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John O’Malley’s sister is missing. All the clues of her disappearance lead to Hayward County, Wisconsin and the crooks and questionable sheriff who resides there. Pretending to be one of them, John takes a job as bodyguard for the sheriff’s beautiful sister, Grace. It seems like the perfect way to investigate their crimes and corruption, but when someone threatens to kill Grace, the job proves harder than he thought. Is she an innocent witness to a crime, or just as guilty as everyone else?

Grace Sullivan just wanted a normal life: find a good man, get married and have a family. She has had enough of looking the other way while her brother hides behind his sheriff’s badge to conduct shady dealings. Hiring a gangster named John to watch her is the final straw. When a face from the past threatens her life, she is forced to put her life in John’s hands, but as time goes on, all she really wants is to be in the gangster’s arms.
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John O’Malley hated cleaning fish. The sounds as they flopped around, with gills gasping, echoed in his sleep at night. Their smell remained on his hands and there were scales in his hair. He didn’t even like fish, but his job at the dock paid good for someone just off the boat with no family, or relatives, to lend a hand. In just a few weeks, he would have enough money to head north and, hopefully, find his one and only sister.

A cry rang out from an upstairs window. It was a ruthless Chicago neighborhood to live in. Walking home at night was always a risk he didn’t like having to take. It was not uncommon to walk past an unlucky soul that had been rolled in the alley and might be tomorrow’s bait for the fish.

He pulled his collar up and shivered from the cold Lake Michigan breeze. His pace quickened as he neared a particularly bad area. There was no doubt in his mind that there were some illegal activities happening behind that green colored door on the block ahead. John looked straight and walked faster, not wanting to gain any attention.

“Boys, I think we need to teach this guy a lesson.” A stocky man with an Italian accent pushed a bloodied and beaten man out of the green door, and into the dirty street. “Joe, Tony, give our friend here a tour of the docks,” he instructed the two lackeys, following behind.

John slid into the shadows. He watched as the stout man threw a cigarette on the ground, snuffed it out with the toe of his shoe, and gave the fallen man a swift kick to the ribs. “When you’re done, go check out the action at Zelda’s. There are some new girls coming in tonight. Report back to me later.”

“Sure thing, boss.” The two thugs grabbed the unlucky man under the arms and dragged him in his direction. Without another glance, the big guy returned inside and slammed the door shut.

John hid further as they hauled the man past. He didn’t need this and didn’t need to get involved. It was his biggest flaw, but his mother praised him often for it, ‘a good soul will always help those in need, even when the battle seems unwinnable.’ He needed to stay out of trouble, save his money, and find his sister. He wasn’t a hero, one able to fight what looked to be like professional hit men. What if they had guns? He gazed at the stars, and searched for an answer, when the sound of a scuffle brought him back to Earth. The lone man was fighting back. John leaped from his hiding place. He had to help. It was two against one.

John grabbed the nearest guy from behind and spun him around. Pain shot from his knuckles to his elbow as they connected with the thug’s jaw. The impact shook him to his shoulder. His opponent stumbled and hit the ground with a thud. The man’s head connected with the concrete curb and he was down for the count. It was a lucky punch. John flexed his aching fingers and returned his attention to the other men.

The two struggled on the ground and were breathing hard. John grabbed the bully from behind, and with his already aching hand, hit him in the gut. This man wasn’t going down as easy and managed to throw a counter punch that had him seeing stars. He fell to the ground. His head was spinning. The man landed on his chest and his arm rose for another blow. Before he could brace for the second hit, the man was gone. The injured man on the ground had gotten the upper hand and smashed a bottle over his opponent’s head. He turned his attention on John, broken glass in hand.

John rolled to sitting and held his hands up in the air. “I’ve no quarrel with you.” The man with the bottle advanced. He tossed the bottle to the ground and held out his hand.

“Name’s Flynn. Mickey Flynn.” The man pulled John to his feet. Flynn was a large man with a firm grip. Mickey was at eye level of his six foot height and just as wide in the shoulders. He appeared out of place wearing glad rags in this neighborhood. The man must have been asking for a fight. A wide grin flashed on his face.

“John O’Malley.” He shook Flynn’s hand and brushed the dirt from his trousers. John bent to retrieve his favorite hat from the sidewalk. It was the last thing he had of his father’s. The wool, driving cap he always wore. A split second of melancholy twisted in his heart. It was none the worst for being in the scuffle and he adjusted it back on his head.

