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      To the fans of Robert Wright Campbell,
    

     

    I appeal to the Irish. Take this book to heart.

    Robert Wright Campbell was an Irish American writer, there is no doubt.

    And a mighty fine one.

    When we talked about this he wept. He said this book is a place in my heart I can never quite touch but it is there just the same.

    I promised I would someday do this book for him.

    We discussed what was needed to make it shine.

    He told me all of the lost things he had let go because it had to have a life as a screenplay and he couldn’t touch on all the things he thought about but he imagined nonetheless. His description of what was missing was glorious.

    If only he had written it as novel but he had not.

    And Robert in himself couldn’t find the novel that he had so long ago described.

    But a novel would have given it wings and the great ideas would fly then.

    So I took notes and I remember everything he said. And promised him I would do it.

    And for years I was full of sorrow because I couldn’t do it.

    And then Robert Wright Campbell left this world and I was so heartbroken that all his unfilled dreams laid on a shelf forgotten.

    Twenty years after his death, I have taken up the burden.

    Perhaps it is because I have lived 75 years and have been about in the world.

    I’ve traveled to all the places that were dear to Robert.

    And I think I have found his voice in me and so we are flying once more.
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CHAPTER ONE

    Padrick Parnell tried to give the little Irish girl a cookie.

    She recoiled in fright.

    “Amn’t supposed to accept sweets from strangers,” she said and she looked all around for her mother. She was afraid of this ugly man. Padrick had an ear thickened by scar tissue and a nose smashed somewhat awry. He wore the marks of an ex-prizefighter with pride, but it was a fearful thing in the eyes of a child.

    “Tis but a cookie, lil darling. I mean you no harm,” he said in the soft lilt of a Dublin-born speaker.

    He put it down on the bus bench and backed away. But it was no good.

    She turned and ran away from him.

    “Tis sorry I am,” he said and he tracked her with his eyes as she sped off into the distance, “that you cannot trust me for the little gift.”

    Padrick stared down at the cookie. It seemed lonely there on the park bench.

    “Ah well,” he said and he picked up the cookie for want of anything better to do with it.

    “There was a time when the children of Dublin were not above the takings of meself,” he mused with some sorrow for all that he had lost. “But then, I must look a fright now, old I am, and battered. Ah me, tis the world gone mad, it is, that runs away from a little kindness. So be it then.”

    He popped the cookie in his mouth. It was a proper Irish cookie for all that and he found himself enjoying it.

    “Breaking training,” he said by way of explaining, as if warning himself against sugar’s joy, but he enjoyed the taste. And he ate it all and reached into his pocket for another cookie. It hit the spot, it did.

    He sat down on the park bench and looked out on Dublin town. It was a grim sight, all gray and mantled with soot for the soft coal fires that fought back against the constant damp.

    He raised his fists and looked at them. They ached to punch something, but there was naught to punch. His fighting days were long over. A pity to be so old and useless, such were his thoughts in the chill that was ever in a Dublin spring.

    He pulled his great coat against him and remembered other days as cold as this. But days that were filled with glory all the same.

    A prizefighter has his memories. Maybe that was all he gets, was Padrick’s thinking.

    Ah, the glory that was in it! That was something, wasn’t it, for he was not just a prizefighter, he had been one of the best there was.

    A double-decker tram made its way down Connell Street through the throngs of people, the daring taxis, the comparatively few private cars. Padrick watched it go past him and he himself wished he was on it, just to be going somewhere.

    Padrick Parnell was about forty-three years of age. His hair was gray, where there was hair, and even that was cut short so that it stood up short-ended like graying moss. His eyes had a certain sadness about them, but his mouth seemed to be constantly struggling to burst into a grin.

    But then, what was there to laugh about? The past was dead empty. And his future was unclear.

    He looked at his watch. Tis time he paid for his eternal sorrow.

    He walked until he was at the flower stall. A flower woman sat by her display of bouquets just outside the gates of the cemetery.

    “Hello, Irene, is it you I see?” he said with a smile.

    “Who else would it be? You are late, you are, tis past time you were here,” said the flower seller who was toothless but had a smile despite it. Twas more like a grimace, but Padrick always took it for a smile.

    “Am I on a schedule I don’t know about?” Padrick said with a grin.

    Now his eyes were touched with traces of solemnity.

