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CHAPTER 1

Paul Denahy wasn’t scared until his father mentioned it at breakfast that morning. The first day of kindergarten shouldn’t have been a big deal. But the very question of being scared, and seeing his mother elbow his father, told Paul that maybe something was up. Until then, he hadn’t thought much about St. Isadore Catholic School, but now he began to wonder. 

His baby sister sat in the high chair at the corner of the kitchen, a Cheerio stuck to her cheek. Shannon had nothing to worry about. Next to her, his brother drummed the side of the table with a spoon. Danny’s first day of school was still two years away, so he didn’t have to think about it for a while. Besides, Paul would always keep an eye on his kid brother. It was suddenly obvious that he would be the first of the Denahy kids to trek into the unknown. But he wasn’t afraid, and only felt a twinge of excitement.

After breakfast, he grabbed his lunch pail and climbed into his mom’s car. The sky was overcast, typical of most September days in the San Francisco Bay Area. Muted sunlight transformed the cityscape into a monotone backdrop, clusters of rectangular shapes connected by spans of telephone wires. Traffic had already jammed the streets near the school, so Paul’s mother parked a couple of blocks away. They walked down the sidewalk as older school children ran by, laughing and screaming. The boys wore grey, salt and pepper pants, freshly ironed white shirts, and green sweaters. The girls wore grey and green plaid skirts with pleated edges that fell just below their knees. They also wore white shirts but with rounded collars accompanied by similar green sweaters. 

Paul and his mother arrived at the main gate. It stood like a spring-loaded trap; one side open, the other shut tight. A steel rod alongside of the closed section pierced the asphalt, a jagged crack jetting from the hole. Both sides of the gate’s skeleton were bolted into plastered pillars that stood like sentinels. A boy about Paul’s size, with dark, curly hair, walked to the entryway with his mother. He wrapped his arms around the metal rails and began to wail. His voice careened off the whitewashed walls and a group of kids ran over to see what was going on.

 “What the heck’s a matter with that kid?” A tall, skinny boy jabbed his buddy in the ribs with his elbow and they both laughed. “Kindergartners.” His eyes met Paul’s for a split second before Paul looked back down at the crack in the asphalt.

The crying boy’s mother tried to unwrap both of his arms from the gate but as soon as she got one free, he quickly clutched on with the other one. The woman’s face turned crimson as she fought with the boy. She muttered a few words that Paul’s father sometimes said when he worked out in the garage late at night.

 “It’s all right.” Paul’s mother took his hand. “He’s just a little nervous. Now, listen, I’ll be right here waiting for you this afternoon when school gets out, ‘kay?”

“Sure mom.”

“Hey, Paul?”

“Yeah, mom?’

“I love you.”

“You too.” Paul looked around to make sure no one had heard him. 

The crying boy’s mother picked up her son and carried him through the gateway. Paul took one final look at his mother then walked through on his own.

* * *

The grounds at St. Isadore served two purposes. On Sundays parishioners used them as a parking lot, and during the week they were a playground. Boundary lines for a variety of field games were painted across the blacktop. Oil stains pockmarked the gritty surface and overlapped the lines in several places, gleaming splotches that looked like bacon grease. A baseball diamond was in the far corner, a bent-up backstop at home plate. Stretching across the back of the playground was a cyclone fence covered with a curtain of ivy. 

A group of older girls played tetherball in one area. A taller one punched the ball and it spun around the pole in a tight spiral as the other player ducked clear of its path. A younger group of children joked around a hopscotch path, one of the boys holding a beanbag over a girl’s head as she tried to take it from him. A tougher looking group of boys chose teams for kickball as smaller ones stood by and watched. In the center of the playground, boys challenged each other on a basketball court, the ball slamming against metal backboards as a couple of girls watched from the sidelines. Other kids played foursquare or tag, personalities mirroring the games they played. Behind all of the activity was a small football field with lunch boxes and jackets strew along its hash marks.

As the students laughed and shouted, Paul shut his eyes and thought of when his family went to Martin’s Beach during the summer, the sound of screeching gulls. He spent most of the time building a sand castle with a moat around it. Later in the afternoon, his mom and dad got into a fight, and his family went home early. He remembered looking back at the incoming waves devouring his castle, the gulls pecking at small crustaceans as the tide rolled in.

