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  Prologue


  Now


  The grim reaper walks beside me, crouched within shadow, his eyes dark, filled with wisdom as he seeks the dying. He’s always reminded me of an old hippie, clad in faded bellbottom jeans, a denim shirt and a long coat, mismatched patches adorning the worn black velvet. He wears the damn thing in winter and in summer—spring and fall. I guess the angel of death doesn’t feel heat or cold, and I think that he has an affinity for the late ’60s and early ’70s, despite the fact that he’s been around since the dawn of time.


  He touches my shoulder, and tells, me, “This is how it should be.” Then, he points a finger at a woman. She’s sleeping on a park bench—her face is yellow, pus drips from raw wounds. He raises his hands to the night sky, and then whispers, “Come with me in peace.”


  The woman’s spirit spirals from her body, rising up to meet the full summer moon, and then he whispers, “It’s done.”


  He turns to me, bows slightly, and says, “I have to leave you. I’m slammed tonight. Hope you have a good trip back, Debra.”


  “A lot of your work might be done for a while,” I tell him.


  “For a while…,” he says, and then backs away from me, head bent, the edges of his ragged coat billowing in the wind. He turns, then hurriedly walks away, disappearing behind a cluster of trees, and for a moment I hear his voice, spectral, fading as rain begins to fall, “Safe travels…goodbye”


  “Goodbye,” I murmur, turning, and then I make my way deeper into Central Park.


  New York has always excited me…so many places to hide. A woman can go unnoticed on the crowded streets…or in a loft atop a high-rise building. Before I disappeared—died—whatever you want to call it— everybody called me Debra—sometimes Mrs. Cardenti. But it never mattered here…I became another girl amid a throng of people. And, sometimes, when I left this place to go up north, I went in darkness.


  Since my well-planned funeral, I’ve had to be sure that no one watched me—nobody saw when I walked deserted parks and cemeteries in deep night—


  …and nobody knows that I can raise the dead from murky waterways.


  Most of all…nobody knows that there are gateways to other worlds—to biospheres within biospheres. Realities where ethereal beings reside—gods, angels and evil creatures. And lands where the dead walk freely.


  Places where dreams are woven…


  “We may not enjoy living together, but dying together isn’t going to solve anything.”


  Helen—Night of the Living Dead


  1.


  August 1st


  It was hot as hell, with an acrid smell lingering in the air. Soft rain began to fall, and New England welcomed it, because the heat had been constant for days, scorching the grass and causing power outages from Southern Rhode Island to Boston.


  The streets were empty in Providence, but for the demimonde—mostly working girls who stood on street corners, waving feathered fans, wearing short-shorts and skimpy halter tops, longing for John’s driving slick cars, with the air hiked up and money to pay for iced drinks. The dealers did their business within vehicles parked in darkened alleys. Crystal meth and assorted pills changed hands for cash. And sometimes money was stolen in an elaborate grift where someone lost their life savings…or their life.


  Adrienne never stood on a corner; she never hooked, never offered sex to strangers, except for lies told in elaborate confidence tricks. She was a grifter, good at the game, and sometimes she was deadly. And on that afternoon, she’d scored her mark, eying him carefully as he cooled off with a tall draft inside his showy home. Like all the others, it was a matter of time before she seduced him into death.


  The mark’s apartment was splashed with red, streaked and bathed in it, from a leather couch, to the rugs and expensive vases on sills. The wallpaper was ruby tulips speckled with glossy black steams and gold dappled leaves. A white coffee table shined beneath an ornate chandelier, and a whiter bookcase was filled with art tomes, and lined with ceramic cats.


  There were real felines, too. Two fat tabbies blinked emerald eyes, with tails tucked beneath their bellies. They lounged by a fake fireplace, and a tiny tortoise shell cat growled softly when Adrienne looked her way. It slinked around the room, her tail flicking, and with insolence on her face.


  “They say torties have attitude,” Adrienne chuckled, remembering a childhood cat named Mimi, with a dash of white under her chin and on her paw, and how she’d swat at the boy cats. “I had one once. Loved her.” Memories of a tiny cat flickered in her mind, and she smiled slightly.


  Peter glared at the animal. “Just a stray Allie found. I hate the thing. Sometimes I wake up and it’s watching me in the dark, like it’s plotting to kill me.”