    “Well, you usual come before times,” she said. “You come so late you risk that I might be out of them posies you set store by,” she said and she looked at him to see if he was buying this particular gambit. He wasn’t fooled in the least.

    “Surely not. Well, we wouldn’t want that now, would we, Irene?”

    With a quick bantam’s stride he paused to select a bunch of flowers. He began to extend a half crown, then Padrick dallied for a moment. He grinned at her and she knew what was coming for he was always doing it.

    “Double or nothing’?” he said as if daring the woman. “Tis a bet no woman can resist.”

    “If you like,” answered the flower woman, but she was that anxious about the wager.

    Padrick flipped the coin. He caught it and turned it over on his wrist.

    “Heads,” the flower woman said looking a wee bit scared.

    Padrick uncovered the coin, but he did not show it to Irene. The coin had come up tails.

    Padrick didn’t hesitate. He glanced at the little woman and then reached into his pocket for another half crown to add to the first.

    “You’re a terrible fine gambler, Mrs. Connors,” he said and that was what he did every time. And she was none the wiser for it.

    “Tis but the luck of the Irish, Mr. Parnell,” she said and she held onto the coins as if they were precious beyond price. Thus it ever was.

    Padrick waved and walked off jauntily.

    But the sorrow was there and it hit him as it always did.

    He walked towards a simple headstone. As Padrick neared it, his steps slowed perceptibly. He bowed his head, humble in the presence of what he had missed all these long years.

    He knelt down beside the grave of one he had so loved.

    The headstone read “KATHERINE PARNELL - BELOVED WIFE.”

    In the past he had cried over this spot. But the years had gone by and all his tears were spent. He grieved, but it was not so loudly now. It was more a quiet sorrow of promises not met but never forgotten.

    Padrick replaced the faded flowers under the glass bell with the fresh flowers and then he stood up.

    It was that time when the whiskey would speak for him when he could not.

    Padrick took a drink from a half-pint bottle. He poured a bit of the whiskey onto the grave. Twas all he could do at this moment.

    “For the good years, Kate,” he said and he meant it.

    He drank the last of the bottle and placed the empty in his coat pocket.

    “Ah, no, Kate. Not too much and not too often. I have me a wee drink in memory of you. I know you don’t begrudge me that, little darling. It is just sometimes I get to feeling like the last leaf on a tree all curled up and brown from the winter.”

    He seemed to listen to a voice and then he laughed, but it was a lie and he knew it for one.

    “That’s right, Kate, better days,” and he tipped the hat he wasn’t wearing and bowed down to receive her blessing which was just as imaginary as she was.

    He never felt her presence here, only her absence. His sense of his betrayal was there like a sword that cut him.

    He touched his hand to his mouth, blowing a kiss at the air. Then he rested his hand for a moment on the headstone.

    He turned then and all the guilt and shame of his behavior was in that moment. He had no relief from it, for it was a fire that ever burned him.

    He walked away then, a duty done for his beloved, his sagging spirits unrestored.

    He stood at the bus stop across the street from the cemetery. He turned with pretended casualness and glanced over his shoulder, but she was not there, she never was, but he always looked just the same.

    Padrick walked along then, enjoying the best he could of the sights of Dublin town. There was little else he had for joy and comfort.

    In passing a street corner he lingered and saw a bunch of children dancing at a bus stop. The bus arrived and then they danced all the more frantic. It was not a happy dance, twas quite grim with poverty. One little fellow was passing his cap for what pennies might come into it.

    Padrick turned from the sight and there was that big sorrow again, large as life itself. It was himself that remembered he was once just such a poor kid on the streets of Dublin doing what he could to pick up a penny.

    Padrick walked on then, but his mind saw the Dublin poverty everywhere he looked.

    He passed the train station where the waifs of the streets accosted travelers and asked for a sixpence to carry their bags. There were the chestnut sellers and all of the rest of the colorful panoply. All poor they were, scrabbling for pennies each and every one.

    Dublin might change but the harshness of life was always there.

    It was more than he could bear and he sought solace where he could find it.

    He found it, as he knew he would, when he paused in front of Conover’s Pub. There was a sign in the window that proclaimed, ‘Guinness is Good for You.’

    Well now, that was a dare wasn’t it. He moved to turn away from the sign swiftly, but its attraction was strong upon him and though he struggled powerfully, he could not resist another glance. Ah then, he saw the sign from up close, he was drawn to stand at the very window himself.