“Thanks for the help, old sport.” Flynn glanced at the bar he’d just been thrown out of. “Do you live around here?” Blood was running from his nose and his eye was starting to swell. “I could use a place to hide out for a bit. I can pay you for your help.”

“Who are these men?” John nodded to the unconscious men lying on the ground. Was the man in front of him an innocent bystander that wandered into the wrong place, or was he with the local mob? He didn’t need any trouble with the law. Flynn must have read his mind.

“It’s okay. I’m not like them.” Loud voices and laughter were heard coming down the alley. “It’s not safe here. We need to go. Is your place nearby?” Mickey grabbed his arm and started to lead him away from the sound of the voices.

John shook off his hand and took a glance down the alleyway. Ignoring the men, he started to walk toward home again. He didn’t need this.

“Come on, we have to go.” Mickey had jogged backward a few steps and seemed eager to go.

There was no time to think. The sweat he worked up during the fight had turned to a chill. They needed to get off the street. “Come this way.” He hurried down the sidewalk. Mickey now shadowed behind.

The rest of the way home was uneventful and quiet. John sighed in relief when his apartment building came into view. “I’m right up there.” He stopped. It still didn’t feel right letting this stranger come to his flat.

“Look. I know we didn’t meet under an ideal situation, but I have just as much to worry about as you do. How do I know you aren’t out to finish what those guys started? I have some money and I need a place to stay. I will pay you.” Mickey pleaded with John.

John studied the stranger’s face. He wasn’t lying. His mother always told him he had the sight. Just by looking at a person’s face, he could tell if they were cut from a good cloth or a bad seed. Mickey was telling the truth. He gave one more look to the path they’d just come from. No one had shadowed them. “Okay. Follow me and be quiet.”

“Thank you. I owe you, sport.” Mickey patted him on the back and went silent.

The building was old, wooden, and had walls that were paper thin. The front door screeched as it opened and a dog barked in the distance. Their footsteps caused the aging stairway to creak and whine with every step. Sounds of his neighbors echoed off the walls as they climbed. A baby cried. A jazz tune played on a phonograph. Lover’s moans and sighs rang from room twenty five.

“You need to live in a better neighborhood.” Flynn suggested.

“I need a better paying job.” John fiddled with the key in the lock.

“I can get you a better paying job.”

John’s eyebrow arched. “Really? Doing what?” The door finally sprang free and they stepped in.

“Something illegal, of course.” Mickey smirked, making himself comfortable in John’s only chair.

––––––––
[image: ]


May 13, 1928

“How much farther is it?” John O’Malley stared out the window at the seemingly endless rows of pine trees. The lower part of his leg was stiff from sitting so long. If he hadn’t met Mickey Flynn in that back alley, he wouldn’t be here. According to him, this was the fastest way to earn some cash. Flynn seemed to know people all over the place and it wasn’t long before John was set up with a new job. Mickey introduced him to Jimmy Delaney and now they were driving the back roads of northern Wisconsin on the way to haul hooch for some rich person, making money off illegal liquor. Shite, he had to stop helping people. He just might live longer.

“This is it.” Jimmy slowed the model T car and turned onto a dirt one-lane road surrounded by even more dense trees. They continued down the path until men with suits and guns motioned for them to pull over and stop. The scent of pine was overwhelming.

“Are you sure this is on the up and up?” John eyed the guard tower and swallowed.

“What did you expect? It’s not as if we’ll be hauling milk,” Jimmy spat back.

“I know that. I just wasn’t expecting so many damn guns,” John whispered so only Jim could hear. “Who are these guys anyway?” He glanced out their car window at a guy in a fancy suit with a Thompson machine gun.

“Who do you think they are? Look around you. This ain’t no two bit operation out in the middle of nowhere.” Jimmy reached for his fedora and leveled it on his head. “Just follow my lead. Okay?” John was silent and didn’t move. “There is nothing to it and we can make some good money. We’ll get all the skirts we want when we get back to Chicago, so don’t chicken out now.” Jimmy got out and slammed the door.

He grinned through the open window. “Hey, John. Let’s go before they think we’re up to something.” Jimmy buttoned his suit coat and walked to the awaiting men.

One man stood out. The sleeves of his white shirt were rolled up to his elbows. A big smile was on his face and a large cigar rested between his full lips. When the man turned his face to the side, a shadow of a scar could be seen. Was that Al Capone? John had seen his picture in the papers and read the stories. The man was a celebrity of sorts, but also one with a reputation that no one wanted to cross.