When he opened his eyes, a shadow appeared from over his shoulder. He turned around and squinted at a broad figure silhouetted by the morning sun. With a cupped hand against his forehead, he looked up to a face framed by a black veil. The cloth was pulled tight against the woman’s flesh, and her cheeks bulged in a futile fight against the fabric’s constraint.

“I’m Sister Kate.” The nun folded her hands and smiled. “And who might you be?”

“I’m Paul. Paul Denahy.” If he had learned anything that first day, it was how the ground looked at St. Isadore School, as he once again surveyed the asphalt surface.

“It is nice to meet you Paul Denahy. Please look at me when I speak to you.” Thick, wire-framed glasses somehow robbed the color from her eyes, making them appear as small gray disks. She pointed to a corner of the playground near the school. “Do you see the three children over there?”

“Yes ma’am.”

“Please call me Sister Kate.”

“Yes ma’—I mean, Sister Kate.” 

“Please join those other children.” Sister Kate’s smile vanished, buried in the same place as the color of her eyes.

Paul walked over to what appeared to be a smaller playground within the main one. It was encircled by a shorter cyclone fence and once again there was a gated entrance. This gate was open and closed by a boy whose grin revealed a wide gap where two front teeth had once resided. Inside of the Kindergarten enclosure was a swing, slide, and spinning disk. They were all the color of lead, their aged metal having lost its luster from years of service. Inside the circumference of the fenced-in space were wooden benches covered with chipped paint that revealed a history of layered colors. A blond-haired girl sat alone on one bench, faint smears of dirt running down her cheeks. She held on to her sweater as if it might somehow be ripped free. 

A boy with olive skin and straight black hair stood at the edge of the slide and flapped his arms as if they were wings. His shirttail hung out the back of his pants, the sleeves of his sweater were rolled up to his elbows. He took a look at Paul and jumped off the slide. 

“Who are you?” He tilted his head as if he were actually trying to figure out what Paul was, instead of who.

“My name’s Paul.”

“I’m James. But everyone calls me Jimmy.” He reached out and it was the first time that Paul ever shook another kid’s hand.

“That’s Ann.” Jimmy pointed at the girl with his thumb. “But she doesn’t want to talk right now. The first day of school is tough for some kids—kind of scary. How ‘bout you?”

“Me?” Paul watched Sister Kate direct more children to the Kindergarten playground as a couple of seagulls circled in the sky above. “Nothin’ scares me.”

*   *   *

The church bells rang, and children sprinted from all corners of the playground and gathered in front of the two entryways that led into the school building. Sister Kate first silenced then directed the kindergartners into a single-file line and together they walked to where the other classes were gathered. Rows of children increased in height, from the youngest and smallest to the towering eighth graders. No longer laughing and playing, all of the uniformed children blended together in a sea of grey and green.

Two rows across from the kindergarten class was the tall, skinny kid. He looked at Paul and sneered.

The bells went silent, and the classes stood in front of a tall pole as a couple of eighth-graders raised the American flag. With hands over their hearts, the entire school recited the Pledge of Allegiance in unison, although Paul didn’t know the words. After the pledge they said a prayer for the beginning of a new school year, and he didn’t know those words either. He wondered if God was listening, if he knew that Paul was trying his best on that first day, but there was lot to learn. After that, it was one Our Father, and one Hail Mary. Paul remembered those prayers and was relieved to be able to recite something that he knew.

There were two main entrances into the school building. The kindergarten class walked to the one at the far end where a line of third graders followed alongside. The stairway had cement steps with horizontal lines etched at the edges of each one. They had once been painted bright red but were now a faded blood color. The students ascended each one slowly as the line inched its way into the building.

“Look at that shrimp.” The tall boy was standing next to Paul. He nudged his friend and smirked. “That’s the goofiest little brat I’ve ever seen.”

Jimmy looked over his shoulder, first at Paul, then the kid.

“Piss off, monkey boy.” Jimmy’s five-year-old voice was high-pitched and thin, and the words that came out of his mouth were as surprising as if he had drawn a knife from his pocket.

The tall kid broke out of line and clutched Jimmy’s throat and forced him to the steps. Jimmy held onto a steel handrail and kicked his legs wildly back and forth as the boy tried to pull him down the stairs. Suddenly, as quickly as he had grabbed Jimmy, the kid’s grip was released. Jimmy jumped to an upright position, like a boxer ready to go another round, and Paul grabbed him by the shoulders.

