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PROLOGUE





1990


A GREAT WRONG was righted on a bitter spring day in 1990 when the German people rose up in outrage and sacked STASI headquarters in East Berlin.


For over three decades, 89,000 operatives of the Staatssicherheitsdienstthe State Security Serviceand 170,000 informants had pried into the lives of East Germans, creating what many believe was the ultimate police state.


Children were paid to spy on their parents, householders were coerced into recording the comings and goings of their neighbors.


STASI records were so complete that body swabs were even collected from citizens and stored in hermetically sealed glass jars in case, later, fugitives had to be tracked down by dogs.


Most of the estimated 20,000 who stormed the hated fortress on that frigid day after reunification came to retrieve and destroy the data that had been compiled about them. Few entered the vast complex for any other reason.


One who did was not a German citizen, although she spoke and read the language well. A fit young woman of average height but powerful build, she spent three days inside STASI headquarters, making sure she had located and destroyed every last reference to a certain Josefina Maria Stanton-Hopf.


She also noted down the name of the only other foreigner who had requested and been allowed to view STASI files, nearly a decade before, undoubtedly for a price.


On her second and final night in the STASI complex, the woman was accosted by two men who tried to rape her.


She left one dead and the other paralyzed from the neck down.













PART I


IMMANENT JUSTICE



Christians, even as they strive to resist and prevent every form of warfarehave a right and even a duty to protect their existence and freedom by proportionate means against an unjust aggressor.


POPE JOHN PAUL II




Our life is a warfare of love, and in love and war all is fair.


JOSEMARIA ESCRIV DE BALAGUER (FOUNDER OF OPUS DEI)

















CHAPTER 1





Dublin, 1990


TWO WEEKS LATER in Dublin, the same woman who had visited STASI headquarters used a master key to enter the office of Francis Xavier Foley in fashionable Fitzwilliam Square.


It was a quiet Sunday afternoon, and she assumed nobody would be about.


But she had only begun her search when she heard a key in the lock and in stepped Foley himself, she knew from the photographs she had been given of the man.


You there! Foley roared. What the devil are you doing in my files?


What does it look like to a devil? she replied, continuing her search as though his presence did not matter. Arent you supposed to be on holiday?



Get out of that! Get out of that now! A big man who weighed over seventeen stone in his fifty-second year, Foley rushed across the small room and lunged at her, only to find himself quickly down on the carpet with her foot on his throat.


I could kill you now, but I need you to answer a few questions. Pick yourself up, close the door, and sit in that chair. The foot came away.


Those files are protected by law, Foley complained as he rose to his feet unsteadily. His groin and neck were now galling him. Im a solicitor.


No, youre not. Youre a blackmailer.


I should call the police. Foley managed to reach a chair.


Go ahead. Heres the phone.


It landed on the floor by his feet.


Wouldnt they be interested in whats in here?


As the pain eased, Foley took in the womanlate thirties or early forties with close-cropped blond hair, blue eyes, and a brace of gold rings pierced through the edge of one ear.


It was hot in the tiny office that Foley leased mainly for the upmarket mailing address, and she had removed her jacket.


Wearing only a tank top and tight slacks the same pale color as her eyes, the woman was either an athlete or some class of weight lifter, he judged. Her shoulders and arms were taut with muscle, and the rest of her looked just as fit.


Not a stupid man, Foley quickly considered his options. He could ring up the police, and surely they would arrest her for illegal entry. But she couldand probably wouldbring Garda investigators down on him as well. Foley did not want that.


It had taken much hard digging into the private lives of the countrys elite to get him where he was. Now Foley had a house on Killiney Bay, another in the Azores, a trophy wife and two young children, a mistress, and the sure knowledge that a steady flow of untaxable readies would come streaming in to him for the rest of his life, with nothing more for him to do than to keep his identity hidden. And his threats frequent.


Of course, all that was on hold, at least for the moment. At the very least, Foley would have to move his office and sequester his files, in case she both took what she needed and informed the police. Wasnt it now wiser to discover whose dossier she was after? And how she had found him out? Then he would decide what to do.


Can I help you with anything? What is it youre looking for? he asked.


Is the information in these files on your computer as well? She pointed to the machine on a table behind the desk.


If you mean, do I back up my files? I do, surely. Here and elsewhere. Hearing the sound of his own deep voice emboldened Foley, and it now occurred to him how completely the woman would disrupt his life if he allowed her to leave the office.