  Adrienne shrugged, and then accepted a glass of wine. She watched as the tortie rounded a corner, and then hissed at Peter. She giggled and said, “A girl after my own heart.”


  “Are you plotting to kill me?” Peter asked with laughter in his voice.


  “Oh, I have plans for you,” She intoned. She smiled, and then raised her glass to toast him. She briefly touched her pendant—knowing that it was a salute to Peter’s death, and it had been sacred since before she’d been born, used for vendetta—an olden charm welded for vengeance and blood—left to her by a family friend…Lita—her childhood caretaker.


  Once more, the past flashed through her mind, the old woman singing an Italian lullaby. And Adrienne stared at Lita’s jewelry—bangle earrings, bracelets adorned with golden charms; and a lovely piece, draped around the woman’s wrinkled neck—a large horizontal silver cat pendant, hanging from a sixteen-inch chain.


  “Pretty,” Adrienne told Lita when the old woman laid her down to sleep; and when Lita leaned down, the little girl ran her hand over the cat’s delicate face.


  Lita snatched away the necklace, telling Adrienne, “Careful. There’s a knife hidden underneath”, and she turned it over, pressed a tiny lever, and a two-inch blade emerged from the cat’s mouth. “Debra gave it to me as a gift, said it’s lucky. Was made in Italy by a woman she claims taught her about immortality.” The old woman chuckled. “Silly crap…we all die…nobody’s immortal.”


  “What’s immortal?”


  “Somebody who lives forever…”


  “Like an angel…”


  “No…not an angel, little girl. Anyway, it’s just a story…just a lucky charm.”


  Then Lita said, “Never know what’s going to happen in life.” She sighed deeply. “I want you to have my necklace—I’ve thought about it for a long time—and I’m giving it to your Mama for safe-keeping, and one day when you’re older, you can wear it. I get tempted to pawn it when things are bad, and one thing I know about Vicky is that she can keep a promise.”


  Lita smiled slyly. “And maybe one day you’ll grow up and you’ll meet a nice fellow.”


  “Thank you, but I want to be a ballet dancer—travel around the world,” whispered Adrienne.


  Lita’s face was sad and her voice shook when she spoke, “People like us either end up in jail or we have bad endings…sometimes both.”


  “What kind of people are we?” Adrienne took Lita’s hand, feeling rough, dry flesh.


  Lita spoke softly. “There’s a whole other world out there, kid.”


  A cat meowed, and then the mark’s voice brought Adrienne out of her reverie. “If you don’t like the wine I got whiskey—”


  She waved her hand, “No, I’m good.”


  Then her gaze took in black, red and white abstract paintings on the walls.


  Adrienne checked out the bold brush strokes and the deep vermillion, and then asked, “Your wife paint these?”


  They were good, but not highly original, reminding her of countless look-alikes she’d seen in commercial galleries, and at local art exhibits in every part of the country.


  “No. She collects art.” Her mark—Peter—smiled as though he’d scored some points with her.


  “What do you do?” She figured he lived off the woman, and played when his wife wasn’t around.


  “I deal a bit here and there. I do all right.” His smug attitude was beginning to piss her off.


  Adrienne eyed a photograph on the nightstand, a woman, stout, in her fifties, with gray hair, pale blue eyes and deep lines etched across her ashen skin.


  “Allie?” she asked.


  He nodded. And she realized why Peter slept with other women, that he was shallow, immoral and insincere.


  “Does it bother you that she loves you, and you fuck around like this?” She didn’t like Peter, but she remained civil. His place was a treasure trove, and she was eager to get her hands on the loot.


  “Does it bother you? Come on, sweetheart, you knew I was married.” He was also self-righteous and patronizing.


  “Nothing bothers me,” she told him and raised her wine glass, took a deep drink, and then watched as he sipped the Chardonnay. “Drink up.”


  “Hey, what Allie doesn’t know won’t hurt her. She’ll be back later tonight—I need to have a bit of fun before that.” He lifted a strand of Adrienne’s hair. “This natural?”


  “Yeah.”


  “You smell so good.” He wrapped his arms around her, and she felt the thud of his heartbeat, the warmth of his hands as he lifted the hem of her dress. “My wife likes to lie on the bottom, and let me do all the work. Hope you’re more adventurous.”


  “More than you know.”