Sister Kate held the tall boy’s ear, her hand like a clamped vice-grip. She dragged him up the stairs towards the doorway that led into the hall. Sister Kate’s pace was deliberate and unyielding, her white robe flowing like a victory flag as the kid’s ear turned deep pink. A faint whimper could be heard from the hallway accompanied by soldier-like footsteps.

That was the day Jimmy Spalone and Paul Denahy became best friends.

CHAPTER 2

Through the first four years of grade of school, Jimmy wasn’t the kind of kid anyone ever thought of as being school smart, but he always seemed to be the one the nuns put in charge of special duties. So at the beginning of fifth grade, it wasn’t a big surprise that he was given the task of delivering milk to each classroom and picking up the money. And it was a natural choice for him to choose Paul to help him with the lunchtime chore.

“So here’s the deal—the first thing we have to do is get the milk from Mrs. Conklin down in the lunch room. Whatever you do, don’t make fun of the way she walks. She gets really pissed off and she’ll make your life a livin’ hell. I hear she’s got some weird ‘de—degeneratation’ disease or something.”

Paul looked around the hallway for anyone who might hear them talking. It was always a little dangerous to hang out with Jimmy, especially because of the way he talked. If any of the nuns overheard some of the things he said, there would be no telling how horrific a punishment would be doled out. Of course the sense of risk was also what Paul liked about Jimmy.

“So how’s your girlfriend, Ann?” Jimmy touched his head and fluttered his eyes, making him appear more ridiculous than he could ever have imagined.

“She’s not my girlfriend.” Paul felt his cheeks slowly turn hot, like the coils of an electric stove beginning to glow.

“You’ve been givin’ each other the eye ever since the beginning of the year—you always acting so sweeeet. And she sits right next to you in class.”

“Knock it of Jimmy. We’re just math partners.”

“Oh yeah. You’re the teacher’s pet and she’s the brain. Perfect couple.”

“Look at those guys.” Paul, attempting to change the subject, pointed to a framed picture that hung in the hallway. The graduating class of 1955—mugshots with bowties. They walked along the rows of photographs, a chronological order of students who had graduated from St. Isadore. The first class was dated 1942.

“Man, what a bunch of geeks.” Jimmy tapped on a photo of a kid with thick-rimmed glasses and a crew-cut. When they got to the last picture frame, Jimmy said, “Hey, there’s my brother.”

“He ain’t no geek.” 

“Hell, no.” Jimmy said and puffed out his chest. As much crap Jimmy talked about his older brothers, they were living legends in his world. His first oldest brother, Bobby, was made from the same mold as all the others. The black and white photo made the family features even stronger; thick, curly brown hair, sunken, intense eyes like Jimmy’s, and the same olive-colored skin as the other Portuguese kids at St. Isadore’s. 

“Some day we’ll be up there, some other kids laughing at us.”

“Never.” Jimmy punched Paul in the arm causing him to wince. “Not us. We’re way too cool—these guys are ancient history. Come on, we gotta’ get goin’.”

The cafeteria was located in one of the darkest and coldest areas of the school building. The boys walked down the stairway that dropped them into the cavernous room. Across rows of tables and chairs, three women stood in a tight circle behind the lunchroom counter, whispering between themselves. As soon as Paul and Jimmy approached, the lunchroom ladies turned and looked as though they’d been caught with their hands in the till. 

“The milk crew.” The largest lady with a flowered dress under her apron signaled to Paul and Jimmy to follow her. Mrs. Conklin waddled through the kitchen and past an island where steam rose from large kettles and pots. Near a stack of boxes marked “egg noodles” was the entrance to the storage room. To the rear was the backdoor, with its massive, gleaming chrome handle. Sunlight poured inside the room when Mrs. Conklin opened the door to expose stairs that led to the loading dock with stacks of milk crates.

“Just delivered. Bring them in before they get warm. Stack them in the corner of the lunch room—not the kitchen.” 

After a week of doing the same job, Paul and Jimmy knew the drill, but every day Mrs. Conklin repeated the same instructions. It was like she was covering her ass in case the boys somehow lost their minds and botched the whole job, maybe began tossing the individual cartons of milk in a frenzied state of insanity. She could always say that she gave them detailed instructions, and it wasn’t her fault that somehow everything spiraled into chaos.