Mark me, woman, he blurted out. When I discover who sent you, Ill double what Im owed or expose them. Just for the fuck of it.


As though smitten by the word, she stopped her search, closed the filing cabinet drawer, and turned to him with a brittle smile creasing the corners of her mouth. Never, ever utter that word again in my presence.


Fuck off, Foley wanted to say, but something fierce and final in her light blue eyes made him hold his tongue. It was as though, suddenly, her face had become a mask.


Youre a thoroughly despicable human being, she continued in an even but unnatural tone, stepping toward the computer. For the better part of twenty blessed years youve been preying upon people for their weaknesses and indiscretions. Its disgusting and totally un-Christian the way youve behaved. Have ynever heard the word work?


Foley tried to suss out her accent, which was neutral but with now and again a certain flat twang, as though Australian or American.


Unplugging the monitor, keyboard, and printer, she picked up the central processing unit and turned to him. Tell me, howd you get on to Mary-Jo?


Foleys head went back, and a wave of adrenaline surged through his large body. Christ Almighty, he thought, its them. Little wonder she had found him out and got a key to the office. The bastards were so well placed, and they were everywhere.


For months after Foley had flown to East Germany over a decade ago and paid the equivalent of twenty thousand pounds Sterling to copy the Hopf womans file, he had agonized over blackmailing Mary-Jo Stanton just because of what was happening now.


Over and over, had told himself there were simply too many of them, and it was impossible to know who they were.


And with God on their side and their entire history of claiming to bewhat?the successors to the Knights Templarthey would murder him without compunction if they found him out. So his reason had told him.


But the more information Foley gathered, the more bloody money he discovered they had. Billions, in fact. And the sorry truth wasFoley now admitted to himselfhe had been unable to resist making the initial phone call and what he had thought then was an outrageous demand.


Which they had met in spite of Foleys periodic and arbitrary increases for over ten thoroughly gratifying years. As well, hed been careful, using three double-blind trusts instead of the usual two.


But now he was in the broth, big time. Could he talk or buy his way out? He didnt think so, not in a thing like this, not with them. No apology and no amount of money would suffice. They could not tolerate somebody who was not one of them walking around with the knowledge of who Mary-Jo Stanton actually was.


Conclusion? Allowing the woman to leave the room would be tantamount to signing his own death warrant. He had no choice but to squelch her and flee the country as quickly as possible with whatever he could get his hands on. Foley had killed before; it was not hard.


He smiled. Why notIll tell you how I found Mary-Jo out. If you tell me how you got onto me. Foley straightened up in the chair, his eyes scanning the room. He needed something big, heavy, and near at hand. Is it a deal?


Still holding the computer as if it weighed nothing, the woman shrugged. The Berlin Wall?


Foley nodded.


Perhaps you havent heardits down.


And you were with the crowd that stormed STASI headquarters? The brass desk lamp, he decided. Hed snatch it up and bash her head in.


If you remember, they made you sign the cover of the dossier. Name, date, and your reason for viewing it. You said, Next of kin. You should have used an alias.


I wanted to, but the agent I bribed was a right bastard. He made me show my passport.


The woman nodded. Which made my job easy. I suspected Mary-Jos blackmailer was Irish, somebody known to her. There are several Francis Xavier Foleys in the country, but only you knew her, albeit through your wife.


And then, youre a lawyer with no clients, a lavish spender with no known source of income. A liar, an adulterer, and a cheat.


Now, your turn. You tell me how you formed your suspicions about Mary-Jo.


Suspicions? Foley asked, placing his hands on his knees and bending his head, as though chuckling. Let me begin with the most obvious suspicion. First, theres the painting.


The one in Mary-Jos study?


He nodded. You only need two eyes to see the resemblance. And then the name.


Josefina Maria and Mary-Jo.



Aye. Foley guessed it would take him about a second to heave his bulk out of the chair, maybe another to snatch up the lamp, and yet another to lunge across the desk and smash the bitchs head in.


Also, there was the eternal biography shed been writing for decades before I met her and is still, Im told.


Of Escriv? The woman meant Jos Maria Escriv de Balaguer, who had been the founder of Opus Dei, the most successful andsome saidthe most ruthlessly self-serving religious order in the modern Roman Catholic Church.


