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Twilight

 

A woman sits on a bench across the street from the
11th Street Police Station. The bench is in the shadows
of the gas lighted street lamp. The two arms of the woman wrap an
unbuttoned black Ulster close around her bodice of black silk. Save
for the two gas lighted globes on either side of the main door,
only one light is apparent in the 11th Street Police
Station; the lamp in the third floor interrogation room silhouettes
a man hovering over a woman, a woman probably seated in a
hard-backed chair.

The man moves in slow circles around the seated woman. Each time
he stops and places his face close to her face, the woman who sits
in the shadows binds her black Ulster tighter around her bodice of
black silk. Each time the man raises his hand to cuff the woman in
silhouette, the woman who sits in the shadows turns her cheek in
anticipation of the blow.

After perhaps an hour, maybe a little more, the interrogation
lamp is turned off and the 11th Street Police Station is
dark, save for the two gas-lighted globes on either side of the
main door.

After perhaps another hour or so, the main door opens and a
woman walks on wobbly legs down the steps to the sidewalk. She
turns her head to the left, to the right and to the left but does
not take a step in any direction. She is hatless and is still
dressed in the apron of the shop girl, without even a woolen knit
shawl across her shoulders against the night chill. She looks back
but for a moment at the main door of the 11th Street
Police Station and shivers.

“Come. Come across.”

“What?”

The shop girl touches her cheek and shivers uncontrollably, her
foot now at the curb.

“What? Who?”

“Over here, here my dear, in the shadows. Come across.”

The shop girl puts out her left arm and crosses, crosses the
street into the warmth of the black Ulster and the shadows of
twilight.








 

Fantail Share




“OK. You hold the marlinspike like this boy. Got it?”

“Yes, grandpa.”

The old man put the wooden marlinspike into the palm of the
right hand of the boy.

“OK. Now, you take the stay in your left hand. You right-handed
boy?”

“I guess. I am.”

“OK. Then you take all the slack out of the stay. Got it?”

“Can you help me?”

“OK, boy, listen. If you want to do this with us, if you want to
get your share from the catch, for you and your Ma, you got to do
your share of the work. All about fair shares, boy, all about the
shares.”

“Yes, grandpa. Let me try again. By myself.”

“OK. There you go boy. You got it. Now, wrap the sheet around
the marlinspike. You got it boy. OK. You done it.”

“OK. OK, grandpa. What is next?”

The old man put his hand on the shoulder of the boy and moved
with him off in the direction of the bow of the Mackinaw schooner.
Set out across the bow, gunwale-to-gunwale, were two rolls of net.
A Negro man stood across from a white man. The boy watched with
wide eyes as the Negro man held onto the end of one of the rolls of
net while the white man did what perhaps the boy thought of as
almost a magic trick of unrolling and rerolling the net, moving his
fingers so fast the mouth of the boy dropped open.

“OK. Now, boy, see what Patrick is doing there… “

“Who is he grandpa?”

“Patrick. You know Patrick. He brings your Ma meat on Saturday
night from the packing… “

“No. Him. The other.”

“Calls himself Johnson.” said Patrick.

“OK. Patrick, you put the boy on one corner from… you have the
boy hold one corner while you tell him.”

“I got them boss. You going to get the liquor now?”

“OK. I told you already I got the liquor. Last night I got the
liquor. Probably while you were down South State at some dingy bar
from the look of it. And, the liquor is under lock and… “

The old man pulled a key on a lanyard up from inside his shirt.
Fingers still flying, Patrick looked up and watched the old man
hurry all the way back to the fantail.

“Old man has to piss a lot.”

“Ma says not to use that word.”

“Kid, these here are two nets. See, you and Johnson there are
holding and I am checking the one we call the fyke.”

“What are those wooden things on the net?”

“Now, Johnson, you listen up, too, so as you both learn some
things.”

The boy nodded. The Negro man kept his stare on the hands of
Patrick.

“See, the sky says the whites are running and the wind is
freshening. So, we got to make our run up North, pronto.”

The tension in the net grew and the Negro man dropped his
corner.

“Like the kid is doing Johnson. See, let your fingers lace
through. There you go. You got it. Good. Where was I?”

“You were talking about the sky.”

“Huh?”

“You said we needed to get sailing North right away. But, I
asked what these wooden things were.”

“Right. See, this here net, you too Johnson, this here net we
wade into the water and hammer these wooden stakes here, here and …
Johnson, hold that canvas grommet up, there you go, right. See, we
hammer these stakes through where the grommet is, just like a
tent.”

Patrick looked at the boy.

“Your Pa ever take you into the woods hunting?”

The face of the boy flushed a little red. He shook his head and
looked down.

“Oh, sorry. I forgot myself, kid. Sorry. How about your grandpa,
there? He ever take you with him to deer camp and show you how to
stake a tent?”

The boy shook his head.

“No mind. Where was I. See, we wade in and stake out this here
fyke net in the shallows and we come back in a couple of days to a
week and the fyke net will be loaded with whites.”

“Uh, huh.” The boy looked up at Patrick. “What about the other
one?”

“Me and Johnson, here, we already done that one while you and
your grandpa was doing the, uh… “

Patrick looked away from the Negro man.

“The marlinspike. We did the marlinspike and how to wrap the
stay around the marlinspike. I pulled the slack out myself. I did.
OK. I was even able to… “

“Right, kid. Right. I think we are done here. Time for the three
of us to have some chow before we cast off.”

####

“OK. The boy asleep?”

“Like a stone. See, he did real good on the seine net today.
Worked hard, real good. He is a natural. His old man could have
wrote about him. He… sorry… “

“What about the… “

“Johnson? He done real good, too. He was real quick to pick up…
“

“No. I cannot see him. Is he up on the bow? My eyes are not good
with the night yet and… “

“No. No. He is at the foremast ready to drop, and then the main,
like you always do, boss.”

“Not tonight. OK. Not this time. Just going to luff the
sails.”

“Why?”

“Just get that… to the bow. Now. OK?”

“Yes, boss.”

Patrick lost his hat to the light wind as he moved up along the
port side.

“Johnson” he whispered “Johnson? Oh, there you are. Change of
plans. The boss ain’t dropping sails. Up to the bow with you.
Lookout. But don’t yell or nothing. There will be a small boat
rowing out. Don’t yell just hunker down out of sight when you see
their blinking light. Then, when they have come alongside I will
come get you. Wait. Unless you see rocks. Then yell.”

On his way back to the fantail, Patrick stuck his head down into
the sail locker, out of the wind and where the boy would be
sleeping.