Paul and Jimmy carried each of the wire crates and stacked them exactly how Mrs. Conklin had told them. Seemed kind of silly since they were going to take each one upstairs to the classrooms, then pile the empty crates back outside. But they didn’t ask questions, and only did as they were told. The basket’s metal frame pinched Paul’s hands as they walked up the steps to the main hallway, the load feeling heavier with each step he took. When they got to the top of the stairs, Jimmy sat his crate down and Paul was relieved to do the same.

“Okay, let’s figure out what classes to do.” Jimmy rubbed the crate grooves from his hands as he talked.” I’ll start with the kindergarten, then after that, all the even-numbered grades—second through eighth. You do the odds, and if one of us finishes before the other, we help the other guy out. All right?”

“Yep.” Paul had almost gotten back most of the feeling in his fingers when he heard the sound of footsteps from the main entryway. In the darkness of the hallway it was hard to make out the face of the man walking towards them, but his wide figure was dressed in black. The priest stopped and put his hands on his hips.

“Good morning father,” the two boys chanted in unison.

“Good morning boys. Looks like the milk monitors are hard at work.” The priest had black, straight hair with specks of silver at the temples. His nose dripped down his face and ended in a knob, reminding Paul of a cauliflower.

“I’m Father Malhony. And whose class are you boys from?”

“We’re from Sister Benedict’s class, father.” Jimmy stood a bit straighter and put his hands behind his back. “I’m James Spalone, but they call me Jimmy. My older brother graduated last year, and I have a little brother in Kindergarten.”

“I see. How many children are in your family, James?”

“I have four older brothers, and a younger one. My mom’s having a baby in December, so there’ll be seven of us.”

“That’s quite a family. And what is your name young man?”

“I’m Paul. Paul Denahy.”

“Ah, Denahy, a good Irish name. Any brothers and sisters, Paul?”

“Yes, a younger brother and sister. My brother’s in third grade and my sister’s in kindergarten—with Jimmy’s sister.”

Paul had never seen this priest before today, and there was something about the way he talked that sounded different than the other priests, or nuns for that matter. It wasn’t only his accent; a lot of priests at St. Isadore were Irish. Paul kept thinking about the Christmas play that the class put on last year, how he said the lines over and over in his head so he wouldn’t forget them. Then when he repeated them during rehearsal, sometimes the teacher said that it didn’t sound right, he needed to make it sound more natural. That was the way Father Malhony sounded when he talked, like the first couple of days of theatre rehearsal.

“I arrived at St. Isadore two days ago.” Father Malhony focused on the top of Paul’s head as he spoke. “I was transferred from St. Ann’s, a parish down in southern California.” He looked away from the boys, as if something had caught his attention, but kept talking. “Are either of you playing on the basketball team this year?”

“Yes, father, both of us are going to try out for the team.” Jimmy pointed at Paul with an open hand. “He has a heckuvva outside shot, and I’m gonna play center.” 

“You have some good height for your age.” Father Malhony held out an imaginary tape measure to Jimmy. “It’s nice to meet the both of you lads. I’ve been put in charge of overseeing the boys’ extracurricular activities at St. Isadore, academic and spiritual. I’ll also be coaching the 5th grade basketball team and I plan to have an excellent season. With a lot of hard work and practice, we can make a run for the sectional title. I look forward to seeing the two of you on the court.”

“Sounds good Father.” Jimmy reached out to shake the priest’s hand but Father Malhony put each of his hands on the boy’s shoulders.

“Have a good day, and God bless both of you.”

The priest released his grip and made the sign of the cross above their heads. When he turned and made his way down the hall towards the exit, Paul noticed that the priest walked different also, more deliberate and less “priestlike.” When he left the building, the boys ran down the hallway and looked out the doorway window, the glass crisscrossed with thin wires. Father Malhony walked through a walkway lined with olive tress that led to the rectory.

“That guy gives me the creeps.”

“Jimmy, he’s a priest—don’t say things like that.” Again, Paul thought he flirted with a possible future in purgatory when he hung out with Jimmy,

“For Chrissake, he talks like a real weirdo. I hope to hell he knows something about basketball. My brother says that St. Isadore hasn’t had a good coach around here in years, and we’re a long shot at playing at the regionals.”

“What are the regionals?”

“It’s where all the good teams play, if you win the section that you play in. There’re some tough teams in our section, my brother said—“

It was then that a classroom door swung open.

