Guys who can keep several hundred passengers in a four-hundred-tonne plane in the air in a fierce bout of turbulence? Brennan’s younger brother was the furthest thing from a klutz. What was the Yiddish word for “generous”? Brennan couldn’t remember, but whatever it was, that was Terry Burke.

			They stayed on for a couple more hours with their new friends at Christy’s, enjoying a few more drinks and, in Brennan’s case, a couple of cigarettes. Declan had joined them partway through the evening and was friendly with the new acquaintances. Not overly talkative, as was his wont, but an amiable addition to the group.

			

			The Burkes spent that night in their hotel and then, with the loan of a brand-new black Opel Astra from the other family business, the first and Dublin-based branch of Burke Transport, they drove to their new digs in Irishtown. The house was one in a terrace of two-storey red-brick houses on the Irishtown Road. There were two bedrooms, and the Burke sons took the bigger one with twin beds, granting their father a room of his own. Once they had unpacked their belongings, Terry offered to go out on a grocery run, and nobody objected; he knew the basic items his family liked for their breakfast and their tea. It was a fine sunny day, and Brennan headed out for a little walk around the neighbourhood. He peered in the windows of the big public house a stone’s throw from their place, the Seapoint House, and marked the place as his new — if temporary — local. He then set out to explore the little streets with rows of attached houses, which were done in various colours of brick. The priest in him felt truly at home as he noted the saints’ names given to the streets: Philomena, Magdalen, Veronica, and Oliver Plunkett. Saint Oliver, the Irish martyr, had been hanged, drawn, and quartered in England, and his head was now on display in Ireland, up the coast a bit in Drogheda. Brennan recalled the story of a Canadian friend who had come to Ireland and struck up a conversation with some locals in a bar; it somehow came up that her father’s name was Oliver. Her new acquaintances reared back in their seats, obviously thinking he might have been named after that scourge of Irish history, the old war criminal Oliver Cromwell. “No, no,” the visitor assured them, “he was named after Oliver Plunkett.” And everyone relaxed. Brennan kept walking to the stone wall that bordered the River Dodder. He looked south to the Lansdowne Road sports stadium and north to the docks and Dublin Port, greeted the seagulls that perched upon the wall, and then returned to his new gaff.

			Terry reported that Finn had come to collect their father; nothing was said about their plans or destination. But the Astra was still in place for Terry and Brennan, so they decided to do a bit of motoring down the coast, taking in the lovely seaside towns and villages south of Dublin. “I didn’t think to bring my bathing costume,” Brennan lamented.

			“It’s definitely a beach day. And you can’t always say that in Ireland, can you? Let’s stop and buy ourselves some shorts. What do you say?”

			“Amen to that.” So they found a shop, each bought a pair of swimming togs, and they parked the car at Killiney Beach. They sprinted out into the cool, bracing surf of the Irish Sea, unintentionally splashing a couple of young women standing in the water near to them, and this led to a splashing contest. Brennan mounted a defence of their boisterous behaviour: “Soon shall our wings be stilled and our laughter over and done. So let us dance on the fringèd waves!”

			“I remember those lines from school!” one of the young ones said. “Who was it?”

			“William Butler Yeats. May we always heed his words and his wisdom.”

			And they did. They danced and splashed in the waves and enjoyed a bit of banter and laughter before the Burkes returned to shore and to the city. On their way home, they found a chip shop and loaded up on fish and chips for supper. Declan returned to the house and lost no time sitting down to the meal.

			“What did you get up to today, Da?” Brennan asked him.

			“Finn and I talked. He suggested a couple of people I could speak to.”

			Brennan and Terry exchanged a glance. They would have questions for their father, but Brennan could tell that Terry shared his own view: they should allow Declan a bit of time and space before interrogating him about his sensitive mission in the country of his birth. They spoke instead of various friends and relations Declan could catch up with during their time in the city. Brennan was a fairly frequent visitor to Dublin and saw some of his cousins and old pals on those occasions, but it had been a long, long time for his father. Terry suggested that supper be followed by a visit to that grand public house on the corner for a couple of pints. So they headed out. 

			It had started to rain, and they were treated to one of those lovely, frequent Dublin rainbows. The Seapoint House was close enough that they didn’t bother to go back inside and get their anoraks. They just hustled over to the pub and found places at the bar, facing the taps and glistening bottles of spirits, and were soon in conversation with an old couple on the stools nearby who reminisced about members of their families who had been drinking here during the earlier, and very early, decades of the century. The Burkes had a couple of pints and then said goodbye. They had noticed some other pubs in the area and were not ready to call it a night, so they thanked the barman and stepped out into the dusk. Rain was still falling.

