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It was 1939, two years before Pearl Harbor catapulted America into WWII, when a young
soldier vanished at an Upstate New York reservoir.Forty-six years later, private eye Woody
Meacham, as the request of his ailing stepfather, investigates the disappearance of distant
cousin Tommy Dwyer, only to be thwarted by a powerful, megalomaniacal industrialist who
sees himself as a political kingmaker in the tradition of JFK’s father.Meacham’s life is
threatened as he uncovers evidence of Dwyer’s secret activities leading up to the war. Was
Dwyer a clandestine agent or a traitor in league with German saboteurs intent on blowing up
U.S. munitions factories and supply ships headed to Europe?A mysterious, auburn-haired
beauty complicates Meacham’s love life and his inquiry. As he digs into old census records, he
discovers her own, long-buried family secrets that may link her to the Dwyer clan. When
Meacham gets close to discovering Dwyer’s fate, people around him start dying.

“A gorgeously written tale as lush and romantic as it is ferocious. Absolutely spellbinding.”
 �Alexandra Bracken, NEW YORK TIMES bestselling author, on A COURT OF THORNS AND
ROSES“Simply dazzles. . . . the clamor for a sequel will be deafening. . . . Maas' Throne of
Glass series has been a smash hit. . . this new series is primed to follow in its footsteps.”
 �starred review, Booklist on A COURT OF THORNS AND ROSES“Sarah J. Maas delivers what
may be her best work to date. . . . Enchanting, spellbinding and imaginative. . . . The world-
building is stellar, as only Maas can imagine it.”  �USA Today on A COURT OF THORNS AND
ROSES“Suspense, romance, intrigue and action. This is not a book to be missed!”  �The
Huffington Post on A COURT OF THORNS AND ROSES“The sexual tension and deadly
action are well-supported by Maas' expertly drawn, multidimensional characters and their
nuanced interpersonal dynamics. . . . Sexy and romantic.”  �Kirkus Reviews on A COURT OF
THORNS AND ROSES“A dazzling world, complex characters and sizzling romance.”  �Top Pick,
RT Book Reviews on A COURT OF THORNS AND ROSES“A well-developed world. . . .
[Feyre's] grit and boundless loyalty demand that her foes--and readers--sit up and pay
attention.”  �Publishers Weekly on A COURT OF THORNS AND ROSEAbout the AuthorSARAH
J. MAAS is the author of the New York Times bestselling Throne of Glass series: Throne of
Glass, Crown of Midnight, and Heir of Fire, and the series' prequel, The Assassin's Blade; as
well as the New York Times bestselling A Court of Thorns and Roses. A New York native,
Sarah currently lives in Pennsylvania with her husband and dog.worldofsarahjmaas.com/
facebook.com/throneofglass@SJMaasFrom School Library JournalGr 10 Up—Maas continues
to uphold her reputation for building alluring and breathtaking worlds and creating characters
who feel so real they could walk off the pages of the book. In this volume, which picks up
where A Court of Thorns and Roses left off, Feyre is engaged to Tamlin, the High Lord of the
Spring Court, whose kingdom she went to great lengths to save under the mountain. The
Spring Court is grateful for the sacrifices she made, but Tamlin is all too happy to lock Feyre up
in his castle and protect her from the many dangers of his world. Struggling with her own
depression, Feyre sets her needs aside to make Tamlin happy, but when his overbearing
tendencies go too far, Feyre nearly breaks. She is rescued by Rhysand, the feared High Lord of
the Night Court, with whom she struck a deal and to whom she has been bonded ever since in
ways she can't explain. He shows her a new life and, with the assistance of his Fae friends,
helps Feyre learn to control her newfound powers and tap into the strength she forgot she had,



which may just be the key to saving Prythian from the evil King of Hybern. The sensuous
romance that develops between Feyre and Rhysand will take readers on a whirlwind so fun
and addicting they won't be able to put it down until the very end. Peppered with titillating
scenes, the love story evolves in ways that may frustrate some readers, but remains true to
real life. VERDICT A must-have where the author's previous works are popular.—Candyce
Pruitt-Goddard, Sno-Isle Libraries, Marysville, WA --This text refers to an out of print or
unavailable edition of this title.Read more
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SonChapter Sixty: Is It Live Or Is It Memorex?Chapter Sixty-One: Mother And
DaughterChapter Sixty-Two: Jailhouse TalkChapter Sixty-Three: The
MedalEpiloguePrologueBoy WonderWhen Billy Meacham, Jr. died on the 1st of June in 1985,
Parlor City let out a collective groan that echoed through all the precincts of the town and
beyond. For several days after he was buried in the family plot at the cemetery on the edge of
town, the sadness could be seen in the faces, and in the hunched shoulders, of the residents,
not just the older ones who were his contemporaries but others who had heard about his
achievements as a member of the police department. For those who did not know him in his
heyday or remember all of his exploits, the local newspapers and television stations told and
retold the story of his legendary, crime-fighting career.Eulogies were delivered by his stepson
and Capt. John Patrick Fogarty, Billy’s lifelong friend, confidante and partner for most of the
sensational crime and murder investigations that rocked the city in the 1950s. Dignitaries from
across the state showed up to pay their respects as did contingents from various police forces
within a wide radius. Even a few FBI agents paid tribute to the man who had earned their
respect.Hardly anyone would question that this esteemed detective, then later police chief, had
brought distinction to and instilled pride in this normally sleepy village along the Muscat River
that few outside the area had ever heard of or passed through.Early on, as a rookie cop, Billy
Meacham, Jr. struggled with self-doubt and it showed. But when he solved his first murder,
people took notice and the accolades poured in. He was touted as a modern-day Wyatt Earp,
the reincarnation of Eliot Ness, in a town that heretofore had no notion that it was thirsting for a
hero. After his second big case, when he toppled a corrupt mayor and then an equally
mendacious former governor, some of the elders, overcome with pride and emotion, actually
wanted to build a statue in the town square to honor him in perpetuity. Perhaps, the culminating
event of his storied career was when he outfoxed and then entrapped the notorious grifter
Winston Siebert III, sitting on a train and about to slip away again, that cemented his almost
mythical status.Naturally, there were those who did not mourn his passing but they represented
the detritus of society, many of them still in prison after their fateful encounters with the “boy
wonder,” a moniker that still lived on in Parlor City among those who had either heard of or
actually seen Billy Meacham, Jr. in action.The years and the “cancer sticks,” as Billy called the
Camel cigarettes that he gave up and took back over the years, finally caught up with him. It
was one foe against whom he had no power.No man with a conscience and the ability to reflect
honestly on his life goes to his grave without some regrets and Billy Meacham, Jr. was no
different. He pondered those regrets and other shortcomings, as he lay on his death bed,
including a promise he had made to his father years earlier but had never fulfilled.A few days
before he died, Billy summoned his stepson, Woody Meacham, to his bedside. Woody had
followed his stepfather onto the Parlor City police force but after a decade felt stymied by the
increasingly bureaucratic and suffocating structure that seemed to reward process and protocol
over results. It had been only a few months since he opened his own private detective agency.
Meacham Investigations – Discreet Inquiries was the name on the door and on his business
card. The name itself was enough to bring him business the very day that the sign went up on
his two-room office only a few blocks from the police station.“I like your motto, Woody,” Billy
said, his voice raspy and weak. An oxygen mask laid on the other side of the bed and Woody
noticed that Billy fondled it with his left hand, as it to assure himself that it was at the ready.
“Discretion was never a description that applied to me, kid, you can be sure of that. But then, I
was from the old rough and tumble school like my dad,” Billy added, looking briefly toward the
wall before turning back.“Chasing after that Brewster girl again?” Billy asked. Woody shook his
head affirmatively and pursed his lips. “Don’t let it get you down, son. You’ve gotta establish



