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            Daybreak

         
         
            Anza-Borrego Desert, California

            April 1991

         

         
            At last the day was breaking, the morning star on the rise . . .

            Virgil

            The Aeneid

            Book II

         

         Danny should have killed them all.

         
         He knows that now.

         
         Should have known it then—you rip forty million in cash from people in an armed robbery, you shouldn’t leave them alive to
            come after you.
         

         
         You should take their money and their lives.
         

         
         But that ain’t Danny Ryan.

         
         It’s always been his problem—he still believes in God. Heaven and hell and all that happy crap. He’s pushed the button on
            a few guys, but it was always a him-or-them situation.
         

         
         The robbery wasn’t. Danny had them all zip-tied, flat on the floor or the ground, helpless, and his guys wanted to put bullets
            in the backs of their heads.
         

         
         Execution style, like they say.

         
         “They’d do it to us,” Kevin Coombs said to him.

         
         Yeah, they would, Danny thought.

         
         Popeye Abbarca was notorious for killing not only the people who ripped him off but their entire families, too. Popeye’s head
            guy had even told Danny that. Looked up from the floor, smiled, and said, “You and all your families. Muerte. And not fast, either.”
         

         
         We came for the money, not a massacre, Danny thought. Tens of millions of dollars in cash to start new lives, not keep reliving
            the old ones.
         

         
         The killing had to stop.

         
         So he took their money and left them their lives.

         
         Now he knows it was a mistake.

         
         He’s on his knees with a gun to his head. The others are tied, bound wrist and ankle, stretched on poles, looking down at
            him with pleading, terrified eyes.
         

         
         The desert air is cold at dawn and Danny shivers as he kneels in the sand with the sun coming up and the moon a fading memory.
            A dream. Maybe that’s all life is, Danny thinks, a dream.
         

         
         Or a nightmare.

         
         Because even in dreams, Danny thinks, you pay for your sins.

         
         An acrid smell pierces the crisp, fresh air.

         
         Gasoline.

         
         Then Danny hears, “You watch while we burn them alive. Then you.”

         
         So this is how I die, he thinks.

         
         The dream fades.

         
         The long night is over.

         
         The day is breaking.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Part One
In Some Neglected Land

         
         
            Rhode Island

            December 1988

         

         
            . . . exiles now, searching earth for a home in some neglected land . . .

            Virgil

            The Aeneid

            Book III

         

         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            One

         
         They leave a little after dawn.

         
         A cold northeast wind—is there any other kind? Danny thinks—blows off the ocean like it’s giving them the bum’s rush. He and
            his family—or what’s left of it—with his crew in cars behind him, spread out so they don’t look like the refugee convoy they
            are.
         

         
         Danny’s old man, Marty, is singing—

         
         
            Farewell to Prince’s landing stage,

            River Mersey fare thee well

            I’m bound for California . . .

         

         Danny Ryan’s not sure where they’re going, just that they have to get the hell out of Rhode Island.

         
         
            It’s not the leaving of Liverpool that grieves me . . .

         

         It’s not Liverpool they’re leaving, it’s freakin’ Providence. They have to put a lot of miles between them and the Moretti crime family, the city cops, the state troopers, the feds . . . just about everybody. 

         
         What happens when you lose a war.

         
         Danny’s not grieving, either.

         
         Even though his wife, Terri, died just hours ago now—the cancer took her like a slow-moving but relentless storm—Danny doesn’t
            have the time for heartbreak, not with an eighteen-month-old child asleep in the back seat.
         

         
         
            But my darlin’, when I think of thee . . .

         

         There’ll be a mass, Danny thinks, there’ll be a funeral and a wake, but I won’t be there for any of it. If the cops or the
            feds didn’t get me, the Morettis would, and then Ian would be an orphan.
         

         
         The boy sleeps through his grandfather’s caterwauling. I dunno, Danny thinks, maybe the old Irish song is a lullaby.

         
         Danny’s in no hurry for him to wake up.

         
         How am I going to tell him that he isn’t going to see his mommy anymore, that “she’s with God”?

         
         If you believe that stuff.

         
         Danny’s not sure he does anymore.

         
         If there is a God, he thinks, he’s a cruel, vengeful prick who made my wife and my little boy pay for the things I did. I
            thought Jesus died for my sins, that’s what the nuns said anyway.
         

         
         Maybe my sins just maxed out Christ’s credit card.

         
         You’ve robbed, Danny thinks, you’ve beaten people. You’ve killed three men. Left the last one dead on a frozen beach just
            an hour or so ago. He tried to kill you first, though.
         

         
         Yeah, tell yourself that. The guy is still dead. You still killed him. You have a lot to answer for.

         
         You’re a drug dealer; you were going to put ten kilos of heroin out on the street.

         
         Danny wishes he’d never touched the shit.

         
         You knew better, he thinks now as he drives. You can make all the excuses you want for yourself—you were doing it to survive,
            for your kid, for a better life, you’d make up for it somehow down the road—but the truth is that you still did it.
         

         
         Danny knew it was freakin’ wrong, that he would be putting evil and suffering out into a world that already had too much of
            both. Was doing it even as he was watching his wife die of cancer with a tube of the same shit running into her arm.
         

         
         The money he would have made was blood money.

         
         So minutes before he killed the dirty cop, Danny Ryan threw two million dollars’ worth of heroin into the ocean.

         
          

         The war had started over a woman.

         
         At least that’s how most people tell it: they blame Pam.

         
         Danny was there that day when she walked out of the water onto the beach like a goddess. No one knew this WASP ice maiden
            was Paulie Moretti’s girlfriend; no one knew he really loved her.
         

