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Chapter One
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“I don’t want to go home yet,” Tilly Carpenter murmured into Peter Black’s ear. She was as close to him as she could manage without interfering with the floor-mounted gearshift lever in Peter’s brand new Ford.

Peter grinned and awkwardly reached under Tilly’s skirt to press his fingers into her crotch. She hadn’t bothered to put her panties on after their romp in his hotel room. He was hard again. She could sure as hell turn him on and keep him turned on. Maybe they should find a place to park for what was left of the night and not bother with either one of them going to their respective homes.  

Tilly lived in Woodhill, a village of 3500 people twenty miles southeast of Cleveland, and they were nearly there, but Peter, whose wife and children awaited his return in Canton, wouldn’t be looking for him until sometime tomorrow. As a salesman with territory covering most of northeastern Ohio, Peter was often away overnight, sometimes even two nights in a row. Most of those nights were spent—just as he’d spent tonight—with women he picked up in bars.

Peter thought Tilly was a good-looking woman when he first spotted her at the Dew Drop Inn. She was older than he generally preferred, maybe somewhere in her late forties, he guessed. Her dark hair glistened in the meager lighting of the bar and her large brown eyes invited him to join her. Her lips curved into a smile that promised whatever he wanted. Promised and delivered. Tilly could make him change his mind about older women, especially older women who’d learned some good stuff along the way.

She’d taken the bus over from Woodhill, about five miles from New Colton, and she had been eager to see Peter’s room at the New Colton hotel. Eager to get both of them undressed and free to roam each other’s body, setting off the kind of sparks you couldn’t get from the same old partner time after time.

Jesus, now she was opening his fly, rubbing his cock with her fingertips, turning him on even more . . . sweet Jesus . . . it was so damn good. Peter closed his eyes in sheer pleasure and forgot he was driving at twenty-five miles an hour.

John and Dorothy Hilliard were on their way home from playing bridge at the Fisher’s house in Woodhill. The Hilliards lived in Allen Falls, a few miles south of Woodhill, and Dorothy couldn’t wait to get there.

“You just totally embarrassed me tonight,” she declared for the third time since leaving the Fisher’s house. “If I didn’t know better, I’d have thought you were a total newcomer to the game. How could you have let that—“

“Oh, shut up, Dorothy, for heaven’s sake. So, I made a few bad plays, so what? It’s not the end of the world, you know.”

“Bad plays? They weren’t just bad, John, they were totally stupid—” Dorothy suddenly screamed, “Oh my gawd!”

John Hilliard didn’t have time to react as Peter Black’s Ford connected with John Hilliard’s Ford. The grinding screech of metal on metal sounded throughout Woodhill like the clanging of church bells. Only it wasn’t Sunday morning. It was 1:30 A.M on Friday, April 26, 1935.

––––––––
[image: ]


Every horse in the barn except Diamond Bell stood motionless in his or her stall. Not so much as a piece of straw rustled. A single light above the tack room door at the end of the aisle was the only illumination save for moonlight beaming brilliantly through the windows. Diamond Bell’s stall door was ajar and in the aisle next to the door, Fire Chief Jake McCann dozed on a straw bale, legs stretched out before him, arms crossed on his chest, and head resting against the front of the stall. A plaid wool cooler draped around his shoulders was anchored to his lap by Streak, the barn cat.

Inside the stall with Diamond Bell, Laura Darvey hunkered down, using the wall as a backrest. Unlike Jake, she was intensely alert, her hazel eyes fixed on the black Appaloosa mare, who was within minutes of giving birth. Diamond Bell was still up, but she was sweating on her neck and flanks and making half-hearted kicking motions towards her belly. Suddenly she lay down in the deep straw bedding. Laura tensed. This would be Diamond Bell’s fourth foal. In a whisper she prayed that this birth would be as quick and normal as each of the others. Then Diamond Bell grunted and got up again. Laura sighed and shifted to sitting on her knees in the straw. She’d been up for most of  the past three days, ever since Diamond Bell’s udder began to fill and the muscles on each side of her spine close to her tail softened and sank in, making the mare look gaunt, as if she needed more food and better grooming.  

“Jake,” Laura said in a loud whisper.

“Is she starting?” Jake responded in a similar manner. He didn’t stand up, merely rolled off the bale and crawled the couple of feet from the bale into Diamond Bell’s stall. Streak meowed angrily at being displaced so abruptly, then immediately took Jake’s place on the bale and went back to sleep.

Diamond Bell pawed at the straw for a minute, then she circled twice and lay down again. Her water bag ruptured, splashing fluid onto the bedding. Several minutes later, much to Laura’s and Jake’s relief, a pair of hooves and a tiny muzzle appeared, and shortly after that Diamond Bell’s foal was fully delivered. After resting for a few minutes, Diamond Bell got to her feet, breaking the umbilical cord. Laura rubbed the sides and rump of the foal with a soft towel, leaving the foal’s head and neck wet so Diamond Bell could identify her offspring.

Laura said, “It’s a colt, and will you look at all this color!” She leaned back, took off the watch cap she wore and ran a hand through her chestnut-colored hair.

In the dim light of the stall Jake couldn’t tell what the base color of the colt was, but the large white blanket covering his rump was positively that of an Appaloosa. He and Laura looked at each other and smiled. Another dream had been realized, another miracle witnessed. For Laura Darvey and Jake McCann, that was all that mattered on this chilly April night. 
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At the same time Diamond Bell was giving birth in Ohio, the person Laura feared most in the world was seated on a chaise lounge on the porch of his ranch home in Paradise Valley, several miles south of Las Vegas, Nevada.

Bobby Darvey had been pale and thin on the January day his most trusted employee, Benjy Talbot, had picked him up outside the gates of the federal prison at Leavenworth, Kansas. Back then Benjy, who was of medium build and six feet tall, had shown the healthy benefits of time spent in the sun. He had dark brown hair and brown eyes by which he viewed the world keenly, and interpreted what he saw with above average intelligence. His features were not quite handsome, but they were comfortable and gave a person a feeling of being safe in his company.