    The sign showed a large pint glass of dark stout with a creamy head on top. ‘Guinness is Good for You.’ It was like a melody, it was, that sign.

    The saloon doors that partitioned the Saloon Bar from the Public Bar were swinging furiously when he entered.

    Padrick moved toward the bar in his whirlwind fashion. Ah, they knew him there, they did. With raised glasses and sly winks, the patrons acknowledged his coming. He was a familiar sight.

    “Good day to you, fellow sufferers. I see you are hard at it, this drowning of our collective sorrows.”

    Twas Padrick’s usual speech and it was well received though perhaps he had said it too often.

    It was a typical Irish pub with the heavy warm woods, the stamped tin ceiling, the mirrors engraved in lavish rococo designs. The owner, Mr. Conover, was behind the broad oak bar near the spigot handles, reading the racing form. He smiled insincerely at Padrick.

    He looked up from the racing sheet and said, “Now it is yourself, Padrick Parnell, king of the fisticuffs, come to pay your duty then. Tis a drink I fancy you fancy.”

    There was Irish charm in his greeting and it was mostly bullshit. The man loathed Padrick but pretend to fawn over him as he was a steady customer and his coin was always good.

    Three men, rather gaudily dressed in the manner of race-track touts or carnival men, were sitting with their pints at a table against the wall. They looked up and saw Padrick. And they gave a quiet nod. He was well known to the patrons here. He was a regular.

    A quiet, sad-eyed whippet lay with its head upon its paws at the feet of one of them.

    One of the men, the dog owner, named Michael Welsh, recognized Padrick immediately. He rose to speak, but Padrick only hailed him with a wave of the hand and he moved past him. His wave said he would see Michael Welsh later as he was not in the mood yet for what Michael had to say. Michael got the message and sat back down.

    Padrick did not know Michael Welsh would be here. He cursed under his breath. He wasn’t ready, the I.R.A. be damned, but the men round Michael were surely that. Here to size him up, they were. For a coffin or something else. Bloody hell, why did it have to be now! He badly needed a drink most urgently.

    Padrick stepped up to the bar for his stiffener, which he badly needed before the possibly fatal conversation.

    “A pint of stout, Mr. Conover, if you will,” he said and there was a touch of desperate in his voice.

    There was a long moment while his beer was being pulled out. And then there was the precious wetness and Padrick lifted his glass and didn’t put it down until it was half empty.

    He squared his shoulders, ducked down a little as if dodging a punch, but it was only the stout finding its way into that hole in himself that never quite filled up.

    Mr. Conover started pulling on the tap, drawing forth the rich, dark stout for the inevitable second round.

    But Michael Welsh was impatient, and now the things he wanted to say seemed to burn his tongue.

    He rose up in his seat then and Michael Welsh said, “Come sit with us, Padrick. I’ve some friends I’d have you meet.”

    There was no ducking it then, Padrick signaled the barman and picked up his first draft.

    He downed it in one fierce gulp. And looked hungrily for the second glass.

    Mr. Conover set up the second pint and Padrick paid for it, picked it up and took a long, satisfying swallow, then turned reluctantly to his acquaintances.

    He walked over trying to grin broadly, but he failed in that. His heart was just not in it.

    Michael Welsh said, “Padrick Parnell meet Pudney Weldon and Bluenose Pullen, two men of enterprise. Gentlemen, Mr. Parnell. Fighting Parnell, the Five Leaf Shamrock, once contender for the Empire Championship. They come to you highly touted by your own solicitor, Mr. Crow.”

    “Ah, I did not know he had a hand in it. Mr. Crow does get about. Has his nose in all sorts of things,” said Padrick and he regretted the old man wading in on a matter that by rights should be private. Anything to do with the I.R.A. was off limits as far as Padrick was concerned.

    The men dutifully shook hands. But they gave Padrick the close look of men sizing him up and finding him wanting.

    Padrick added ruefully, “And nearly champion but for a bit of bad luck.”

    “And what was that?” asked Weldon suspiciously.

    “Three right hands in a row so fast I didn’t see them coming,” answered Padrick and seated himself. It was his usual theme, his bad luck was all it was, not a lack of skill.

    There was a sudden silence at the table, a bit of awkwardness.