John flipped his father’s Irish driving hat on and opened the car door. The pit in his stomach started to ache. He knew the signal well. It was a sign of bad things to come. He regrettably followed Jimmy toward the stone house and the men standing outside. John took cautious glances at his surroundings to see what he was up against.

To his left, two men carrying shotguns stood atop a stone guard tower. To his right was a huge private lake. The sunlight bounced off the lake in bright blue and white colors. At its shore were several trucks waiting to be loaded with what everyone called hooch—Canadian alcohol. The hooch was flown in from Canada on a seaplane. One of the planes bobbed up and down in the water with the small waves. There were also some large trucks, also from Canada. Men were unloading their cargo into smaller cars, and hauling trucks. All were on their way to eager customers willing to pay top dollar for their favorite beverage.

It was to be easy money, but nothing in his life had ever come easy. His shoe slid on the slippery pine needles and he almost went down. His sudden movement sent a flurry of gun barrels pointing in his direction.

John raised his hands in surrender. “Sorry, I slipped.” The men returned to their business, ignoring him. John straightened his spine and adjusted the lapels of his suit. He could do this. His sister’s life depended on it.
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May 13, 1928

Grace Sullivan had a hangover. Her eyes were closed tight, yet bright flashes of pain pierced her brain.

“Miss.” An unfamiliar voice penetrated her deep thoughts.

Grace’s head pounded and her throat was dry. Even though liquor was illegal, she had no problem finding some, and managed to drink enough to drown her woes. It worked for a little bit, but now it was back tenfold. Drinking seemed like a good thing to do at the time. Now, in hindsight, it was just another in a line of bad decisions.

Using the back of her hand, she attempted to rub some sense into her brain and ease the pain in her forehead. Her mind was too busy to calm down. Everything had been a blur. She needed more time to think. Yet, the train wouldn’t slow. Why was it that in life’s travels, the path home was always shorter than the road to somewhere else?

“Pardon me, miss.”

There it was again. A deep voice disturbed her thoughts. One eye opened to the bright glare of a sunny, spring day in Northern Wisconsin. Outside the train window, the scenery flashed by at a nauseating speed. Her hand quickly rose to her mouth as she tried to calm her tender stomach. She closed her eyes and the malaise passed.

“I beg your pardon, miss, but your stop is next.” The pesky man was not going away.

She twisted slowly and met the gaze of the dark skinned porter. The movement was slight, but still enough to send a sharp throb down the side of her head.

“Are you all right, miss?” He studied her face before glancing at her left hand. Grace answered his unspoken questions in her mind. Yes, she wasn’t married and, yes, she was traveling alone. And, no, she didn’t need assistance.

“I’m swell, thanks.” She wasn’t, but he didn’t need to know her life story.

“Very well. I will see to your bags when we arrive at the station.” He bowed his head and walked to another passenger where he repeated the same message.

Grace rested her head on the window glass. The cloche hat she wore cushioned her head from the jolts of the train. She sighed, trying to forget her reason for leaving and having to return, tail between her legs, to her father’s home. He told her she would fail. Father knew best. Always did and always would. What happened wasn’t her fault, but that wouldn’t change the fact that it did.

Her lips lifted when she spied a young boy riding bareback on a horse, trying to keep pace with the train. He waved before losing speed and dropping from sight. What was she going to do with her life now? She’d had so many hopes and dreams. None of which had worked out. How could she be twenty years old, still having no direction? It was 1928. Women had the right to vote, for what, eight years now. She could do anything she wanted with her life. Well, once she decided what that was.

There had to be more to life than working in her father’s law office. Not to mention, her chances of finding an eligible fella in this dead end town were slim to nothing. Of course, she hadn’t had much luck with the opposite sex in the city the train departed from either. Her lack of experience was no match for big-time players looking to score with young ladies fresh from the countryside. Grace slid a little in the seat. She’d been easy prey for the dandies, but after her first broken heart and the loss of her virginity, the lesson had been learned the hard way. No man would ever take what he wanted and toss her aside again.

The landscape was now more familiar. The locomotive slowed. The Namekagon River snaked along the tracks. A lone fisherman reeled in a large mouth bass as they passed. A big smile lit his face as he held up his catch, and soon-to-be dinner. The Catholic Church steeple on the edge of town came into view. It wouldn’t be long now. Grace gathered her beaded purse, book, and sat up straight. She crossed her legs at the ankles and placed her hands in her lap. This wasn’t St. Paul. There were appearances to keep up. Thank God she hadn’t cut her hair in a bob like a flapper. Her father would have had a conniption.