			Brennan noticed two men standing outside the west-facing wall of the pub. One was fairly tall and heavy-set, the other slimmer and shorter. They were having a smoke, their tweed flat caps pulled down fairly low on their faces. Nothing unusual about that, given the wind that was now blowing the rain sideways into people’s faces. But what did strike Brennan as unusual was the men’s apparent lack of curiosity. They were ignoring the three men who had just emerged from the pub. Not wondering who was there? Somebody they might know? Brennan looked over at his father and saw him observing the men too. Surely, the pair had had a glimpse of the Burkes as they came out the door. And in Brennan’s experience, anyone in a close-knit community would be eyeing the blow-ins from away, curious about who had recently come to town.

			But he put them out of his mind when he drew Declan’s and Terry’s attention to the nearby Vintage Inn. They covered the short distance in no time at all and entered the pub. It was another long-time fixture in the neighbourhood, with photos and memorabilia decorating the walls; this one had been in place since 1845. Here, too, they found people happy to make conversation with the new arrivals. No surprise there; it was well known that people in Ireland had the gift of the gab. Brennan had sat in trains for two, two and a half hours with perfect strangers, who had kept the talk going with barely a pause for breath, for the duration of the trip. One of the many aspects of life in Ireland that he cherished.

			

			Brennan awoke with the morning sun streaming in through the drops of rain on his window. He’d had a relatively early night, so his hangover was bearable. He and Declan had come home after a pint at the Vintage Inn, but Terry had not been ready to vacate his bar stool, so he’d stayed on. Brennan reached across the bed to look at his watch. What time were the weekday Masses at Saint Patrick’s, the church in Ringsend? It was only half seven now, so he’d no doubt be in time. Should he wake Terry, former altar boy that he was, and suggest that all three of them walk over to the church? Well, he’d wait to see what kind of shape his brother was in after a night on the batter. He sat up in his bed and looked across the room. The blue-and-grey patchwork quilt covering Terry’s bed and the pillows were still in place, hadn’t been disturbed. Nobody had slept in that bed.

		
		
	
		
			
			Chapter II

			
			Brennan

			Terry Burke was a fine-looking man, with his bright blue eyes and thick chestnut-brown hair, his engaging smile that lit up many a parlour and pub. And Brennan knew of the temptations available to an airline pilot thousands of miles from home with fine-looking stewardesses for company. But, as far as Brennan was aware, Terry was not a man for playing away. It had always been Brennan’s impression that Terry had remained faithful to his wife, Sheila. Had he now faced temptation in a Dublin bar? Had he fallen asleep in somebody else’s bed? Not all that likely; Terry and Brennan were in Ireland to keep an eye on their father, to protect him if need be. Protect him if possible. Would Terry have so easily sloughed off the duty he had taken on with this excursion? Or had he been legless with drink, literally? Had he fallen and injured himself? What was Brennan going to say to Declan who, as Brennan could hear, was up and about in his own room?

			He gave his father time to start his day — have a shower and get dressed. When Declan emerged from his room, ready for the day, Brennan broke the news. “Terry didn’t come in last night, Da. He’s not here.”

			Declan gave him a look that was familiar to his son, a look that said You’re not making any sense. “What are you telling me here?”

			“He never came in.”

			Silence from his father. Then, “Incapacitated with the drink somewhere?” It was said not with disapproval but with hope.

			“Possibly,” Brennan replied with a similar facade of hope. “Let’s go, see if he’s . . . We’ll ask around.”

			It was too early for the pubs to be open, so, after Brennan had his turn in the shower, they left the house and walked the streets of Irishtown, as if Terry might be lying injured somewhere. This proved pointless, of course, so they returned to the house and sat down to wait until the pubs opened for the day. Brennan could think of nothing to say or do until he channelled his mother and said, “Tea, Da?”

			“Mm.”

			So Brennan brewed the tea, and they each had a cup and a smoke. It seemed like an eternity, but eventually it was late enough in the morning for the pubs to open up. They headed for the Vintage Inn, where they had last seen Terry, but the door was not open yet. Brennan peered in the window as if he expected to see, what? Terry slumped on a bar stool, a spilled pint on the bar in front of him? No, but he spotted somebody else in there, a man mopping the floor.

			Brennan knocked on the window, and the man looked up. He shook his head and mouthed the words “Not open yet.” Brennan mouthed, “Quick question?” And the man seemed to understand. Yes, he came to the door and opened it.

			“Sorry to be bothering you. I know you’re not open yet, but . . .” Brennan had to invent a story; he wished he had Terry’s skill in making things up on the fly. “I don’t think you were here last night?”