yourself and that takes time. Don’t be too proud for taking the easy money when you’re doing
your job. The big cases will come when you least expect them. They certainly did for me.”It was
classic Billy and it made Woody smile. He knew Billy wasn’t fishing for compliments or looking
to be praised. In fact, his stepfather had become humble over the years, especially after the
Parlor Harbor case of 1967 when Woody, just out of school, had been wrongly accused of
murdering a Thorndyke College classmate in the lakeside village where the Meacham family
had a summer cottage. Out of his jurisdiction and beholden to a recalcitrant and vindictive
sheriff, Billy had not only exonerated Woody but also tracked down the killer, quite ironically a
long-time nemesis of the Meacham family.“Speaking of my father,” Billy began again, “He left
me a file that has been gathering dust in the attic. It has been on my mind of late so I had
Gwen bring it down the other day. I think you will find it interesting reading. I’ve neglected my
duty on this one so you’ll have to let me know what you think can be done. You’re a Meacham
now, the last of us.”Woody had heard the stories of the equally renowned Billy Meacham, Sr.
and his ears perked up. WWI hero, intrepid local cop and later head of Governor Stewart
Traber’s security detail before he was dismissed for refusing to facilitate the boss’ frequent late
night trysts. That singular defiance, it was widely believed, cost Billy’s father the police chief’s
job that had been promised him more than once. His moral rectitude also earned him the life-
long enmity of the vacuous Traber and the political operative who had propped up the
governor’s career, Parlor City mayor Adelbert Wattle. What a delicious irony it was when Billy
the younger brought down these two venal, scheming politicos when they became entwined in
a monumental financial scam that received national attention, further burnishing the reputation
of the “boy wonder.”Woody thought the file might be related to the Traber and Wattle scandal
dating back to the 50s but didn’t ask, as he watched Billy place the oxygen mask over his
mouth and nose. He waved Woody off with his right hand and a thumbs up sign but then pulled
off the mask when Woody was at the door and said, “There’ve been some interesting
developments in recent years which aren’t in the file. I’ll bring you up to speed when you get
back in town.”By any physical measure, Woody Meacham had made it to early middle age in
remarkably good shape. He was almost as trim and fit as when he left the Army over a decade
earlier. He was not a smoker and seldom imbibed to excess, avoiding the stealthy ravages of
those two addictive habits.His sandy brown hair was darker now but still cut short in what was
known in his youth as the “Princeton style.” It was still thick with perhaps a scant widow’s peak.
Billy used to joke that by Woody’s age, his hair had begun it’s inevitable retreat, marching
inexorably past the 50-yard line.Someone had remarked to Woody’s mother that he looked like
the actor George Peppard, someone he recognized only because he was once infatuated with
his blonde co-star, Carroll Baker, in the movie The Carpetbaggers. Gwen Meacham insisted
that a more apt comparison was the actor Glenn Ford. In fact, in terms of looks and demeanor,
one might make a case for either actor. Both were known for being laconic and for their placid,
unflappable styles. When they smiled, it was tight and controlled, almost a reluctant
acknowledgement that something struck them as amusing or interesting. Woody wondered if in
real life the two actors, like him, kept their emotions under lock and key.Woody flew to
California the morning after his meeting with Billy. At the last minute, he tossed his stepfather’s
file in his briefcase.It wasn’t the first time that Adelaide Brewster had run off but this time her
parents acted more embarrassed than frightened for her safety. The Brewsters were a
prominent Parlor City family who could document their heritage back to the Plymouth Colony.
The father served on the board of the Mayflower Society while the wife was current
chairwoman of the local D.A.R. chapter. The Brewster image had never been a secondary
consideration to any generation for over 400 years.It wasn’t difficult to track the girl to the



O’Farrell Theatre in San Francisco. Before leaving Parlor City, Woody had greased the palm of
a local boy who had received a postcard from her. It would not be welcome news to the family if
she was indeed working there. Despite the respectful-sounding name, Woody discovered that
the Mitchell brothers ran the theatre as an adult emporium, having first started out by showing
pornographic movies but eventually moving on to shows with live sex acts that invited contact
between the audience and the performers. The gonzo journalist Hunter Thompson frequented
the place and christened it the “Carnegie Hall of public sex in America.”When Woody arrived at
the theatre, on the edge of the city’s infamous “tenderloin district,” he learned that the Brewster
girl had decamped to Southern California, her last paycheck forwarded to an address in Los
Angeles. He found her in Hollywood, where she was living in a pink stucco two-story walk-up
just off Sunset Blvd. with two other naïve ingénues. It would not be a pleasant
encounter.Adelaide Brewster had bleached her hair with a healthy dose of peroxide and it’s
lemony shade caused Woody to suppress a smile when she opened the door. She had
physically blossomed beyond her chronological age but her brain was still in the germinal
stage, along with her squeaky voice.She quickly informed him that her stage name was Trish
De La Mare and she would shortly be auditioning for movies but refused Woody’s request to
name any. “I see. So, you’ve left off doing live shows in Frisco and moved on to motion pictures
in tinsel town,” Woody said. Adelaide sneered and stuck a cigarette between ruby red, pouting
lips. “You are thorough, aren’t you? Guess you’ll report all the sordid details to Mummy and
Daddy.” Woody shook his head and said, “You can believe what you want but all I will tell them
is that I found you safe and sound in Los Angeles – unless you agree to fly back with me and
tell them yourself.”“What is their goddam problem? I’m 19 and they no longer have control. If
they want to send money, fine. But make sure you tell them I’m not coming back any time soon.
They can lie to their country club highbrows and say that I’m in acting school out here. Better
yet, I’m enrolled at Pepperdine up in Malibu. That’ll sound impressive.”It was futile but, for the
record, Woody tried once more to convince her to return with him to Parlor City, even invoking
the name of her miniature dachshund, Rip. Before he left, and as instructed, he handed her a
thick, sealed envelope. She looked at it and laughed scornfully. They both knew it was not a
heart-felt plea to return home. If it was stuffed with cash, as both expected, then the message
had been delivered. Stay away, don’t embarrass the family and the money will keep
flowing.When Woody left her, he felt cheap and used. He had been truthful in saying that he
would not be telling his client any of the salacious details he had uncovered. He didn’t see
where there were any winners and was determined not to abet either side. Billy had advised
him to give it time but Woody couldn’t help question if he had left the police force too
hastily.Woody called the Brewsters to inform them that their daughter was safe in Los Angeles,
hoping to break into movies. When Adelaide’s mother heard that her daughter had taken a
stage name, she couldn’t hide her relief.When Woodrow Braun the elder died in 1957, he left
his 12-year-old grandson a considerable trust with the grand hope that he would thrive and
procreate under the family name. The grandfather liked to boast of his Teutonic heritage but
was the first member of the clan to shorten the name to Braun from Von Braun, a venerated
family in Stuttgart, Germany. Had he known that Billy Meacham would marry his widowed
daughter-in-law and that his young grandson would eagerly agree not only to an adoption but
also to a name change, he would have leapt from his grave and revoked his will.It wasn’t until
he graduated from Thorndyke College that Woody Meacham learned of the trust fund that
would allow him to live in comfort if not in splendor. His first reaction was that he wanted none
of what he considered tainted money but Gwen and Billy eventually convinced him that one
day he might do good because of it.Well, it had allowed him to set up his private detective