Foley nodded, easing his weight onto the balls of his feet. If only he could get her angry and debating him. Why then he might have a chance. Shes written big thick revelatory books about everybody elsewhy couldnt she bring that project to fruition? I asked myself.


Because shes waiting for Father Escriv to be beatified, then sanctified, the woman complained. With an already completed manuscript and given her reputation as a biographer, she stands to make millions.


What does Mary-Jo need more millions for? Foley scoffed. Doesnt the Times list her name as one of the countrys ten richest people, year in and year out? What number is she nowfour? Or is it three? And thats only whats known about her wealth. Her advisers keep the bulk of it hidden.


No, Foley continued. The reason she hasnt completed that manuscript is because she either cant bring herself to tell the truth about the thoroughly Machiavellian and unholy character that Escriv actually was in his lifetime and how hes related to her. Or your crowd wont let her, which explains why theres always clergy about the house. Especially the boyfriend, Fred.


You dont know what youre talking about. Father Fred is not Mary-Jos boyfriend, hes a man of the cloth, the woman objected.


Foley glanced up to sight her in. Right you arethe bed cloth. How can you ignore the facts and lies? Speaking of lies, Mary-Jo is down on record as telling the press and magazines that she was born here in Dublin in 1932.


Foley shook his head and placed his hands on the arms of the chair. Whats true is that Escriv, whom your order calls The Father, is also Mary-Jos father, who in 1931


Stop! I wont allow you to derogate


But Foley, raising his orotund courtroom voice, spoke over her. who in 1931 was appointed chaplain of Madrids Patronato de Santa Isabel. At that time it was a church, a convent for Augustinian Recollect nuns and also a womens college. One of the students there was a certain Beatrice Stantona beautiful parentless Irish girl of sixteenwho was expelled when it was discovered that she was pregnant.


Some generous soul, it was assumed, took pity on her, and she was whisked off to another convent in Leipzig. There she gave birth to a daughter, listing the father as Jos Maria Escriv.


A figment of a young girls imagination, the woman objected. Father Jos Maria was her confessor. She idolized and fantasized about him. And nothing more. Beatrice Stanton was an Opusian acolyte who was raped by a drunken socialist, and Father Jos Maria did, in fact, take pity on her. End of story.


Dont be so nave. Do you think that Escrivthat paragon of piety who was busy building the most ruthless and militant order in the recent history of the Churchwould suddenly single out one young pretty pregnant Irish girl to take under his wing?


Escriv, Foley continued, his eyes falling on the letter opener on the desk blotter, the priest whos responsible for countless thousands of deaths, murders, and torture victims in South America and elsewhere?


Would it be sharp enough? No. And too messy. He had to kill her quick and get out of there fast. Escrivthe priest who orchestrated the deaths of more than a few who wished to leave your order.


You dont know that! Those are old charges, brought by corrupt journalists who have since been revealed for what they are.


Quite the contraryits you who dont know and dont want to know. Who do you think put Pern back in power in Argentina, Pinochet in Chile, and Arana in Guatemala, to mention only Latin American involvements? Who do you think assassinated Salvador Allendethe CIA?


The American government had no real presence in any of those countries, but Jos Maria Escrivs order, your order, Opus Dei, did, with its army of zealous lay supernumeraries who could and did kill in Gods name. Admit it, youre one of the assassins yourself.



Still clutching the CPU to her chest, the woman was now visibly nettled. Her eyes had widened, and her jaw was clenched.


And that same Jos Maria Escriv is responsible for Beatrice Stantons incredible luck in Germany during the height of the Depression. There she was in 1933sixteen years old, pregnant, penniless, and bereft in a country where she didnt even speak the language.


Suddenly she makes a brilliant marriage to the aged Karl Hopf, a wealthy landowner and devout Catholic, who felicitously dies within the year. Apoplexy, the death certificate says, leaving Beatrice Stanton-Hopf his entire estate. You can call that providence, but it was not divinely inspired providence. It was Opus Dei taking care of business.


And no fool Beatrice. Foley gestured with his right hand, in order to get it closer to the desk and lamp. It was the only object close by and heavy enough to do the work.


In 1939, just as the war was beginning and the German economy was booming, Beatrice sold out her Leipzig holdings for a premium and came back here to Ireland, where for a song she snapped up what amounted to the western flank of the Wicklow Mountains.