In comparison to Benjy’s healthy glow back in January, Bobby had definitely been a sallow, sad looking individual. But now, having enjoyed life in the desert for several months, Bobby’s bronzed skin rippled over a muscular body, his wavy blonde hair was bleached almost white by the sun, and his sapphire blue eyes gleamed once more with the challenge of retaking control of  his various businesses. Bobby was immensely pleased with his rapid return to success. It hadn’t always been easy keeping track of his people from prison and making sure nobody weaseled in on his various ventures. Twice, upon orders from Bobby, Benjy convinced certain parties to keep hands off, a fact Bobby appreciated so much he’d given Benjy a five hundred dollar bonus. But Bobby was even more excited about being approached by Jules Modgilewsky, who Bobby, like everyone else in the business, called Julie Martin. Julie was Dutch Schultz’s point man in collecting dues and other funds from New York City restaurant owners who had been forced to join Schultz’s Metropolitan Restaurant and Cafeteria Owners Association.  

Bobby had been three months shy of his release date when Julie contacted him and asked if he would be interested in taking on a similar operation in Cleveland, and later, possibly, in Las Vegas. The great thing about the job was that Bobby could continue to run his own enterprises. Schultz wanted a hefty cut, but the added business would produce a huge income that would more than cover the cost of hiring more men and paying Schultz his percentage. 

Bobby had some concerns about Dutch Schultz, though. Schultz was quick to anger and quick to use a gun to solve his problems, as he had last month when, after accusing Julie Martin of skimming, he stuck his pistol in Julie’s mouth and pulled the trigger. Just thinking about the incident raised goose bumps on Bobby’s arms even though it was still so hot the night air shimmered off the sand in what passed for a front yard.

Julie Martin’s death hovered at the edge of Bobby’s mind every time Bobby thought about Dutch Schultz, but other than his concern over Schultz’s temper, Bobby figured he wouldn’t be at Schultz’s New Jersey headquarters very often so the risk to his personal safety was minimal—as long as he kept Schultz happy.

On the other hand, the offer from Joey Finkel and his partners, who were moving from Chicago to Las Vegas to build a casino, had been even more tempting and infinitely safer, and that’s why Bobby had come ahead of Finkel and the others and bought this place near Vegas. He was sure he could handle Schultz’s operation and Finkel’s casino construction without too much rouble since they didn’t overlap. Of course, once the casino was built, Schultz’s restaurant owners association would move in.

Bobby was reading The Postman Always Rings Twice when Benjy came out of the house carrying a telephone with the cord trailing behind him. “Your Aunt Alma,” he announced, handing the telephone to Bobby, who set it in his lap and covered the receiver with his hand.

“What’s she calling for so late? It’s about midnight back in Ohio, isn’t it? Gotta be bad news.” He took his hand off the receiver. “Aunt Alma, how are you?”

“Not good, dear, not good at all. I need some help. I’ve just gotten off the longest, saddest telephone call from my sister Florence. Grandpa has gotten worse and she can’t take care of him alone anymore. You know, his mind’s still sharp as a tack, it’s his body that’s failing. Anyway, Florence wants me to move back home to Wheeling, but I don’t want to leave Woodhill. How can I leave when my husband and only child are buried here?”

“You can’t, I know . . . let me think for a minute . . . hold on, okay?” Bobby covered the receiver with his hand and shook his head. Now what? Aunt Alma and her sister, Aunt Florence, would never agree to put their father in a nursing home. It just wasn’t done. Only people with no family were put in nursing homes. Warehouses, Bobby’s mother, Minerva, had called them. She had married Russell Darvey at a young age, borne Bobby a couple of years later, and died when he was twelve. Three stepmothers followed, none of them lasting more than a year or two, and then Bobby’s father had departed this world, courtesy of a runaway carriage horse. Bobby would have liked to have forgotten his extended family and been on his own after seeing his father buried, but he had developed a deep friendship with his cousin, Dan, who lived in Woodhill, and as a result, he had been taken into the bosom of  the rest of the Darvey family. Whether he liked it or not, because of Dan, he was part of the Darvey family.

Bobby uncovered the receiver and said, “Aunt Alma, thanks for waiting. I had to think over a couple of ideas. How would it be if I brought Grandpa and Aunt Florence to Woodhill to live with you? I have a friend in Wheeling who can make all the arrangements for selling Aunt Florence’s house and moving all her stuff. He could even arrange for a car and driver to bring Aunt Florence and Grandpa to Woodhill.

“And I just thought of something else, Aunt Alma. I could hire a man to take care of Grandpa’s personal needs. Does that sound like a good idea? Would you be willing to have Aunt Florence and Grandpa live with you if Aunt Florence is agreeable to moving?”

“That would be wonderful if she’s willing. Should I call and ask her?”

Bobby rolled his eyes at Benjy, who was leaning against one of the porch posts. Bobby  thought he’d have to hunt awfully hard to find someone dumber than Aunt Alma. “Yes, why don’t you do that and telephone me tomorrow?”

Alma Darvey sighed and said, “Thank you, dear. I love you, especially for all the nice things you did for my Danny. He loved you too, Bobby, you know that, don’t you?”

“Yes, Aunt Alma, I do. Don’t forget to call me tomorrow.” Bobby replaced the receiver in its cradle and gazed out at the desert landscape. He thought for a few minutes about his cousin, Dan. Sure, it had been foolish for Dan to go back to Woodhill for revenge when the cops were looking for him, but it was the fire chief who killed him, not the cops. Maybe it hadn’t been directly, but he killed Dan all the same. And Dan’s wife had a hand in it, too.

Bobby waggled a finger at Benjy. “Dan’s wife, Benj. Now there’s a bitch I should do something about. She’s the whole reason for me being in prison, her and that sonovabitchin’ fire chief, McCann. I should pay ‘em back for my lost time. Not only that, it was McCann that was the reason Dan died. And ya know what? That goddam stallion of hers just about killed me. I oughta kill that horse for scaring the goddam crap outta me.”

“It’s past history, boss.”

“Yeah? Well, maybe it shouldn’t be. Maybe I should finish what Dan started.”

Benjy frowned. “Dan wanted to kill McCann.”

“I know, but that would be no fun, would it? You know I don’t go for killing people, Benj, it’s too fast and too simple. Naw, it’d be better to get him disgraced and kicked off the job. I gotta think about him for awhile, see what I can come up with to make him look so bad as a boss he’ll end up being chased out of town and not be able to say a thing in his own defense.”

Bobby handed the phone back to Benjy, who took it without comment but paused just outside the door, waiting to hear Bobby suddenly say—as he often did when tossing around ideas—“naw, forget it, it was dumb.” Except Bobby didn’t say it. Benjy stifled a groan and went back inside the house. Life had been much less nerve-wracking when Bobby was locked up.
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“What a mess,” Woodhill Fire Captain Freddy Pratter muttered to himself as he scanned the scene before him. Even though they were wearing heavy coats, the two policemen were shivering as they redirected vehicles to bypass the accident scene on Court Street, just south of the railroad crossing.