“Good.”

“The boy still asleep?”

“Yes, boss. Uh, say, listen, about Johnson… “

“Huh?”

“I mean, see, we really made a good haul and there will be
plenty to go around for shares. And with the liquor and all. Plus,
Johnson, he would be real good when we have to put the boat up for
the winter. He… “

“Stop. OK, see it?”

“No.”

“Two points to starboard.”

“Yeah, got it. Flare up. Long. Short. Long. K, boss. Clear,
boss. Coast is clear as they say.”

“I know that. Hold on. Tiller over. Wind dumped. OK. Get
‘midships and help them alongside.”

“Johnson”, whispered Patrick, “Johnson.”

A cutter, or maybe a large wherry rowed alongside and made up
with the help of Patrick and the Negro man. Cases of liquor were
transferred.

A man dressed in a black peacoat and a black watch cap made his
way back to the fantail with a flat packet wrapped in oilskin.

“Here you go, Captain. The thirsty people of Ephraim can always
count on the West Side Joint. Prompt, fast and smooth.”

No. OK. Not West Side. I am my own man. I just run the
stuff.”

“Sure. Sure. Want to count it?”

“No.”

“Who is the cherny?”

“Huh?”

“Der schwarze. The darky. The… ”

“Where?”

“Ah. Well, nashle nusle… “

####

The sun rises into the overcast on a lovely, crisp morning. A
schooner is flying wing and wing back to The City, leaving a dark
wake behind. Both holds are full of iced-down white fish. A white
man sits in the bow rolling nets through his fingers in an almost
magical manner. A young boy sits between the legs of his
grandfather.

“OK. Push the tiller there, a little to port, left boy, port.
OK. You got it. She is flying this morning, boy, do you feel her
moving?”

“Yes. OK. Sure do grandpa.”

“OK. A little more. Fine, son. For now, look at the tell tails
and the ripples in the sails for when to move the tiller. Won’t be
long, son, and you’ll just feel her and know what to do. Good.”

“Grandpa.”

“Yes, son.”

“I don’t see Johnson.”

“You are learning. Good. Good. OK, boy, ease her now, that’s it.
Learning fast.”








Knocking




“Who are we going to bring back tonight?” laughed the
gentleman.

“That is not how this works.” said the woman dressed in
black.

“Why are we here?” asked the young woman.

“There are no dead.” said their hostess, the wife of Mr. Charles
B. Rosna, a prominent banker in the city and who had gone
missing.

The four people mingled in the drawing room of the brownstone,
up Lake Shore Drive, North, across the mouth of the river. The
curtains opened upon the lake. The sun, setting into the prairies
to the West of the city and behind the row of brownstones,
reflected red-gold back into the high clouds over the dark waters
of the lake.

“The run of the whites must be over.” said the gentleman.

“Yes, I agree. They must. A few have moved, to be true, but the
Irish working man, for all of his flaws in drink, must not, will
not, abandon his family, his church, all he has worked for, not
even his tenements, as deplorable as they often are, to the Negro.”
said the woman dressed in black.

 “I meant the fish.”

“Huh?” said the young woman.

“The fish. The white fish. Look.”

The gentleman pointed out of the windows at the several
schooners moving from left-to-right across their lake view.

“See? The Mackinaws are coming back from up North.”

“Oh. What is a Mackinaw?” asked the young woman.

“Yes, I see.” said their hostess.

“The Irish working man will put up a fight instead of fleeing.”
said the woman dressed in black.

Their hostess got up from her chair with some difficulty and
walked over to a braided lanyard made of heavy cloth and hanging to
the left of a near life-sized oil painting. The portrait, in a
heavy gilded frame, was of a man in riding clothes holding the
bridle of a dappled grey horse. Their hostess pulled the lanyard
and returned to her chair.

“A Mackinaw schooner is a two-masted, fore-and-aft rigged, low
freeboard sailing vessel used primarily for fishing this great lake
of ours.” said the gentleman.

“Uh, huh.” said the young woman.

“And running liquor to the dry counties up North.” said the
woman dressed in black.

“Oh.” The young woman put her hand up to suppress a giggle.
“Oh.” she tittered.

An elderly man, dressed in black and white, walked into the
drawing room. He placed an elaborate tray of Spanish silver onto
the table to the right of their hostess. Upon the tray were four
chalices, also of Spanish silver; their companion pitcher was
filled with molten chocolate. A white cloth of linen was folded
into the shape of the quetzal around the handle of the pitcher.

Their hostess began to get up from her chair.

“Let me pour and pass.” said the woman dressed in black.

“Oh, that is hot. I think I shall burn my lips.” said the young
woman. She paused  with the cup at her lips but did not
drink.

“Ah, my dear hostess, do I sense the aroma of the hot, ground
pepper?” asked the gentleman. “Do you know why the Mayan priest
demanded hot, ground pepper in his molten chocolate?”

“Why?” asked the young woman.

”Pray, tell.” said the woman dressed in black. She turned her
back to the gentleman and poured for their hostess.

“To cover the taste of the blood of the virgin lovers, lovers
sacrificed just at their moment of coitus.’ said the gentleman.

“Oh, my.” said the young woman. She stopped, the cup of molten
chocolate at her lips, and took a deep breath and smelled the
aroma. “Oh, my.”

“Drink, my dear.” said their hostess. “Drink.”

The young woman smiled a hesitant smile and drank the molten
chocolate. She suppressed a cry out at the heat on her lips and
tongue. “Oh, this is very thick and very hot.”

“As thick and as hot as the blood of the virgin lovers.” said
the gentleman.

The woman dressed in black ignored the wink of the
gentleman.

The elderly man, dressed in black and white, returned to the
room and presented a card on a silver tray to their hostess.

“Show her in please.” said their hostess.

The elderly man escorted a woman, attired in the flowing scarves
and skirts of the gypsy, into the drawing room:

“Madam L_______ de Cordoba y Jaen.”

Madam L_______ bowed to her hostess and the assembled guests
with a rustling of skirts and scarves and bent deeply to the
elderly man who stood at attention and stared off into nowhere.
Their hostess clapped and motioned all to rise.

“To the table, to the table.” she said and led the group into
the gaming room followed by the elderly man dressed in black and
white. The gaming table was circular in shape and covered in baize
of green; the chairs were black, bent bamboo frames with caned
backs and seats. Without hesitation, Madam L_______ took her a
place at the table with her back to the entranceway.

“Come. Come. Sit. Here. Here. You here. And here.”