agency and survive with a limited clientele. Now, he had a lofty purpose and vowed to spend
every last penny of the trust to unravel whatever mysteries were contained in Billy’s file.Waiting
for his flight to board, Woody leafed through the file. It contained an assortment of newspaper
articles, photographs and handwritten notes, some barely legible. There was also a matchbook
cover with a phone number scribbled on the inside along with the name Isaac Bickerstaff. His
eye caught the “German-American Bund” headline on one article and the name Patrick
Meacham below a picture on another. There was a photograph of a young couple standing in
front of a vast expanse of water with the caption Ashokan Reservoir and the date 1939.The
German-American Bund reference made him think of his grandfather. Woody remembered him
as a brutal, dictatorial man who, already wealthy, conspired with his nephew back in Stuttgart,
Germany on a scam involving stolen war bonds. Woody was 12-years-old at the time when
Billy exposed the conspiracy – shortly after his grandfather was strangled under orders from
one of his partners.When Woody settled into his window seat, his interest was already
aroused. Was there some connection between his grandfather, Patrick Meacham and this
German-American organization? What the hell was a Bund and who were the young couple in
the photographs? He had Chandler’s The High Window in his briefcase but the revered crime
writer would have to wait.Woody liked to pose questions for himself while he read. He pulled
out his faithful, fine-tip red marker, certain he would fill the margins of every item in the file with
copious notes before landing. He wanted to be ready for a spirited discussion with his
stepfather upon his return.Little did Woody know, as he immersed himself in the contents of the
file, that he had already seen Billy Meacham, Jr. alive for the last time.Chapter OneThe FileThe
aisle seat next to Woody was empty, allowing him to spread out items on the seat and the
dropdown tray table. He started with an old Brooklyn Gazette article from 1917 that included a
photograph of a police officer on a motorcycle with some sort of contraption fixed onto the
handlebars. The caption read, “Sgt. Patrick Meacham of the NYPD Bomb Squad on the new
Indian Motorcycle with mounted machine gun.”The article went on to describe how a select
group from NYPD had been sent upstate to help guard the water supply at the Ashokan
Reservoir against acts of sabotage. The state legislature had recently passed a bill authorizing
this special assignment after terrorist attacks along the East Coast. In almost every case,
German saboteurs were implicated. The United States was getting ready to enter the war in
Europe and anti-German sentiment was on the rise, according to the article.Woody looked at
Patrick Meacham on his motorcycle then held up the photographs of the young couple. He
squinted, wishing he had a magnifying glass but concluded that the man with the girl was too
young to be Meacham. So, was there a link besides the Ashokan Reservoir?Next, Woody
pulled out another Gazette article, also published in 1917. In it, the writer described a schism in
a group called Clan Na Gael, an organization of Irish-Americans created in the prior century
and supportive of any anti-British conflict in the world. Many members were quick to align
themselves with any country – including Germany – that took violent action against England,
under the adage that “the enemy of my enemy is my friend.” Clearly, the writer was hinting that
there might be German/Irish collaboration brewing. Joseph McGarrity and Sir Roger Casement
were cited as prominent Clan Na Gael leaders who had suspicious ties to German authorities.
Well, it was likely that they were both long dead but he would ask Billy and Capt. Fogarty what
they remembered about them.Billy had made it known by comments over the years that he
was supportive of Irish independence but strongly opposed to the violence of certain groups
with an intense hatred of anything British. It was not surprising that this divide between those
who craved Irish sovereignty through negotiation and diplomacy and others who saw violence,
even anarchy, as the only path to freedom existed not just in Ireland but in America as



well.Woody took a closer look at the matchbook cover. It was from a bar called Maud’s
Shebeen on 49th Street in New York City. Woody smiled and thought of Pudge McFadden’s,
the popular saloon in Alexandria, Virginia where he had worked briefly after his discharge from
the Army in 1975. It was the first time he had heard of a shebeen but Pudge educated him on
its importance in Irish history. Whomever had scribbled the telephone number on the inside of
the matchbook had added the name Isaac Bickerstaff. Was it a message to call and arrange a
clandestine meeting at the bar? If so, how old was the matchbook and were the people
involved still alive? Woody was amused by his conspiratorial speculations on such flimsy
evidence. Surely, Billy would have some answers. It probably explained his parting comment to
Woody.Next, Woody pulled out a New York Times article, again from 1917, describing the
shocking news of the Zimmermann Telegram. Woody had a vague recollection of it from one of
his history classes at Thorndyke College. In it, a dastardly German government plot was laid
out that stunned the nation and stoked fears of retaliation in the minds of the millions of first
and second generation Germans living in the United States, the overwhelmingly number of
whom were loyal Americans.Pres. Woodrow Wilson, even after some suspicious bombings at
munition depots and shipyards, had been reluctant to enter World War I on the side of Britain
and France. He had won re-election on the promise to keep American out of war and was
certainly aware that approximately 10% of the population in the country was comprised of first
and second generation Germans. “Little Germanys” could be found all over the United States
and just across the Hudson River from New York City, Hoboken was almost entirely
German.But the Zimmermann document changed everything and, on Flag Day in 1917, Wilson
gave a speech warning of the “German Plot.” The telegram from German Foreign Secretary
Arthur Zimmermann was sent through circuitous channels to the German minister in Mexico.
Fortunately, it was intercepted and decoded by British agents in London who eventually shared
its contents with the White House. In it, Zimmermann instructed his envoy to form a military
alliance with Mexico. In return for attacking the United States, and with Germany’s blessing and
assistance, Mexico would annex the southwestern states of Nevada, Arizona, New Mexico and
Texas.Woody was shaking his head in disbelief as he examined another article describing a
prior Zimmermann telegram sent two years earlier, in 1915. It did not receive widespread
attention but was equally ominous. In it, Zimmermann advised the German ambassador in
Washington, DC that certain Irish-Americans could be relied on to carry out sabotage at
strategic US defense facilities. Woody quickly scanned the article, relieved that the name
Meacham did not appear. And yet Woody felt there had to be a family connection. It wasn’t like
Billy to collect let alone hold on to old newspaper articles, photographs and scraps of paper
that had no significance. It dawned on Woody that most of the items in the file, particularly the
older ones, had probably been placed there by Billy’s father.Woody next pulled out a lengthy
article on the Bund that appeared in the Los Angeles Examiner in 1936. When he finished
reading, he realized that it was a warning that went unheralded for too long.Founded in the
early 30s in the U.S., at the insistence of Hitler, the Bund rapidly grew to dozens of regional
chapters throughout the country whose thousands of members ran training and indoctrination
camps for children as well as adults. Fervent allies included an Italian-American fascist group
that praised Bund members as their “Nazi friends.”The Bund attracted avid supporters, as well
as protesters, to large rallies in major cities like Los Angeles where Pres. Roosevelt and un-
named “Jewish conspirators” were denounced. George Washington was chosen as the Bund’s
American icon because, it was alleged, he had secretly denounced democracy as unworkable.
His portrait was displayed prominently at major rallies, where he was hailed as the country’s
“first fascist.”The writer ended his article by speculating that one of the reasons Bund activities