In addition to the two cars involved in the accident, the road was further blocked by Engine 1, the ambulance, and the police car. At the moment, two firefighters were sweeping debris off to the side of the road.

Freddy was the only fire department officer on duty tonight because Mickey Justini, one of his two best friends, and the fire department's other captain, had gone up to Cleveland with his wife, Annie, who sang professionally on the weekends. Every Friday afternoon Mickey and Annie bundled their two kids into their car and headed to Cleveland, where they spent the weekend with Annie’s parents while Annie sang with a live band on radio station WHK.

Freddy’s other best friend, Jake McCann, was at Laura Darvey’s farm waiting for a baby horse to be born. For Laura, Jake, and Freddy’s wife, Glynis, who was one of Laura’s best friends, the past month of sleepless nights spent at Laura’s farm, waiting for the births of the three expected foals, had turned all of them into zombies.

At Police Chief Matt Gardner’s request, Freddy had photographed the accident scene, but he was finished now and wanted to return to the firehouse, write up his report, and get some sleep for what was left of the night. It was nights like this that made Freddy wonder how he’d allowed himself to be drafted by the local police chiefs to take crime and accident scene photos. His only qualification for the job was that he enjoyed photography. Fortunately, there wasn’t much crime and very few traffic accidents in Woodhill, Allen Falls to the south, or Dalebridge to the north.

Freddy’s inner musings were interrupted by the ambulance pulling away, taking the two female passengers and one of the drivers to the emergency room at Woodhill Memorial Hospital. The women hadn’t appeared to be injured, but they would be checked at the hospital to be certain. The driver had a pretty bad gash on the side of his head, and First Aid Lieutenant Eli Sheffler said it would need stitches. There sure had been a lot of blood, that’s all Freddy knew, but he recalled that Eli said heads and hands always bled a lot.

The driver of the other car had been trapped, so firefighters Al Frey and Joe Gresco were using hacksaws and prybars to cut away part of the car’s firewall and dashboard. Casey Durban, the other first-aid man on duty, covered the victim with a blanket for protection from the chilly air, but there was nothing Casey could provide that would muffle the rasping, grating racket of the hacksaws.
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One of the vehicles delayed by the accident was an immaculate maroon ’34 Cadillac Fleetwood owned and driven by Alex Carpenter, a handsome, physically fit man in his mid-fifties. His heart was pounding against his ribs and he was sure his blood pressure was much too high, so he mentally ordered himself to calm down. It only worked for a moment until his mind settled once more on where his wife, Tilly, could possibly have gone. “Maybe she’s already at home,” he muttered, and hearing the words aloud helped to soothe him.

The traffic crawled forward allowing Alex to see a policeman directing traffic around the accident. The cars involved were both Ford sedans. There was quite a bit of activity around one of the vehicles and the Woodhill Fire Department ambulance was on the scene in addition to one of the fire department pumpers. Seeing the pumper evoked a flash of anger. “Bastards”, he muttered, and glared at the policeman who directed him towards the detour. He instantly regretted his expression of contempt, having no bone to pick with Police Chief Matt Gardner or his officers.

Alex allowed his thoughts to shift to Boss Tweed and how Tweed had made his way up the political ladder. Alex admired Tweed’s ascension and was considering how he, too, could gain political clout in Woodhill. He didn’t aspire to be mayor, or even a councilman, he wanted to wield his power behind the scenes. He wanted to be the person the politicians consulted. Alex knew he could accomplish his goal using Boss Tweed’s example. He knew every published fact of Tweed’s life, conveniently dismissing the fact that Tweed was corrupt and the profits of the Tweed Ring were estimated at between thirty and two hundred million dollars. Tweed had become a popular and powerful leader and he had started out just as Alex would, as an officer in a volunteer fire department. And in that regard, Alex already was a step higher on the ladder than Tweed had been, because for two years after Fire Chief Paul Sanderson’s death Alex had been the fire chief. Now he could kick himself for being so shortsighted as to resign as chief because the job had been so boring. Not the social aspects of the job, though. Just tonight, he and the men in his dominos club were recounting all the social affairs that had taken place in the firehouse, and he came to see how he could accomplish his goal. He had to oust Jake McCann and regain his position as fire chief. Now, he just needed to figure out how to do that.

With that thought in mind, and having skirted the accident scene, Alex drove home, trying his best not to think about where Tilly had gone and worse, what she’d been doing.
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In Moro, Oregon, two women, mother and daughter, faced each other across the central room of a small beat-up two-bedroom cabin. They were equally beautiful, of medium height, slim and graceful, with the thick dark hair of Mexican women, flashing brown eyes, and when they smiled, which they were not doing at the moment, their faces lit up and brought smiles to the faces of others. In earlier times they had laughed often, but laughter had not filled the little cabin for what seemed like a lifetime.

Nina Hernandez was doing her best to control her temper, or at least to keep her emotions in check so she did not burst into tears as her daughter, Ramona, shrieked, “I will never forgive you for this! You’ll see, Mama, you’ll see that this is the day you lost your oldest daughter! Only six months since Papa died, Mama, just six months and you say we’re leaving tomorrow? How can you do this to me? How can you leave Papa’s grave when the earth is still fresh upon it?”

Nina turned away so she did not have to see the tears coursing down Ramona’s cheeks. More than having to leave her beloved Luis behind in the cold soil of Oregon, Nina’s grief was compounded by knowing she had betrayed Ramona by contacting her two daughters in Las Vegas without Ramona’s knowledge, only telling her tonight when all the arrangements had been made and there was no turning back. Well, that was not exactly true, Nina reminded herself. She and Ramona could stay here at Claude Thompson’s farm, and if the deportation men showed up—the men empowered to send anyone to Mexico who even looked Mexican whether or not they were American citizens—Nina knew she could trust Señor Thompson to protect them. But, if they stayed, nothing in their lives would change. Nina would still be cooking for the farmhands and Ramona would spend her entire life cleaning stalls in a horse barn. So, neither of them would have a future worth living for. No, there was no turning back.