“The lights please.” said their hostess. “Turn the gas all of
the way off. Light only the large candle . There, on the sideboard.
Yes. Good.”

“Will that be all?”

“Yes, please, and no interruptions. None. None whatsoever.” said
their hostess to the elderly man, who departed with a regimental
about face.

“Madam L_______?”

Madam L_______, la gitana, did not speak. Moving her gaze around
the gaming table in the direction of the hands of a clock, she
looked into the eyes of each person. The gentleman looked back and
lifted his right eyebrow. The young woman slumped into her chair
and giggled.

“Shh.” whispered their hostess.

Their hostess returned the look of la gitana with a squirm of
her buttocks in her seat of cane. The woman dressed in black gazed
into the eyes of la gitana. Their faces softened, not so much in
smile, but perhaps in knowing, and if not in knowing, then perhaps
in something shared.

After her visual turn around the table, la gitana raised her
hands and nodded to her right and to her left. Without hesitation,
the woman dressed in black embraced the  hand of the gypsy
woman with her own.

“Ah.” The gentleman followed suit.

In turn, to soft murmurs of assent, the others completed the
circle.

The young woman closed her eyes.

If there was a clock in the gaming room, which there was not,
only the ticking of the clock might have been heard (their hostess
kept no clocks in the house: “There are no dead.”).

Several moments of quiet extended into a few minutes of silence.
The young woman opened her eyes to a squint and looked at each of
the others around the gaming table and was about to giggle until
she realized la gitana was looking at her. The young woman turned
her head and looked behind herself and returned to the circle with
a bowed head.

“We are here, around a gaming table at the home of Mr. Charles
B. Rosna at 1348 North Lake Shore Drive.” said la gitana.

Silence.

“We are here, around a table, at a home, overlooking a
lake.”

Silence. A slight rustling of bottoms in seats of cane.

“We are here, around a table.”

KNOCK.

All eyes looked to la gitana who looked beyond them.

“Oh!” cried out the young woman.

“Shh.” said their hostess. The cane of her chair crinkled as she
wiggled her buttocks.

The gentleman smiled a wry smile.

La gitana released her embrace of the left hand of the woman in
black and dropped the right hand of the gentleman. She raised the
first finger of her right hand toward the direction of their
hostess and looked at the young woman. The young woman looked down;
as if the now freed left hand of la gitana cupped her chin, the
young woman lifted her head and looked into the dark eyes of the
woman dressed in the skirts and scarves of the gypsy woman. For
many moments la gitana held the gaze of the young woman; the
shoulders of the young woman did not slump but seemed to rise up,
back and down, revealing feminine curves hidden in the plain attire
of the shop girl.

The wry smile of the gentleman faded into the folds of his
jowls. Their hostess ceased wiggling her buttocks in the cane of
her chair. The woman dressed in black looked down at her empty left
hand.

The eyes of the young woman remained open.

Her gaze still with the young woman, la gitana repeated “We are
here around a table.”

Silence.

“We are here.”

KNOCK.

Silence around the table.

No smiles.

All four looked at the woman dressed in the scarves and skirts
of the gypsy. She looked only at the young woman; their shared
stare became more of a visual embrace.

The woman dressed in black floated her fingers through the
tresses of her long, black hair.

Madam L_______ de Cordoba y Jaen, la gitana, did not break her
communion with the young shop girl.

“We are here, around a table.”

KNOCK.

“We are here, around a table at a home overlooking the
lake.”

KNOCK.

“The color of the table is blue.”

KNOCK. KNOCK. KNOCK. KNOCK. KNOCK.

Their hostess brought her hand to her mouth and suppressed an
exclamation.

“The color of the table is green.”

KNOCK.

“It can see as well as hear.”

“Besides myself, there is a gentleman, who does not believe, a
shop girl, our hostess and a woman dressed in black with flowing
hair the color of the raven.”

KNOCK.

“The hostess holds onto hope for the return of her husband who
has gone missing.”

KNOCK. KNOCK. KNOCK. KNOCK. KNOCK.

“That is what the others believe.”

The hostess trembled and paled; she moved her lips as if
speaking: no words were sounded.

“The woman dressed in black, with flowing hair the color of the
raven, takes comfort in the twilight.”

KNOCK.

“The young woman, the shop girl, her lover is to be
trusted.”

KNOCK. KNOCK. KNOCK. KNOCK. KNOCK.

The mouth of the young woman formed the O of a soundless NO!

“He will betray her.”

KNOCK.

Moments of pause turned into minutes of silence. The hint of the
wry smile returned to the face of the gentleman as the large candle
on the sideboard guttered the room into complete darkness. Their
hostess sat, her shoulders in a slump, her body racked in
uncontrollable sobs. The young woman shook her head violently with
each silent O, O, O, O, O. The woman dressed in black, with flowing
hair the color of the raven, sought the comfort of the folds of the
skirts and scarves. Madam L_______ de Cordoba y Jaen, la gitana,
stared into the blackness, arms open to the betrayed.

 

 








Killing

The gentleman, not a descendant of the old Prairie Avenue swells
but of the new money, walked out of the Old 92, across from the Car
Barn, on his way to the Everleigh Club and, probably to his great
surprise, took a bullet square in the middle of his chest. A second
bullet was delivered into his dead brain from the .38 caliber Colt
short barrel revolver, as he sprawled into the gutter of Dearborn
Street. The young man who fired the shots ignored the few night
owls that gathered and walked south on Dearborn to 22nd
Street and one block over, crossed State Street, and settled onto
his stool at the saloon of Polack Ben under the L-train tracks.

The barmaid put a shot in a beer in front of him on a coaster
next to a yellow envelope. He put the envelope into his coat pocket
without counting his share and put more than enough change in front
of her for his drink. He drank his boilermaker and walked out and
up the stairs and caught the last train north. After the short ride
to the end of the line at Congress Terminal, he got off and walked
across Michigan Boulevard to the IC tracks. With military
precision, he walked the ties, taking two at a time in near parade
stride.

When he reached the rail yards before the river, he made a
choice: instead of turning left and crossing over the Rush Street
bridge and heading toward his payoff at her brownstone on Lake
Shore Drive, he turned right and walked over to the piers of the
city at the harbor; perhaps he liked to sit and watch the sun rise
over the lake.

Some would later claim that he made a fatal choice; others, who
must have known more, noted that his choice would have been fatal
one way or the other.