“Were you boys running down the hall?” Sister Marcellona was one of the older nuns and always seemed to pop out of nowhere. Her wrinkled face and pointed nose always startled unsuspecting school children, and Paul had a funny feeling that she loved honing her unexpected presence.

“No sister.”

The nun looked at Jimmy. Her lips were twisted and jagged, like dried-out rose petals. “There is no running allowed in the hall—ever. You two are in charge of the milk delivery, aren’t you?”

“Yes sister,” the boys said in unison, and cringed at how the sentences melded together in a sing-songy way.

“Well, then deliver the milk.” She raised a crooked finger towards Jimmy. “And no running.” The door slammed shut, and a gust of schoolroom air hit the boys in the face.

“Well, then deliver the milk,” Jimmy said in his best Wicked Witch voice and pointed his finger in Paul’s face. Paul covered his mouth to keep from laughing. The last thing they needed was another appearance by Sister Marcellona, maybe this time in a cloud of smoke.

Paul picked up the milk crate and made his way towards the first grade classroom. His thoughts of Sister Marcellona faded, but what Jimmy had said about Father Malhony stuck in his head like a pebble caught in a tennis shoe.

CHAPTER 3

Paul’s neighborhood was a collection of near identical houses, all the same basic design and compact size. The only things that made them look different was the color of paint, landscaping, and what kind of car was parked in the driveway and whether or not it was on blocks with the wheels pulled off. Paul’s house was blue and white and had a newly planted elm tree in the front yard that was wired to a stake to hold it straight. The lawn was meticulously manicured, and rose bushes down the side of the yard had yellow, pink, and white flowers when they bloomed in the summer. Across the street was the Gonzales’ house. Their front lawn was a mixture of white and red lava rock, cactus, desert plants, a collection of birdbaths, several wire-framed trellis’ of various sizes and condition, and a statue of St. Mary whose peeled paint made it appear as though the blessed virgin had contracted leprosy.

22nd Street was last on the block, and it backed up to a row of warehouses surrounding a cannery that processed and packaged tomato products; stewed tomatoes, tomato-paste, catsup, and just about anything else that had to do with the distribution and consumption of tomatoes. There was always a metallic smell of in the air, and no amount of wind or rain ever washed it clean. 

Paul’s father built a treehouse in the backyard, and Paul and his brother would spend afternoons plucking plums from the tree branches and watching semi-trucks roll in and out of the shipping docks. Every once and awhile they’d throw a plum at the top of a passing truck and it would bounce off the trailer with a satisfying thud, and with any luck, leave a bloodlike splatter mark that they called a “22nd Street Tattoo.”

There was a line of tracks that ran through the middle of the cannery, and the sound of incoming trains vibrated the wooden fences that separated each house. Paul would often lie at the top of the treehouse and stare at the sky, the sound of train and truck engines droning in the background. His mind would drift to places where the air smelled like pine trees, sage, or desert sand. The trains and trucks had left 22nd Street and crossed mountain peaks, sped across expanses of desert, and rolled across the plains. The semis negotiated highways and streets in huge cities of far away states as their drivers drank coffee, smoked cigarettes, or cussed at gridlocked traffic. At a kitchen table in a town somewhere across the country, some kid poured catsup onto a hamburger, the same bottle that had been shipped from behind Paul’s backyard, a few hundred yards from the treehouse. The trains kept rolling, the trucks kept hauling—some of them with a faded purple smear across the tops of their trailers, a mark of where they had been.

*   *   *

It was a Saturday night and Paul was in his room reading a comic book. He was usually the last of the Denahy family to fall asleep. His parents had surrendered long ago to the fact that he was a night owl, a kid who just couldn’t get a solid night’s sleep. They had gone to great lengths and even consulted their family doctor whose advice was considered “worthless B.S.” by Paul’s father. But no matter how hard they tried, what tactics they attempted, he never went to sleep when they wanted him to. And on the weekends, he stayed awake even later. 

The Giants were playing the hated Dodgers and the voices of Lon Simmons and Russ Hodges crackled through a transistor radio. It was the second game of a doubleheader and the boys in orange and black had taken the first game, but were down 1–0 in the late night match up. Mays was coming to bat and McCovey was on second. Candlestick Park was completely sold out, and the announcers had to shout to be heard over the crowd. Paul imagined sitting at the ‘Stick, eating a hot dog and cheering for the home team.