         
         If Liam Murphy knew, he didn’t care.

         
         Then again, Liam never cared about anything but himself. What he thought was that she was a beautiful woman and he was a beautiful
            man and so they belonged together. He took her like a trophy he’d won just for being him.
         

         
         And Pam?

         
         Danny never understood what she saw in Liam, or why she stayed with him as long as she did. He’d always liked Pam; she was
            smart, she was funny, she seemed to care about other people.
         

         
         Paulie couldn’t get past it—losing Pam, getting cuckolded by some Irish charmer.

         
         Thing of it was, the Irish and Italians had been friends before that. Allies for generations. Danny’s own father, Marty—who’s
            now thankfully dozed off, snoring instead of singing—was one of the men who made that happen. The Irish had the docks, the
            Italians had the gambling, and they shared the unions. They ran New England together. They were all at the same beach party
            when Liam made his move on Pam.
         

         
         Forty years of friendship came apart in one night.

         
         The Italians beat Liam half to death.

         
         Pam came to the hospital and left with Liam.

         
         The war was on.

         
         Sure, most people lay it on Pam, Danny thinks, but Peter Moretti had been wanting to make a move on the docks for years, and
            he used his brother’s embarrassment as an excuse.
         

         
         Doesn’t matter now, Danny thinks.

         
         Whatever started the war, it’s over.

         
         We lost.

         
         The losses were more than the docks, the unions.

         
         They were personal, too.

         
         Danny wasn’t a Murphy; he’d married into the family that ruled the Irish mob. Even then he was pretty much just a soldier.
            John Murphy and his two sons, Pat and Liam, ran things.
         

         
         But now John’s in a federal lockup awaiting heroin charges that will put him away for life.

         
         Liam is dead, shot by the same cop that Danny killed.

         
         And Pat, Danny’s best friend—his brother-in-law but more like his brother—was killed. Run over by a car, his body dragged
            through the streets, flayed almost beyond recognition.
         

         
         It broke Danny’s heart.

         
         And Terri . . .

         
         She wasn’t killed in the war, Danny thinks. Not directly, anyway, but the cancer started after Pat, her beloved brother, was killed, and sometimes Danny wonders if that was where it began. Like the grief grew from her heart and spread through her chest. 

         
         God, Danny loved her.

         
         In a world where most of the guys fucked around, had mistresses or gumars, Danny never cheated. He was as faithful as a golden retriever, and Terri even teased him about it, although she expected
            nothing less.
         

         
         She and Danny were there that day Pam showed up; they were lying on the beach together when Pam came out of the water, her
            skin glistening from sunshine and salt. Terri saw him looking, gave him a sharp elbow, then they went back to their cottage
            and made frantic love.
         

         
         The sex between them—delayed so long because they were Irish Catholics and she was Pat’s sister—was always good. Danny never
            needed to look outside the marriage, not even when Terri was sick.
         

         
         Especially not when she was sick.

         
         Her last words to him, before she slipped into the morphine-induced terminal coma—

         
         “Take care of our son.”

         
         “I will.”

         
         “Promise.”

         
         “I promise,” he said. “I swear.”

         
          

         Driving through New Haven on Route 95, Danny notices that buildings are decorated with giant wreaths. The lights in the windows
            are red and green. A giant Christmas tree pokes up from an office plaza.
         

         
         Christmas, Danny thinks.

         
         Merry freakin’ Christmas.

         
         He’d forgotten all about it, forgotten Liam’s sick stupid heroin joke about dreaming of a white Christmas. It’s in a week or so, right? Danny thinks. The hell difference does it make? Ian’s too young to know or care. Maybe next year . . . if there is a next year. 

         
         So do it now, he thinks.

         
         No point in putting it off, it’s not going to get any better with time.

         
         He gets off the highway at Bridgeport, follows a street east until it takes him to the ocean. Or Long Island Sound, anyway.
            He pulls into a dirt parking lot by a little beach.
         

         
         Within a few minutes, the others pull in behind him.

         
         Danny gets out of the car. He pulls the collar of his peacoat up around his neck, but the sharp winter air feels good.

         
         Jimmy Mac rolls down his window. His friend since they were in freakin’ kindergarten, Jimmy gets a little chubbier with every
            year, has a body like a laundry bag, but he’s the best wheelman in the business. He asks, “What’s up? Why did you pull off?”
         

         
         Get it over with, Danny thinks. Just say it, short and sharp. “I dumped the heroin, Jimmy.”

         
         Jimmy’s shock is plain on his bland, friendly face. “The hell, Danny? That was our shot! We risked our lives for that dope!”
         

         
         And we shouldn’t have, Danny thinks.

         
         Because it was a setup.

         
         From the get-go.

         
         A Moretti captain named Frankie Vecchio had come to them with the proverbial offer you can’t refuse. He was in charge of a
            forty-kilo shipment of heroin that Peter Moretti bought from the Mexicans on the come. Frankie thought the Morettis were going
            to have him whacked, so he came to ask Danny to hijack the shipment.
         

         
         Danny saw it as a chance to cripple the Morettis and end the war.

         
         So I went for it, Danny thinks now.

         
         They jacked the forty keys, it was easy.

         
         Too freakin’ easy, that was the problem.
         

         
         A fed named Phillip Jardine was in bed with the Italians. The whole plan was to have the Murphys hijack the shipment, then bust them. Most of the heroin would find its way back to the Morettis. 

         
         It was all a trap to finish off the Irish.

         
         And it worked.

         
         We fell for it, Danny thinks, hook, line, and sinker.

         
         The Murphys got busted and the Morettis got the dope.