  He was dead before he tried to kiss her. The crystalline powder in his drink had done its job, paralyzing him, so that she could easily slit his throat. No need to use the pendant’s blade this time. The small knife she’d tucked in her laced-up ankle shoe boot would do, allowing her to take her time, absorb the way blood poured from freshly cut flesh.


  She felt remorse for Allie, knowing the woman would return to find her beloved Peter dead. The woman probably loved the guy, accepting all his shortcomings. Sometimes even successful ladies put up with losers because they fear being alone. And Adrienne gazed at Allie’s photograph and whispered, “I’m sorry, but this is what I do. We all have our obsessions.”


  2.


  August 2nd


  There were a lot of guys like Peter, and they seemed to gravitate to Cardenti’s Starlight Lounge. That night, it was filled to capacity, with the juke box blasting Joplin’s Summertime. Adrienne listened to the singer’s husky, bluesy voice, feeling the summer heat, knowing Louie watched her from the other end of the bar. And she was capable of clipping cash, jewelry and anything else a guy had to offer, and sometimes she could take on more than one or two in a day—because she was so good at the con, and most were eager to make it with her. Their prudence and perception washed away when she smiled, when they took in her face and body—just like the mark who eyeballed her now.


  He was good-looking, wearing jeans, a fitted cotton shirt and glasses with stylish black rims—phony as hell, like the pyrite chain around his neck. He had a shock of thick black hair, combed neatly back, framing his tan face. He nonchalantly strolled toward her, and then stopped a moment studying her as she straightened her pendant. She ran her finger underneath the cat’s maw, feeling the tiny lever, knowing it would release a deadly blade—a weapon she preferred over the Smith & Wesson she kept in her purse and an assortment of other knives.


  At first, the mark reminded her of a college professor she’d known—someone she left in a hotel room back in Philly…after she slit his throat.


  She’d scored five hundred-bucks from his wallet, and two-grand from his suitcase. She bought a train ticket to Atlanta, where she dined on fried ham with red eye gravy, in a ritzy hotel, where she lived for a few days. On the first night, she read the pocket book she’d found in the professor’s pocket—Sonnets by Elizabeth Barrett Browning and she got lost in the language…in perfect verse…in the beauty of art produced by a woman who felt love…not anger…nor an unquenchable angst. She remembered her mother reading those words to her. And she wondered if the professor read those poems to his wife…to other lovers…and if he’d memorized each stanza.


  Memories of Browning and Atlanta faded when the juke blasted a disco tune, and she realized this guy was no professor when he moved to her side.


  He removed his glasses, slipped them in a pocket, and then said with a gruff tone, “Pinot Grigio. That’s a class wine.”


  “Don’t know about class, but it gives me a good buzz.”


  He chuckled, and his gaze moved over her body. “Jack Daniels works for me.”


  And he ordered Jack when he caught the bartender’s eye, boldly moving closer to Adrienne, and then putting his hand on her shoulder.


  “Excuse, me,” she breathed, and then quickly brushed his hand away, smiling captivatingly, wondering how much money he had in his wallet, and what she’d have to do to get it.


  He smiled back, undaunted. “My first time here. I normally hang on the east side, but I heard they serve the best cheese fries and burgers. My name is Brent, by the way.”


  “Food here is a bit greasy for my taste, but to each his own. Name is Adrienne.”


  He eyed the pendant. “That’s a gorgeous piece of jewelry. Looks handmade.”


  “Belonged to a woman who used to rock me to sleep. I think it was made in Italy.”


  “Nice. You work here in the city?”


  “Yeah, I’m in sales. Cosmetics…makeup and perfume.”


  “You smell nice. That’s a good sell.” His gaze rested on her breasts.


  “I didn’t say I was selling myself.” She sipped her wine. He didn’t offer to buy her another, and she figured she might have to move on, find another bar…another mark. She had to ask, “So, what do you do?”


  “I’m an artist.”


  “Starving I assume.”


  “Not quite, I sold my soul to work in jewelry…doing ads for a small company in Cranston. The owner is an old man and doesn’t notice when I steal gems and gold pieces.”


  He obviously had too many drinks, either that, or he was a total fraud. “Why are you telling me your secrets?”


  “I have a feeling you’ve got a lot of your own.”


  “You’re sharp, but I’m not telling you my life story just yet. So, you get by from working a nothing job and stealing from your boss?”