Nina allowed anger to override her grief. “You think you know everything at twenty-five? You know nothing! At twenty-five I already had three children! We are leaving this place tomorrow and I never want to hear about Oregon ever again, do you understand? You think I don’t cry over my husband’s grave? I died when he died! This place killed my husband! I don’t want to ever see another horse farm, and you are not to go on and on about how much you and Papa love Appaloosas! They killed him, Ramona, that’s what your precious horses did, they killed him.”

“It was an accident!”

“An accident? A horse rears up in the air and falls over on top of him and you call that an accident? That horse was a killer! He crushed your father to death out of pure meanness! No, don’t say another word about accidents. We are leaving here tomorrow, leaving this sorry life behind us, and going to live with your sisters in Las Vegas, and you will make something more of your life than just being a stall cleaner and pony girl. And I will be more than just a cook, Ramona. I will find a new life in Las Vegas and so will you. You’ll do what you should have done already, get married and have children before time passes you by.”

“Mama, stop it! You don’t say that about Vera and Felicia.”

“They are both getting married this year, to nice men. You saw them at the funeral and they are all happy and excited about their futures. You should find the same joy, Ramona—with a man, not with a bunch of horses. Now, go pack up your things and try to sleep. Señor Thompson will have the men pack Luis’s truck first thing in the morning and we will leave right away.” 

Ramona braced her hands on her hips. “No, I am not leaving!”

“You cannot stay here alone!”

“Yes, I can!”

The anger went out of Nina and all that remained  was despair. “I cannot go by myself,” she said, finally giving way to her sorrow, “and I cannot leave you here by yourself.”

“I am not alone, Mama,” Ramona said, crossing the room and embracing Nina. “Papa is with me.”

“No, he is gone from us and all that is here are his bones in the ground.”

“His spirit is here,” Ramona said gently, but as she spoke, she realized that Papa’s spirit was soaring in heaven, like the eagles that soared in the mountains. He could go anywhere, be anywhere, in an instant. She did not need to be here to have him close to her. She, too, could be anywhere.

“Mama,” she said, stepping away from Nina, “I think you are right. We will leave Papa’s bones here and take his spirit with us!”

“You will come with me?”

“Of course, Mama. Unless you have learned to drive an automobile without telling me, I think you will want me to drive us to Las Vegas.”
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Fifteen minutes after Alex Carpenter left the accident scene, and a few minutes after the firefighters freed the trapped driver, Eli and Casey were able to remove the driver and take him to the hospital. Then, while the tow truck operator went about his job, Freddy and his crew loaded their equipment on Engine 1 and returned to the firehouse. Not too long after that, with the scene clear, Police Chief Matt Gardner drove back into town. 

At the emergency room entrance to Woodhill Memorial Hospital Matt parked his police car in front of a no parking sign and went inside. After the cool night air, the hospital felt too warm and the air was saturated with the pungent smell of antiseptic. The smell, in addition to the odor of his half-burned but presently unlit Havana Perfection cigar, made Matt queasy. As he walked towards the reception desk, he removed his cigar, which was bobbing at the corner of his mouth, stared at the end for a moment to be sure it was completely out, and put the cigar into an inside coat pocket. With the competing odor removed, the mild nausea subsided. He turned his attention to locating either Jessica Hegerty, the doctor in charge of the emergency room, or Dave McCann, or any other doctor who had treated the victims.

Just as Matt was about to make an inquiry of the receptionist, Dave McCann strode towards the desk. Like his brother, Jake, Dave was almost six feet in height. Both men had warm brown eyes and wavy dark brown hair, and were, in fact, identical twins, but it was easy for those who knew the McCann brothers to tell them apart; Jake's face was somewhat weather-beaten from years of firefighting, and his voice had a raspy quality to it. Dave, on the other hand, weighed more than Jake, and his complexion was smooth; an indication that, as a physician, most of his working hours were spent indoors.

“Just the man I'm lookin' for,” Matt said. “What’s the deal on those two drivers? Were they drunk?”

“No, just inattentive,” Dave replied, setting a chart on the desk. “John Hilliard was arguing with his wife and she screamed, seeing the oncoming car, but he thought she was—as he put it—shrieking to make her point.” Dave shook his head, smiling slightly. “The other driver was a little too engrossed in his female companion, who turned out to be Tilly Carpenter.”

“Alex Carpenter’s wife? Was she hurt?”

“Bumps and bruises, the same as Mrs. Hilliard, but she’s scared to death right now about what her husband’s going to say when he finds out what she was doing.”

Matt grimaced. “Yeah, I can understand that, all right. Carpenter can be one son of a bitch when he’s got his teeth into something, although this is one time he might be right to be angry. So,” Matt said with a shrug “should I tell him the news and have him pick her up? I’d take her home myself, but I don’t think she’d take kindly to riding in a police car.”

“Be my guest.”

––––––––
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“Be my guest, hah!” Matt grumbled as he parked his car in front of Alex Carpenter’s house on Kent Street. He glanced at his watch, saw it was two-thirty. He rang the doorbell and waited patiently, thinking Carpenter might be asleep, although, Matt thought, if my wife was out somewhere at this time of night I’d be damned if I’d be sleeping. Thinking Alex might not be home, Matt went over to the driveway and saw Alex’s Cadillac in the garage. He returned to the front of the house and rang twice more before the door opened.

“What?” Alex demanded by way of greeting. He was in street clothes, not pajamas.

“May I come in?”

Alex didn’t budge. “It’s the middle of the night. Just say what you have to.”

Matt tried not to let his aggravation show. “Okay,” he said, “your wife was in an automobile accident about an hour ago. She wasn’t badly injured and I’m sure when you get to the hospital she’ll be ready to be released.” Matt waited for a response but when none was forthcoming he said, “Would you like me to drive you to the hospital?”

“No, thank you, I’ll drive there myself.”

“Well, before you get her, you should know that she was with a man.”

“I see,” Alex replied curtly and started to close the front door, making it obvious that he wanted Matt to leave immediately.

Matt took his cue and said, “Well, then, Alex, I’ll probably be wanting to see Tilly later today if she’s up to it.”

“I don’t think so,” Alex replied, “There’s no reason to pursue the matter any further.”

“Your wife did nothing criminal, Alex, but she may be able to shed some light on how the accident happened.”

Alex relented, seeing as he didn’t have much choice, and said gruffly, “If you insist.” 

Matt left the Carpenter house, headed home, longing for his bed, but as he drove by the firehouse on Court Street, he saw the apparatus floor lights were on and decided to get what information he could from the first-aid men if they were still on duty.