         
         Except for the ten kilos that Danny had stashed away.

         
         It was their safety net, the getaway money, the funds that would let them go off the radar until things cooled down.

         
         Except now Danny has given it to the ocean, to the sea god.

         
         Jimmy is just staring at him.

         
         Ned Egan walks up. Marty’s longtime bodyguard, he’s in his forties now. Built like a fire hydrant but a hell of a lot tougher.
            You don’t fuck with Ned Egan, you don’t even joke about fucking with him, because Ned Egan has killed more guys than cholesterol.
         

         
         Marty stays in the car because he isn’t going to get out in the cold. Back in the day, you said the name Marty Ryan, grown
            men would piss their pants, but that was a lot of days ago. Now he’s an old man, more often drunk than not, half-blind with
            cataracts.
         

         
         Two other guys come over.

         
         Sean South couldn’t look more Irish if you stuck a pipe in his mouth and shoved him into a green leprechaun suit. With his
            bright red hair, freckles, and clean-cut appearance, Sean looks about as dangerous as a day-old kitten, but give him a reason
            and he’ll shoot you in the face and then go out for a burger and a beer.
         

         
         Kevin Coombs has his hands jammed into the black leather jacket he’s worn since Danny first met him. Unkempt brown hair down
            to his shoulders, three days’ growth of beard, Kevin looks like the stereotypical East Coast punk. Add his boozing to that
            and you have the whole Irish Catholic−alcoholic combo plate. But if you need some serious work done, Kevin is your man.
         

         
         Collectively, Sean and Kevin are known as the Altar Boys. They like to go around saying that they serve “Last Communion.”

         
         “What are we doing, boss?” Sean asks.

         
         “I dumped the heroin,” Danny says.

         
         Kevin blinks. He can’t believe it. Then his face twists into an angry snarl. “Are you fucking kidding me?”

         
         “Watch your mouth,” Ned says. “You’re talking to the boss.”

         
         “That was millions of dollars there,” Kevin says.

         
         Danny can smell the booze on his breath.

         
         “If we could lay it off,” Danny says. “I didn’t even know who to approach.”

         
         “Liam did,” Kevin says.

         
         “Liam’s dead,” Danny says. “That shit brought us nothing but bad. We probably have indictments chasing us, never mind the
            Morettis.”
         

         
         “That’s why we needed the money, Danny,” Sean says.

         
         Jimmy says, “They’ll all be coming after us. The Italians, the feds . . .”

         
         “I know,” Danny says. But not Jardine, he thinks. Maybe other feds, but not that one. He doesn’t tell the others this—no point
            in giving them guilty knowledge, for both their protection and his. “But the heroin was evidence. I got rid of it.”
         

         
         “I can’t believe you did us like that,” Kevin says.

         
         Danny sees Kevin’s wrist move a little above his jacket pocket and knows the gun is in his hand.

         
         If Kevin thinks he can do it, he will.

         
         Sean too.

         
         They’re a pair, the Altar Boys.

         
         But Danny doesn’t go for his own gun. He doesn’t need to. Ned Egan already has his out.

         
         Pointed at Kevin’s head.

         
         “Kevin,” Danny says, “don’t make me drop you in the ocean with the dope. Because I will.”

         
         It’s right on the edge.

         
         It can go either way.

         
         Then Kevin laughs. Throws his head up and howls. “Throwing two mil in the water?! The feds after us?! The Italians?! The whole
            freakin’ world?! That’s wicked pisser! I love it! I’m with you, man! I’m with the Danny Ryan crew! Cradle to the freakin’ grave!”
         

         
         Ned lowers his gun.

         
         A little.

         
         Danny relaxes. A little. The good thing about the Altar Boys is that they’re crazy. The bad thing about the Altar Boys is
            that they’re crazy.
         

         
         “Okay, we don’t need a parade here,” Danny says. “Spread out. We’ll stay in touch through Bernie.”

         
         Bernie Hughes, the organization’s old accountant, is holed up in New Hampshire, safe—for the time being, anyway—from the feds
            and the Morettis.
         

         
         “You got it, boss,” Sean says.

         
         Kevin nods.

         
         They all get back in their cars and head out.

         
         We’re refugees, Danny thinks as he drives.

         
         Freakin’ refugees.

         
         Fugitives.

         
         Exiles.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Two

         
         Peter Moretti is freaking the fuck out.

         
         Waiting for Chris Palumbo.

         
         Sitting in the office of American Vending Machine on Atwells Avenue in Providence, Peter’s tapping his right foot like a rabbit
            on speed. The office is decorated like a mother, because his brother Paulie goes nuts at the holidays and because this was
            supposed to have been a very good Christmas, what with the heroin money coming in and the Irish going out. Wreaths and shit
            festoon the walls and a big artificial silver tree stands in the corner with wrapped presents underneath, ready for the annual
            party.
         

         
         Maybe I should take some of the presents back, Peter thinks, because if Palumbo doesn’t show up, we’re all going to be broke.
            Last thing he heard from his consigliere, Chris, he was headed down to the shore to get the ten kilos of horse Danny Ryan
            had tucked away in a stash house. That was three hours ago and there isn’t anywhere in Rhode Island it takes three hours to
            get to and get back.
         

         
         But Chris hasn’t come back, hasn’t called.
         

         
         So ten keys of horse is in the wind with him.

         
         After you step on it like Godzilla on Bambi, ten kilos of heroin has a street value of over two million dollars.

         
         Peter needs that money.

         
         Because he owes that money.

         
         Sort of.