			“I’m only here in the daytime.”

			“Right. Well, perhaps you can help us anyway. My brother isn’t well today. We spent some time here last night, greatly enjoyed it, but my brother thinks he left something here. A little folio of pictures, of his family, his travels. He’d been showing it off, and now he can’t find it at all. Would it be all right if we had a look round the place?”

			The man shrugged. “Go ahead. But I didn’t find anything when I came in.”

			“Thanks. I understand.” Of course, he hadn’t found anything because there was nothing to find, nor had he come upon a man passed out on the floor. But Brennan and Declan made a quick tour of the place, checked the jacks. As anyone could have predicted, there was nothing to be found. They thanked the cleaner and left the bar.

			Declan said, “I wonder if he went back to the first place we were at. Seapoint House. Not likely, I suppose, but . . .” But please let it be so.

			“We may as well have a look.”

			They made the quick walk to the Seapoint, which was open. They walked inside and saw a couple of old gents ordering their first pints of the day. Brennan caught the eye of the barman, not of course the same man who’d been on shift the night before, and gave him the same spiel he’d given the cleaner at the Vintage Inn. And heard the same response. The barman hadn’t found a folder of photographs or anything of that kind.

			“Would it be all right if we took a look around?”

			“No bodder, go right ahead.” He gestured to the other parts of the pub. It was a big place with different sections. So they made the rounds, without any realistic hope of finding their son and brother. The only things spilled on the floors were beer and a few coins. They checked the jacks, and there was nobody slumped around the sinks or toilets. They thanked the barman and walked outside.

			They stood there irresolute, helpless. “Where do we look now, Da? Or do we call in the guards? My pal Shay —”

			His father interrupted him. “Those men,” he said.

			“What men, Da?”

			“That pair that were ignoring us when we came out of this place. Did you ever see such an incurious pair?”

			Brennan knew that the men’s behaviour had been unusual, no curious glances at the three strangers who had emerged from the Seapoint. But there could be other explanations for that; they were likely just preoccupied with matters that had nothing to do with any of the Burkes. As they walked aimlessly along the Irishtown Road, Brennan observed, “There’s a Garda station, Da.”

			“No peelers!” It came out almost as a bark. No surprise there. Declan Burke would not want to draw the attention of the Garda Síochána, Ireland’s national police force. He had never been a man who invited the attention of the police, which was not surprising, given his long history of involvement with the Irish Republican Army — designated an unlawful organization in Ireland — and his activities on its behalf.

			
			
			Declan

			What on earth, or the regions below, could possibly account for Terry vanishing on the second night of their excursion to Ireland? As he and Brennan walked along, Declan felt as if someone had taken a big thick rope, tied it around his head, and was pulling on it; he’d always kept quiet about these headaches, this pressure, that came upon him in times of stress. He felt weak and wanted to slump down on the ground to rest. But he had a reputation to uphold, and it wasn’t of a man laid low by headaches and weakness. And if ever there was a time to focus on someone else and not himself, it was now. Terry had not passed out while on the drink or fallen injured somewhere near their lodgings or the pubs he had visited. Had he perhaps met a young one and gone off with her for a bit of the oul excitement? Would he be coming back to the house with lipstick on his collar and a look of shame about him? No disrespect meant to Sheila, Terry’s lovely wife, but that would be a much more welcome explanation than whatever else might have happened, something more sinister that might explain his absence. 

			Who were those two men outside the bar? Declan could not imagine how Terry’s disappearance could be connected in any way with the letter that had prompted Declan’s hasty decision to make the trip. He hadn’t even replied to it, so nobody involved with that bit of history would know that the Burkes were in Ireland. But Declan had a long and checkered past on this island, and Terry did not, at least not as far as Declan was aware. So, was this calamity not about Terry at all but about his father? If so, it was a problem to be tackled by the family. And nobody else. Declan would have to keep up his strength to handle this problem and get his son back safe and sound and full of the devil, as he’d always been.

			
			
			Brennan

			So. No peelers were to be involved. But when you are trying to trace the movements of a missing man, a son and brother, is it not obvious that you would do well to call on the skills and resources of the police? And Brennan was not a little boy, bound in obedience to his father. The best and only way to find Terry was to bring in the experts, and that’s what he would do. Here in Dublin, Brennan knew a copper who would be more than willing to help and would be discreet while he was at it. Shay Rynne had been a pal of Brennan’s for many years; he had even met Declan in New York more than twenty years ago when Shay had made a trip to the Big Apple during a murder inquiry. Whenever Brennan visited Dublin, he tried to get together with Shay. That wasn’t always possible, given Shay’s work schedule and Brennan’s limited time in the city, but Brennan would make sure his friend was let in on what had happened. If Terry didn’t turn up, he would do that in the evening without a word of it to his father.