####

She waited a respectable amount of time for him. When he did not
show up for dinner, she informed his manservant of what he no doubt
already knew and told her cook that she would take her evening meal
in her suite of rooms. When her maid brought the tray up, she
informed the woman she was in for the night and not to concern
herself with clothes for the morrow, she had decided to sleep in
late. In fact, she told her maid to inform the rest of the staff
they may as well retire to their apartments, probably knowing that
the cook would be apoplectic at being bossed by a maid, and that
his manservant would have already changed into street clothes to be
on his way to the flat of his mistress.

She dipped her lamb cutlet into the jellied mint sauce and ate
with her fingers (a guilty pleasure?) while she looked out onto the
lake. The twilight darkened into night and the night deepened into
the small hours. She allowed the telephone to ring several times
while she struck an attitude of sleepy disbelief, followed by
incoherent sobbing, ending with a sheepish acquiescence to avail
herself of the services of her physician with an opiate to slack
her grieving.

She did not disappoint herself in acting out her role of widowed
by violence and replaced the telephone receiver into the gilded
cradle; her lips moved from a smile of satisfaction into lurid
anticipation.

####

Most men of his station in the city kept a twist on the side: he
was an exception; why should he encumber himself with the burden of
another whiny ninny; one was already too much, what with her oh, so
Prairie Avenue family and her oh, so important causes—that would
all change tonight. Hell, he gilded her every waking moment, what
with the brownstone in the city, the place in the country, the
boats, the horses, the club with all of the swells. No. He took his
pleasures, the forbidden pleasures she considered unclean, to the
Sisters Everleigh.

Now, there was a pair of women who knew what a man, a real man,
wanted. And, did they provide; oh, yes they did. Clean. No plump
farm girls, fresh from the cornfields. No, sir. If they were from
down home, the Sisters put them through training so as you would
never know anyhow. Hell, you would guess they all came from Paris
by the time the Sisters got through with them. Some of them
probably were from Paris at that.

No. No one woman on the side for him. Besides, most of the big
shots of the city passed through the lounges of the Everleigh Club,
so there you go, pleasure and business, business and pleasure, all
in one place.

He bought a round for everybody as was his departure custom at
Old 92, and waved to them all as he stepped out into Dearborn
Street and what he expected to be his night of complete liberation
from her.

####

 He may have first become aware of her at the stables. His
old man had rotted from the white lead and he was not about to
follow suit. Shoveling horse manure for the privileged and a
pittance was little better but there were the occasional times when
some filly, late to the hunt, needed help mounting her stallion.
She took to arriving later and later, when even the grooms had
headed down the path to join the coachmen at the beer garden.

At first, he must have figured her for just another one looking
to go slumming. He had provided that thrill to a few of them, at
their request, quick and rough in the hayloft. Some wanted the
seediness of his rooms or some flophouse off of the Levee. Those
would cover themselves in scarves and skirts and go through all
sorts of shenanigans with hansom cabs or even streetcars to mask
their arrivals and departures.

She was different.

She invited him to tea at The Palmer, even gave him money for a
nice suit and cab fare. He probably figured she meant for him to
maybe slip in the back way and make his way upstairs and do some
secret knock on the door of a room around the corner where she
would open and peer out and snatch him in.

Nope.

She told him to walk right up to the grand entrance on State
Street, not even the Ladies Entrance on Monroe. She told him to
tell Alfred, the doorman, he was to meet her by name in the piano
lounge for afternoon tea.

Which he did; he took tea with her: and three of her lady
friends.

After tea and scones, she excused the two of them and walked him
right up the grand staircase to a mezzanine suite; champagne, fresh
strawberries and fish eggs, were all chilled up on a side-cart next
to a four-poster draped in silk spreads and sheets.

Got so he and Alfred came to a first name basis; although he
used an alias and probably pretty much came to the conclusion that
so did Alfred.

He had been around the block a few times; when she put her
proposition in front of him, he would not have been much
surprised.

####

If you want someone killed in the city, let us say a city
official, you go see Lt. Timothy O’Brien at the 11th
Street Police Station. If you are intellectual enough to call
yourself an anarchist, nihilist or a socialist, and you want to
kill indiscriminately, Ida Miller will fix you up with the bomb to
throw. For most every other kind of killing, you go see Irish
Patrick in his saloon at 327 W. Division Street.

If you are a captain of industry, you do not go yourself nor do
you send your manservant, coachman or footman. You go to the band
shell in Lincoln Park with your family on a warm Sunday afternoon
carrying a recognizable first edition of say, a Stephen Crane or a
Henry James with apparent gibberish written on the bookmark. While
the crowd is milling around the flavored ices at the intermission,
you saunter up to a pleasant looking young woman spinning her
parasol. After a good-day, isn’t the Debussy delightful, she drops
her handkerchief and, as a gallant, you ask her to hold your book
while you stoop for the dainty silk. She hands you back your book,
sans bookmark, and smiles a sweet smile.

Later in the week, her parasol and frills long exchanged for the
sack and apron of the shop girl, she pours coffee for her stoop
shouldered elder known as The Romanian. He drinks the brew through
a sugar cube held between his teeth. From the first edition of say,
a Stephen Crane or a Henry James, he decodes the gibberish on the
bookmark into the name and address of the killing, makes a
determination as to who gets the business, Lt. Timothy O’Brien, Ida
Miller or Irish Patrick and decides the market price.

The Romanian must have been perplexed with this particular name
and address because her family was long the grease for the
political machine that ran the city. She was a leader in the
Women’s Christian Temperance Union, although that was almost a
fashion accessory these days for a woman of her social standing;
yet, her recent article for the Arbeiter Zeitung in defense of the
Wobblies? That most certainly confused the issue.

No doubt flummoxed, The Romanian decided to forego the usual
channels and instead had his daughter approach one of her
companions, a barmaid at the saloon of Polack Ben.

####

When there was no knock on the door in the small hours and the
sun had climbed all of the way up over the lake and passed the blue
and white stripped awnings, she allowed her maid into her suite of
rooms with the breakfast tray and the late morning edition of the
Tribune. A bombing at the melee of rival longshoremen and police at
the pier of the city had relegated the killing of her husband to
below the fold. Ten had been killed: six stevedores, two policemen
and two yet to be identified men. She knew immediately that her
paramour was one of those two unidentified bodies. What she did not
know, and probably never would, was whether she felt relieved that
she did not have to use her Browning designed .25 caliber Colt
purse-pocket, semi-automatic hand gun on a crazed lover who had
taken the life of her adoring and adored husband, or, whether she
felt regret in not having had a last kiss. 