         
         Peter had bought forty kilos of smack from the Mexicans at a hundred thousand a key because he was desperate to get into the
            drug business. Guys like Gotti in New York were making money hand over clenched fist with dope, and Peter wanted in on the
            windfall.
         

         
         But no way did Peter have four million in cash, so he and his brother went out to half the wiseguys in New England, generously
            letting them in on the investment opportunity. Some guys bought into it because they liked the potential, others because they
            were afraid to say no to the boss, but for whatever reason a lot of people had a piece of the shipment.
         

         
         It would have been fine, but then Peter let Chris Palumbo talk him into doing a very risky thing.

         
         “We send Frankie V to the Irish,” Chris said, “and let him pretend that he’s flipping on us. He tips them off to the heroin
            shipment and gets Danny Ryan to boost it.”
         

         
         “The fuck, Chris?” Peter asked, because what the fuck kind of idea was it to get your own dope boosted, especially by a gang
            you’ve been at war with? Christ, was Chris high himself?
         

         
         Chris explained that he had a fed, Phillip Jardine, on the arm. The Irish take the heroin and Jardine busts them, effectively
            ending the long war between the Moretti family and the Irish.
         

         
         “Four mil is too high a price tag,” Peter said.

         
         “That’s the beauty part,” Chris said.

         
         He explained that Jardine would keep some of the heroin to make it look legit, but the bulk of it would come straight back
            to them. They’d have to give Jardine a big cut, but by the time they cut up the drugs, there’d be more than enough in street value
            to make up for the loss.
         

         
         “Win-win,” Chris said.

         
         Peter went for it.

         
         Yeah, and it all went according to plan.

         
         Officially, Jardine seized twelve kilos from the Irish in a highly publicized raid. John Murphy, the Irish boss, got popped
            on thirty-to-life federal charges.
         

         
         Good.

         
         His son Liam got dead.

         
         Even better.

         
         Okay, twenty-eight keys is a fucking fortune and everybody gets paid.

         
         Except—

         
         Chris Palumbo and Jardine were supposed to go bust Danny and take his ten kilos.

         
         Fine.

         
         But—

         
         No one’s heard from either of them since. And Jardine supposedly has the other eighteen keys.

         
         Peter does more math.

         
         There were forty kilos of dope.

         
         Jardine officially busted twelve.

         
         Liam had three keys on him when Jardine caught him.

         
         Danny Ryan had another ten.

         
         Frankie Vecchio took five.

         
         That leaves ten kilos.

         
         Peter ain’t too worried about that. Jardine claimed twelve to satisfy the government and didn’t report the other ten. Probably
            gave a few of the cops on the raid a taste and will show up with the rest.
         

         
         If he fucking shows up.

         
         Ryan’s gone, too. Left the hospital where his wife was dying, somehow got around Peter’s guys, and no one’s seen him since,
            either.
         

         
         Billy Battaglia comes through the door.

         
         He looks shaken.

         
         “What?” Peter asks.

         
         “Me and some other guys went with Chris to get that dope from Ryan,” Billy says. “Chris goes in, comes out ten minutes later—without
            the dope—tells us to go home.”
         

         
         “What the fuck?” Peter’s heart feels like it’s going to jump out of his chest.

         
         “Ryan had shooters outside Chris’s house,” Billy says. “Said he’d have them kill Chris’s whole family if he didn’t back off.”

         
         “Why isn’t Chris here telling me that?”

         
         “Chris hasn’t come?”

         
         “You think you needed to tell me this if Chris already came?” Peter asks. “Where is he now?”

         
         “I dunno. He just drove away.”

         
         The phone rings and Peter jumps.

         
         It’s Paulie. “I just got a call from a Gilead cop. They found a body on the beach.”

         
         Peter feels like he could throw up. Is it Ryan? Chris?

         
         “It’s Jardine,” Paulie says. “One in the chest. Had his gun in his hand.”

         
         “What about Chris?”

         
         “Nothin’.”

         
         Peter hangs up.

         
         The news about Jardine is devastating. The fed was supposed to deliver the rest of the heroin to them. And why did Chris take
            off? Shit, could he and Ryan have cooked up some deal? That redheaded guinea Chris triple-crossed everyone? It would be just
            like him.
         

         
         Merry fuckin’ Christmas, Peter thinks.

         
         We won the war but lost our money.

         
         All of it—the years of fighting, the killings, the funerals—all for what?

         
         Nothing.

         
         Unless we find Danny Ryan.

         
          

         Danny ain’t figuring on being found.

         
         He drives at night, all night. Pulls into a motel in the morning and sleeps most of the day, or as much as Ian will let him.
            Every day or so, he and Jimmy boost a couple cars and plates, switch them around, smear mud on the plates. Drive them for
            a few hundred miles and then dump them.
         

         
         Rinse and repeat.

         
         It’s stressful as hell, always checking the rearview mirror, holding his breath every time he passes a cop car on the highway,
            praying he doesn’t spot the cruiser pull out and come after him. Tense, too, at gas stations—does he see something in the
            clerk’s eyes, a small extra glance, a flick of fear?
         

         
         He chooses motels on the outskirts of town, those places where people don’t ask a lot of questions, where they see nothing
            and remember less.
         

         
         Funny thing of it is, this is a trip Danny’s always wanted to make. Never having been out of New England, he’s dreamed about
            driving cross-country with Terri and Ian, seeing new stuff, experiencing new things.
         

         
         But in the daytime, like a real person.

         
         Not running at night, like an animal.

         
         Yet the romance of the road is there.

         
         Danny gets this thrill seeing the highway exit signs with the new names—Baltimore, Washington, DC, Lynchburg, Bristol—as the
            road rolls under his tires, the radio stations change, the distance stacks up.
         