    Padrick broke the stillness then and he said, “You’ve been out of Dublin for a time, Michael. Why is that?”

    Welsh nodded and said, “I was beyond the border in the North at the local fairs, promoting donkey races. And doing other things as well,” he added ominously which was the main thing which he was discussing by not mentioning it.

    “What brings you back?” said Padrick wary now that the issue had been raised.

    But it was not at all straightforward. It was an oblique approach.

    “An invention that will revolutionize dog racing,” Welsh said, but it was plain he was lying about something.

    Padrick considered his drink then and said, “Prize-fighting’s my game. I reckon that is my limit. Dog racing then?” he said and he wondered what the hell they were up to with that.

    “Do you hear that, lads?” said Michael Welsh laughing. “The modesty of the man. Ever since his retirement Mr. Parnell’s turned his hand to a dozen pursuits and never soiled a finger with work. It is quite remarkable, this man of such enterprise.”

    Pullen said, “It’s easy to see Mr. Parnell’s a man of imagination and resource. But I wonder is he steady? There is that. Past glory don’t signify much as far as a man goes. It’s what he is up to at present, that is our concern.”

    The two men nodded as one. They were studying Padrick’s face. What they read in that was anybody’s guess.

    Padrick said hurriedly, “At present I’m training a couple of lads for the ring.”

    This was met with silence.

    “Do you still have young Terrence?” Welsh spoke up, desperate to keep the conversation on track.

    Relieved, Padrick confirmed, “Oh yes, he is my boyo. Had him in my sights this long time.”

    “And how is he coming in?” asked Welsh.

    Padrick replied with some reluctance, “I’m bringing him along slow. Some fine boys have been ruined by haste.”

    Michael Welsh turned to Pullen and Weldon and said, “Oh, that’s very true. Patience is a great virtue.” He looked at Padrick and added innocently, “It’s been ten years training, if memory serves. ‘Young’ Terrence would be thirty and on.”

    Padrick winced at that. Terrence was on the way out and there was no dispute about that. Twas but a question of time. And he, Padrick, was facing up to the truth of it.

    Pullen said, “It’s easy to see Mr. Parnell’s a man of great patience. But what else can a man do when he has done with his career. This boxing thing, tis a different life you lead now, is it not?”

    “Well, I have me fighters yet. I am still around the game,” and he looked down at his fists as if they held some answer to it all. “I am a contender yet. My lads do the fighting for me. It is all I want to do.”

    Padrick was wary. There were all these unspoken questions but Pullen and Weldon weren’t being direct. It was maddening, this sly pose.

    Weldon had yet to speak. He was holding his face in such a way that no thought of what he was really thinking was evident. He had yet to speak. He held up four fingers toward the bartender who quickly moved to fill his order.

    Padrick said quick in his defense, “I’ve a new lad, Dan. Just nineteen years old and with the shoulders of a cart horse.”

    He said that so they would see he still had a hand in the trade. He had backed a loser in young Terrence who was no longer young. He could still take a punch, but Terrence’s glory days were well behind him. But this young bloke, he might do it yet. It was Padrick’s most fervent wish.

    Michael Welsh remarked, “Every man to his own trade, I always say. For myself, however, I’ve always been quick to see a good thing and grab out at it. And that is the way with my new friends as well.”

    He included Weldon and Pullen in that, but they were not moved.

    “I’m not without curiosity,” said Padrick finally to prevent another unfortunate silence.

    “Show Mr. Parnell the little wonder,” said Michael Welsh.

    Weldon placed his hand on the case alongside him with an air of hesitancy and suspicion.

    “Come now, Pudney, Mr. Parnell is one of our own. I can vouch for him and I do most wholeheartedly,” said Michael Welsh with an air of desperation in his voice. Weldon opened the case and set a contraption on the table. It was composed of a small treadmill that could be operated by a crank on one roller. A metal structure over it had a leather harness arrangement attached to it.

    “A thing of beauty,” said Welsh. It was an obvious lie, but Michael took a long sip of his drink so his remark passed unnoticed.

    Padrick too took a long pull at his glass. He was stalling for time. Then he put his head on the level of the table and studied the machine intently. He looked at it detail by detail. He leaned back and took another long pull, glanced at the three men one by one and peered at the machine closely again. What could he say, twas a daft thing and a bogus proposal. Why even bother with it but that was the game, wasn’t it then.