Mannequins

Ana liked to watch. She would forego her midday meal hour every
Thursday and walk in her bandy-legged gait from the pharmacy two
blocks over and one block up to the Marshall Fields store on State
Street. A block of broken brick kept the door off of the alley open
for her. Up a back stairs, a packet of powders to salve the
headaches of old Alfred and she could slide onto a packing crate
and peek through a crack in the folding screen.

Babette was the blonde, the child of the streets. Mona was the
tall and dark, deadly to men in her evening dress. Georgette was
the spinster. Simone purred, the kitten wrapped around the legs of
man. Elaine was the star. She was not beautiful, her cheeks showed
the dappling of the pox, even under makeup, but her walk: the most
hardened buyer was seduced when she made her walk. The dresser,
Madam Rhys, called Elaine: Lilith.

Ana peeked and pondered as the mannequins pranced and posed in
the private showings of the latest fashion from Paris for the women
of the North Shore. No doubt she thought that even the most saggy
or wan of the matriarchs of the city became in their mind’s eye:
the rakish Babette in her Bohemian skirts and scarves; the svelte
Mona, the white of her gams flashing from a just naughty enough
parting of the hem.

Ana leaned forward on her packing crate when a gentleman
received the review of the mannequins. Most were rolls of fat with
blotchy faces of red and mustaches yellowed from tobacco. Some were
frail from consumption and coughed up red blood into white linen
handkerchiefs. But, a few, a few were tall and trim, the kind of
men Ana had seen sculling on the canal of Lincoln Park in their red
sporting tank tops, grey tights and jaunty black hats.

Perhaps she imagined being bought for by one of those men: a
footman would knock on the doors to her rooms; he would present her
with a hanging bag that would contain the cashmere of the kitten
Simone, or, better, the afternoon sporting suit tailored for
Elaine. Ana, no, she would be known as Lilith, Lilith would strut
by the other borders of Frau Hermann eating their potatoes around
the common table. Ana might look away after a polite nod to Frau
Hermann, or force a timid laugh at the silly jokes Herr Barr made
with his face and mask, or feign rapt attention as Madam Lurine
lectured them on the state of the labor movement in the city. Ana
might do this: but, Lilith, Lilith would nod down, just enough, to
them all and walk with a jaunty step to the awaiting coach that
would take her to him. Perhaps this afternoon she would accompany
him to the gaming rooms, forbidden to all but “those kinds of
women”, and she would be his luck; or, splendid in her sporting
suit, she might recline as his figurehead as he took the two of
them on a sail to their secret cove…

“Ana? Ana!”

“Alfred. Yes, Alfred.”

“Time, Ana. Time. Your meal hour is over. You must not be late,
Ana. Here, let me help.”

Alfred helped Ana lift one and then the other of her bowed legs
off of her perch on the crate.

“Yes, Alfred. I must always be on time for Herr Wolfsheim.”

Herr Wolfsheim, the proprietor of the pharmacy, was not always
kind in his words to Ana. He demanded “punctuality, punctuality,
punctuality” and a simple, sack dress; and an apron: cleaned and
pressed at all times.

“What if I spill a powder?”

“Two, three, four, I do not care how many aprons you must bring,
meine kleine shnuk, but you must always wear a cleaned and pressed
apron.”

Ana received a full hour for her midday meal and a ten-minute
break precisely at ten o’clock in the morning for coffee and a roll
and a ten-minute break precisely at five in the afternoon for tea
and a small cake: coffee, roll, tea and cake provided by Frau
Wolfsheim. Herr Wolfsheim expected Ana to be at the shop precisely
one hour before he opened his doors at eight o’clock each morning
and to remain for precisely one hour after he closed his doors at
eight in the evening. Ana received the first and third Sunday
free.

After months of employment, never once being late or unclean,
Herr Wolfsheim surprised Ana:

“Do you know your figures?”

“My figures?”

“Yes, your figures, Fraulein, your numbers. Can you add and
subtract?”

“Those figures. Yes. Oh, yes. My father, may the Blessed Virgin
pray for the soul of my father and my mother, my father made me
learn, my, my figures.”

“You are neat and clean. You are prompt and precise. You will
help me with my ledgers, but only the accounts receivable. You will
receive this much more in pay.”

Ana looked at the figure on the slip of paper Herr Wolfsheim had
handed her and nodded her head. With the extra pennies she added
up, for she was good at figures as she had said, she could make her
first and third Sundays a little more festive; perhaps she could
buy a flavored ice by the band shell in Lincoln Park. Or, she might
buy more powders on Thursdays for the headaches of old Alfred.

These wondrous thoughts were no doubt in her head on her walk
down Clark Street to her rooms after the closing of the shop when
she realized that the young man she had noticed once or twice
standing across the street and around the corner from the pharmacy
was now walking in the same direction she was walking. She hurried
her steps and he hurried his. When she was about to cross 12th
Street, just four blocks from her rooms, he caught up with her and
touched her elbow.

“Please, please, I want to just say hello. Please.”

His accent was thick but he pronounced his words with
precision.

There were many other people on the corner. Perhaps that was why
Ana did not feel afraid of him: she was afraid to be late for the
common evening meal at her rooms.

“Please. Please.”

He took off his hat. His hair was cropped short and neat. He was
tall, with the trim of an athlete or perhaps a military man.

“Please. I want to just say hello now and ask you to meet me on
the morrow for the midday meal?”

Tomorrow was Thursday; the day Ana watched the mannequins.

“Tomorrow. Tomorrow is Thursday, I cannot.”

“Yes. Of course, of course, tomorrow is Thursday, but please: I
will pay. Please to have the midday meal with me tomorrow?”

“I, I, yes, pleased to have the midday meal with you tomorrow.
Yes.”

Ana stood and watched as the young man replaced his hat, showed
a slight bow to her and made an about face in a most military
manner. The crowd moved her and she crossed 12th Street and
continued her way to her rooms and the evening meal.

“Pass the potatoes, please, Ana. Ana? Are you all right?”

“Yes, yes, fine, Frau Hermann. Here. Fine. The potatoes. Yes, I
am fine.”

“Eat then Madchen, eat.”

“Yes, Frau Hermann.”

Sleep did not come to Ana. Her morning coffee, roll and cheese
sat still on the tray on the little folding table Frau Hermann put
in front of the room of each her borders.

“My borders all work. The women and girls, clean work: the
shops, in service, appropriate work. The men and boys, hard work:
the docks, the factories, honest work. The rent is paid. The
evening meal is together. Church is attended. Some are up early to
make their daily absolutions. This is a proper house.”

On her way to the pharmacy, Ana looked over her shoulder, across
the street and up ahead to the next corner but did not see “my
young man” as he had taken to calling him during her restless night
in bed.