         
         It’s the freakin’ American dream, Danny thinks as he drives. The road trip, the migration west. This wagon train of theirs, spread out over miles, stopping at phone booths to check in with Bernie to coordinate. Meeting every couple of days in some cheap motel, safety in numbers in case the Italian Apaches show up. 

         
         Not easy, what with a baby’s needs and an old man’s bladder. Too many stops, every one a risk. Sometimes Marty rides with
            Jimmy Mac, but most of the time he’s with Danny, sipping on a bottle, singing or just yapping, telling Danny old war stories
            about his times on liberty in San Diego—“Dago,” as he calls it—the bars, the women, the brawls.
         

         
         Danny left Rhode Island so fast he didn’t really think about where he was going, but now that he’s on the road, he has empty
            hours to consider it. He’s always wanted to see California, used to talk to Terri about moving there, but she always dismissed
            it as a pipe dream.
         

         
         Now it seems like a good idea. It would be hard to put much more distance between himself and Rhode Island than San Diego,
            and it would make Marty happier than a pig in shit, so why not?
         

         
         But first I have to get there, Danny thinks.

         
         Long road.

         
          

         Danny finds a motel out by the highway and gets on the horn.

         
         Before the war with the Morettis, Danny’s relationship with Pasco Ferri had always been pretty good. He and the old New England
            boss used to go crabbing together; Danny and Terri used to lie out on the beach in front of Pasco’s house in the summer.
         

         
         And Pasco and Marty go way back.
         

         
         “Pasco, it’s Danny Ryan.”

         
         “I heard about Terri,” Pasco says. “I’m sorry for your loss.”

         
         “Thank you.”

         
         Long silence, then, “What can I do for you, Danny?”

         
         Danny notices that Pasco doesn’t ask where he is. “I need to know if you have a problem with me, Pasco.”

         
         “Peter Moretti thinks I should.”

         
         Danny feels like he can’t freakin’ breathe. “And?”

         
         “I’m not happy with Peter,” Pasco says. “He’s got himself involved with drugs—which I always told him not to—and now he’s
            in trouble. He lost a lot of people a lot of money, and there’s nothing I can say to them.”
         

         
         Meaning, Danny thinks, that Peter is under a ton of pressure, there’s nothing Pasco can do to take the weight off, and he
            doesn’t particularly want to.
         

         
         “So I’m good with you?” Danny asks. “Because I want you to know, I’m out of this thing. I just want to find a place to set
            my feet.”
         

         
         “You’re out of this thing?” Pasco asks. “How can you be ‘out of this thing’ with ten keys of banania in the trunk of your car? It’s a sin, an infamnia.”
         

         
         “I don’t have the dope.”

         
         “Don’t insult me.”

         
         “It’s the truth, Pasco,” Danny says.

         
         Silence.

         
         “The Morettis won the war,” Danny says. “I get that, I accept it, I just need to find a way to live. But if you’re after me,
            Pasco, I know I’m a dead man.”
         

         
         “Stop whining,” Pasco says. “It’s unmanly. Your problems with Peter are your problems with Peter. As far as I’m concerned,
            Chris Palumbo has that H.”
         

         
         “Thank you, Pasco.”

         
         “It’s for your father’s sake,” Pasco says. “Not for you.”

         
         “I understand.”

         
         “You have your life,” Pasco says. “You can start over. Build something for your son. That’s what a man does.”

         
         He hangs up.

         
         Danny sums up the conversation to Marty.

         
         “That’s good,” Marty says. “If we don’t got to worry about Pasco, we’ll be okay.”

         
         Yeah, maybe, Danny thinks.

         
         But Peter Moretti won’t let up, he’ll try to track us down, and we don’t know about indictments yet.

         
         Danny lets Ian watch a half hour of television before getting him into bed and reading him a story, something about a farmer
            that Danny could basically recite from memory, he’s read it so many times.
         

         
         Tonight Ian goes down quickly.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Three

         
         A grainy image of Ryan pops up on a screen in a meeting room of the FBI office in Boston.

         
         Brent Harris isn’t happy about being at this meeting, having had to take a red-eye to freezing New England from sunny San
            Diego. He’s not even FBI, he’s DEA, an agent with the Southwest High Intensity Drug Trafficking Area Task Force. But his bosses
            told him to play nice with the Bureau, so Harris is playing nice.
         

         
         He looks at the surveillance photo of Danny Ryan, the ostensible purpose of this interagency clusterfuck. Ryan is a solid
            six feet with the shoulders you’d expect from a former dockworker, unkempt brown hair, deep brown eyes that look like they’ve
            seen a few things they wish they hadn’t. The photo was taken in winter—Ryan wears an old navy peacoat with the collar turned
            up.
         

         
         A little white electronic arrow nestles under Ryan’s chin as Reggie Moneta, recently promoted to the FBI’s national subdirector
            for organized crime, says, “I want Ryan found. I want him found and I want him brought in.”
         

         
         Moneta is one of those intense little Sicilian types, Harris thinks. Maybe five-five, short black hair with just a trace of silver woven in, dark brown eyes, with a well-earned reputation for being a ball-buster. She worked out of Boston until recently, so she has a personal investment in this shit. 

         
         Bill Callahan, the New England special agent in charge, is classic Boston Irish—pasty face, red hair fading to rust, broken
            veins in his nose, big and beefy with the face of man who never met a scotch or a steak he couldn’t love. “Danny Ryan? He
            was a donkey, a beast of burden. Why are we talking about him?”
         

         
         Moneta says, “I like him for Phil Jardine’s murder.”