			For now, he had to help his father get through the day. The Burkes had other family, of course, in Dublin, but neither he nor Declan felt like showing up for a visit and either leaving the Terry story out of the conversation or burdening their relations with the crisis. The exception was Finn. And if, please God, Terry got away from whatever was keeping him, he would come to Christy Burke’s bar if he found nobody home in Irishtown. Brennan said, “We’ll go see Finn.”

			“Right, so. But he himself doesn’t start work till the afternoon.”

			What would they do to pass the time until Finn came on shift? Brennan wanted something to do other than sit at home and brood over Terry’s absence. All he could come up with was a little tour around the city to show Declan some of the changes his hometown had undergone in the past few decades. “How about a bus tour, Da?”

			This was greeted with a roll of the eyes. “What, sit on a bus with a bunch of Yanks listening to a lot of blather about the fairies and the leprechauns?”

			In spite of the dire situation they were in, Brennan had to laugh. And he needed the laugh. Declan Burke had spent more than half his life in the United States, in New York City. And he still regarded his neighbours as Yanks, a category in which he did not see himself. But fair play to him: Brennan did not see his father, did not see himself, as a Yank. They were Irishmen. The fact that they’d had to leave Ireland as the result of a conflict between Declan and some of his fellow Irishmen did not change that.

			“No, Dec. But let’s leave the car here and take a city bus along the quays to the city centre.” Brennan knew they were both in need of distraction, even if only for a limited time during this harrowing day. “Lots to see there, even more than when you saw it last. And the best view would be from the upper deck of a bus. Maybe see our old house.”

			“One of our old houses, you mean.”

			“Right, Mountjoy Street. Then maybe we’ll go see the other one.” The Mountjoy Street house was just around the corner from the family bar.

			It was a soft day, cloudy with a fine mist, so it was a good time to ride in a bus, and not all that bad for walking. They climbed to the upper deck of the bus from Irishtown to the city centre, then walked a few blocks along the quays, on the northern shore of the River Liffey. They came to O’Connell Street, one of the city’s main thoroughfares. Declan was so intrigued by the changes — all the new shops, the loss of the old ones — that he took no notice of the drizzle as he walked along. Soon they were standing in front of the GPO, the General Post Office, a massive Greek Revival–style building with fluted columns across the front, topped by a triangular pediment. Declan stopped and saluted the building, not for its architecture but for its history. A salute to one of the main sites of the 1916 Easter Rising and to the men and women who had died in the fighting or were executed for their efforts to rid Ireland of British rule. Then Brennan pointed up the street and said, “Notice anything missing?”

			His father snickered. Back in 1966, fifty years after the Rising, Irish republicans had blown up Nelson’s Pillar, a towering granite column topped with a statue of Lord Horatio Nelson, an obvious symbol of Britain’s imperial power. Declan laughed as Brennan sang the song “Up Went Nelson” by a band called the Go Lucky Four. The song had topped the charts for two months in 1966.

			It wasn’t all that far a walk to Christy Burke’s, but now there was a steady rain falling, so they sheltered beneath the pediment of the GPO until Brennan spotted the bus they wanted. They hoofed it to the stop and boarded the bus. The route offered them a brief tour of their former neighbourhood, until they got off and walked to their old house in Mountjoy Street. They stood before the house in the brick Georgian terrace. Neither of them saw fit to comment on the name Mountjoy, a name that graced this street, the prison, and a square in another part of the city. It wasn’t mentioned aloud, but a line from an old song came to Brennan’s mind: “A cannon he let go. He slapped it into Lord Mountjoy, a tyrant he laid low.” It was from “The Boys of Wexford,” which celebrated the rebels in that county. That was one Mountjoy; an earlier tyrant by the same name had been sent over from England in 1600. He went on to destroy crops, burn houses, and slaughter men, women, and children in order to force the Irish to submit to colonial rule.

			But that wasn’t why the Burkes moved house when Brennan was just a child. At that time, his father had been what he and his family considered a political prisoner. Imprisoned for his activities as a member of the IRA, in its struggle against the British colonizers. The state, however, considered his activities criminal, and he was sentenced to a spell in the Joy. Mountjoy Prison. The prison was here on the city’s north side, not far from their home and from Christy Burke’s bar. Unbeknownst to Declan, Brennan’s mother had decided to move the family farther away from all that, and she found a house on the south side of Dublin, in the Rathmines Road. A house virtually identical to the first one, a brick Georgian with a demi-lune fanlight window over the yellow door. So Teresa Burke and the two children she had at the time, Brennan and his older sister, Molly, pulled up stakes and made a new home in Rathmines. It would be understating things to say that this came as quite a surprise to Declan when he was released from the Joy. But, in time, he adjusted to his new home and did not long bear a grudge against the wife he dearly loved.