  He waved a finger back and forth. “My wife…she’s the one with bucks. An attorney for the entertainment industry. On the West Coast now. She saved me when I was down and out. Used to sell pastel drawings in a gallery by the beach, lived day to day. She took me in…like cats she finds in alleys.”


  “Met someone just like you not long ago.”


  “Nobody is like me. I’m one of a kind.” He paused a moment, then smiled shrewdly. “Me and my wife…we got married last year, but I had to promise to get a job.”


  “And you cheat?”


  “I got my needs…and she’s on the road a lot…love isn’t everything.” He smiled shrewdly. “You said you were a saleslady. I have a feeling that cosmetic sales are a second job—or maybe you lied just for the heck of it.” He tapped his fingers on the bar, his smile turning into a wicked grin. “I have money to spend.”


  “Three hundred, more if it’s kinky.” She thought for a moment, and then told him, “I need the money up front.”


  “Not often that a hot redhead works the local scene. Lots are bleached blondes, or those goth types who dye their hair black. And lots wear wigs. Not sure if what I’m thinking of is all that kinky.”


  “I’ll let you know.”


  So, she chugged her drink, and asked the guy, “You said your name is Brent?”


  “Yeah,” he told her, trying to speak over the music, the crowd and the hustlers, outside the open door, singing along with K. C. and the Sunshine Band.


  “Okay, Brent, maybe we’ll talk business,” Adrienne told him, noting his swagger and mocking eyes. Rage built inside her and for a minute she wanted no part of him. “I have to get out of here.”


  She slid off the barstool, knowing he wasn’t ready to let her go, but she had to cool off a bit and walking would help, so she told him, “Got a few blocks to walk.”


  “I’ll walk with you.”


  “Hey, look, I’ve got to use the powder room. Why don’t you meet me down the street, by the coffee shop?”


  “Sure, don’t keep me waiting too long.”


  “I won’t.” She watched him walk through the door, and then she lit a cigarette, smoking it down to the butt. She finished her drink, waved at Louie, who hadn’t taken his eyes off her, and then she met Brent. He stood in the rain, his collar turned up and his dark hair glistening with droplets.


  He pressed close to her as they moved down avenues where steam rose from cement, and late-night drinkers, dancers and lovers congregated outside smoky clubs, and sweet jazz poured from doorways. He told her about paintings he sold on the streets, about women who had been drawn in by his talent, and who had gone with him to third-floor walkups to make love with him…years before. “I realized I’d have to settle down sooner or later. So, I married Maria.” Then outside an old tenement building he asked, “So, what about my offer?”


  “I share a flat with another saleswoman.”


  “Another cosmetics lady?” He smirked. “Well, my wife is out town…like I said…” He wrapped his arms around her waist. “Want to take a ride?”


  She pulled away, then asked, “Where?”


  “Graveyard I know.”


  She thought about the fat wad of cash in his wallet, and decided she’d play the game, just like she had since the first time she’d killed.


  Now


  The New York City skyline disappears behind us—and beings hidden within darkness become memories. But, they’ll always remember my name, speak it in murky night.


  “Debra…”


  There are other cities where the preternatural exists. Most don’t see doors to arcane dwellings within roiling rivers and silent graveyards—and I’ve walked through many of them in New England—in my home—once a gorgeous estate by the ocean. A place where I raised my son, did my deeds, both mundane and ethereal. And most believe I died in an upstairs bedroom…that my remains are inside a tomb beneath an ancient oak. And few know the truth…few know that I have many graves, and that I’ve died countless times before.


  3.


  July 5, 2000


  Adrienne drifted to sleep, dreams manifested, men chained in a darkened room—others scattering ashes at their feet. Her eyes flickered open when Debra told her, “I have secrets to tell you, little girl.” And that eerie voice remained an echo as the clock ticked—bringing on midnight—striking time with the hum of vehicles moving down the highway, a radio playing, and suddenly Adrienne’s mother—Vicky—began to make loud babbling noises in the next room.


  A man’s voice, angry and cold, said, “Be still, bitch.”


  Adrienne’s heart beat loudly, and she slid out of bed, stopping a moment to retrieve her pendant from its box—a split second decision—and then, she moved into the kitchen, where her mother hunched over the kitchen table, her dress hitched up to her waist, and her hands clutched the chrome edges of that table; and a man with tattoos and scars gripped Vicky’s neck, his pants at his ankles, and he grunted, moving savagely back and forth behind the woman.