The three bay doors were closed, so Matt went around to the side door and barely had it open when Hank, the firehouse dog, came barreling towards him.

“Hoohoomaa!” she yowled happily and pushed her head up under Matt’s hand to be petted.

“Leave me alone,” Matt said, but he petted her anyway, thinking as he did so that Hank, who looked like an oversized red and white beagle with long legs, was not the least bit intimidating and was, in Matt’s opinion, the worst excuse for a watchdog he’d ever seen.

As Matt walked between Engine 2 and the ambulance, he heard Eli Sheffler and Casey Durban talking. He came around the open rear door of the ambulance and said, “Cleaning up?”

“Holy Mother!” Casey squealed, “Ya scared the crap outta me!”

Matt stifled a grin. Casey’s face had turned almost as red as his hair. In contrast to Casey, Eli looked drab, with hair and eyes almost the same gray-brown color. He was nice-looking, but appeared to need some time in the sun to give him better color.

“Sorry,” Matt said. “Can you spare a minute to tell me about the victims?”

Eli moved past Casey and got out of the ambulance. He was holding a bundle of bloody towels. “What about them? Mr. Hilliard broke the driver’s side window with his head and Mr. Black had multiple bruises. The women got tossed around and they’re going to feel it tomorrow, but other than that it was just a normal kind of crash.”

“Okay,” Matt said, “so, there’s nothing you can add?”

“Is there some kinda mystery?” Casey asked.

“No, just trying to get as full a picture as I can. Is Jake here?”

Eli replied, “No, he’s at Laura’s farm. Another baby horse was due tonight. Freddy’s upstairs, though.” Eli took the clean towel Casey handed to him, flipped it open on the floor and put the bloodied towels on top of it, then he tied the whole thing up in a bundle and set it back into the ambulance.

Matt thought the bundle looked like a decapitated head, which brought an involuntary shudder as he ascended the marble-treaded steps that took him to the firehouse living quarters. The dormitory was the central area on the second floor. Three beds were lined up against each of the longer walls, and each bed was separated by a chair that acted as a nightstand. To his left were two doors, one leading to the washroom, the other to Jake’s bedroom. On the far side of the dormitory, next to the kitchen, was a linen closet and Eli’s bedroom. A brass pole surrounded by a guardrail rose to the ceiling in the middle of the dormitory and Matt ran his hand along the rail as he passed it, liking the smooth coolness of the tubular stainless steel.

The cooking area in the kitchen took up one wall, leaving plenty of room for a massive oak dining room table with six leaves and a dozen chairs. In the far corner four overstuffed lounge chairs were arranged in a semi-circle in front of a mahogany-finished RCA Victor floor-model radio.

“You’re too early for breakfast,” Freddy said, looking up upon Matt’s entrance. With the exception of his eyes being a striking blue, Freddy bore a close resemblance to Jake and Dave although they weren’t related. Freddy immediately returned to copying his on-scene photo log notes from a scratch pad onto a larger piece of paper, neatly printing the order and description of photographs for Matt. “If you wait a few minutes you can have this photo log and you can have the photos later today.”

“That’s fine,” Matt said as he took a clean mug from the drain board and filled it from the coffeepot on the stove. “You want a refill?” he asked, and when Freddy shook his head, Matt set the pot back on the burner and stayed by the stove as he drank.

Still writing, Freddy asked, “Everything cleaned up?”

“Yep. You know, one of the women turned out to be Tilly Carpenter.”

Freddy raised his eyes. “Carpenter? Bill Carpenter’s mother?”

“’Fraid so. Bill’s one of your boys, isn’t he? A volunteer fireman in the summers when he’s home from college?”

“Yeah, this summer’ll be his third. He’s in his junior year at Western Reserve. A psychology major.”

“Well, I hope his mother’s soon-to-be questionable reputation doesn’t cause him any problems,” Matt said, setting his cup in the sink. “I’ll be talking to her and Alex later today. Maybe we can keep her activities quiet.”

––––––––
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Alex tried not to be angry. He didn’t want to create a scene at the hospital. He didn’t want to create a scene anywhere. He just wanted to go back in time to when he and Tilly loved each other intensely, when some nights they could hardly wait until their son was sound asleep so they could make love undisturbed. What made everything change? Was it something he had done, or not done, that caused Tilly to leave their bed and move into the third bedroom in their house nearly a year ago? He hadn’t stopped loving her, despite her spells of anger during which she was prone to picking up the closest item at hand and heaving it at him with more strength than she normally had. Ah, but those spells had gone on for a long, long time. To himself, Alex referred to Tilly’s attacks as spells because he didn’t know what they really were. Once, while on business in Cleveland he had gone into a large bookstore and secretly looked in a book about female problems to find out about hormones or something else that might cause her sudden mood changes that on occasion left him nursing painful bruises. He hadn’t found answers, then or since, but he had gone on loving her because he couldn’t make himself stop loving her.

Tilly did her best to not look at Alex as he shepherded her out of the emergency room entrance. He held open the car door for her and closed it gently when she was settled inside. When he was in the driver’s seat he said quietly, “Isn’t it enough that I have to endure your abominable behavior at home? Now you’ve totally humiliated me by running around the countryside with someone you picked up in a bar. How do you think that affects my ability to campaign for change in the fire department? I’ve worked so hard this past year on reorganizing the Brigade and in one night, everyone in that emergency room knows you don’t give a damn about me or what I’m trying to do.”

“That’s because I don’t care at all about your Brigade. I’m so sick of hearing about your Brigade I could throw up. Could we please go home now?”

Alex started the engine. She couldn’t have hurt him more deeply. Alex didn’t know how to respond to her declaration so he said nothing. He clenched his teeth in the darkness on the short drive home, and prayed she would go to bed as soon as they got home without throwing anything at him. Then again, the pain from her physical missiles faded, as did the black and blue marks, but her vocal missiles struck him like bullets that remained lodged within his body.

“I will tell you this,” Alex said, holding open the back door to the house so Tilly could enter before him, “If you care so little about me or the things that are important to me, then there’s not much reason for us to stay together any longer. I’ll see an attorney about getting a divorce.” And then, the minute he spoke, he was appalled at the thought; doing something so disgraceful hadn’t entered his mind until he said the words. He couldn’t imagine not having Tilly in his life no matter how many things she threw at him.