“Good morning, Ana.”

“Good morning, Ana. Ana?”

Yes, yes, good morning, Frau Wolfsheim. Good morning Herr
Wolfsheim.”

“And?”

“And? Oh, yes, The widow Frau Hermann sends her greetings.”

“And?’

“Oh! Oh, I have forgotten her envelope for you!”

“Yes?”

“Midday meal. I will go back and… Oh, no! I cannot today, I…
“

“What? No?”

“Today, I have midday meal with… I, I… “

“Yes?”

“I cannot today, I… “

“Ana, we must have the envelope from the widow Frau Hermann,
today. At midday meal today, you will go and bring us the envelope.
Now, to work, to work.”

 “Yes, Herr Wolfsheim, yes.”

With her head down, although she had not seen “my young man”,
Ana left the shop at her appointed hour for the midday meal. She
proceeded south on Clark Street toward her boarding house. About a
block down, he caught up with her and touched her elbow.

“Please, please. You are to midday meal with me? Yes?”

“I, I. What is your name?”

“Rudolph, Ana, my name is Rudolph, Rudolph, um, Schmidt, Rudolph
Schmidt. But, you may call me Rudi.”

“I, I, Herr Schmidt, I must pick up an envelope from Frau
Hermann and return to the pharmacy, immediately.”

“Ana, I walk with you, please?”

“Yes. Yes. Let us walk together.”

Rudi kept his hat in his hand the entire walk to her rooms.

“I will wait across the street. Over there, by the newspaper
stand.”

Frau Hermann, as she was prone to do, was seated at her window
just behind the curtain. She met Ana at the door.

“Oh, Frau Hermann, the envelope for Herr Wolfsheim? I
forgot.”

“Is that Schnaubelt?”

“What? Who?”

”Schnaubelt.”

Schmidt had put on his hat and was looking at the two boys
playing catch up the next street. Ana did not answer but bowed to
Frau Hermann who stayed on the stoop, arms crossed. Schmidt kept
his head turned toward the boys and his left hand on his hat.

“I know no one named Schnaubelt. Oh, him? That is Schmidt, Herr
Schmidt.”

“Schmidt? How do you know this, this Schmidt?”

“From the pharmacy, he… “

“Does Wolfsheim know him as Schmidt?”

“Yes. No. But, he is new, a new customer. I do not know if Herr
Wolfsheim has met Herr Schmidt, I… “

“There will be no men coming into your rooms, Fraulein, no men.
I keep a proper house. This is not the Levee.”

“Oh, no. Frau Hermann, no men. He is just, just a friend. I only
just, he… “

“I will get the envelope for Herr Wolfsheim… “

Schmidt kept his left hand on his hat until they were two blocks
away and stayed around the corner while Ana delivered the envelope
to Herr Wolfsheim.

“Please. Please. Now we have the meal?”

“But, there is not much time, not much time.”

Each day of that week and the next, Herr Schmidt arranged to
meet Ana around the corner from the pharmacy and each day he took
her to midday meal, simple meals, often just a potato dumpling or a
schnitzel and slaw from a street vendor, a different street vendor
each meal.

“To show you different corners of your city, Ana.”

“Yes, Rudolph, that is very nice for me to see different corners
of the city.”

Each day after work that week and the next, Ana returned to her
rooms and shared her evening meal and began to hold her head up
with a polite nod to Frau Hermann, to laugh at the silly jokes Herr
Barr made with his face and mask, and to try, but, alas, without
much success, to try and understand the state of the labor movement
in the city from Madam Lurine.

Safe in her room after the evening meal on Saturday, Ana
clutched the little cross on the simple chain that “my Rudi” had
given her with a promise to take her to the band shell in Lincoln
Park for the Sunday afternoon concert and an outing in a canal
boat. Ana said she would bring the picnic basket.

“Yes, Ana, a picnic basket, that would be perfect. Please, her
is a list of powders to bring for me on Sunday, from your pharmacy.
You can put them in the picnic basket for me.”

“Powders, Rudi?”

“Yes, Ana, your pharmacy has the powders on this list.”

Ana looked at the list and nodded, all of the powders were
available from her pharmacy. The large number of grams of each was
perhaps somewhat curious to her, she probably knew of no connection
between the various powders and common maladies.

“Rudi, what of these powders? How are you ill?”

“Oh, Ana, please to just take the powders for me, for your
Rudi.”

Ana added the price per gram of each powder; she knew her
figures.

“Five dollars and four cents, Rudi.”

“Please?”

Ana put out her hand, cupped to receive the money.

“They must cost five dollars and four cents.”

 “Ach, you silly, just take the powders, Wolfsheim will
never know they are missing.”

“Rudolph. Why are you raising your voice? I cannot just take the
powders, that would be, that would not be correct. Herr Wolfsheim
trusts me.”

“Ach, the Jew, what does he pay you Ana?”

“Herr Schmidt! Why do you say such things?”

“Ah, my Ana, let us have our midday meal now, please? Please to
have our midday meal. I have something for you. Here, this is a
cross my mother gave to me. She gave me the cross to share with,
with a friend, a special friend such as you Ana. We are special
friends, yes, Ana?”

“Yes, yes of course, Rudi.”

“Here, here let me put the cross around your neck. There, let me
tuck the cross into your blouse? Please? There. Please, you can
just bring the powders in your picnic basket, my Ana, yes? My
special Ana… “

That night, safe in her rooms for the night, the thought of the
powders in the picnic basket under her bed for “my Rudi who called
me his special Ana” made her remember, remember for the first time
that she had missed her Thursday chance to see the mannequins.

“Oh, poor Alfred. What of his headaches?”

Ana made a note to make a special trip to “my very own footman”
to give Alfred an extra supply of headache powders and finally fell
off into sleep.

While they strolled the banks of the canal down from the band
shell in Lincoln Park, the picnic basket hooked over her left arm,
and her right arm hooked around “my Rudi who called me his special
Ana” Ana was obviously delighted, to anyone who might be observing
them, as she pointed out: some ladies in bustled skirts and
corseted bodices spinning their parasols, men accompanying them
with their top hats and walking canes, the little girl sitting on
the bank of the canal looking down at her collection of flowers,
four rowers dressed in white on the canal in their racing shell,
the black dog with the long tail who had gotten into the picnic
lunch…

“Oh, look, Rudi, she has a little monkey on a leash. Over
there.”

Rudi did not look. Rudi did not look at anything Ana pointed
out. He only looked at the policeman walking parallel to their
stroll and further up the bank of the canal and out of the frame of
the many, many points in the painting Ana was describing.