were not closely scrutinized and denounced was the fact that an alarming percentage of law
enforcement, not just in Los Angeles but in other cities as well, actually sympathized with the
Nazi cause.Woody took a closer look at the photograph of the young couple standing by the
Ashokan Reservoir when he noticed that it was peeling at the edge. It appeared that there was
another photograph underneath, as if someone had glued them together. Woody started to pull
at the edge when he heard, “Don’t do that. You’ll ruin it.”He looked across the aisle to see an
elderly woman staring at him and shaking her finger. “My granddaughter recently put together
a family album and she had the same problem. Soak the photograph in warm water for about
an hour, I told her. It won’t damage either photograph and they’ll separate easily.” Woody
thanked the woman and put the photograph back in the file, resisting the impulse to pull it apart
to see what was underneath.Woody reclined his seat and closed his eyes. The photograph of
Patrick Meacham on the motorcycle danced before his eyes. Did the German-American Bund
collaborate with Clan Na Gael to carry out terrorist attacks during the second world war? How
were these acts of sabotage in any way linked to the Meacham clan? Was it just a coincidence
that, years apart, Patrick Meacham and the young couple were at the Ashokan Reservoir?
Would the stuck photograph provide a clue? Intriguing questions that needed answers were
starting to pile up and Woody was anxious to get home and discuss them with the “boy
wonder.”Chapter TwoSaying GoodbyeIt was early morning as Woody’s redeye flight was
landing and Gwen Meacham was standing over the bed of her husband, sobbing
uncontrollably.The long-time head of nursing at the prestigious Parlor City Institute, she had
reluctantly gone in the night before to cover for a staff member who had called in sick. Billy had
pushed her to go, assuring her that he felt fine. Maybe that’s the way he wanted the end to be,
she wondered that morning and for years afterwards.The next two days were filled with long
periods of silent suffering, as grief consumed the mother and son. Woody handled funeral
arrangements but still relied for guidance on Capt. Fogarty who, always stoical, could not
disguise the burden of his own loss on his well-worn face. Fogie, as he was known to those
close to him, had seen much in his 30-year police career, in most cases at the side of his best
friend, mentor and boss. Nothing had prepared him for the emotional devastation that
consumed him now.Woody called his oldest friend, Jerry Kosinsky, now living in a small town
on the Connecticut coast and, while growing up, practically a part of the Meacham family. It
was almost as if Billy had adopted the two of them. Within an hour, Jerry was on the road to
Parlor City.Gwen had made it clear that, while she was certain Billy would not want a solemn
gathering of family and friends, she would not allow his visitation and wake to turn into a
boisterous affair. When they were alone, Fogarty explained to Woody that, in the old country, a
wake frequently turned into a raucous party, as the departed often wished. “Back on the old
sod, kid, the Brits always assumed that when my ancestors got together, they were plotting to
rebel. So, gatherings of Irishmen were taboo – except at weddings and funerals. You can be
sure that the boys were quick to take advantage of these opportunities.”In the end, the
visitation was at the funeral home, after which everyone gathered at the Meacham house
where a buffet, including corned beef, boxty and Shepherd’s pie, had been laid out by
neighbors and relatives. Guests had their choice of Jameson or Kilbeggen whiskeys to be
chased down by pints of Guinness. White roses and lilies could be seen throughout the
downstairs. The stereo was turned down low but those who knew Billy Meacham recognized
the serene, soothing sounds of John Field, the Irish composer whose nocturnes for piano
brought him fame.That evening, after everyone had left, Gwen and Woody sat on the couch
together, holding hands and staring ahead. She had put on an LP by the Czech composer
Antonín Dvo�ž�²À whose Bohemian symphony “From The New World” had been a mainstay in



the Meacham household since Billy was a little boy. More than once, Billy had told the story of
how his indomitable father’s eyes filled with tears whenever Dvo�ž�° was played, calling it an
inspiration and an endearing piece of Americana. When Neil Armstrong took Dvo�ž�¹ s
symphony with him on his mission to the moon in 1969, Bill was ecstatic and wished his father
had been alive to witness the event. As the melodious sounds of horns, flutes and cellos filled
the room, Gwen leaned her head on her son’s shoulder and wept softly.Jerry Kosinsky stayed
in town to visit family after the funeral. During his college years, he was considered the spitting
image of Micky Dolenz of the defunct rock group known as The Monkees. Since then, Jerry,
now a respected and beloved high school teacher, had shaved his drooping, 70s-style
mustache and added to his considerable girth, now more closely resembling the comedic actor
John Candy, according to some of his students.Over coffee the next day, the two old friends
reminisced about their childhood days growing up in Parlor City, studiously avoiding any
mention of Billy. “What ever happened to Candy Porfumo, my disastrous choice for our double-
date movie fiasco?” Jerry asked, hoping to lighten the somber mood. Woody forced a laugh
and said, “You wouldn’t want to see her now, Jer. A couple of kids by different guys. Got in with
a bad crowd over at Devil’s Corner. Went upstate on a bunko rap a few years ago. If you saw
her mug shot, you would say that she has not aged well. You might even conclude that you
caught her at her peak.”Jerry swiped his hand across his forehead in mock relief and sighed.
“What about what’s her name?” he asked. Woody knew he was referring to the sweet and
demur Millie Coyle and said, “She met a guy in college who went on to become a surgeon. I
understand he does nose jobs at some swank clinic for the hoity toity on Park Avenue in the
city.”Jerry was not going to bring up Nellie Birdsong. He knew without asking that she was the
love of Woody’s life, even if he wouldn’t admit it. What Jerry didn’t know was that his friend had
gone to Parlor Harbor several times, always during the holidays, hoping to catch Nellie visiting
her family. Woody would have been embarrassed to confess, even to Jerry, that he had gone
into every police and motor vehicle database he could access, hoping to discover a clue as to
her whereabouts, finally concluding that she had either left the country or changed her name.
He didn’t want to entertain the possibility that she had married – or might even be dead.After
Nellie and he had run into each other in Washington, DC ten years earlier, in what he thought
was the beginning of a budding romance, she had retreated to her home in Parlor Harbor. He
was bad luck, she had told him, as they stood facing each other in Pudge McFadden’s bar that
fateful day. Ever since then, every promising relationship that Woody Meacham fell into wilted
before it had a chance to blossom. Like Capt. Fogarty, now in his 60s, who his mother futilely
tried to pair up with a number of nurses over the years, he seemed destined for a life of
bachelorhood.Before they parted, Jerry said, “The Captain is still giving me the evil eye after all
these years. I guess some things will never change.”Woody could see that his friend was not
only exasperated but also hurt. He was sympathetic but did not want to offer any false
encouragement. “He’s from the old school, Jer. What else can I tell you? He’s an honorable
man who views the world as someone who served his country when called to do so. I can
promise you this, though. If I went to Fogie and told him you were in trouble and needed our
help, he would be right there at my side.”Jerry tried to smile but it didn’t work. “Well, I’ll just
have to console myself with that prediction. Let’s hope it never becomes necessary.”Woody
stayed with his mother for a few days after the funeral, at which time she urged him to go back
to his apartment.“They need me up at the Institute and it will be good therapy for me. If he were
still with us, Billy would be pushing me out the door. We had some wonderful years and I will
always credit you with bringing us together,” she said, obliquely alluding to the tragic event back
in 1955 when Billy, then a detective, and young Woody came to her defense against her