How did she know to do that? Foley asked. Instinct? Or was it that all along Beatrice and Mary-Jo have had a series of excellent advisers, interested parties who have steered them to one good thing after another. The same advisers who have made Opus Dei by far the richest order in the Catholic world. Why, you even bailed out the Vatican in the 1970s, when the Church was awash in debt. Now youre the Vaticans banker.


Thats balderdash! Mary-Jo is a self-made woman. Her books have sold millions. Why, the film rights alone


Are peanuts, Foley cut her off, the right hand up again, compared to what is known about her wealth. But the question isthe question that compelled me to investigate her past, since you askedis why were she and her mother afforded such advice and protection.


A cast had fallen over the womans light blue eyes, the very same pall that Foley had observed earlier. You tell me, but I warn youmake it the truth.


I utter nothing but, Foley demurred, both hands up now. Its because Opus Dei is conflicted.


He watched her blink, which he saw as a sign of agreement.


On the one hand, you could never let it be said that your founderthat most pious man, to whom God, hes told us, has spoken, could ever have had knowledge of the flesh.


But on the other hand, Foley also raised his own left hand higher, if he did, perhaps Opus Dei should continue to protect the flesh of his loins, as he had himself throughout his lifetime.


The reason? Because Opus Dei considers itself not merely an institution of the Church but the Ideal Church for the new millennium. The Better Church, if you will. Therefore, he who founded the Better ChurchJos Maria Escrivmust have been, like Jesus Christ himself, an incarnation of God here on earth.


Thats cock! she protested.


You said it, not I.


All cock! Which we categorically deny. Jos Maria Escriv was just a man, a very good man who devoted his life to God.


Then why did you pay to keep me quiet all these years, and what are you doing here?


Protectingsince you brought up the wordthe good name of Mary-Jo Stanton, Jos Maria Escriv, and Opus Dei from a scandalmonger, known blackmailer, and probable murderer, like you.


Foleys laugh was hollow, but he had succeeded in disturbing her. Color had risen to her cheeks, and she now lowered the computer to the desk.


Dont give me that, he continued. Look whos lying now? You paid me and you searched me out here for two reasons. Onewith arms still raised, Foley peeled off a fingereverything I said is true. Twoand this is the delicious ironynobody in your ruthless sect, which has propounded the deaths of so many innocent others, has got the guts to snuff her and end the problem that she represents.


Why? Because if Jos Maria Escriv is another and more modern Jesus Christ because he sinned, then the flesh of his loins is holy too. Pity Mary-Jo and Fred, for all their hanky-panky, didnt toss up a brat or two to carry the wholly unholy dynasty into the new millennium.


Just as the woman barked Enough! Foley lunged across the desk, one hand grabbing a corner for leverage and the other seizing the neck of the lamp, which he swiped across the side of her face.


But Ive got the guts! he roared, cocking back the lamp and whipping it down at her head.


Instead it struck the computer.


Again and again Foley flailed at her, moving around the desk as she retreated.


Until he raised himself up on his toes to maximize his leverage, and she buried her foot deep in his groin. As he crumpled up, she slammed the heavy machine down on his head.


Foley fell to his knees.


She struck him again.


Foley toppled over on the carpet.


Holding the CPU over her head, she whipped her body and crashed the tower into his face, before turning to the mirror behind the desk.


The sharp bottom of the lamp had gouged her cheek, which was now bleeding profusely. Shed have a long scar if she didnt get it stitched soon.


But there was much work still to do, both here and at Foleys home on Killiney Bay, as well as in the mistresss flat in Dun Laoghaire. No trace of Mary-Jo could be allowed to remain.


Now that he was dead and would be missed, the files here in the office would have to be removed quickly and destroyed. But safely, in a manner that would leave no trace.


It now occurred to her wherea building on the quays that was owned by a friend who, in fact, might find some of the information in the files useful. She would enlist his aid.


But she fervently hoped Foley hadnt told either his young wife or his stylish mistress about Mary-Jo. It would be a pity if there were any evidence that he had.













PART II


MORTIFYING THE FLESH











CHAPTER 2





Dublin, Spring 2000


LITTLE COULD CHIEF Superintendent Peter McGarr have known that the investigation into the unsolved murder of Francis Xavier Foleysolicitor and blackmailerwould resume over a decade later with another killing on the evening of the first fine day in spring.