. . . Mays is O for two this game, and is batting 305 . . .

The window in Paul’s room was open and the smell of processed tomatoes and steaming metal was even heavier that night as it combined with a haze of fog that crept in from the bay. From the front of the house, garage door springs squeaked like an out of tune violin. Paul’s father was home, the rumble of the car loudening as it rolled into the garage. His mother’s footsteps faded down the hall and into the kitchen. The sound of ice cubes followed by the faucet signaled that she’d just filled a glass with water. The door from the garage to the kitchen slammed open.

“Where have you been?” Paul closed his eyes and imagined his mother taking a drink from the glass after asking his father the usual Saturday night question.

“Stopped off at The Lantern with Steve and Ray.”

“I didn’t know you were going to be so late. Of course you missed dinner. We waited for you until the food got so cold we went ahead and ate.”

“Sorry, I had somethin’ there—shoulda’ called—sorry.” A cupboard squeaked, and then more tumbling ice into a glass. A clink of a bottle, then the reverberation of shattering glass.

“Shit—son-of-a-bitch—”

“Danny, you’ll wake the children.”

“What about ‘em? They still awake?”

“Go to bed, you’re drunk.”

“I’m fine. Absolutely fine . . .”

“No your not. Go to bed, I’ll clean this up.”

“Maybe I’ll go to bed.”

Footsteps plodded down the hallway and Paul slapped the light switch off. The drone of a semi pulling away from the loading dock filled the room and erratic strobes of light flashed across the walls of the room. A couple of plastic car models that sat on the window ledge cast twisted shadows on the ceiling and shifted across Paul’s bed. “I’m being run over,” Paul thought to himself, and dug himself deep under the blankets. Before pulling the covers over his head, he noticed the orange glow of the transistor radio.

. . . and it’s drilled deep to center field . . .

He began to reach towards the radio but heard the door handle turn, then a squeak of hinges. Paul remained motionless and did his best to feign deep, sleeping breathes. He heard a labored sigh then mumbled words and his father shut the door.

. . . and Davis catches it at the warning track. Mayes gave it quite a ride, but it wasn’t enough to clear—

Paul grabbed the radio and shut it off. A muffled conversation in his parent’s room reminded him of ghosts talking in a Max Fleischer cartoon, and he imagined a Cab Calloway tune playing in the background. His mother’s voice was unusually machinegun-like, his father’s almost non-comprehensible. A bathroom door closed and then a loud crash shook the house. There was a shuffling sound and Paul could imagine his mother doing the best that she could to get his father to bed. His father continued to mutter incoherently as he banged into walls and furniture, and it was obvious that she wasn’t having much luck.

Paul counted backwards from one hundred hoping that he’d fall asleep before he got to zero. He was at sixty-six when his mother walked into his room.

“Paul, it’s okay. It’s mom.” He felt his mother’s hand on his shoulder. “Come with me.”

“Where?”

“To play a game. Let’s go in your closet.”

“My closet? No way, I don’t want to go in there. I keep having those dreams of that vampire walking out—”

“Just for a little while Paul. C’mon, it’s okay. I’ll be with you.”

They sat in Paul’s closet, his mother’s arms around him. Paul traced the circular contour of a can of Lincoln Logs with his toes and hoped to God that Bela Lagosi was not hiding somewhere behind the clothes rack. He could almost see Bela’s creepy fingers hanging down, getting closer and closer to his neck.

His father’s footsteps stopped at his room for a second time, and light flashed under the crack of the closet door. Paul’s mother put a finger over his mouth. The light went out and Paul could hear his father walking to other areas of the house before going back to his room.

“Is dad okay?

“Yes, daddy’s fine. He’s just very tired and needs to get some rest. He’s having a tough time getting to sleep and now is not a real good time to talk to him. If he can’t find me, he’ll eventually go to bed.”

“What about Shannon and Danny? Are they okay?”

“They’re fine Paul. I checked on both of them and they’re sound asleep. Everyone will be fine. Just fine.”

A train left the warehouse loading dock, its wheels rolling along thick rails; steel on steel. The ground under the house vibrated from the weight, a low rumble that sounded like thunder from an incoming storm. Paul sat in his mother’s arms and listened to the wheels clatter across the rails as he thought of all the places the train would travel to. It never stopped, its journey never ended. Paul fell asleep, traveling somewhere far away from his home on 22nd street.