enraged ex-father-in-law right on their front lawn. The fact that he was Woody’s domineering
grandfather and she was a young widow made the moment all the more dramatic. Both of them
seemed to shudder at the same time as they recalled that day. Shortly thereafter, Gwen and
Billy got married and Woody Braun legally became a Meacham.Anxious to change the subject,
Woody said, “You know that Billy gave me a file right before I left for California. I read it on the
flight home and wrote down a number of questions. I am hoping you can help with a few of
them when the time is right.”Gwen looked perplexed. “I never looked inside the file, Woody, or
asked Billy about its contents. Figured it was police business that he wanted you to review and,
if necessary, pass on to Capt. Fogarty.”“A few of the items refer to Billy’s family, going back to
World War I. I thought he might have mentioned some of his relatives. Does the name Patrick
Meacham ring a bell?”“Yes, Patrick was the brother of Billy’s grandfather. Quite sure he was a
cop, down in New York City if I recall correctly. Why?”“He’s in the folder, Mom. Actually, there’s
a picture of him on a motorcycle. I get the impression that he was a hotshot – like Billy.”Gwen
looked pensive for a moment, then said, “I’m not positive but believe that Patrick had a sister
named Maeve. She married one of the Dwyer boys down in Morgan Hill. I remember Billy
joking once that the entire Dwyer clan came here from some town in Tipperary and practically
populated Morgan Hill after a few generations. I never met any of them, though.”Before she
could go on, Woody said, “The documents in the file span two world wars. Maybe there’s some
sort of troubling link between Patrick Meacham and the Dwyers that I need to explore. I’m
going to show Jerry the file and see what he thinks. It’s a damn mystery right now but I’m
determined to give it my best shot.” To which Gwen sighed but said nothing.Before Jerry
Kosinsky drove back to Connecticut, he met Woody at the Pig and Whistle, an ancient fast food
joint down by the river. It was struggling to compete with the national chains that had invaded
Parlor City by stationing their cookie-cutter, prefab structures along the highway interchanges.
After Ma Dawkins died, the new owners had cleaned up the place and, in the process, almost
destroyed the decadent ambience that older customers had found so attractive. The tabletop
juke boxes were gone and country music came through the ceiling on a continuous
loop.Woody brought the file with him and Jerry eyed it anxiously, knowing that his friend had
something to share with him. Just like the good old days, he thought, when the boys fancied
themselves amateur sleuths.That morning, before meeting Jerry, Woody had taken the elderly
woman’s advice and soaked the two photographs in warm water. An hour later, they peeled
apart like magic and he was looking at what appeared to be the same couple standing amidst
tall trees with a lake in the background. At the bottom, he was able to make out the faded word
“Cavendish” but the word next to it was blurred beyond recognition.After they ordered draft
beers and loaded dogs, Woody pushed the file across the table without a word and watched
Jerry’s expression light up as he delved into it, as if it were an all-you can-eat buffet of
information. Jerry sipped his beer, head down, and didn’t look up until the food was plopped
down in front of them.“Okay, where do you plan to start and how can I help, pal?” Jerry said,
grinning broadly. Of the two, Jerry had always been the inquisitive one, the young scholar who
preferred reading over sports. It was a standing joke how Woody connived numerous times to
lure Jerry from the library for some juvenile adventure, fictitious or genuine. By high school,
Jerry had grown to the size of an NFL lineman but couldn’t be enticed or cajoled into joining
the football team.“So, your mother confirmed that Patrick Meacham is Billy’s great uncle. He
was a bomb expert with NYPD and was part of a unit sent to guard the Ashokan Reservoir
during World War I. What I find curious are these two pictures of a couple that were also in the
file. What is their connection to Patrick Meacham other than the reservoir? They wouldn’t be in
the file without a good reason.” Woody tapped the photographs with his finger, hoping his friend



would react.Jerry had wolfed down his dog while Woody was talking. He wiped his mouth and
nudged his tortoise shell glasses up the bridge of his nose. “You’re going to need a high-
powered magnifier if you ever hope to make out the writing on this one photograph. Looks to
be the same couple in both photographs and might be the Dwyer connection mentioned by
your mom. I’d want to see if any of that clan is still around. Now, since I’m just up the road from
New Haven, I can be at the library there in no time. Why don’t I do some research on Ashokan
during the war years? Let me guess; you’re heading to the Big Apple,” he said, holding up the
matchbook cover.“I called the number written on the inside a few times but there was no
answer. At least it hasn’t been disconnected so I’ll keep trying. Called the bar and it’s still there.
Maybe this guy Bickerstaff hangs out there – or did. Might even work there. It’s impossible to
know when the matchbook was put in the file.“Also, NYPD has an archive office. Some
sergeant agreed to meet with me when I mentioned that I was Billy Meacham’s son. Told me
he read the obit in the local paper,” Woody said softly, biting his lip.Jerry felt for his friend and
said, “I’m not teaching summer school so I have time on my hands until the Fall. You can count
on me for anything you need. You know me. Any excuse to get inside a library will do.”“Listen,
I’m thinking about going to the Ashokan Reservoir after I leave the city; case the joint, so to
speak. I’d rather you look into this group called the German American Bund,” Woody said.
Jerry’s eyes brightened and he gave the thumbs up sign. “Remember when I got all excited
about German war bonds when we were 12-years old or so? What the hell got into me then?
Well, bonds and Bunds, I guess they’re my specialty.”“Thanks, Jer. Never doubted that I could
count on you. I owe this to him. It was gnawing at Billy in his final days, most likely a promise
that was made to his father years ago. He could be tough on himself like that. Well, he passed
it on to me, kiddo, and it looks like the dynamic, fearless duo of yesteryear is back in
business.”Outside the Pig and Whistle, Jerry took Woody’s arm and held it in a vice grip. He
was only half-joking when he said, “I’ve watched a lot of old movies, my friend, and finding a
matchbook with a name and telephone number written on the inside cover doesn’t always turn
out to be a good omen. More often than not, it’s an ominous sign of trouble ahead. Be cynical
and careful when you’re down there. Like Sam Spade, okay?”“I know you mean well, Jer. Don’t
worry. I’ll keep my wits about me.”Chapter ThreeMaud’s ShebeenAfter Jerry went home, a few
days passed during which Woody fell into a funk, listless and unmoored. He would glance at
Billy’s file but not look inside. Whatever motivation he had conjured up at the Pig & Whistle had
dissipated. Finally, Gwen prevailed on him to take some sort of action, reminding him that he
had solicited his friend’s assistance while he sat idle.That same day, Woody took the file to
Fogarty. “I’m not surprised that Billy never showed this stuff to me. It was family business and it
was just like him to keep it close to the vest.” He examined the photographs of the young
couple with a magnifying glass and concluded that the man standing with the girl in both
pictures was definitely too young to be Patrick Meacham. “Still can’t make out the second word
but this Cavendish place shouldn’t be that hard to find. See what you can dig up at NYPD and
let me know if you get stymied. I’m almost tempted to go down there with you just so I can
check out Maud’s,” he said.When he heard that Jerry was helping him, Fogarty frowned but
said nothing.Woody took the train to New York City the next morning. He checked into the
Mohawk Hotel near Pennsylvania Station then headed to the saloon, only a few blocks from
the Hudson River, imagining that it would resemble the original Pudge McFadden’s Irish
saloon. If there really was a Maud, and she was as colorful as Pudge, what a pair they would
make, he mused.He saw the oval-shaped sign a block away, with its yellow background and the
name in bold green letters. There was a telephone booth on the corner, the hinged door kicked
in and stuck half open. Woody stepped inside and saw that the number was the same as the