         
         Callahan says, “We have nothing connecting Ryan to Agent Jardine’s murder.”

         
         Moneta turns to Harris. “Brent?”

         
         Harris hides his annoyance at having flown all night (in economy, at that) to give a briefing about what they already know.
            “The Abbarca organization, operating out of Tijuana, sent a large shipment of heroin to Peter Moretti in Providence. Domingo
            Abbarca—aka ‘Popeye’ because he lost an eye in a gunfight with a rival narco—is a bad piece of business, a sadistic psychopath
            who ships tons of grass, coke, and heroin into the U.S.
         

         
         “Agent Jardine had a CI named Francis Vecchio, who alerted Jardine about the shipment. It appears, however, that Vecchio was
            engaged in a conspiracy with Danny Ryan and Liam Murphy to hijack that shipment.
         

         
         “As you know, twelve kilos of heroin were seized in a raid Jardine conducted at the Murphy-owned Glocca Morra bar. It’s rumored
            that Ryan had ten keys in his possession when he fled. Agent Jardine’s body was found on a beach near Ryan’s father’s house
            and in a location that Ryan was known to frequent.”
         

         
         Moneta says, “We can postulate that Jardine went there to arrest Ryan and was killed in the process.”

         
         “That’s a big leap, Reggie,” Callahan says.

         
         “It’s enough to bring Ryan in for questioning,” Moneta says.

         
         “Even if we can find him, are we sure we want to?” Callahan asks. He leans forward. “Let’s say what no one has been saying:
            Jardine was dirty.”
         

         
         “We don’t know that,” Moneta says.

         
         “Don’t we?” Callahan asks. “Three kilos of that heroin were found in the trunk of his car.”

         
         Moneta says, “He might have been on his way to log them in when he got information about Ryan’s whereabouts.”

         
         “And he went alone?” Callahan asks. “Come on. Harris, how many kilos did Abbarca sell to the Morettis?”

         
         “Our sources say forty.”

         
         “Forty,” Callahan says. “Minus the twelve Jardine booked equals twenty-eight. Minus the three found in Jardine’s trunk equals
            twenty-five. Vecchio turned his five in when he entered the program. Let’s say Ryan did take ten. Where are the other ten?”
         

         
         “You’re alleging that Jardine took them?” Moneta asks. “He went into Murphy’s club with a task force—FBI, DEA, state and local
            police. There were witnesses everywhere.”
         

         
         “And it would be the first time in history,” Callahan says, “that a group of cops siphoned off some dope before it got to
            the evidence locker. I’m just asking, do we really want to dig all this up for public consumption? If this dog is willing
            to lie down, I say we let it sleep.”
         

         
         “An FBI agent has been murdered,” Moneta says. “We do not let that sleep. Ryan’s wife’s funeral is tomorrow. I want it covered.”
         

         
         “You think Ryan is going to show up?” Callahan asks.

         
         “No,” Moneta says, “but if he does we’re going to be there. And I want the family interviewed as to his whereabouts.”

         
         “You’re asking us to harass these people,” Callahan says, “as they’re burying their daughter.”

         
         “I’m telling you to do your job,” Moneta says.

         
         She’s out of the door maybe five seconds when Callahan pisses on it. “I don’t know about you, but my office has too much shit on its plate already to stop everything and look for some washed-up mick. I’ll make a show, go through the motions. But I’m not busting my budget or putting anything else on the back burner in order to chase Reggie Moneta’s wet dreams.” 

         
         Harris asks, “Why does Moneta have such a hard-on for Ryan?”

         
         “She was sleeping with Phil Jardine.”

         
         “No shit,” Harris says.

         
         “One of those Route Ninety-Five affairs,” Callahan says. “She was in Boston, he was in Providence. When she got the bump to
            Washington, they’d hop on Amtrak and meet in Wilmington.”
         

         
         “Wilmington?”

         
         “Love is a powerful thing.”

         
         “Do you think Ryan did Jardine?” Harris asks.

         
         “Who cares?” Callahan says. “A dirty agent? He had it coming.”

         
         “It begs the question, though . . .”

         
         “Whether Moneta was in on the drug boost with her lover?” Callahan says. “I don’t think so, because if she were, she wouldn’t
            be chasing Ryan. I practically gave her a gilded invitation to let him skate. I’ve known Reggie Moneta since she was a road
            guard. She’s ambitious, but she’s straight.”
         

         
         Harris leaves the meeting with one mission in mind.

         
         Find Danny Ryan before Reggie Moneta does.

         
          

         A motel outside Little Rock.

         
         Kevin and Sean picked up some women. Or the women picked them up, whatever. The Altar Boys had logged a couple of hours of
            sleep, then went across the highway to a bar to search out beer and some pussy and found both.
         

         
         Linda, Kelli, and Jo Anne were regulars at the bar, the boys could tell that right away, and could also tell they were pleased to see some new guys instead of the “local jerks and truck jockeys” they were used to. Wasn’t fifty-eight seconds before they joined the boys to play a little pool, and then in a booth for some shooters, and it was Linda who brought up the idea of a “party.” 

         
         “You got a room at the motel?” she asked. Maybe midthirties, dark red hair, nice tits under a purple silk blouse.

         
         “We each have a room,” Kevin answered.

         
         “Let’s have a party,” Linda said.

         
         “We have a little numbers problem, don’t we?” Sean asked. “Three of you, two of us.”

         
         Linda shook her head. “Kelli and me are a team.”

         
         Kelli was a tight little blonde, looked maybe in her twenties.

         
         Sean blushed. “I’m just a simple Irish Catholic boy . . .”