			“Lots of memories here” was all Declan said now, as he turned from the house and started on the short walk to the pub.

			There was no sign of Finn when they walked in; he was not in his usual place behind the bar. But they heard “Dec, Brennan!” as Finn hailed them from a table where two other men were sitting. He got up and came to meet his brother and nephew. “What’s the craic?”

			Declan shook his head, and Finn caught on immediately that something was wrong. “What is it?”

			Declan shot a glance over to the counter, and Finn understood. For this conversation, they would go behind the bar to Finn’s office. They followed him and then stood facing each other as Declan relayed the news.

			“What?!”

			“We have no idea where he is. He didn’t ring us. We’d been to the Seapoint last night and the Vintage Inn. We got into both places this morning. No sign of him, you know, passed out or anything. We did a walk round the streets. Nothing.”

			“So somebody took him?” Of course. That was the idea that Brennan had been trying desperately to avoid. “Why?” Finn continued. “Why the fuck would somebody take Terry? Would anyone even know who he is?”

			“They’d have seen him with me and Da.”

			“But,” Declan interjected, “nobody knew I was coming back home to Dublin. I hadn’t even told you, Finn.”

			“And I didn’t go spreading the news around, you may be sure.”

			“You’d not have done that, I know, Finn.”

			“But there was a good-sized crowd here in the bar when you made your entrance. You and your two lads. Word obviously got around. About you being here, and maybe about you going to stay in one of my houses.”

			“Right. And if someone with, well, an interest was in either of those two bars last night, they could have heard us talking to the locals. Terry’s a great man for the bar chat, as you well know.”

			“I do. So it wouldn’t take a psychic to cop on to who the three of yis are. You can be sure I’ll be asking around.”

			“I know, Finn. And as soon as we hear anything, we’ll let you know. We’ll be off now.”

			“Mind how you go, lads.”

			The sun had peeked through the clouds and no rain was falling when they left the bar, so they decided on a walk. They strolled past the Hugh Lane Gallery and the wonderfully named Rotunda maternity hospital. Then Father Burke had a suggestion. “What say we take a stroll over to Marlborough Street?”

			“Ceart go leor.” All right. Declan would know what his son the priest was suggesting. They would stop in at Saint Mary’s Pro Cathedral to say a prayer for Terry’s safe return. They made the short walk to the magnificent building that was still Dublin’s “provisional cathedral.” Provisional because the Reformation Protestants had taken over the Catholics’ “official” cathedral, Christ Church, more than four hundred years ago, and that was the situation even today. So, Saint Mary’s was still provisional: “the Pro.” This was another building with the appearance of a Greek temple with its pediment and fluted columns. Father Burke and his father walked up the steps and entered the building, Columns were a feature of the church’s elegant interior as well. The two men made the sign of the cross and got to their knees to pray for their son and brother. Brennan also prayed for the soul and the family of his close friend Paddy Healey, who had been killed just around the corner in Talbot Street, in one of three car bombs that blew up in Dublin in May of 1974. Another bomb went off in Monaghan town the same day. More than thirty people had been killed, and more than three hundred injured. Women, men, children, babies. Brennan felt the rage come over him yet again: in all this time, nobody had been brought to law for those mass murders. That was more than twenty years ago, and none of those Northern Ireland terrorists — loyalists determined to stay united with Britain, not the rest of Ireland — had been arrested despite the fact that authorities on both sides of the border had enough information almost immediately to make some arrests. In the two decades since then, there had been peace talks on and off, ceasefires declared and broken, and the Troubles still flared up. In the words of William Butler Yeats, “peace comes dropping slow.” Brennan tried to clear his mind of the atrocities, Ireland’s sad history; there was a more immediate crisis to be faced.

			After their moment of silent prayer, it was time to return to their most recent home. Brennan suggested that they stop to pick up something to eat for supper and then catch the bus back to Irishtown. Brennan had a plan for after supper, but he was not going to disclose that plan to his father. So, they returned to their lodgings and ate their beef-and-Guinness pies. Then came the debate about whether or not to call home, and what to say.

			“Your mother will be expecting a phone call from me, telling her how I’m getting on. But I can’t ring her and tell her everything’s grand and glorious, and later she finds out about Terry. And I can’t bring myself to tell her he’s gone missing. What the fuck do I do, Brennan?”