one scrawled on the matchbook cover with the name Isaac Bickerstaff. Does this mean I’m off
to a good start, he speculated, as he pushed open the door to the bar.It was early afternoon
and Maud’s was practically empty. Two old men sat at a corner table nursing pints of beer while
a scattering of guys in work clothes slouched at the bar.Woody looked at the wall behind the
bar and did a double take. It was if he had been transported back to Pudge McFadden’s.
Positioned in the middle was a framed picture of an Irish shebeen, not unlike the one that hung
at the eponymous saloon in Virginia. On the left side of the shebeen was a portrait of a
beautiful woman, elegantly dressed, with an abundance of wavy red hair and a haughty
demeanor. On the other side was a picture of a young man with a mop of dark hair that hung
down almost to the top of his rimless glasses. He was holding an unopened book, looking timid
but professorial.Woody’s gaze was interrupted when someone popped up from behind the bar
with a towel draped over his shoulder. He had short-cropped slate grey hair with a matching
mustache and goatee, both neatly-trimmed. Woody pegged him at around 60. He eyed Woody
suspiciously then he busied himself behind the bar with no further acknowledgment that a new
customer had walked in.Annoyed as well as amused, Woody sauntered to the far end of the
bar where he could survey the scene. He slapped down a $5 bill and waited for the bartender
to react. When he approached, Woody said “Guinness” in his gruffest voice. The bartender
nodded and walked away without looking at him.Woody finished his stout and held up the glass
to catch the bartender’s eye. Without any show of acknowledgment, he drew another Guinness
and put it in front of Woody, grabbing the $5 bill without meeting Woody’s steady gaze. As he
walked away, Woody coughed loud enough to make the bartender turn back and see the torn
matchbook that Woody was dangling in front of his face. “I’m trying to locate Isaac Bickerstaff.
Do you know him?” he said brusquely, stopping the bartender cold.He looked directly at Woody
for the first time and said, “Who in the hell are you?” Woody’s dander went up but he checked it
and smiled. “Found this in an old file kept by my dad, Billy Meacham, Jr.”The bartender’s face lit
up. He reached for the matchbook and Woody let it go, watching as he examined it closely, as if
the letters were hieroglyphics and there was some hidden message that had to be deciphered.
“I checked on the way in. The number matches the phone booth on the corner,” Woody
explained.A thin smile creased the bartender’s mouth but quickly disappeared. “You say your
Meacham’s son, heh? You investigating something?”“It’s a family matter,” Woody explained.“We
don’t even carry these matchbooks anymore. The owner went to the cheap, generic white ones
to save money. This one has to be from the 70s, maybe older,” he said, turning it over and
back, seeming to study it again as if it might be an ancient parchment. Woody realized he was
stalling so simply said, “And Bickerstaff?”The bartender scratched his head, as if he might be
able to jiggle loose an old memory. “Not ringing a bell. Got anything else? A description of this
Bickerstaff maybe?” Woody reached for the matchbook and said, “Nothing at all.
Thanks.”Woody finished his Guinness and got up from his stool, frustrated but determined not
to lose his cool. He couldn’t be sure the bartender was holding anything back and it had been a
long shot.As Woody reached the door, the bartender called out. “I’ll give it some further thought
if you want to stop back. Something might come to me in my sleep.”Woody walked back a few
steps and pulled out his hotel room key, as if to inspect it. “I’m staying at the Mohawk tonight
over near the train station but I’ll be gone in the morning. Pleasant dreams,” he said
sarcastically. The bartender’s flippant comment had got to him and he felt that there was no
bridge at Maud’s that he was in danger of burning.Chapter FourWoody Gets a VisitorThat
evening, Woody was surprised when the telephone rang in his hotel room. The front desk
informed him that someone by the name of Isaac Bickerstaff was asking for his room number.
Woody consented and a few minutes later there was a knock at the door. Looking through the