         
         Linda turned to Kevin. Ran her hand up his thigh and squeezed his cock. “You aren’t a little Irish Catholic boy, are you? You like the idea, I can tell.”
         

         
         Yeah, turns out Kevin did.

         
         He left with the two teammates and Sean took Jo Anne to his room. She was short and black-haired and a little plump, but Sean
            liked her big boobs and full lips and the little beaten-puppy expression she carried around, so he was happy.
         

         
         Kevin, he had a party.

         
         Which ended abruptly when he reached into Linda’s pants and felt a dick. “What the fuck?!”

         
         “What’s the matter?” Linda asked.

         
         “You’re the fuckin’ matter,” Kevin said. “You’re a fuckin’ guy!”
         

         
         “Only in my body,” Linda said. “Not in my heart.”

         
         “Yeah, well, it’s your body I’m concerned with,” Kevin said. “Get the fuck outta here.”

         
         “Not before you pay us.”

         
         “Who said anything about paying you?”

         
         “Did you think it was for free?” Linda asked.

         
         “We didn’t even do nothin’!”

         
         “Our time is worth something.”

         
         “Get the fuck out before I beat the shit out of both of you,” Kevin said.

         
         “Give me my money, asshole!”

         
         Now Sean came out of the adjoining room, having made a similar discovery. “Kev, they’re dudes!”

         
         “No fucking shit!”

         
         “I want my money!”

         
         Inside his room, Danny hears the yelling. Last freakin’ thing they need—noise. Stepping out on the landing, he sees Kevin
            in the doorway of his room, bare-chested, his jeans open around his waist, a woman by the wrist. She’s shrieking at him and
            clawing at his face with her nails while a shorter blond girl kicks at Kevin’s shins.
         

         
         Danny runs down his set of concrete stairs, across the courtyard, and up the stairs to Kevin’s door.

         
         “What’s going on?” Danny asks.

         
         “This son of a bitch doesn’t want to pay me,” Linda says.

         
         “She’s a he,” Kevin says.

         
         “Pay the woman,” Danny says to Kevin.

         
         Something in Danny’s eyes, in his tone, tells Kevin to do what he’s told without an argument. He pulls some bills out of his
            wallet and tosses them at Linda.
         

         
         “Just take the money and go,” Danny says to her.

         
         Linda picks up the money.

         
         Kevin can’t let it go. “Freak.”

         
         The knife comes out of her purse. She jabs it at Kevin’s throat. He weaves and adds, “He-she. Faggot.”

         
         “Shut up,” Danny snaps.

         
         Linda starts shrieking and Kelli chimes in.

         
         Jimmy looks up from the courtyard.

         
         “Get my old man and Ian and head out,” Danny orders. “I’ll be along with these clowns.”

         
         “Yeah, get the fuck out of here,” Linda hisses. “And take your dirty-mouthed boy here with you. The cheap prick. He’ll eat
            with plastic forks from paper plates his whole life, the loser.”
         

         
         Danny holds his hands up. “We’re leaving. Why don’t you go, too, before the cops get here?”

         
         Linda takes Kelli by the hand and leads her down the stairs. Jo Anne kisses Sean on the cheek and follows them. Kevin goes
            back into his room.
         

         
         Danny and Sean go in after him.

         
         “Jesus Christ,” Kevin says, “that freak makes my blood run cold.”

         
         Danny grabs him by the shoulders and rams him into the wall. “I already have one child to take care of, I don’t need another.
            You could have brought the cops down on us.”
         

         
         “I’m sorry, Danny.”

         
         “I’m trying to take care of my family,” Danny says, “and with that, you don’t fuck around. I love you, Kevin, but you put
            my family in jeopardy again, I’ll pop two in the back of your head. You got it?”
         

         
         “Yeah, Danny.”

         
         Danny lets him go and looks at both the Altar Boys. “You have to use your brains. Stay out of situations.”

         
         “We will,” Sean says. “I’ll make sure.”

         
         “Get your stuff together.”

         
         Danny goes to the motel office. The night clerk stares at him, pissed off. Danny takes a hundred out of his pocket—a hundred
            he needs, God damn it—and slides it across the counter. “I’m sorry for the trouble. Are we good?”
         

         
         The clerk takes the bill. “We’re good.”

         
         “I have to know the truth, friend. Did you call the cops?”

         
         “No.”

         
         “Have a good one.”

         
         Ten minutes later, like so many before him, Danny gathers what’s left of his family and heads west.

         
         Oklahoma City, Amarillo, Tucumcari . . .

         
         Albuquerque, Grants, Gallup . . .

         
         Winslow, Flagstaff, Phoenix . . .

         
         The American road.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Four

         
         Standing at her sister’s graveside, Cassandra Murphy shivers under her coat. Snowflakes fall and then melt on the amber hair
            that flows over the upturned collar.
         

         
         Two funerals in two days, she thinks. Exceptional even for the Murphy family.

         
         Yesterday they put her brother Liam in the ground. Beautiful, flawed, selfish Liam, the cause of all the trouble. The police
            said it was suicide, a bullet to the head, but Cassie doesn’t believe it—Liam was far too in love with himself to do his favorite
            person any harm.
         

         
         The suicide determination had been a problem, though, because the fucking church didn’t want to bury Liam in hallowed ground.
            Cassie had to go to the priest, explain to him how much money the Murphy family puts into the parish and how much money they
            wouldn’t be putting in if Liam weren’t laid to rest with the priest mumbling the sacred words and flicking holy water around.
         

         
         Cassie was, of course, raised a Catholic, but she checked out of that motel. Now she calls herself a Baddhist—a bad Buddhist—part of her search for some higher power now that she’s going back into the program. 