Tilly took off her coat and dropped it over the arm of a chair in the living room before she said anything. Without turning to face Alex she said, “I will not agree to a divorce, Alex. How would it look? In fact, how would it look for you to be getting a divorce when you’re trying to be such an upstanding citizen? Maybe,” she said, walking past him to the stairs, “if you would give up the Brigade we could have a life together again. Or, don’t you remember what we once had?”

“Of course I remember, and I want us to be that way again, Tilly, but I don’t see what the Brigade has to do with us. Just because I have an interest in seeing it become active again doesn’t mean we can’t be in love with each other.” He turned off the downstairs lights and climbed the stairs after her. “Why don’t you give us a chance, Tilly? Please let us recapture what we had before. Think of all the good times we’ve had, and the things we like to do together.”

At the second floor, Tilly stopped and turned to Alex. “I do love you, Alex,” she said, and for the first time since he’d picked her up at the hospital, she met his gaze. “Perhaps we should start over. Let’s think about it, okay?” Then Tilly went to her bedroom, leaving Alex alone at the door to the bedroom they once shared, but tonight, at least, he felt a stirring of hope.

Just as upset as Alex, and with everyone of her muscles beginning to ache, Tilly was too wound up to think of sleep. She stayed in her bedroom until she was sure Alex was asleep, then she went downstairs, and wrapping herself in a blue and yellow afghan her mother had crocheted, she curled up in her favorite chair and thought about the past. Off and on she dozed, each time awakening to reconsider whether she should ask Alex’s forgiveness for her sinful behavior or let the recent past slide away without further mention. What would it take to reclaim the love that brought them together in the first place?

The sky had lightened, and a few birds were chirping when Tilly awakened, determined that she and Alex should start anew. Moving slowly, because there wasn’t a single part of her body that didn’t ache, Tilly sat up in the chair, folded the afghan neatly and placed it on the back of the sofa in its usual spot, and went into the kitchen. She took two aspirin tablets from the bottle she kept next to the broken coffee cup she and Alex used for loose change, and washed them down with tap water that made her gag and made the tablets feel as if they were stuck in her throat.

When the aspirins were finally in her stomach she went back into the living room, to the telephone, and asked the long-distance operator to place a person-to-person call to Bill Carpenter at Western Reserve University in Cleveland.
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Bill was awakened and called to the telephone in the hallway of his dormitory. It was six in the morning and he wanted badly to brush his teeth.

“Oh, Bill,” Tilly said into the phone when Bill grunted a hello, “I want you to hear this from me, not from your father. I was in an accident last night, or maybe it was this morning, I don’t remember, but I wasn’t hurt except for feeling every muscle in my body.”

Bill tried combing his straight blond hair with the fingers of his right hand while he held the receiver in his left. His eyes were trying to close. “Mom, wait a minute, willya, and talk a little slower. First off, how’d you get in an accident in the middle of the night?”

Tilly heaved a theatrical sigh. “You don’t need to know the details. I was just out with a friend.”

“Who?”

“He’s not from Woodhill, so it doesn’t really matter.”

“He?”

“I said he was just a friend!”

The hallway was getting busy and Bill felt as if he was on display. “That’s not what I asked,” he said, carefully mouthing each word to keep his temper in check. “I asked who?”

Tilly gave out with another deep, mournful sigh. “I don’t think you need to know that.”

“Well, whoever he is, where’s he from and how’d you meet him?”

“Why are you asking all these questions? I only called to tell you I was in an accident.”

“But you said you weren’t hurt, so what’s the problem? Hey, what about Dad? What was he doing while you were out with that guy?”

“Oh, really, Bill! He had his dumb dominos club in Allen Falls, you know, the one he goes to with Nelson, except I don’t think Nelson went last night.”

Bill’s thoughts came to a sudden halt when it struck him that his mother was having an affair! His mother was out with some man, doing—no, it couldn’t be! Bill could not picture his mother with a man, any man, not even his father. They were so old. They were too old to—

“Bill, are you there?”

“Yeah, I’m here. I can’t believe what you just said. You were out with some man? Does Dad know about it? Ohmigod, Mom, did you just sneak around to meet some creep you picked up off the street?”

“You don’t understand the situation,” Tilly snapped, suddenly angry. “You’re no better than your father. He doesn’t love anything except his Brigade and I’m sick to death of it. For all I know he’s got some mistress somewhere who just loves his Brigade and if she does, she’s a stupid fool!”

Bill winced when she slammed the phone down, abruptly ending her tirade. He hung up the receiver and went back to his room, thankful that he didn’t have a roommate this semester. He flopped onto his bed, closed his eyes, and mulled over what his mother had said. He was pretty sure his father was not cheating on his mother. On the other hand, Dad had put up with a lot of crap from Mom for a lot of years. She threw an iron at him once. The only reason it didn’t hit Dad was because Dad had reacted fast enough to get out of the line of fire. Once she pushed him so hard he lost his balance and fell against the breakfront in the dining room and got a huge bruise on his shoulder that hurt so bad he could hardly use his arm for a week. How old was I when that happened? Nine? Ten? Did it really matter? There were other times, other bruises. Dad never fought back. He just walked away, and back when he was fire chief for those couple of years, he’d go to the firehouse and sometimes stay there overnight. That was a long time ago, though. He couldn’t go to the firehouse to escape ever since Chief McCann came to Woodhill in ‘32. Well, that was his own fault. He could have welcomed Chief McCann and the others and been a part of the new fire department instead of backing away and resenting them.

Bill opened his eyes and looked up at the ceiling. It was dirty and needed painting. The whole dorm needed painting. 

I don’t want to stay here, he thought, turning his head so he could look out at a sky that was just as gray and dirty looking as the ceiling. I’ve had enough of college. I don’t want to be a psychologist and have to figure out why people turn out like Mom and Dad, living in a house together but hardly having anything to do with each other, just sort of co-existing. They’re friendlier to strangers than they are to each other. But, do I really want to leave here and go home to that atmosphere? What else can I do? Where am I going to find a job when more than half the country’s out of work?

Sitting up, Bill recalled his chance encounter with a man who had a possible job offer. He’d met the man at Woolworth’s lunch counter downtown about a week ago. They were sitting beside each other, waiting for their food. Bill joked that if his meal didn’t come soon he’d jump over the counter and bust the grill man’s jaw and maybe a few ribs, too.

“You’d really do that?” the guy had asked.

“Maybe not with so many people around,” Bill said.