			“I know, Da. Best to put it off. We’ll hope and pray that Terry comes back to us before the day’s out, and he can ring Sheila at home, and you can ring Ma. And tell them everything’s just fine, thank you very much.”

			So they decided to put off ringing New York for the time being. Then Brennan said he was going out for a drive in the car. He didn’t bother to concoct an elaborate story, and Declan was clearly aware that he was up to something. But he asked no questions; maybe didn’t want to know.

			

			Brennan left his father alone in the house, not without regret, but he had his mind made up. He was going to consult his friend the Garda inspector, and he would fess up to his father after the fact. Shay Rynne worked at the Store Street Garda Station on the city’s north side, but Brennan, given his father’s insistence on discretion, preferred to meet with Shay outside the confines of the station. Not, of course, in any of the pubs near Store Street or in Shay’s adopted local, that being Christy Burke’s bar. So Brennan got into the Astra and headed west, then crossed the Liffey, which was shining in the sun after another of those rapid-fire changes in the weather so familiar to Dublin. He drove through the city’s north side up towards Drumcondra. He knew his way around and was soon standing at the door of the Rynne family’s home, a two-storey red-brick terraced house in Fitzroy Avenue.

			Shay’s wife, Allie — formerly Allie Cotter — answered the door. For a moment, she stood motionless, staring wide-eyed into his face as if she wasn’t quite sure who was on her doorstep. Then, “Well, isn’t this a surprise! Brennan! How’ve you been keeping? Come in, come in!” She threw her arms around him and gave him a kiss on the cheek. Allie’s ginger hair had darkened over the years to a lovely auburn; not a patch of grey to be seen. Bearing and raising five children had not worn her down; she was as quick and lively as ever. He followed her into the house. The staircase was ahead of him; to the left were square archways — was that a contradiction in terms? — framed in dark wood, leading to the sitting and dining rooms.

			“Tea?” Allie asked. “Something a bit more bracing? What would you like? Shay will be home soon.”

			“A cup of tea would be lovely, Allie.”

			“Come in and sit yourself down.” She led him into the sitting room, which was done up in blue and a shade of white that made Brennan think of linen. A Persian rug combined the colours in an ornate medallion pattern. And given Allie’s interest and expertise in archaeology, it was not surprising to see the cream-coloured walls decorated with framed photos of ancient places and artifacts. One showed the stone “beehive” huts built on Skellig Michael as early as the sixth century. Brennan particularly enjoyed a series of colour reproductions of the ninth-century Book of Kells, the splendid book setting out the four gospels with lavish and colourful lettering and decoration. The pages chosen by Allie all depicted cats, one of which was shown chasing a rat that had in its mouth something that looked like the Eucharistic bread! One of her frames held a photo of a pair of Viking swords, another showed a piece of gold jewellery called a lunula. It was a large crescent — hence the name lunula, referencing the moon — to be worn around the neck.

			“Thanks, darlin’,” he said, when Allie returned with his tea and a plate of biscuits.

			She had seen him looking at the gold crescent. “Aw, that’s just an oul photo from the office!” Her office was the National Museum of Ireland in Kildare Street. “It’s four thousand years old, one of my very favourite pieces.”

			“I can see why. How’s the family?”

			“All well and full of badness, as usual. All in their teen years now, as you know. Our middle two are off somewhere with their pals. Aisling and Maeve. The two youngest, Orla and Liam, are over with their aunt Francie today. She’s sharing a flat with a friend. Not far from the old family home in Fenian Street. And Brens has, well, you know, he’s finished college now and is teaching music. Loves it. He’s staying in a flat with two other lads he met at UCD.” Brens was the oldest boy, twenty-one years old. Brennan had never forgotten how moved he had been all those years ago when Shay asked him to be godfather to his newborn baby. Brennan had been left without words, at least momentarily, when Shay had told him the baby’s name: Brennan Thomas Rynne. He had kept in touch with Brennan Thomas over the years, and he had been more than happy to offer him advice and encouragement relating to his schooling and future plans. He had just earned his degree in music from University College Dublin.

			“He’s at Waltons, teaching there.” Waltons, the music school in the city centre.

			Brennan set down his cup of tea and said to Allie, “Good man. I’m delighted to hear it. And yourself, you’re still at the museum.” Allie had studied archaeology in Dublin and in Norway, and Brennan knew that once her children were all in school, she had started working at the National Museum.

			“I’ll be at the museum until I’m in the museum as an exhibit. The ancient life forms of Dublin, that’ll be me!”

			“Ah, you’ve a ways to go yet, Allie.”