peephole, Woody saw the distorted visage of the bartender from Maud’s.There was a chair
and a small round table in the corner and Woody motioned the bartender there, moving to the
corner of the bed so he could sit and face him.“So, you really are Meacham’s son, heh?” he
asked. Woody hesitated for a moment and said, “I feel like it but he was actually my stepfather.
He married my mother when I was eleven.”The bartender smiled sympathetically. “Okay, sorry
about earlier today. I’m not Bickerstaff. Just used his name so you’d see me. I’ve learned to be
cautious and suspicious over the years. You’ll understand why before the night is over. Billy told
me about you but I didn’t know what you looked like. I heard about that caper up in Parlor
Harbor when you got framed for murder just out of college. First, let me express my
condolences. The obituary made it into some of the local papers. Like a lot of others, I was sad
to hear of it. It’s no surprise to me that he put Parlor City on the map a few decades ago,” he
said, leaning forward in his chair with an earnest look on his face.“You know this Bickerstaff
character?” Woody asked. “Indeed, I do, but we’ll get to that in due time. To start at the
beginning, you should know that Billy and I served together in the Korean War. Flew those
single-seat Banshees and felt like we were the emperors of the sky. A few close calls with anti-
aircraft fire from the gooks but we pulled through fine. Then, we came home like all the other
lucky flyboys and tried to get on with our lives. Once in a blue moon, Billy would be down here
on some sort of business, a police conference or chasing some bad guy on the lam, and we
would get together for a few beers.“Now, it’s gotta be five years or so ago when Billy showed
up asking for my help. Can you believe it? A world-class detective looking to his old flyboy
buddy to lend him a hand as he tried to track down a long-lost relative by the name of Tommy
Dwyer, who disappeared into thin air around World War II. Everything went dark for 30 plus
years or so then Billy gets a mysterious phone call from someone saying he knows what
happened to Dwyer. Billy’s instructed to meet the mystery man at, of all places, Maud’s
Shebeen in New York City. When he heard the name of the saloon, he was shocked and
thought I was involved, sort of a middleman arranging the rendezvous. Well, it was either a
damn coincidence or the mystery man knew that Billy and I had a history.“And here’s where it
gets even more curious and a bit strange. The mystery man never shows.”“But what about
Bickerstaff? Isn’t that why you came here tonight?” Woody asked, increasingly
exasperated.“Hold on, young man. You’re in a hurry just like your father, now aren’t you? That’s
okay. A few days later, some old guy walks into the bar. He looks like a retired spook, hovers at
the bar for a while and then, when I walk past, he leans in and whispers, ‘Tommy Dwyer was
set up. Evidence was planted that he was a Nazi sympathizer, an Irish militant involved in a
number of bombings. Tell Meacham that he was no saboteur. He was a patriot.’”Woody
grabbed the two photographs from the file and held them up. “Patrick Meacham’s sister married
a Dwyer but tonight’s the first time I’ve heard the name Tommy Dwyer. I wonder if it’s him in
these photographs with the girl?”“Mebbe but that’s beyond me. Now, let me finish my story. The
guy hurries out of the bar before I can question him so, naturally, I call Billy. We hoped there
would be another contact but we both knew in our guts that the guy would never come back. At
this point, I’m nervous as hell over this cloak and dagger stuff but Billy was as cool as a
cucumber.“A few weeks later, Billy was in town. I had pretty much forgotten the whole affair
when Billy told me I had to press the guy for information if he ever returned. I made a joke that
we should use the phone booth on the corner for any future calls. It was my genius idea to put
the name Isaac Bickerstaff on the matchbook. Billy thought it was hilarious when I explained
who he was. Damn, so he kept the matchbook.”When the bartender stopped, Woody could not
hold back. “Wait, so Bickerstaff doesn’t even exist. You just made up the name as a gag?”The
bartender laughed and slapped both legs. “Loosen up and let me explain. I’m a big fan of



Jonathan Swift. You know, Gulliver’s Travels and Tale of the Tub. He was an Englishman but a
proud defender of Ireland. Lived in Dublin most of his adult life. Some of his essays were so
brutally satirical against lords and leading politicians that he sometimes used a pseudonym,
Isaac Bickerstaff. It just popped into my head so I wrote it down on the matchbook.”At this
point, Woody couldn’t hold back and started laughing. “So, who the hell are you anyway?” The
bartender stood up, mock saluted and stuck out his hand. “Liam McGraw, at your service. My
mother was Maud. After my father ran off, she ran the saloon until she died. Now, there was an
idler and a loafer extraordinaire, a real jackeen. Within a month of his disappearance, she
changes the name from McGraw’s Bar to Maud’s Shebeen. She was a grand old lady,” he said
wistfully.“I saw the pictures on the wall on either side of the shebeen. Are they your parents?”
Woody asked. McGraw roared and slapped his knees a second time. “If my father’s picture was
going to be on the wall, she used to say, it would be a bullseye on the dartboard. You were
looking at Maud Gonne and William Butler Yeats. She was a 6-foot tall English beauty who
married a guy named MacBride, an Irish rebel leader, after turning down the greatest poet
Ireland ever produced. My mother was named after her but always contended that Gonne
married the wrong guy. You could say my mother fell in love with Yeats through his poetry.
Years later, Yeats proposed to Iseult, Gonne’s daughter, if you can believe it. Some people
think she was even prettier than her mother and, of course, she turned Yeats down as well. My
mother frequently said that Yeats could write poems that would make you cry but he couldn’t
woo a gal worth a tinker’s damn.”McGraw stopped and appeared to be deep in thought but
suddenly perked up. “Hey, I learned from Billy that you aren’t Irish. Part Kraut, right? No offense
meant. And your mother’s family is English. Ain’t that just like America is supposed to be? But
tell me, how did you know that was a picture of a shebeen hanging behind the bar? It’s not
exactly common knowledge that it used to be a makeshift Irish pub for the poor working
stiff.”Woody started to tell the story of Pudge McFadden’s saloon in Alexandria, Virginia and
McGraw quickly interrupted him. “Those joints are a disgrace. It sickens me when tourists flock
to them. We’ve got one over near Time’s Square. I get it that tourists go there cuz they don’t
know no better. Are you telling me they actually hang photos of shebeens in those honky-
tonks?”It was Woody’s turn to laugh. He told McGraw about Pudge McFadden the man and
gave a description of his first saloon that generated such success in the Washington, DC area
before he cashed out and licensed the name to some money men out of Texas. “So, they
bastardized a good thing and took it nationwide. It’s a damn shame, ain’t it?”After some
reminiscing about Billy, conversation was exhausted and McGraw stood up to leave. When
Woody told him he was going to the NYPD in the morning, his face turned dark and he
grasped both of Woody’s arms. “Some powerful people didn’t like your dad snooping around
and now you’re picking up where he left off. Watch your back, son. I am thinking of Billy when I
say it. Not all cops are like the Meachams.”At the door, McGraw said, “Any time you want to
come back to Maud’s, the Guinness will always be on the house.”Woody realized that if he
hadn’t connected with McGraw, he might have gone on a wild goose chase. Billy’s quest really
hadn’t been for or about Patrick Meacham, at least directly. The search was for his nephew,
Tommy Dwyer. Had something nefarious happened to him or was he was forced to go into
hiding? Had he really been framed or was that a false lead? If he was still alive, he would be an
old man by now and who would care to hear his story except a Dwyer or a Meacham? And
would he ever want to come out of the shadows after so many years?The contents of the file
were spread out on the bed and Woody felt that in one of the documents lurked a clue that
would lead him to Tommy Dwyer. Maybe his next break would be some tidbit tucked away in an
NYPD archive, he said to himself, as he turned out the lights.McGraw had enjoyed his evening