    Padrick straightened up and said, and he had not a clue what they were about, “Does it have something to do with breeding?”

    To which Weldon curtly replied, speaking for the first time, “With training, sir. Bluenose, lift the Irish Imp onto the table.”

    It was Michael Welsh’s dog but he did not complain for the use.

    Bluenose Pullen leaned down and grabbed the dog at Welsh’s feet. He set the little whippet onto the table. He was obviously not enjoying this, but Bluenose played through.

    Weldon placed the dog on the treadmill within the metal structure and began to fix the harness around its body.

    Weldon lectured then.

    He said, “This is for the training of greyhounds, of course, but a model that size would be difficult to carry around so we scaled it down for the Welsh’s Irish Imp. For demonstration purposes.”

    Pullen offered by way of further explanation, “At the present time, the training of the dogs requires a track, a lot of space, costly and far distant from the big city tracks. Now every fancier can be a trainer in his own home in the heart of Dublin.”

    Weldon had completed the harnessing of the dog and now turned the crank of the treadmill. The whippet ran in order to keep its feet. But it was so clumsily made that the dog kept falling off the track. Patiently Pullen retrieved him and put him back on the treadmill.

    It was obvious their device was ill conceived and would not work at a greater speed.

    Welsh added to the mess with a further comment. He said, “Start them dogs slow and little by little increase the speed. Just like bringing along a fighter bit by bit.”

    Pullen cranked with a bit more speed and the whippet fell off and almost strangled in the harness before Pullen could pick him up and put him back on the track.

    Weldon has stopped cranking and the dog stood there panting and scared that it would start up again. Pullen took the dog out of the harness and Weldon folded up the device. The whippet went back to the floor at the Welsh’s feet. He seemed glad the ordeal was over. He whined a little as perhaps he thought of his time on the treadmill.

    “A wonderful invention,” marveled Padrick who thought it was shite on a stick.

    More stout arrived and Welsh petted the little dog to assuage its fear and he settled now quieter at his feet.

    Welsh said, “The good saints brought us all together here this night. Cheers!”

    They all drank.

    “The good saints? I didn’t know they were party inviters,” said Padrick with a small attempt at humor which did not amuse. There was another awkward silence.

    “The truth is,” explained Weldon, “we had a bit of bad luck in the North. Someone caught on that we were helping the long shot. Just adjusting the odds a little in our favor, you understand. They left us without a shilling after the last, took the donkeys and showed us the road across the border. We was almost caught out. You’d think the police had someone who knew what we were up to. Like somebody knew more than they should.”

    Weldon and Pullen stared at each other and then looked back fiercely at Padrick. It didn’t involve Padrick, but there was a warning in it for him all the same.

    “A terrible blow,” said Padrick.

    “Ai, an injustice too,” added Pullen.

    Michael Welsh said, “And so they are temporarily short of funds to promote this wonderful machine. So it is we come to you, Padrick.”

    “A pity,” said Padrick feeling their hands reaching into his very pocket.

    Weldon said, “Now we wouldn’t be interested in selling our rights to it, mind. We would want to keep that for ourselves. Keep it in the family, so to speak.”

    “Oh, I can understand why,” Padrick said and he was amazed at the audacity of the takings they proposed. He wondered if he had enough ready cash to satisfy them.

    “But if we could find the right man to take over the sales franchise in Dublin...” suggested Weldon meaning more than he said.

    “A man of imagination and energy,” added Welsh avoiding the man’s eyes as he spoke. Merciful heavens he was lying, wasn’t he.

    “It’s easy to see Mr. Parnell has plenty and more of both,” finished Pullen and he gave the man a wicked smile.

    Padrick said, and he was avoiding the obvious trap, “Well, perhaps I couldn’t find the time. Training the lads does take up all my time. What say I just contribute to the cause? To support the artistry the mechanical wonder has wrought?”

    Welsh replied, “That would depend entirely on yourself.”

    Weldon spoke up then with an air of warning in it, “But it would only cost a hundred pounds to possess such a franchise. But if you can’t then you can’t.”

    Padrick went into his wallet and pulled out all the banknotes in it. He realized then they only trusted him to give money and not blood or muscle that might make a difference somehow. He was being judged and rejected outright. He knew it in his aching bones.