“But you’d do it if the place wasn’t so busy, like if it was closed and just the boss was here?”

“Sure, it might even be fun.”

The guy turned on his stool and took hold of Bill’s arm, making Bill meet his eyes. “If you could do that, I may be able to get you a job. Not too many jobs around, ya know. You interested in some, uh, physical work?”

“Yeah, I could be interested,” Bill said, trying not to show too much enthusiasm.

“Well,” the guy said, drawing out the word as he took a paper napkin from its holder. He produced a stubby pencil from his coat pocket, and scribbled a telephone number, “you give it some thought and make sure you understand what kind of work I’m talkin’ ‘bout. It’s people work, if ya get what I mean. Makin’ sure they pay their bills, that kind of hands-on work. You got that?”

“Yeah,” Bill said, pocketing the napkin just as the waitress put both of their lunch specials in front of them. They ate in silence and when the man was done he got up and walked away without saying another word.

The napkin was still bunched up in his jacket pocket. Bill unwadded it and looked at the telephone number. He didn’t want to call the number from the telephone in the dorm hallway. He would have to find a phone booth, preferably inside somewhere, out of the chilly weather.

After eating a quick breakfast in the dorm cafeteria Bill ended up at a phone booth in the lobby of the Commodore Hotel at the corner of Euclid Avenue and Ford Road. The number was local, so after depositing a nickel in the slot he dialed and then realized he didn’t know the man’s name. As he was about to hang up, the phone was answered by someone who said, “Who is it?” The voice was not the voice of the man at Woolworth’s.

“I was told to call this number about a job.”

“What’s your name and who gave you the number?”

“My name is Bill Carpenter and I don’t know the guy’s name. I met him at Woolworth’s downtown last week.”

“Describe him.”

“Uh,” Bill conjured up a picture of the man and said, “brown hair, brown eyes, his face was kind of angular, like a straight sharp nose, kind of a blunt chin, clean-shaven, about same height as me—I noticed it when he left—about five-ten. He had a black coat, or maybe it was navy blue, like a pea coat, shirt was white, shoes were black, pretty shiny.”

“Very good. His name is Jeffrey Cooke, with an “e.” He said you might be calling but he didn’t know your name either. According to him, if you and I should meet, I’ll be looking for a kid about eighteen, maybe twenty-one, tops, straight blond hair, blue eyes, kind of ruddy complexion, about five-ten.” The man chuckled. “Well, we’ll see about that. Be at Halles Men’s Department at two o’clock today.”

The line went dead. Bill flopped into a chair in the lobby. “What am I getting myself into?” he murmured as a cold wave crossed his shoulders, then answered himself, “something pretty damn exciting, that’s what!”
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Homicide Detective John Patrick McCann, better known throughout New York’s Police precincts as J. P. McCann, gazed at the jumble of papers on his desktop. By the time Christmas rolled around he’d be officially retired. Years back he couldn’t imagine a life without the challenge of police work; now he was within months of leaving it forever, and he found himself looking forward to getting out of the City and moving to Ohio, where both of his sons lived. Libby was anticipating the move, too, now that she’d lost two of her dearest friends to cancer, and everyone else she cared about had moved away, some to Miami Beach, others to Phoenix. She yearned to be near Dave and Jake, just as J. P. did, only she was more vocal about it.

For today, though, J. P. had two cases to finish up. He was anxious to get the final paperwork done so he could get home at a reasonable hour and have dinner with Libby. It was only three in the afternoon. He thought of calling his wife and surprising her with the news that he would be home early, but just as he reached for the telephone, it rang.

“McCann,” J. P. answered.

“Hey, J. P., this is Jimmy Bucknell, Newark PD. It’s been a long time since I saw you, pal. Just ‘cause I left NYPD for New Jersey, doesn’t mean we should be strangers. How’s your wife and kids?”

“Good, how about yours?”

“Hell, I got a half-dozen grandkids already! Things are fine by me. Anyway, the reason I’m calling is that I got a message from my chief that you’re keeping an eye out for, uh, wait a sec—ah, here it is, a guy named Darvey, Bobby Darvey. Is that right?”

“Yeah. I know he was released from Leavenworth a few months back, but that’s the latest I have on him. Have you got something?”

“Well, I’ve been watching Dutch Schultz’s operation, you know the restaurant union, and according to the guy I have planted at the Palace Chophouse—that’s the place Schultz is using for his headquarters—Schultz is talking to Darvey about setting up the union in some other cities, like Cleveland and Vegas. I know the Feds are interested, why are you interested?”

“One of my sons had a run-in with Darvey. That’s how Darvey ended up in Leavenworth for a couple of years and now that he’s out I want to make sure he isn’t going to make trouble for my boy. I went over the trial transcripts and got the impression that Darvey not only holds a grudge, he can be pretty vindictive.”

“I heard that, too, but to tell the truth, I’ve never even seen the guy, so I can’t give you firsthand info,” Bucknell said, and J. P. could hear paper rustling over the phone line. “Here’s one other thing I did find out, and wait’ll I find that damn paper. . .too damn much paperwork these days, dontcha think? Hey, here it is. Darvey’s looking at some deal in Las Vegas with Joey Finkel, who used to be with a family in Chicago, and I think that’s where Darvey was from, too. I don’t have much on Finkel, only that he’s got plenty of money and so does Darvey, by the way. In fact, Darvey’s operation, or I probably should say, operations, all stayed alive while he was locked up. I don’t know what the guy’s setup is, seeing as he’s just getting started with Schultz, but if you want I’ll keep my eyes and ears on him.”

“Yeah, please do that, and thanks for calling me,” J. P. said as he added a few more notes to those he’d already written as Bucknell spoke.

“Hey, no problem, glad to help out.”
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Chapter Three
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Bill thought he should dress in better clothes than what he wore on campus, so he returned to his room and checked his wardrobe. Once he decided on what to wear to Halles Department Store he flopped onto his bed and tried not to think about what might be happening with his parents. Instead, he concentrated on what his potential new job might entail. He already knew it would be borderline legal, at best, and he was a little fearful of landing in jail. Damn, what would his father say then?

He had classes to attend this morning but they were now unimportant. The guy at Woolworth’s—what was his name? Ah, Jeffrey Cooke with an “e.” Jeffrey Cooke had good clothes and shiny shoes. You didn’t get that on seven bucks a week. The pay must be pretty good. Bill’s eyes closed on that comforting thought and when they opened, it was 12:45.