			“And how is the family in New York? I know you’re in Canada yourself, but . . .”

			“The family in New York is why I’m here to see Shay, but I’ll explain that when he arrives, so you’ll not have to hear it twice over.”

			“A police matter, is it?”

			“It is,” he said and took a sip of his tea. They chatted about the Rynne kids and about the kids at Brennan’s choir school in Nova Scotia, until they heard the door opening and Shay’s greeting: “Allie, have yeh got the pie in the oven?”

			Allie leaned towards Brennan and whispered, “He always asks that. It’s an old joke. I’ve never baked a pie in my life.” Then to her husband, she called out, “It’s all burnt with the waiting for you. But I’ve a surprise for you!”

			Shay walked into the room and caught sight of his guest. “Brennan! You’re looking right at home in here, and that’s as it should be. How’s the form?”

			Brennan got up to shake Shay’s hand. His old friend was in middle age now, as was Brennan, and there were a few silver strands in his black curls, but he was in good shape, and his dark blue eyes glinted with humour. “I’m delighted to see you here, Brennan. But has something happened? Has Christy Burke’s had a fire or been closed down in the last day or so?”

			“Ah, no, Christy’s stands as always, an icon of Dublin life. But, yes, something has happened, and not to Christy’s. Have your tea, and I’ll tell you.” So Shay went into the kitchen, poured himself a cuppa, and returned to the sitting room. Brennan then recounted the events of the night before and the morning after.

			“Jesus! Terry has been . . . Terry’s disappeared?” Shay had met Terry a couple of times over the years. He had stopped himself before completing the phrase “has been disappeared.” As ungrammatical as it was, it had become a common expression for the taking of someone and making them disappear. Presumably, the person had been killed.

			“Oh, God! I’m so sorry to hear it, Brennan,” said Allie.

			“So we’re trying . . .”

			Shay said, “I’ll help in any way I can, Brennan.”

			“Thank you, Shay. Now, I have to say, well, you know my father.” Shay had met Declan on a visit to New York more than twenty years ago. “So, you know he’s a bit reluctant to —”

			“To attract the attention of the police, in any jurisdiction where he might find himself.”

			“Yes, you see the problem.”

			“I do. But I’m no stranger to undercover work, so I could have a look around and keep my investigation off the books.”

			“Thank you for understanding, Shay.”

			“And there’s no time to waste. Let’s be off.”

			“No, no, Shay. Have your supper.”

			“Senior detectives in the Garda Síochána have no need of supper,” Shay joked. He was a senior detective now, Detective Inspector Seamus Rynne. He was in plain clothes, a summer-weight grey blazer and white shirt. He had come a long, long way from his first days in the Garda. As a resident of the Corporation flats — the tenements — in Fenian Street, he had faced prejudice and ridicule from his fellow coppers, who slagged him about being a corner boy from the slums who would soon show his criminal side. Well, he had shown them what he was made of.

			“I’ve some sausage rolls here,” said Allie. “Take some with you. Think of it as a start on tomorrow’s breakfast.”

			The sausage rolls smelled delicious, so Brennan grabbed a couple, not letting on that he’d already had his supper.

			“Now, I’ve to be off,” Allie announced. “Have to collect my ma in Ballsbridge.”

			“Attending a reception at one of the embassies, is she?” Brennan asked, smiling. Ballsbridge was a posh area of the city where many embassies and beautiful houses were located.

			“Tis far from Ballsbridge you were reared, Allie, my love,” Shay teased her.

			“Ah, go on out of that, yeh oul begrudger.” Then she switched to an upper-crust British accent. “My dear fellow, of course my mother is at one of the embassies, and she’ll not be making a show of herself. But that sort of thing, embassy cocktail parties, it all gets tiresome after a while, doesn’t it? And she doesn’t want to wait for the ambassador’s limo this evening, so . . .” She laughed and waved goodbye.

			Shay said, “Her ma does the cleaning and some, em, personal care for a Mrs. Delahunt at her house in Ballsbridge. She’s been doing that kind of work all her life, at one or another house, ever since her days in Fenian Street, trying to bring in some much-needed pounds and shillings for the family.”

			“Still at it? She must be of an age now, Allie’s ma.”

			“She is. Mamie’s in her seventies. But the old lady, Claudia Delahunt, relies on her. Close to ninety is Mrs. Delahunt. She loves Mamie Cotter, greatly appreciates how Mamie has cared for her over the past ten, no, more like fifteen years. Spectacular old house, she has. Lovely place. The top of it has those half timbers on the white walls. Tudor style? Well, I’m not in the know about architecture the way you are, Brennan.”