Winter had been desperate altogether, with torrential, wind-blown rains and coastal flooding in many parts of the country. Early spring proved little better.


Then, one Friday night in the middle of April, the winds ceased with an abruptness that was startling. Stepping out of the headquarters of the Serious Crimes Unit in Dublin, McGarr noticed a change in the air that had to do more with texture than temperature.



A gentle yet steady breeze was blowing in from the southwest, and now and again through thinning clouds he could see stars overhead. The climate had finally relented, and the morrow would be fair.


Pouring himself a drink in the pantry of his house in Rathmines, McGarr took a sip and glanced up at his reflection in the glass cabinets that ringed the small room.


In his mid-fifties now, McGarr had a long face, clear gray eyes, and an aquiline nose that had been broken more than a few times and now angled slightly off to one side.


He was balding, but the hair that remained was curly and a rich red color that had only begun to gray at the tips. But it was the contrast between his still-vibrant hair and the pallor of his skin that disturbed McGarr. He looked pasty, winter-worn, and gray.


Although an avid fisherman and gardener, he asked himself when he had last spent a full day out of doors. Sure, there was the weather to blame, and the caseload of the Murder Squadas the press had dubbed his agencyhad never been more onerous.


But how many more truly active springs did he have? In the last few years McGarr had found himself going to funeral after funeral, with not all of the deceased older than he.


Topping up his drink, he called out to his wife, Noreen, saying that it was time to take their annual spring pilgrimage to her parents country house in Dunlavin.


You mean its that day again? she said from the Aga, where she had been readying dinnera piquant osso bucco, McGarr could tell from the aroma. While they had been at work, it had bubbled in the least-hot oven of the ornate stove that dominated one wall of their kitchen.


Ive already spoken to Bernie about the truck, McGarr continued, carrying his drink out into the kitchen.


You two can take the car.


Turning from the cutting board where she was slicing greens, Noreen pointed her chefs knife at him. This year, I want you to remembernone of that stuff comes into this house in any way, shape, or form, no matter the excuse.


Everything from your boots to that coverall thing you wearhat, gloves, the worksgets left in the shed at the end of the garden. I wont have Maddie and me sneezing for months because of yourpreoccupation. She turned back to the cutting board.


A trim woman nearly twenty years younger than McGarr, Noreen had removed her skirtso as not to spot it while cooking, he assumedand had donned a bib apron over her slip. From the back, like this, the angular flow of her body with her good shoulders and legs but narrow waist appealed to McGarr in a way that was beyond words. Her stockings were turquoise in color, her hair a tangle of copper-colored curls.


You dont seem to mind what my preoccupation yields, he complained.


Thats different. I love the vegetables. But can you tell me one other gardener in the entire city who has to resort to such a vile substance to make his garden grow? Dermot across the square seems to do just fine with whatever he can find at the garden shop.


Ach, Dermot DArcys vegetables couldnt hold a candle to the plump juicy tomatoes or big glossy eggplants that McGarr grew yearly in a climate that was usually inhospitable to such species, he thought, taking a sip of malt. All the aptly named DArse-y could raise were spring lettuce, radishes, and ground vegetables. Turnips were his specialty, and in a sunny year he might come up with the odd zucchini courgettes.


Yet McGarr held his tongue, knowing that it was wiser to engage his young wife in debate only after she had eaten.


Also, she had a point about the vile substance that would be the object of McGarrs quest on the morrowrare, aged chicken manure mined from a former commercial poultry farm that Noreens father had purchased and appended to his country estate.


Having deteriorated to a near powder, the chicken droppings were so ammoniacal that McGarr was forced to wear a breathing mask when shoveling it out of the former chicken coops. Even so, the very odor of the stuff stung his eyes and burned his lungs.


But there was a payoff to his madness. Combined in the proportion one part manure to two parts of composted earth, the stuff was magicthe very secret to his gardenand proved such a fillip to growth that his garden flourished like none other in the neighborhood. Or perhaps even the city.


As for gardening itself, McGarr had dismissed all the standard explanations for digging in the earth, from reestablishing touch with his ecology to taking a direct part in the cycle of birth, growth, harvest, and rebirth. McGarr believedand he would insist, if askedthat he gardened for simple pleasure.