“Please, please to hand me the picnic basket. Now!”

“Rudi? Yes, here, take the picnic basket. I paid the five
dollars and four cents for your powders. Oh, we are having such a
nice day; we can talk about the money later… Oh, Rudi, look, look,
with that young man, the young man in the red sporting tank top,
grey tights and jaunty black hat: Georgette! No, that should be
Elaine. That should be Lilith not Georgette! Oh!”

Rudi freed his arm of the arm of Ana.

“You paid? Why did you pay? There is a record for the
powders?”

“Rudi, do not talk to me that way, Rudi, what are you saying, my
Rudi… ”

“Here, we must walk this way now, back this way, through those
shrubs.”

Rudi grabbed her arm.

“You stupid cow.”

“Oh, my Rudi, that hurts. What are you saying? Why are you
calling me that?”

“You stupid, stupid, cow.”

Rudolph Schnaubelt let go of her arm and shoved her away as he
ran. She fell, tears running down her cheeks as she looked to “my
Rudi” then to the policeman advancing on her fallen body, his
nickel plated manacles at the ready, and then to Georgette, the
spinster, with her young man in his red sporting tank top, grey
tights and jaunty black hat:

“No. No. Not Georgette. Not Georgette. Lilith. You should be
Lilith.”

 

 








Press

The man was splayed in the gutter of Dearborn Street, outside of
Old 92. Blood was a blackened piping on the heart of his tuxedo
shirt and a caked aureole around the bullet hole above his right
ear. A few night owls stood in a huddle, herded across the street
to the entrance of the car barn.

“Probably dead before he hit the street”, said Patrolman J.A.
Brooks.

“Which means?” said Patrolman Henry Potts.

“He was meant to be killed.”

“Check his pockets.”

“Wallet”.

Brooks positioned his body to cover his handy work from the
night owls.

“Plenty,” whispered Brooks.

“Easy. Leave some,” whispered Potts.

“Gotcha’.”

“Is that who we think he is?” hooted someone from across the
street.

“Now folks, just stay over there. We know your answer: no one
knows nothing. You can move along. Move along now.”

The two patrolmen faced the few and waved them along.

“Move along now, folks.”

“I will call in”, said Patrolman Brooks.

“Hold on. Just a minute,” said Potts.

“What?”

“Just let them walk”, whispered Potts, “OK, watcha’ got, how
much?”

“You think I wouldn’t split?”

Potts looked at Brooks.

“OK, OK, but let’s get away from the gaslight. Over here”, said
Brooks.

“Jesus, Mary and Joseph, that is a roll.”

“Mostly fins and sawbucks? What the hell?”

“Not so loud,” said Potts, “for the twists at the
Everleigh.”

“Huh?”

“He was a regular. You left some in his wallet, right?”

“Yeah, yeah. Here,” said Brooks.

“OK, now go call in and I’ll watch the stiff.”

 

Lt. Timothy O’Brien, of the 11th Street Police
Station, arrived at the scene about a half an hour later, several
minutes after Stanislaw Mierzko, crime beat reporter for the
Tribune, and Jack Shannon, photographer.

“Now, Jack, we will want all your shots, and have some respect
for what you print,” said Lt. O’Brien.

“The light is no good for awhile anyway, boss,” said Shannon,
“we need a little dawn, the flash powders are OK, but to get him in
place I will have to handle the camera and cannot do that with the
flash powders, need the tripod for them.”

“Come here Meyer,” said Lt. O’Brien, and pulled on the sleeve of
Stanislaw Mierzko, who was known as Stan Meyer in the trade. Meyer
did not respond.

“Listen, now, Meyer, we want this to be slid for a day or two
until we figure things,” said O’Brien.

Meyer did not answer.

“You know who that is, yes?” said O’Brien.

“Yes. One of yours,” said Meyer.

O’Brien brought his hand up to slap Meyer but pulled back,
“Slide it,” he said and reached out his hand palm up, “give me what
you have so far.”

Meyer shrugged and showed both of his hands palms up.

O’Brien stared at Meyer for a few seconds, “OK, but you know I
will call your desk.”

“Uh, huh.”

O’Brien yelled past Meyer, “Now, Jack, you get me those shots,
yes?”

“Probably another hour or so before the light is good enough,
boss.”

Two daft horses pulling the Black Wagon rounded the corner. The
horses in the car barn neighed to their comrades in harness.

“Potts, stay with the body, I will be back in about an hour.
Brooks, you come with me,” said Lt. O’Brien and yanked Patrolman
J.A. Brooks up Dearborn and around the corner from the gathering
about the corpse of Calvin Wheeler, President of the First National
Bank.

“Got it, Jack?” said Meyer.

“Got it boss,” said Shannon.

Shannon set up his tripod and flash powder holders; the men from
the Black Wagon set up their equipment.

 

Meyer walked south on Dearborn to 22nd Street and one
block over, crossed State Street, and settled onto his stool at the
saloon of Polack Ben under the L-train tracks. The barmaid put a
double shot of whiskey in a highball glass and a mug of beer in
front of him, each on their own coaster. She held out her arm to
the empty saloon and took a deep breath, raising her black silk
covered bodice to him. He smiled and made a grinding motion with
his left hand. From under the bar, she unstrung a clump of
telephone cord, placed the black base and handset in front of him
and got down on her hands and knees in the far corner with one end
of the telephone cord.

She stuck her rump up and swayed a little and said over her
shoulder, “Plug it?”

“Uh, huh,” he said, and plugged his end of the cord into the
black base.

Meyer cranked the handle on the black base and flicked his
fingers at the barmaid. She feigned a pout. He connected and
chatted up the operator. The barmaid pouted more. Meyer flicked his
fingers again and she sashayed through the ruffled black curtain
into the back room.

“Cyrus? This is Meyer. Ready? Murder at Midnight. Calvin
Wheeler, President, First National Bank, shot dead, execution
style, in gutter outside Old 92, Levee District. One bullet to the
heart, second bullet into the right temple, both .38 caliber
handgun. Patrolmen J.A. Brooks and Henry Potts first on scene. Lt.
Timothy O’Brien, of the 11th Street Station in charge.
Robbery not a motive.