    He said with obvious sorrow, “I’ve just these thirty pounds drawn from my Terrence widowed sister’s bank for expenses at the boarding house.”

    Michael Welsh said, “Gentlemen, after all, Mr. Parnell’s an old friend and he is doing right by us, you must admit.”

    “Oh, we do, we do,” declared Pullen with a sullen look. He was not satisfied with either the amount or the man, it was hard to know what he thought.

    Welsh reached out and prepared to shake hands all around.

    “Well, we’re agreed then. He can’t find the time to be a distributor of this wondrous machine but out of the goodness of his heart, he supports our cause.”

    “Well, we thank you. Your generosity sits well with us. But you know there is more to it than that,” Weldon voice dripped rancor.

    Weldon continued. “I accept it for the cause. But I wonder what it is you truly want, Padrick?”

    Weldon paused then and looked at Michael Welsh and his man Pullen.

    “An opportunity like this doesn’t come along every day. And this beautiful demonstration model is yours to start you on your way to riches. Tis a sad thing to deny us in this. This distributorship is solid. Brutal to pass it up. Tis but a thought. You’ll be somebody again. You want that, don’t you?” asked Weldon.

    Padrick stared at the useless gadget. The metal work seemed to glow with the sheen of false gold. The dream of being ‘somebody’ again was not uppermost in his mind and heart. Not with this hopeless racing monstrosity as the price of that.

    But he did want that after all.

    Padrick, talking to himself softly but with great intensity, said, “I want that more than anything in the world. To walk the streets of Dublin and be called Fighting Parnell once more. To take my rightful place in the boxing world. Padrick Parnell, manager and trainer of champions. But I am content where I am at present. I seek no bigger game than what I already have. Sorry it is that I can not be what you want.”

    ”Pity that then,” said Weldon and he and Pullen rose as one. They turned and began to walk out of the bar. The whippet got up slowly thinking he was going away again but then sat back contentedly and put his head on Welsh’s feet.

    Padrick spoke up then, addressing them as they prepared to leave.

    “But I am that sorry lads, I have to disappoint you. Tis not my game, I fear tis beyond me. Good luck on finding a backer, and sorry I am that it cannot be me.”

    They nodded at that. Twas as expected. The two men tipped their hats in Padrick’s direction and went out of the bar.

    When the I.R.A. men passed through the door and went away down the street, Padrick turned on his friend Michael and accused him of calumny and insult.

    “You knew I wasn’t going to back it, Michael. So why bother me with it?” he raged at him.

    “They are agents of the I.R.A. They had to see your face, you understand. They are cautious men. They talk amongst themselves. They want to trust you but it is a near thing,” said Michael sadly and he looked stricken when he said it.

    “Don’t I give my share?” said Padrick with a faint moan of protest.

    “Oh, your money is good, Padrick, there is no question of that, but it is yourself. You have never been political. So why this sudden interest in the cause? They want to know the why of it Padrick.”

    Michael raised his hands.

    “You know I am telling you the truth here, there can be no deception in me, it is what it is and no more. If they could but know you as I know you, Padrick, then there would be no doubt in their hearts,” his dear friend said all that but it grieved him to say it nonetheless.

    Padrick was having none of it.

    “And I tell you I don’t know why, and what does that get me? I think on it, and the only thing I can think of is the poverty of Dublin. It is oppressed, a living thing but downtrodden. I don’t know what else to say,” said the man feeling the pain in it.

    “Its fine then. You have no answer do you? Other than a vague twittering about the sorry state of Dublin. It’s not bloody enough,” said Michael. “And you know it well. Don’t deny it.”

    Padrick tried to make a case for his actions.

    “Well then, the money is always there. I give it without complaint. No reckoning asked for. They do what they do and I don’t ask them about it. That’s a given, a known thing. I could do more, but that is their choice, isn’t it. It is none of my doing.”

    “Oh Christ, will you let off with that boohooing noise. You asked for more. You invited them in, Padrick. Let me do something, you said. So be it,” said Michael. “But doing involves being vetted. It is personal safety we are talking about.”

    “You know me. I am straightforward. You know that about me. I don’t deceive my friends. They know they can count on me for that.”

    Michael thought he knew the true reason Padrick was going on about it.

    “Listen boyo, tis a warriors heart you have. You want to fight against something, to raise your once mighty fists and hammer on some face you can’t yet see. Well, that time is passed. You can no more fight like that. I understand your agitation, but give it a rest for Chrisakes, will you,” said Michael pleading with him.