			“I can’t claim anything other than an amateur’s enthusiasm, Shay. I took another path in life, as you know.”

			“And you did the right thing, Father! Anyway, Mrs. Delahunt’s is a large house, standing alone, not a row house. Great gardens around it. Mamie loves being there. A far cry from the tenements where the Rynnes and the Cotters were reared!” Shay shook his head then and put a hand on Brennan’s arm. “I’m sorry, Brennan. Sorry to be rabbiting on like that. Our destination today is Irishtown. Our mission: to find your missing brother.”

			Brennan’s desperate hope was that they would not only find Terry but find him with a perfectly good explanation. Perhaps, knowing Terry, a comical one. Please, God, let it be so.

			“We’ll start at the Seapoint, Brennan. Some of the same barmen will likely be working, and you may be sure some of the regular punters will be in their places, and may have seen something. Then we’ll go to the Vintage Inn.” Brennan and Declan had already been to the pubs, of course, but now the focus would be on interviewing possible witnesses.

			Brennan said, “There were two men who attracted Da’s notice, and mine. They were standing outside the Seapoint, and the curious thing about them was their utter lack of curiosity about who was coming and going around the bar. If they’d looked up from their own conversation, looked up at all, they’d have seen three men they’d never laid eyes on before, three blow-ins. And they showed not a flicker of interest. Have Dublin people given up all inquisitiveness about strangers in their midst, about new faces in the bars and in the streets of the city?”

			Shay laughed. “They have not, as far as I have ever seen.” Then he turned serious and said, “That was odd behaviour, to be sure. Can you describe them for me?”

			“Couldn’t see much of them, because they were both wearing flat caps and had the peaks pulled down low over their faces.”

			“Ah.”

			“One was around my height, six feet or so, and heavy. The other was a few inches shorter and thin. That’s all I can recall of them.”

			“That should be enough to be remembered, if anyone noticed them.”

			They parked up and walked into the Seapoint. There was a different barman on duty tonight, but Brennan recognized a few of the drinkers who had been there during the Burkes’ first visit. He discreetly pointed them out to Shay. They had decided that Shay would make it official, at least on these premises, if not at Store Street Garda Station. So Shay approached the first man, who appeared to be in his sixties, enjoying what was clearly not his first pint of the evening. Shay pulled out his warrant card and identified himself as Detective Inspector Seamus Rynne.

			“I didn’t do it, Detective, I’ve been here all day!”

			Shay went along with the codology. “Ah, then, you’re in the clear, sir, for today. But I’d like to ask you about last night here in the Seapoint. We are investigating the disappearance of a man, someone who was in here last night with my friend here.” He indicated Brennan with a nod of his head.

			“Right. I remember you and a fierce-looking older fella.”

			“That would be my father.”

			“And there was another lad, too, I remember now. He had a couple of the local girls in bits, laughing.”

			“My brother Terry. I’m wondering: Did you see Terry at any time later in the night, after the three of us left? Did you see him again?”

			“I don’t recall seeing him again, no.” The man twisted around on his bar stool and looked Brennan in the eye. “Your brother’s gone missing?”

			“It seems that he has.”

			“Jaysus, I’m sorry to hear it.”

			Brennan inclined his head in acknowledgement, then Shay asked, “Did you see two men outside the place, with caps pulled low on their faces? One man taller than the other?”

			The witness shook his head. “I don’t remember seeing anybody like that.”

			They didn’t have any luck with the other drinkers who had been present last night; nobody remembered seeing the two men outside. One thing was clear: Terry Burke had not made a second appearance in the Seapoint House. So, on to the Vintage Inn. Here, Brennan was relieved to see the same barman who had served him on his previous visit.

			“Hello again. You may remember that I was in last night?”

			“I do, sure.”

			“With my father and brother.”

			“I remember the three of yis.”

			“My brother has gone . . . is missing.” The barman peered at Brennan as if he didn’t quite understand. “My father and I called it a night, but Terry stayed on. He never came home, and we haven’t seen him since.”

			“That’s terrible. I’d help you if I could. But your brother stayed on for a bit after yis left, I remember, and I heard him telling another fella some story about an airplane. Having to land in a hailstorm, something like that. I went into the backroom there and when I came back out here, the other guy was still at the bar but your brother had left.”

			Shay took over the questioning then, after identifying himself and showing his card. “Who was the other lad Terry was talking to? Did you know him?”

			“I did. I do know him. Con-David Kelly, one of our regulars here. Con wouldn’t have anything to do with a man disappearing; he wouldn’t hurt a fly if it flew into his breakfast.”

			“Where would we find
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