The train chugged and the brakes screeched as the depot came into sight. A few people stood on the landing. A woman waved excitedly, a newborn clutched to her chest. A young man, in a green army uniform, was saying farewell to an older couple. Was that the Johnson boy? She leaned closer to the glass for a better look. It was him. He stood proud and saluted his father, a veteran of the Great War, as his mother looked on. A lace handkerchief dabbed at the corner of her eye. Grace envied him. He had purpose. His mission included a strong call to duty and country.

The train screeched to a halt. The abrupt stop sent her book sliding off the seat. She took hold of it before it went flying under the opposite bench. Her head gave a final burst of pain before retreating to a low rumble of annoyance. No longer in motion, her dizziness dissipated. Grace took a deep breath. It was time to face her father. There was no sign of him outside so he must be inside the depot talking to someone. He was never one to stray from a rousing conversation.

She trailed behind the other passengers as they exited the stairs off the train. The town was the same, only she felt different. The porter, as promised, delivered her bags, and set them in the shade to wait until someone came to collect her.

Her head turned both ways and the wooziness returned. Leaning against the depot wall to steady herself, she pulled her hat lower to block the intense rays of the sun. The throbbing had resumed, but not as strong. She dabbed a lace handkerchief to her watering eyes and took a few deep breaths. After a few minutes, it seemed to be working. Hopefully no one would notice her discomfort. Her father’s deep voice echoed in her mind, ‘Your mother was a lady and I expect you to be one also.’ He would be appalled if she drew attention by fainting out in public from too much drink. Collecting herself enough to stand up straight, Grace swallowed and searched the crowd for his familiar face. Where was he anyway? A quick look at her watch verified she was right on time. Her father was always the punctual one, not her.

“Gracie Marie, is that you?” A cheerful voice from the past called to her from down the platform. “It is you.” 

It was Claire, a former schoolmate. Her attire was the latest Sears and Roebuck fashion complete with matching gloves, hat, and shoes. She was dragging a reluctant youngster along by the hand.

“Why, Claire. It’s lovely to see you.” It was a joyful hug and greeting. Why is it that people never friendly through the school years, once out, considered virtual strangers one of their best friends?

“Your brother said we would be seeing you again soon. How was your visit with your aunt?” Claire seemed to study her as if she were under a looking glass. Her face was a little too close, and her eyes a little too big. As if they might miss something. She’d heard her brother often joke that Claire was quickly replacing Mrs. Anderson as town gossip.

“My aunt?” What was she going on about?

“Yes, your aunt, the poor dear. Your father said she had been feeling poorly and that’s why you had to leave so quickly.” Again, the scrutiny, or was she just being overly dramatic? Her brother, Daniel, always reminded her that the world didn’t revolve around her. Maybe Claire really was concerned about where she’d been?

“Yes, I was needed elsewhere, but now I’ve returned.” She despised lying, but skating around the edges seemed acceptable. Claire opened her mouth, but Grace cut her off before any more questioning. “Have you seen my father? He was supposed to have met me here. It’s not like him to be late.” Grace was nervous enough about seeing him again. She was getting impatient. Being questioned by the biggest mouth in town wasn’t helping.

“I’m sure he will be along shortly. Georgie and I,” she addressed the boy at her side, “better get going. I’m sure you are tired after your long trip.” Claire gave her another hug, although less enthusiastic than the first one. “We must get together again and you can tell me all about your travels.”

“Yes, that would be nice.” But they both knew it would never happen. Grace’s lips curved in a tight smile and she waved goodbye to Georgie. Who was Georgie anyway? Was that Claire’s youngest? Where had the time gone? She’d known Claire married her high school sweetheart, but how could she have a child that age already? She clasped her hands together and sighed. Time was going by too quickly. Her classmates had moved on, or moved away. All the while she was working at home for her father.

The locomotive’s loud puff of stream startled her from her thoughts. She watched the heavy wheels slowly turn. The urge to climb back on was strong, but she stood her ground. No sense standing outside by herself. Grace dragged her bags into the depot, took a seat on a hard wooden bench, and waited. She secretly patted herself on the back for not vomiting from the exertion and again settled into the routine of deep breaths that had worked outside to clear her head. The crowd had dispersed quickly. Taking one last deep breath, she sighed. What was taking him so long?