         
         She’s shooting smack again.

         
         Had been off the shit for coming on three years, but then, within hours, her father was carted off to prison, her sister died,
            and her brother Liam was killed in an other-assisted suicide.
         

         
         Cassie went back to the needle.

         
         She got high this morning, just to get through Terri’s funeral, and she’ll probably pop a little this afternoon, but after
            that she’s planning on quitting. Not going back to rehab—she’s done with that—but going back to the meetings, anyway, because
            it’s going to kill her and her parents can’t take another loss.
         

         
         Cassie is their one surviving child.

         
         Patrick—her beloved Pat, her older brother, protector, and confidant—went first. He was the best of them—brave, honest, devout,
            loyal—and none of that saved him from being killed. She managed to stay clean after he died, mostly to honor him.
         

         
         Cassie glances over at his widow, Sheila, standing there with her hands on her little boy’s shoulders, her thick hair as black
            as her coat. Sheila was always the solid one, the practical one, the leader of the women in this close-knit tribe. Now she’s
            a solitary figure. Cassie has tried to get her to start dating, but Sheila won’t even consider it. It’s like she has her dead
            husband on a pedestal—the house is practically a shrine to him—and she wears her loneliness like a dutiful cloak of honor.
         

         
         Liam’s funeral was a nightmare.

         
         Her mother, Catherine, shrieked like a banshee, inconsolable. Liam had always been her favorite, her baby boy, and they had
            to drag her off his coffin before they lowered it into the ground.
         

         
         Her father had just stood there, his coat discreetly draped over his cuffed hands. A judge—fortunately a local guy, Irish—had issued compassionate bail for John, allowing him several hours out to attend his son’s and daughter’s funerals. Two federal marshals flanked him at all times. 

         
         Cassie looks over at him now.

         
         Same old Dad, she thinks—stoic, too proud to show emotion. But he looks old, fragile, a broken man. His business destroyed,
            three of his four children dead, and Cassie can’t help but wonder which hurts him more.
         

         
         And poor Terri, she thinks.

         
         All she ever wanted was a home and a family. She got both. But for such a short time. She married sweet, loyal Danny, had
            a darling little boy, and just months later she was diagnosed.
         

         
         So let this priest drone on about a loving god.

         
         It’s bullshit.

         
         The funeral is well attended, like Liam’s.

         
         All the Irish are there. Back in the day, the Italians would have been there, too, but that seems like another lifetime. Terri
            had been friends with all of them, with the Moretti brothers, Chris Palumbo—all of them.
         

         
         They’re not at the funeral and they’re right not to come.

         
         It would be offensive.

         
         Instead, Cassie sees a couple of cars patrolling the avenue along the cemetery, and knows they’re Peter Moretti’s people,
            looking for Danny.
         

         
         The cops came, too.

         
         Providence police, plainclothes state troopers, and feds stand at the edge of the cemetery like jackals, waiting for Danny
            to show up, she thinks.
         

         
         She hopes he doesn’t. If Danny got away, she hopes he stays away, that he and Ian are long gone and never come back to this
            cursed place or this cursed family.
         

         
         His mother is here, paying her respects to her daughter-in-law.

         
         Madeleine the sex goddess, Cassie thinks as she looks at Danny’s mother standing like a statue. The former showgirl had used her beauty to become rich and powerful and has flown in from her Las Vegas mansion. 

         
         Even as a child Cassie knew how Danny’s mother had abandoned him when he was a baby, given him up to his drunken old man and
            disappeared. Danny had practically been raised in the Murphy household, was basically a brother to Pat.
         

         
         Madeleine had only reappeared a couple of years ago, swooped in like a mother bird when Danny got shot, saw that he had the
            best medical care, that his bills got paid. Her son resented her for it, but Terri grew to like her mother-in-law, was always
            pressing Danny to reconcile with her.
         

         
         Now she has to be worried sick about her missing son and grandson.

         
         Cassie feels another shiver.

         
         Her shoulders quiver and she’s not sure if it’s the cold or if she’s jonesing.

         
          

         The service finally ends.

         
          

         Madeleine McKay walks back toward the waiting limousine. She’s tall, regal, her head held high, her startling red hair tied
            back severely, her makeup perfect, subtle.
         

         
         The funeral was so terribly sad, she thinks. Terri had been a good wife to her son and a good mother to her grandson.

         
         She hasn’t heard from Danny since she called him at the hospital a few hours before Terri passed, urging him to get away from
            the potential indictments and the murderous Italian mob. Apparently he did, taking his son and his father with him, because
            none of them has been seen since.
         

         
         And, thank God, no body has been found.

         
         Except Jardine’s.

         
         Madeleine hopes Danny does get in touch with her, if only to let her know that he and Ian are all right.

         
         But she doubts he will.

         
         My son, she thinks, is still angry at me.

         
         She’s halfway to the car when a man in an overcoat and suit walks up beside her. “Ms. McKay?”

         
         “Yes?”

         
         “Agent Monroe, FBI.”

         
         “I have nothing to say to you.”

         
         Looking around, she sees that the feds are swarming around the Murphy family and their friends, like seagulls diving on a
            garbage dump.
         

         
         “Do you know where Danny is?” Monroe asks. “Has he called you?”

         
         “If you have questions,” Madeleine says, continuing to walk, “call my attorneys. If you ask me anything else, they’ll be calling you.”
         

         
         “Do you know—”

         
         “Or perhaps I should call your director personally,” Madeleine says. “I have his private number in my book.”

         
         That stops it.

         
         Monroe backs off.

         
         The chauffeur opens the door. He’s left the engine running so the
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