Everything, from tomorrows yearly trip down to Kildare for the magic chicken droppings to enjoying the snappy crunch of fresh vegetables and herbs in all seasons regaled him in a way that was beyond words.


He did it because he did it, he once told Noreen, for whom all urges required some explanation, and he couldnt think of anything else that would provide him with such pleasure. There was no other word for it.


I think Ill go look at the plants, he said, moving toward the door to the cellar.


Can I come too? asked Maddie, who had heard his voice and now joined them.


Of course. Lets see if the chervil has sprouted.


Dont get distracted now. Your tea will be ready in a jiff, Noreen said, reaching for a pot on the speed rack above the cutting board in a way that spread the apron and firmed her lower back.


Mindful of urges and distractions, McGarr opened the door and allowed Maddie to precede him.


Down below in the darkness they could see the purple glow of the growing lights. Wait. He put a hand on Maddies shoulder, stopping her. Smell that?


Smell what?


Just breathe in.


Rightand what?


Cant you smell it? The oxygen? Plants take in carbon dioxide and give off


I know, I knowdont you think we study that at school? Now a confident eleven and a miniature version of her mother, she switched on the lights and tripped down the stairs. The only thing I can smell is that stuff in your glass. How can you?


McGarr glanced down at the brimming glass of malt and wondered the same.


But not why.












CHAPTER 3





SO, IT CAME TO PASS that spring arrived with the dawn of the next day in the form of a high sky and a hot sun.


Instead of taking the quick route along the dual carriageway southeast to Naas and then on to Dunlavin, the McGarr caravan of a battered old pickup and Noreens Rover sedan journeyed due south, climbing to the tops of the treeless Wicklow Mountains, Where well gain perspective on spring, McGarr enthused.


The air was so clear and the sun so bright that they caught glimpses of the dark blue and spangled waters of the Irish Sea in one direction and the rocky crags of Mullaghcleevaun in the other.


Even the usually bleak mountain moorlands were changing the dun colors of winter for the new green of spring, seemingly right before their eyes. McGarr opened the pitted window of the old pickup, the better to see, and was rewarded with the call of a cuckoo overhead and the sight of a pair of red grouse pecking at the edges of a mountain bog.


Drifting slowly down out of the mountains, they could see Dunlavin in the valley below thema neat village at the junction of several country roads where the Wicklow hill country meets the rich limestone plain of Kildare. Unlike the treeless mountain barren, the land was rich here, and tall oaks and beechestheir boughs fringed with the chartreuse of new leavesgirded the hamlet.


As did a number of tall walls, built as make-work projects during the Famine. Some ran for miles on both sides of narrow country roads, ringing estates that were once the country manses of Dublins Anglo-Irish elite. In most cases the holdings had passed on to those who could afford not only the purchase price but also the yearly expense of maintaining the walls, the acres, the stables and other outbuildings, and finally, the large main house. Some of those dwellings were truly stately, others merely substantial.


Noreens parents placeIlnacullin, or Island of the Hollymediated between the two conditions. No mansion, it was instead a large Georgian country house of three stories with a graceful facade that featured rounded corners and tall, arched windows. A complex of other structures, also constructed of white limestone, flanked one end of the house, and a wide patio leading down a hill into a formal garden complemented the other side. The brook with its island of holly lay in the distance.



Fitzhugh FrencheNoreens fatherhad made his fortune, it was said, mainly by being a clever man who had well-placed friends. He was also pleasant company, a good listener, wise when it came to advice, and utterly discreet. In some Irish circles, a timely tip over brandy and cigars was the currency of friendship.


A man well into his seventies, with an imposing paunch and rosy complexion, Fitzas he was known to his many friendsaccompanied McGarr to the former chicken farm mainly to get out of the house, McGarr judged. His father-in-law was at that stage in life whereafter having given up his Dublin presencehe now missed the hurly-burly of daily life in town.


McGarr had noticed the sameitchiness, as he thought of it, in some colleagues who had said they couldnt wait to retire, only to show up in the dayroom every now and again, Just to say hello. Or at crime scenes. Or theyd ring up McGarr with a tip or an invitation to lunch, where any scrap of gossip or inside information was coveted like a prize.