Changing clothes, fumbling with a tie, alternately euphoric and terrified, Bill somehow pulled himself together, got on the right bus to take him to Halles on Euclid at Twelfth Street, and was in the Men’s Department at ten minutes before two. His knees were threatening to give out on him. He strolled through the racks of clothing hoping he wouldn’t draw attention to himself from a clerk.

At exactly two o’clock, Cooke came up from behind and tapped Bill on the shoulder. Bill was so startled he grabbed a clothing rack to keep his balance.

“Don’t act so surprised. You shoulda seen me comin’,” Cooke said as he steered Bill towards the elevators. “You gotta have eyes all around your head, ya know what I mean?”

“Yeah,” Bill said, hoping he would make it through the rest of the day without fainting.

“It’s a good thing I like ya,” Cooke said, grinning at Bill until Bill smiled back.

They took an elevator to the first floor. “Who did I talk to on the phone?” Bill asked.

“Ah, no one special. He checked ya out when ya got here early and liked what he saw, so all you gotta do now is show me you can do the job. We got three visits to make this afternoon.” Cooke steered Bill onto Twelfth Street and stopped at a dark green ’31 Chevy Independence.

“Uh, do I call you Jeffrey or Jeff or Cooke?” Bill asked as he got into the car.

“Cooke is all. Most of us go by our last names, less confusing that way.”

They were headed east on Euclid Avenue, and at around East 55th Street, Cooke said, “You’re not a Jew, are ya? You don’t look like a Jew. The reason I’m asking is ‘cause one of our stops today is a Jew. The other two are wops. You’re not a wop, are ya?”

“Nope, I’m just a plain old American,” Bill said.

“Good, ‘cause we can’t use guys who’re worried about what kinda blood they get on their hands. Can ya read and write okay? Didja finish high school?”

“Yeah, I’m in college at Western Reserve right now, but I’m ready to quit.”

“No shit! You’re the first guy I know who went to college.” Cooke laughed and gave Bill a quick jab on the arm, which Bill took as approval. “You come with me, Billy Boy, you’re gonna hafta quit college—won’t be any time for studyin’ if you’re with me.” Cooke drove onto some side streets. “On the other hand, maybe it would the best cover of all if you stuck to your regular stuff, ya know, like goin’ to your classes, goin’ home to visit your folks. You got a summer job set up?”

“Not really. I’m a volunteer fireman.”

“No shit! A fireman, huh? We can always use a good fireman, if ya know what I mean.”

Bill took in a deep breath—the first one since he’d entered Halles—and tossed Cooke’s words around in his head for a moment before answering firmly, “Yeah, I know what you mean.”

“Don’t bother ya?”

“Nope.”

“Well, good. Looks like you and me’ll get along fine. Ya like women? You got a cute little chicken up there at college?”

“A couple, nothing special, though.”

“You ever check out the houses?”

It took Bill a moment to figure out what Cooke was talking about, then he understood and said, “Not for awhile.”

“Well, maybe tonight after we do our work and get some dinner, we’ll go visit  Ginnette’s new place, kinda treat ourselves to a job well done.”
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An hour after dinner on the day following Tilly’s accident, Nelson Dobos walked from his home on Mill Street to Alex Carpenter’s home on Kent Street. Both men had grown up in the houses they now owned through inheritance from their parents. Nelson and Alex had been friends since first grade, and now, at the age of fifty-three, they were embarking on what Nelson considered a great adventure, the rebirth of the Woodhill Volunteer Fire Brigade. Alex was going to be a power in Woodhill and Nelson was determined to help him get there.

Fortunately, Tilly’s true role in the accident had been kept out of the Express. Editor David Barker let the readers know that Tilly had been slightly injured—after all, people in Woodhill cared about each other—but not how she had come to be in an automobile after midnight with a man who wasn’t her husband. Nelson knew that word would get around and rumors would spread. The residents of Woodhill would think Tilly’s immoral behavior, if they actually learned the truth, was a reflection on Alex’s ability to be an adequate husband and by extension, how could they expect him to be a responsible fire chief and community leader?

Alex opened the front door suddenly, surprising Nelson, who had been so deep in thought he hadn’t realized he’d reached Alex’s house. The men were of the same height and both kept their hair clipped short. Alex had attractive, regular features that Tilly had often kidded him about, joking that her husband should have been a movie star so they could live in Hollywood. Nelson’s features were angular, hawk-like, and his face was narrow. He had begun to age early and his face was lined with fine wrinkles.

“Are you busy?” Nelson inquired even as he stepped past Alex into the living room.

“No, I just got home from estimating a job in Allen Falls for Irwin Rosenfeld. He owns a vacant factory building down there, wants it rewired for a new tenant.

“Tilly wasn’t up to eating much so I’ve made myself a ham steak for dinner. Would you like one for yourself?” Alex offered, motioning Nelson to follow him into the kitchen.

“No thanks, I’ve already had dinner, but you go right ahead.” With the ease of long friendship, Nelson put the kettle on to boil then sat down at the table. “How’s Tilly feeling?”

Alex speared the ham out of the skillet and plopped it onto a plate, which he set on a placemat already holding a glass of milk, silverware, and a napkin. “She’s fine, just black and blue and generally miserable, which she deserves. She’s upstairs, sleeping off her pain. If she keeps her mouth shut, no one will find out she was playing fast and loose with a married man from Canton, a damn salesman she picked up at a bar in New Colton. God, she’s a trial, Nelson, a real trial.

“But it’s my son I’m ready to disown!” Alex scowled as he took knife and fork in hand. “Do you know what he did?” Nelson shook his head. “No, of course you don’t. I just found out myself today from Tilly. That no-good son of mine, when he was home for Christmas, went to see that poor excuse for a fire chief to ask, if he quit college, could he join the fire department. McCann told him no, thank goodness. Probably the only decent thing McCann has done since he came to town. Told Bill that he should stay in school and continue to be a summer volunteer on the department until he graduated college.” Alex took a moment to cut up more of the ham. “Not only that, but he’s been telephoning that first aid man, Sheffler. It seems Sheffler’s mother died when he was a child, then he was abandoned by his father, and later his sister was killed, so I think Bill feels sorry for the man. And you see those?” Alex pointed to the toaster on the kitchen counter.

“What?”

“Those.” Alex waggled his index finger and Nelson noticed four medium size drinking glasses that were filled with something white
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