with Woody but wasn’t sure the boy had the mettle or the tenacity of Billy Meacham, Jr. He
strolled back to Maud’s, daydreaming about those distant days as a flyboy, missing his old
friend.Chapter FiveThe Past Is PrologueWhen Woody walked out of the Mohawk Hotel the next
morning, he saw a blue and white Dodge Diplomat cruiser idling to his left. He waved to the
cops seated in front but their heads were down. Heeding the apparent hand signal, a taxi
across the street made a sharp u turn and pulled in front of the hotel. Within minutes, Woody
passed City Hall and saw the Brooklyn Bridge looming almost overhead.A garrulous Sgt. Wilkie
Devery, stuffed into his blue uniform, a shock of white hair throwing his fleshy red face and
bulbous nose into prominence, met Woody in the lobby of Police Plaza. After a hearty
handshake, he coaxed him with arm gestures along the main corridor through a set of doors.
They passed a row of darkened rooms until Devery motioned for Woody to enter one with the
lights on.“Well, this is my domain for now; they move me around a lot, every time some
lieutenant or captain wants to reorganize his section. There’s talk of a police museum some
day but I’ll be long gone by then, no doubt,” Devery said with a fretful smile, implying that he
cared. Woody looked around at rows of gray metal cabinets along three walls and stacks of
files piled haphazardly on all of them. In the middle of the room was a small rectangular gray
table and two matching chairs. A few files had been laid on the table next to a steaming white
Styrofoam cup.“I gotta tell you, it’s damn fortunate when you stumble on what you’re looking for
in here. Luck of the Irish, heh? I’m told that records were routinely destroyed by the department
in the old days or sold to the paper mills to be ground up for newsprint. Makes you wonder
what the criteria was. Anyway, I pulled out what I could find on Patrick Meacham. I actually read
a few items and it looks like his career was pretty much linked with Inspector Thomas Tunney
and the bomb squad around the time of the first big war. Now, Tunney’s a story for the ages.
You go ahead and start reading. I’ll be back in a bit to check in but, just so you know, your
questions will be lost on me. I’m just an old beat cop, no historian by any means.” When Devery
finished, Woody thanked him and said, “It turns out that the connection I’m exploring is
between Patrick Meacham and a relative of his, Tommy Dwyer, who was last seen up near
Ashokan Reservoir. No idea if he was NYPD but I’m hoping there’s some reference to him in
this pile.”Devery looked flustered but said nothing. Woody watched as the sergeant hobbled out
of the room, walking as much side to side as forward, as he tried to maneuver on creaky knees
that were revolting against the weight above them.The files contained several documents on
the career of Thomas Tunney, the child of Irish immigrants who joined the NYPD as a young
man right before the turn of the century. He was described as an imposing figure with a
righteous view of police work and life in general.Early on, Tunney became intrigued with bomb
making, in part because of the numerous explosions that rocked the city in the early 1900s.
Assigned to the bomb squad under the direction of the heralded Joe Petrosino, he assiduously
studied all aspects of bomb construction. After Petrosino’s assassination while following up on
a case in Italy, Tunney moved up the ranks and eventually headed a team of detectives, many
of them loyal, German-speaking Americans, working undercover to infiltrate criminal gangs and
even groups of suspected terrorists and anarchists. Hanging around the docks, Tunney’s men
were able to pick up idle chatter from German soldiers and seaman who gathered in the
waterfront saloons and spoke contemptuously of America. Meacham was one of the few
Irishmen on Tunney’s team and one of his assignments was to get chummy with the Irish
stevedores who, in their cups, railed against everything British.By 1917, and with the threat of
German saboteurs increasingly obvious after America officially entered the war, some of
Tunney’s team of bomb experts were attached to military intelligence. Tunney headed this
contingent and Meacham was at his side.Woody stopped reading and thought about the



picture in Billy’s folder of Patrick Meacham on a motorcycle with a mounted machine gun. Had
he really gone up to the Ashokan Reservoir as part of the special NYPD unit helping to guard
the city’s water supply? It seemed like a poor use of his specialized skills. It led Woody to think
it might have been a cover, designed to disguise his actual clandestine assignment. And the
old man who came into Maud’s didn’t say it but implied that Tommy Dwyer was on some sort of
secret assignment, possibly for military intelligence as well.Woody started reading again and in
a moment he had his answer – Black Tom Island. The year was 1916 and this piece of land
close by the Statue Of Liberty on the New Jersey side of the Hudson River, a stone’s throw
from where Woody was sitting today, was rocked by an explosion equal to a 5.5 earthquake,
rattling buildings as far away as Philadelphia. Black Tom was a munitions depot and the docks
were loaded with supplies for the allied war effort. For some inexplicable reason, authorities at
all levels generally dismissed the idea that the blast might have been caused by German
saboteurs.Patrick Meacham was one of the early dissenters. He pointed to the National Peace
Council, a group funded by the German government in 1915 to lobby for American neutrality
while at the same time urging strikes at U.S. munitions factories. Meacham saw the Council as
part of a coordinated effort by Germany to use any means necessary to keep America out of
the war. His reports were prolific and as he uncovered more and more plots, he became quite
vocal.In one report to Tunney, Meacham summarized a 1915 case in the small town of
Vanceboro, Maine where a German agent was suspected of dynamiting the railroad bridge
connecting the U.S. to Canada. In another, he described a German plot to buy passports – at
the time conveniently requiring no photograph – from dockworkers in the New York City area
which were then used to bring German agents into the U.S. In another, he cited a factory in
Hoboken, New Jersey where Germans were discovered making bombs with time-delayed
fuses that were placed in sugar bags and, in league with their Irish allies, loaded onto
steamers bound for Marseilles and other European ports.It wasn’t until the revelations in the
Zimmermann telegram of 1917 that America got its resounding slap in the face and Pres.
Wilson could no longer deny what had been obvious to the perspicacious Patrick Meacham for
at least two years.Woody’s coffee grew cold as he read how Patrick Meacham chronicled his
travels around the country for several months as part of Tunney’s special military team,
uncovering German plots in Baltimore, Newport News, Virginia, Seattle, and San Francisco.
When he heard steps in the corridor, Woody looked up to see Devery rush in, flushed and
perspiring.“Been reading about Black Tom Island,” Woody said, pretending not to notice
Devery’s troubled demeanor. “Thinking about going over there after I leave here.”Devery shook
his head. “It’ll be a waste of time unless you want to read a plaque over at Liberty State Park.
After that blast, Black Tom disappeared into the water. You’d be hard pressed to find anyone
that even knows about that island anymore, ‘cept historians, I suppose.”Woody could hear
nervous, heavy breathing as Devery hovered over him. The sergeant was rubbing a thumb
nervously against his lips, as if unsure how to proceed when Woody glanced up and arched his
eyebrows, as if to ask, “Yes, what is it?” when Devery said, apologetically, “Listen, I just got
dressed down for letting you in here without press credentials or some sort of official
authorization. Obviously, these are not active case files but, nonetheless, someone higher up
got a burr under his saddle when it got out that you were here without permission. Sorry, but
you need to leave now. You didn’t take anything, did you?”Woody stood up and swung open
both sides of his blue blazer, inviting Devery to inspect his inside pockets. He felt bad for the
guy and wouldn’t say anything to humiliate him. He had somehow made it to sergeant but was
someone’s stooge, treated like a lackey. Woody had gotten around to reading The Peter
Principle recently and saw examples like Devery everywhere, people “rising to their level of



incompetence.”Something must have gone wrong in his career, some major foul-up, and here
Devery was just playing out the string and taking grief from younger men, swallowing his pride
daily and hanging around to maximize his pension.The two men walked silently to the lobby
where Devery said, almost in a whisper, “Listen, don’t use my name but you could try what’s
called The Shack on the second floor. It’s where the press hangs out. There’s an old geezer
there by the name of Lincoln Tarbell who worked for the New York Herald Tribune before it
folded. A real muckraker type in his day but he’s retired now. They let him hang around as an
honorary member. Some people say he has a few screws loose but I hear he is a walking
encyclopedia of the old days at NYPD. They say he spends a lot of time in the library archives
over in Brooklyn. It’s worth a shot, right?” Woody smiled and stuck out his hand. Devery was
seeking a little redemption and he wouldn’t deny him.As Woody headed toward the door,
Devery called out to him. “Say, what time is your train back to Parlor City?” he asked. Woody
hesitated for a few seconds and said, “6:00.”
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