“How do I know, Cyrus? His wallet had a few bills left, which
means Brooks and Potts lifted his… What? Of course, Wheeler, Calvin
Wheeler. A few bills. You got it now, Cyrus? Wheeler was on his way
to the Everleigh Club. So, where was his roll of fives and tens?
Right. Up to you, Cyrus. Expect a call, no, my guess, a visit from
O’Brien within the hour. Again, up to you Cyrus. Yes, Jack got
them. Probably ready in an hour, maybe two. Yes. Way too late for
the early, I know. Uh, huh. Late morning edition, or later special
even? Full spread, above the fold, I would think? Uh, huh. The
elections. Right. Again, your call. Of course, on it. Out.”

The barmaid came out of the back room on cue. Meyer knocked back
the whiskey in two throws and took a sip of his beer.

“Salt?” she said.

“Sure,” he said.

He shook a little salt into his left hand and flicked the salt
with the fingers of his right hand into the beer.

“What do you know?” he said.

“I know I deliver,” she said.

Meyer tapped the bar with two fingers of his left hand and put a
dollar bill on the counter next to his empty highball glass. She
left the bill untouched and poured two fingers of whiskey, smiled,
and poured two more into his highball glass. She watched him while
he knocked back the whiskey in two throws and took a pull on the
beer.

“Uh, huh,” he said, and wiped the beer foam from his lips with
the back of his right hand and licked his first finger.

He put a ten-dollar bill next to his half empty beer mug. With a
theatrical flair, she put the ten-dollar bill in between her
breasts, pushed together and up by her black silk bodice, and
leaned across the bar close enough for him to hear her whispers and
to smell her if he chose to: he chose to.

 

The last train had long ago departed and the morning runs had
yet to start. By the time Meyer got to the IC tracks, he realized
the red glow he was seeing further north was not some refraction of
the coming morning sun, but fire. Still tipsy from the whiskey and
her aromas, he broke into a run but stumbled onto the railroad
ties, breaking his fall with his left hand.

“Damn,” he said, brushing the dust from his pants.

“Damn,” he said and crossed himself.

Blood oozed from a deep gash on the palm of his left hand, in
the fleshy part under the thumb. He took out his flask from his
inside suit jacket pocket and poured whiskey on the wound.

“Damn.”

He wrapped the wound with his suit pocket square. Her aroma
mingled with the smell of salt and his blood. Blood dripped onto
the side of his suit coat and onto his pants.

“Damn.”

He stopped running but kept up a good pace toward the city piers
and the fire.

 

Meyer had seen dead bodies: shot, knifed, hacked and burned; he
had seen severed body parts: he stopped, fell to his knees and
retched.

“Whiskey, too much whiskey.”

He wiped the back of his left hand across his lips. Vomit added
to the smell of salt, his blood and her aroma; the scents were
overpowered by the smell of burning flesh.

“Over here, Meyer,” yelled Jack Shannon, “over here.”

Meyer saw his photographer through the smoke and half crawled
toward him. Shannon did not help him to his feet.

“Cyrus wants this above the fold, Wheeler is dropped below,”
said Shannon.

“What do you know?” said Meyer.

“Meeks got this one. He is somewhere over there,” said
Shannon.

“What do you know, Jack,” said Meyer.

“The Knights and the Federation squared off against each other
over who was going to unload this morning, with the coppers in the
middle. Some pushing and shoving but nothing no one had not seen
before. Then, BOOM. Someone threw a bomb.”

“Who?”

“Who knows?

 “But, who?”

“Who cares? O’Brien will round them all up, anarchists,
nihilists, socialists, whatever they call themselves. Hell, he will
bring in every shop girl from the schnitzel neighborhoods.
Elections,” said Shannon. “Stan, the Knights and the Federation say
they don’t know anything and I believe them. Meeks has the story.
You better talk to Meeks. When he couldn’t get a hold of you, Cyrus
gave the story to Meeks, Stan. Meeks is over there.”

Jonathan Meeks was huddled with Captain Robbie Keene of the Fire
Department and Police Sergeant David Leary of the 11th
Street Station.

“Meyer, I got this one,” said Meeks.

Meyer did not reply to Meeks.

“Captain Keene?” asked Meyer, ignoring Leary as well.

“Was telling the lads here, the bomb was most likely made up
from powders from an apothecary. The anarchists use them in their
bombs. Simple to make, easy to throw. What has me puzzled is the
fire. Look, lads, I got to get this thing under control or we will
lose the warehouses for sure.”

 

Meyer left the story in the flames and smoke of the piers of the
city and walked out and across Michigan Avenue toward the Rush
Street Bridge and his payoff at her brownstone on Lake Shore Drive.
A few blocks across the bridge he looked at the dust and blood on
his suit jacket and pants; his left hand throbbed under his pocket
square bandage; he smelled of smoke and needed a shave: he detoured
to The Drake.

“Johnson,” said Meyer.

“Mierzko”, replied the doorman, the purple black hue of his pate
splendid against the deep maroon of his uniform.

Meyer palmed Johnson a fin and received a key in return.

 

Room 515 was a suite with a balcony that looked north up the
lake. After his shower and shave Meyer put on the new underwear,
shirt, tie and socks the valet had brought up. The left hand of
Meyer was cracked with salt and dried blood. His suit was still
being cleaned and pressed and his shoes shined. He put on the
courtesy robe of white terry and tugged the robe closed with the
deep maroon sash. He lighted a cigarette and sat out on the balcony
and drank the rest of his room service coffee. A Mackinaw schooner
was flying south, wing-and-wing, low in the water.

“She must have had a good haul up north,” he said to no one in
particular.

 

Meyer took his time walking over to her brownstone on North Lake
Shore Drive. Perhaps he thought about waking up to late breakfasts
with her, Sunday afternoons by the band shell in Lincoln Park,
black tie operas in the box (third level up, stage right?), gallery
openings, the boat and the horses. Perhaps he thought of just
taking her money, some now, some every so often. He might have
thought of having both her and her money. Who knows what he had
decided when he walked up the stone steps and clanged the gargoyle
knocker on the big oaken door.

KNOCK.

She heard the clang of the gargoyle knocker.

KNOCK.

“No. No. He is dead,” she said. She grabbed her handbag and
rushed to the landing over the foyer.

“A man,” called up her maid, “I cannot tell who. The sun, he is
darkened by the glare of the sun. A big man.”

KNOCK. KNOCK. KNOCK. KNOCK. KNOCK.

“Go back. Go back to your suite. I will answer,” she called down
to her maid.

She clutched her handbag against her side and stumbled down the
stairs. She opened the door and blindly put five quick shots into
his chest from the Browning designed .25 caliber Colt pocket-purse
semi-automatic handgun.

 

If there is a crystalline of clarity when we embrace our last
moments on this side of things, his was no doubt occluded by her
scream:

“You are not dead!”
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