  Adrienne froze in her tracks, stifling a scream when she saw blood trickling onto the floor. She thought about running, but she had to help—she had to stop the attacker. So, she pressed the pendant tighter in her left hand, stopping to pick up a one-and-a-half-liter bottle of wine with her other hand—a gift that Lita had left on the kitchen counter earlier that day.


  Trembling, Adrienne padded softly over the worn floor, feeling rage as the man continued to violate Vicky, and then she stopped when she was about a foot away from him, noting his meaty neck and the way his head bobbed up and down. His sweat dripped onto the furniture and tiles, and his tattoos—snakes and demon faces—seemed to writhe and ripple as he moved.


  He bent his back lower, and Adrienne saw thinning hair on his scalp, and scars running across his shoulders. His breath was ragged and his hands pressed tighter around Vicky’s neck. That’s when Adrienne quickly raised the bottle, feeling the muscles in her upper arm strain, and then she slammed him in the head. The bottle broke, and then red wine and glass exploded on the table, over Vicky, who slowly inched away from her invader, her hands trembling. Blood dripped down her inner thighs and smeared her vulva, and she said, “Adrienne, no…”


  The guy turned slowly, clearly stunned, his eyes watered, and he stumbled slightly when he tried to move forward with fury etched across his face. And Adrienne lunged at him, hitting him again, grinding glass into his forehead. His pupils were dilated, his breath stunk of whiskey and a coppery stench emanated when he reached for her, and then he staggered back against the table.


  Adrienne tossed the bottle neck, and Vicky pushed down her dress, smoothing it, her gaze taking in broken glass. She crouched down, and then picked up the shattered remains of Lita’s gift, turning it over between her fingers, gazing at blood dribbling from the jagged shards. “It hurts,” she whispered. “Be careful, my sweet baby.”


  “Ma, he’s fucked up with on dope and liquor. Plus, I already got him good.”


  “We got to finish him off…or he’ll come back…kill us both,” Vicky said, panic in her voice.


  Without another thought, Adrienne pressed the pendant’s lever, running for her mother’s attacker, who had now fallen across the table, his lips twitching, and he slurred, “Yeah…I’ll kill you both.”


  “No, you won’t,” Adrienne screamed, feeling the jewelry’s mass in her hand—ornate carvings, cold and ancient—cat eyes glimmering in dim light. She ran a finger over the knife-edge, and then she quickly slid the blade across the guy’s neck, letting out a slight yelp when his blood sprayed over her, and then Vicky was beside her, stabbing him with broken glass—screaming and crying as crimson poured onto the floor, the table—and onto their clothes and flesh.


  The guy fell with a loud crash, his eyes glossed over with death and his right hand twitched violently. His head had been nearly severed, his face was a mass of angry slash wounds and two of his fingers were missing.


  “Ma, what—oh, god…” Adrienne shivered, dropping the pendant to the floor.


  “There ain’t no god here.” Vicky reached for Adrienne, shaking, her frail body pressing against her daughter. “If there was a god…then this kind of thing wouldn’t happen.”


  “We should call the cops…somebody…” Adrienne ran bloody palms over her nightshirt, and then the stink of sweat and blood grew stronger, and the fabric from her shirt stuck to her skin.


  “No, let me think…I can’t be scared anymore…I can’t fuck this up.” Then Vicky straightened her shoulders, as though ordering fear and doubt away. “Cops won’t believe it was self-defense. I already got a record and they won’t go easy on me…or you, because they’ll put you in state care. This man—Lonnie—he owns the motorcycle place over on Vincent, and law enforcement deals with him a lot—they’re tight with him. Look, phone is dead, forgot to pay the bill…go get Lita, tell her to get a hold of Debra, and her crew. They’ll help…they’ve dealt with shit like this before, and Debra can dispose of the body.” Her voice took on sternness as she gave the orders, and then she did something remarkable—icy, devious and ruthless. She knelt by the guy, removed his wallet and cleaned it out, fanning the cash for a minute, and then she looked up at Adrienne, defiance in her eyes. “Do what I say, girl.”