A large clock ticked loudly in the empty lobby. He should have been here. Goosebumps rose on her arms. Something was wrong. Very, very wrong.
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It didn’t take long to get his vehicle, a 1917 Model T delivery wagon, loaded and on the road. A cheese factory’s name was displayed on the side to hide what was really inside. His hands shook, and despite the cool air, he was sweating. It wasn’t every day he’d shake hands with Al Capone, but this was his place they were at. A north woods hideout that the famous gangster used to relax, entertain, and conduct a little business. He’d even overheard talk that Al’s brother, Ralph, also had a fishing cabin nearby.

John shifted the truck into gear as he pressed the gas pedal farther to the floor to get up the hill. The liquid in the bottles swung back and forth with the movement of the vehicle. He crested the top of the hill and started to relax. All he had to do was get this cargo to Chicago, collect the money, and continue to search for his sister, Eryn. Jimmy told him not to worry about the local sheriff. He was on the take and got a cut of the action. The county judge was a different story. Fortunately, the sheriff was the judge’s son, so they seldom had a chance to meet up with the Honorable Judge Sullivan. The lawman preferred to look the other way.

Finally starting to relax, John rounded a corner and slammed on the brakes. A man lay in the middle of the road. Holy shite! His eyes searched the area. Was it a trap? All seemed clear. His foot switched from the brake to the gas pedal and the truck inched its way down the hill before he parked it behind the car on the side of the road. John turned the key off and reached for the Browning shotgun next to him on the seat. Cautiously, he approached what lay in the dirt. Was he dead?

John took a quick glance in the car, its driver’s side door wide open. It was empty and nothing seemed out of the ordinary. No bullet holes or blood could be seen.

The man moaned. He was alive. John quickly knelt by his side and tried to lift him to sitting. “What’s wrong, old timer?” Was he drunk? He didn’t smell any alcohol.

“Can’t breathe.” The man crushed his fist to his chest. “Chest hurts.”

John sighed and placed the guy’s hat on the ground beside him. The man was having a heart attack. At least that was what the doctor had said when his father had had the same symptoms and passed. Where would he find a doctor here?

“What’s your name, old timer?”

“Sullivan. Judge Samuel Sullivan to you, son.” His answer left him even shorter of breath. That nagging feeling in his jaw started to twitch, the one that swore and asked, When are you going to stop helping people in need? It’s always more trouble than it’s worth.

“We need to get you to a doctor. Where’s the nearest one?” John loosened the man’s tie and unbuttoned the top two buttons.

“A couple miles down the,” he tried to get out between coughs, “road. Hayward County. I was going to meet Grace.”

Damn. This was just wanted he needed. He had a truck full of illegal booze sitting along the road and now he had to get this man to the doctor. Leaving him was not an option. He’d just have to take the man in his truck. If he lost this shipment, he would be dead for sure and so would the judge.

John struggled to get the man to his feet, but he wasn’t cooperating. “No, I can’t do it.”

“Yes, you can. If you want to see Grace again,” whoever she was, “you have to get to the doctor.” She was obviously important to him, as he was able to get up and lean against the side of his car. Well, he collapsed on the side of his car, but at least he was up.

Now, what? Could the man remain standing while he walked the few steps toward his truck? His thoughts were disrupted by the sound of a car coming around the corner. Shite. It was a sheriff’s car. What next? His hopes for finding his sister would be dashed if he ended up going to jail.

The car stopped beside them and the man, looking to be a few years older than he was, jumped out of the car. “Pop? What’s going on here?” The sheriff eyed him suspiciously. “And who are you?”

The nametag on his chest proclaimed his name as Sullivan also. The man’s hand settled on the gun at his side. Could things get any worse? He’d crossed paths with both the sheriff of the county and the local justice.

“I found him in the middle of the road and stopped to lend a hand.” John raised his hands to his side so the sheriff could see they were empty.

“Grace. I’ve got to get Grace,” the judge mumbled before falling to his knees.

“Pop?” the officer cried.

John and the sheriff both reached for Samuel as he slid to the ground. His face lacked color and his skin was clammy.

“I don’t know who you are, but I need your help.” Sheriff Sullivan had beads of sweat forming on his forehead. “Can I count on you?”

John closed his eyes. He had to do what was right even though his intuition was screaming, No! “Yes, I’ll help.” His mother surely just smiled in Heaven.