Packing a pipe, Fitz looked on as McGarr shoveled the precious powdered droppings out of the dilapidated chicken coop into a wheelbarrow and then to the back of the truck. Janiewhatever are ydoing this for, carting it up to Dublin when theres perfectly good ground for a garden right here in Dunlavin? And plenty of it. Whenever the older man spoke privately with McGarr, he lapsed into the Dublin argot that was common to them both.


How would I tend such a garden down here, and when? McGarr asked, without stopping his work.


Wellthats another matter altogether, his father-in-law huffed. Nuala and me wont live forever, and the house is getting too big for us. Why dont the three of yiz move down here, where you belong, and leave the city to all them mots and bowsies from who knows where. You have enough of that in your work as it is.


During a recent visit to McGarrs house in Rathmines, Fitz had been shocked by how many of McGarrs neighbors were nonwhitemainly students at Dublins several universities. But others were political refugees or people with skills and talents needed by the new high-tech economy.


Sure, its no place to bring up a child, the old man went on, lighting the pipe.


On the contrary, McGarr had thought, Dublin was undoubtedly the place to bring up a child, since diversity would continue to mark the country and the rest of the world if free trade and the electronic revolution continued.


McGarr had only to think of the stultifying provinciality of his own upbringing in an overwhelmingly Catholic and working-class part of the city. There, Protestants had been looked upon with fear and scorn, like aliens from some unknowable and inconsiderable universe.


But McGarr said nothing, understanding it was pointless to debate the man, given his age and the fact that Fitz had been a child during the most insular decades of the countrys history.


You knowthis place will be yours soon.


No, it wont. Not soon and not mine. Noreen and Maddies perhaps. I have me own digs up in Rathmines. McGarr closed the tailgate of the truck and began securing a tarp over his pungent cargo.


But youll look after it for them, wont you?


Of course. Now, are you coming up to town with me, or do I take you back to the house?


With real joy at having been asked, Fitz reached for the truck door. CripesIm coming, of course. WaitI dont have me billfold.


What do you need that for?


Arent we stopping at Floods for a pint? His doctor had restricted his drink intake, and Nuala was making sure he kept to the regimen.


Youre all right, McGarr assured him, wondering if there would come a day that he himself would have to sneak off for a jar. But I hope you know Floods has changed.


In what way?


These days its filled with mots and bowsies from who knows where.


Ah, shithavent I drunk with politicians and solicitors most of me grown life? A few mere chancers wont bother me much.


Seven hours laterafter completing the delivery with the requisite stop at Floodsthe two men returned to Dunlavin. With the days still short, the sun was just setting as McGarr turned the truck into the avenue of beeches that lined the drive of Ilnacullin. A number of cars were parked near the well-lighted house.


McGarr knew what had happened. The inevitable houseguests from Dublin had arrived, and a neighbor or twoafter having stopped in to say hellohad been invited to dinner.


Pulling the battered heap into the stable yard, McGarr had to nudge his father-in-law, who had slept through the return trip.


Whathere already? Amnt I a brilliant traveling companion? I hope I didnt snore.


You okay? McGarr worried that the older manwho had once been famous for his staminawas beginning to wane.


Tip-top. Nothing like a pint and a snooze to pick you up. Nuala have the usual suspects aboard?


It would seem so, from the cars in the drive.


Goodwell have a long pleasant evening with some old friends. Its what lifes all about.


McGarr was unsure of how long the evening would last for him, since after a hot bath, a big meal, and all the physical labor he had put in, he would quickly nod off, especially if seated by the wood fire that Fitz kept crackling in the den.


It was there four hours later, after McGarr had napped for some time, that Fitz appeared by his side to whisper that he was wanted on the phone.


McGarr could not imagine who it could be, since an official call would have come through his cell phone or beeper, both of whichas alwayshe kept on his person. Who is it?


One of our neighbors.


McGarr waited.


Fred.


The priest over at Stantons?


He says its imperative he speak with you yourself, nobody else. He wouldnt say what, but it sounds serious. You know Fred.


Indeed, McGarr did. While an affable dinner guest with many interesting stories about his days as a missionary in South America, the cleric was the soul of discretion.


Having to shake off his drowsiness, McGarr lumbered out to the phone in the hallway. Fredhow can I help you?


Could you come over here?


Why? What gives?


Acatastrophe.


McGarr waited before asking, Of what sort?


A catastrophe, the man repeated. Please meet me at the gate. And he rang off.


Reaching for his
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