  Adrienne ran, feet pounding on trailer park dirt, her heart racing. She knocked on Lita’s door, it swung open, and the old woman asked, “Is Vicky all right? I heard yelling…” Then, her gaze took in the girl’s bloody clothes and flesh, her eyes widened and she asked, “What the hell happened, girl? Your mother…”


  “She’s okay, but a man is dead…he was hurting my mother and we had to kill him.” Adrienne’s voice shook.


  Lita’s eyes widened, and her voice shook a bit when she whispered, “God help us. Come inside, don’t cry.”


  Then, Lita remained stoic as she guided Adrienne indoors. And her expression was calm, as she reached for an old table phone on a wicker stand, and quickly punched in numbers, biting her lips with yellowed teeth, and then she spoke quickly. “Debra, we’ve got a situation. We need you to do what you did when I stabbed Harry Ritaco.”


  Now


  I don’t remember the year—maybe decades ago—feels like centuries—when I learned my craft from a woman—named Concetta—who accumulated secrets she’d brought here from the old country—and she spoke to the dead…sometimes going to them, conjuring them from the Laxie River. She taught me how summon those creatures, how to keep them bound in the roiling watercourse—chain them in darkened places—and she made sure that I knew everything before she hung herself from a rafter in her barn. I guess it was too much for her—all that responsibility—all those years.


  She told me, “None of it’s magic, nor is it supernatural…it’s merely evolution and I chose you because you’re smarter than most girls your age, always reading, perfecting the way you speak. And you’re fearless. But what I can teach you—what I can give you—is great power. And, remember…the end of the world could come in the blink of an eye, there’s never enough time to plan, to do all the things you set out to do. And soon enough the apocalypse will be here.


  “Always remember that you have great authority. I pass this on to you. And when it gets to be too much…then you pass it on…and it will go on until the end comes.” She gazed at my hands, then leaned over, grasping them. “There are other things, too, Debra. All of it made of darkness…and I give it all to you.”


  4.


  August 2nd


  “A graveyard?” Adrienne asked Brent.


  Brent took Adrienne’s hand, and didn’t flinch when she yanked it away. “Yeah, I want to take you to a graveyard. I’ve got a bit of a quirk and Maria isn’t into it.”


  “What kind of quirk?”


  “I got fascinated with death—and dead bodies—when I helped my Uncle Chris at his funeral parlor. I began to wonder what it would be like to make love to a corpse, so I started bringing girls to the parlor…late at night. We’d drink, and then we’d make it in the empty caskets. I’d ask them to lie still, pretend they were dead. It was a kick…still is. Like a game, you know?”


  “Did you ever make it with a real corpse?”


  “What do you think?”


  “Death turns me on, too.” She laughed, and then told him, “More than you know.”


  “Come on, my car is a block away.” He was too sure of himself.


  Adrienne held out her hand, palm up. “Four hundred. I don’t normally leave the area…and—”


  “No problem.” He reached for his wallet, and then laid four one-hundred-dollar bills in her hand.


  “Now I own you.” He smirked.


  “Sure. You’re paying.” She slipped the cash in her bag. “So, you do this a lot?”


  “When I find the right girl.”


  “Well, I assure you that I’m perfect. Let’s go.”


  Once they’d settled inside his Lincoln he handed her a joint, and told her, “Laced with angel dust. Are you game?”


  “Where’d you get it?”


  “Dealer in South Providence, named Manuel. What of it?”


  She shrugged. Manuel was cool and had as much integrity as a drug dealer could have, so she slipped the joint between her teeth and waited for Brent to light it.


  “So, is this your full-time gig, or do you really sell cosmetics, too?” There was sarcasm in his tone.


  “Does it matter? We’ll both get what we want once this is over.” And then she added, “Won’t we, Brent?”


  She’d leave him there, and if there was a problem, then Louie would clean things up. She thought about Louie’s mother—Debra—and the people she brought to the river once she’d taken care of them—once they were dead—and she remembered how people said Debra could make them come back.


  Now


  The first time was long ago…somebody I loved…a boy named Salvatore, a child with curly black hair, with eyes round, beautiful and brown. At age eleven, he was my first crush, and he told me, “One day when we are older…we’ll be together…live in a big house in the city.”


  His father abused him, beating him after drinking too much wine. The kid had permanent scars on his arms, black eyes were a common blemish, and he walked with a slight limp. Concetta told me it was the result
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