They both raised and lifted the judge to his feet. John couldn’t help but wonder if the man’s lady friend, Grace, was a good cook. The man was heavy with a thick waist. They half dragged him to the sheriff’s car and managed to get him in the backseat. The sheriff shut the door and opened the driver’s door.

“Follow me. I can’t get him in the doctor’s by myself.” The sheriff sat in the seat, looked him in the eyes, and added, “Please.”

Bollocks. John slapped his hat against his thigh. He knew he would have followed even if the man hadn’t asked. “Aye, I’ll follow.” He flipped his cap back on, got in his truck, and trailed behind the squad car. John’s arm rested on the open door window ledge. His mind replayed the last week. All he wanted to do was find his sister and look where that had led. He was following the county sheriff’s car while driving a truck full of illegal Canadian whiskey. His mother’s voice sounded in his head, ‘Life will send you on many roads. Follow your heart, son, and you will always travel the right one.’ He hoped she was right.

*  *  *
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“In this time of sorrow.”

Grace stared at the preacher through the veil of her hat. It was the same black hat she’d worn to her mother’s funeral years ago. The same preacher had said the same words at that service. Her mind wandered, preferring to think about anything except for where she was. As she'd sat, waiting inside the train depot building for her father who would never come, her heart had already known that something was wrong. Very wrong. No one was more punctual than Judge Sullivan. She’d sat there for hours. Afraid to leave and find out what her sense of foreboding had been warning about. It had been late afternoon before her brother, Daniel, had arrived. His head hanging low and his sheriff’s hat in hand.

The rest of the week had flown in a blur. She was alone in her father’s house the first night, before her brother moved back home to the family homestead for a few days. The ladies of the church had visited with casseroles, pies, and condolences. It was too much to absorb. Funny how we take people for granted until they are gone.

If she let the words of the preacher enter her head, she would collapse in a puddle of tears and loud sobs, which her father would have never approved of. What was she going to do now that both of her parents were gone? Where would she live? Grace sighed a little too loudly and received a disapproving glare from her brother.

The heat from the sun’s rays warmed her cheeks. It was springtime. It was a perfect time to experience a rebirth and renewal after a long winter. The grass was green, the sky was blue, and the robins were singing above. Her mother used to sing to her. She choked back a sob. Stop right there! She was traveling the wrong train of thought. There must be something to keep her mind from morbid and melancholy things.

She adjusted the art deco watch on her wrist. It was a gift from her favorite aunt before she died. Her trembling fingers touched the gold cross hanging from a chain around her neck. It had traveled across the ocean with her dear departed grandmother. Grace wiggled her toes in the silk shoes her father gave her last Christmas. She squeezed her eyes shut. Why did everyone have to leave her?

It was time to think of other things. Grace opened her eyes and gazed in the distance. A man stood in the shadows and leaned against a tree. She tilted her head to the side, squinting her eyes to see him better. He was tall, slender, and resting against one of the many oak trees in the cemetery. He appeared to be looking right at her. Was he a friend of her father’s? A shiver ran down her spine. Who was he?

“Ashes to ashes, dust to dust.”

Her brother’s elbow jabbed her in the side and her eyes returned to the preacher. The service was nearing its end. She returned her attention to the man, but he was gone. Everyone stood. It was time to leave. The smell of all the flowers made her head swim as she passed her father’s coffin. They had obviously come all the way from Chicago as it was too early for flowers here. Never had she seen so many arrangements before in her life, or so many mourners. The Judge was an important man, but the sheer number of people there was surprising. Most were people she’d never seen before and all the Illinois license plates were a bit bewildering. Their swank cars and fancy suits set them apart from the ones from Hayward County. Maybe they had known her father in the past. Even one of their most notorious neighbors, Mr. Capone, had sent a huge arrangement of red and pink carnations.

Grace followed her brother’s lead silently. Her head nodded at the right time and she reached to shake hands when one was offered. The locals all knew the Judge and had turned out in their Sunday best to pay their respects. Another casserole had been dropped in her hands. She wouldn’t need to cook for a week. Daniel gently pushed her through the crowd of mourners to their car. He’d started driving their father’s favorite car. His pride and joy was a1928 Buick five passenger black Brougham Sedan. Why he loved the car so much was a mystery. Everyone else in the area drove Fords, but once the Buick advertisement in the paper caught his eye, her father had to have one. So much so, that one weekend he and Daniel took the train and a suitcase full of money to Chicago to buy one. He said it was ‘a gentleman’s car and one fitting of a man of his station.’ The dang thing had never been out of his
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