    “I can’t just give it up but I can’t explain my reasons, now can I?”

    “Why ever not?” demanded Michael with a confused look on his thick Irish face.

    “Well, am I to say what I really feel? Would they believe me?”

    “They might, if you just manage to tell them. Otherwise not.”

    Michael had said all he had to say. He look weary and beaten down.

    Defeated he was, Michael felt that surely. If only Padrick could tell them what they needed to hear. Some heartfelt reason that could be seen and understood.

    The I.R.A. men were not heartless.

    Padrick stared at Michael and finally he thought to let go of the truth that was eating away at him. But he hesitated.

    Michael sighed. He was getting nowhere with Padrick. He was stubborn as a dead donkey. But he went on speaking anyway.

    “Unless they know the why, they won’t let you in. That is the whole truth of it.”

    “People respect me. I boxed with the best of them, I have. They should take me at my face,” insisted Padrick.

    “It is dangerous! Do you not understand that? You could be playing false with them, be police infiltrating, they don’t know you like I do, Padrick. They only know you as a prizefighter, and that’s in the past, that’s your one claim to fame, but it don’t make you righteous as they see it.”

    “I can’t give you a reason then. That is all I have to say.”

    Welsh had made his case but it was no use, he saw that clearly.

    Michael Welsh arose and then put a sad arm across Padrick’s shoulders. The whippet got to his feet as well.

    “I’ll leave you to it, old friend,” he said sadly and he left the bar with his dog trailing after him.

    Padrick sighed then. He felt like he ought to do something different with his life. Make some noise, throw a scare into the fools that run the government. Count for something other than just being a sheep lost in Dublin.

    But that was not what moved in him. Not really.

    It was his dead wife Katherine. She was the real reason he had the urge.

    She had been the daughter of an I.R.A. family. Twas bred in the bone, this rebellion that would not be stilled. His own father had been a rebel but he had escaped his father’s destiny.

    Katherine’s father and two brothers were in it, thick as thieves. And a good Catholic, Katherine was right there alongside of them.

    Padrick pretended like he didn’t know. But there were things she did in the nights of long ago, perhaps terrible things, but they never spoke of it.

    He promised once that he would join them, but Padrick had other fights to be fought. It was the prizefight ring that saved him from the troubles.

    His own mother, God rest her soul, was from Belfast, a hard liner if there ever was one. His father was a rebel too and a stalwart one at that. He had devoted his entire life to rebellion.

    But it was his broken promises to sweet Katherine that moved him the most.

    Tell the I.R.A. he was really volunteering himself in memory of his dead wife!

    Oh! That would not sail! It was a sinking boat, that was. With not a scrap of sail canvas to push if forward.

    But there was no use in it, no way to go about it. He was spinning in a circle and there was no other way to be. Twas useless, useless!

    So Padrick ordered another drink.

    It was not wise that he did that, but he was in a downward spiral.

    And it left him stumbling out, a little the worse for wear, when the pub closed.

    


CHAPTER TWO

    It was a drunken night and Padrick was concentrating on trying to find his way home.

    Twas hard, it was, and his steps were none too steady and his mind was swimming with thoughts that were not seemly. They seemed to start off as thoughts but ended up as random noise before he could think it all the way out.

    So he went slowly in the fine soft Dublin night.

    Which is to say, it was raining, as anything that is soft and fine as relates to weather to a Dubliner, is rain.

    It made Padrick wet and tired and a little more sober what with the chill it gave him and he stumbled along.

    He was on a Dublin street of grey stone buildings, some private homes, some converted to flats and a few converted to boarding houses. But it was not even close to where Padrick lived so he had to turn about and go back in the way he had come.

    Padrick was not concerned by his drunken missteps. Twas on the way to being sober, was how he saw the delay. It was the rain he minded more than the inconvenience.

    Padrick paused on a damp corner beneath the rain-drenched street lamp. He weaved a little, wondering which way to go and he looked about uncertainly.

    He decided that he should go left. He tried to orient himself. But the two bottles of fine Irish whiskey in his coat pockets were contributors to his indecision.

    “Well

    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    

logoc-360x90.png
ReAnimus Press -~

Breathing Life into Great Books





cover.jpg





