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Twenty million Americans of Irish Blood—surely enough to free Ireland.

—
MAUD GONNE MACBRIDE
, 1895

 

1

BRIDGEPORT, CHICAGO

JUNE 23, 1903

“We’ll have to run for it, Ag.” I can see Johnny Murphy forcing his old nags into the traffic on Archer Avenue. Miss the horse tram and I’ll be late for work—again—and my niece Agnella for class at St. Xavier’s High School.

“Come on,” I say to her.

“Oh, Aunt Nonie. He’s pulled away from our stop. We’ll never catch up,” she says, panting.

“Ah, now,” I shout, “what God has for ye won’t go past ye,” imitating my Granny Honora’s brogue. I start running.

“You shouldn’t make fun, Aunt Nonie!” Agnella says, but begins trotting along beside me. One block left to Archer and Arch, where the brown brick bulk of St. Bridget’s chides us. Should have left earlier.

Full summer now and the sun, finally serious about Chicago, turning our few trees green. A warm breeze too but from the west. So all clogged with the smell of the Stockyards.

Now Agnella and I pound along faster. I’m too old and too corseted to be running hell for leather through the neighborhood, as I’ll be told by somebody I’m sure. Maybe my hobble skirt’s a bit too tight around the ankles. Fashionable though. We’re almost to Archer Avenue. I’m twenty-four, Agnella’s fourteen, but she’s already up to my shoulder. Her pleated black serge school uniform makes for easy running. Another tall Kelly woman. Though she’s a blue-eyed blonde, and I have ginger hair and greenish eyes.

Johnny Murphy, the driver, sees us. I wave, but what does the
amadán
do but slap the reins on his swaybacked horses, making good his threat of yesterday morning. “I’ve my schedule, Miss Nora Kelly, and I can’t be waiting for you every day.” Leaving us, when it’s not my fault we’re late.

A big row at the breakfast table started by my sister Henrietta, Agnella’s mother. Some nonsense about my not wringing out my shift properly and who but her had to wipe up the drips on the bathroom floor. You’d think she’d be grateful we have an indoor privy—all thanks to our big brother Mike, the master plumber. Henrietta railed on about me to poor Mike, who was trying to enjoy a second cup of coffee before heading to his job site. Supervisor now. Doesn’t have to go out at the crack of dawn like my other brother Mart, who meets the fellows delivering newspapers to the little candy store Mike bought for him. Or James the youngest boy, who works for the railroad. My sister Annie’s out early too. A policewoman, if you could feature it, but then we’re four years into the twentieth century and we women are coming into our own, though Henrietta’s too busy feeling sorry for herself to see any opportunity. Not easy for her, widowed at twenty-one from a husband called Kelly, would you believe? She and her three children having to move back in with the family. Still that was years ago. Mam spoke up for me at breakfast but Henrietta got all offended and asked Mam didn’t she appreciate her and the way she runs the house and maybe she should leave and take the children with her though how they’d survive, she didn’t know. And that stopped Mam because it’s looking as if Henrietta’s kids might be the only grandchildren she’ll ever know, what with Mike coming up to forty already and not married, and the rest of us four stair-steps the same.

Only my brother Edward has a wife, and they live away in Indiana with her people. Mam always says her greatest sorrow is that her own mother back in Ireland never knew any of us. And Granny Honora had agreed. Bad enough to have to say farewell to your children but to never set eyes on grandchildren …

I remember Mam talking to Granny Honora right before Granny died, the two of them wondering why we didn’t find mates when even in the worst times in Ireland and the early days in Chicago people couldn’t wait to pair up. Better chance with two working together, Mam said, and now with plenty of good jobs going and her children blessed with work, they stayed clustered at home.

Granny said, “Ah well, maybe they’re only taking their time. I’d say young Honora won’t be lollygagging.”

But that was then. Granny’s gone four years now and me still not married. Granny was the only one called me Honora. Named after her. But I was always Nora in school, and Nonie in the family, which seemed right because she, Granny, was the true Honora Kelly. Henrietta held my name against me. Said she should’ve been called after Granny. “You carry the name of two women who helped this family,” Granny had told her which shut Henrietta up. Still, there’d be no bickering at the breakfast table if Granny Honora were still alive.

Nor would we be rushing out at the last minute and have to run for our lives to catch Johnny Murphy.

“Johnny!” I shout. He’s trying to maneuver the tram past—of all things—a Model T Ford bumping along leading the parade. Rare enough in Bridgeport. I’m trying to talk Mike into getting an auto. Now that would be the bee’s knees.

“Wait! Wait!” I yell.

So close now—if I can get a grip on that pole—I stretch out my right hand, pulling Agnella along with my left. Suddenly I’m flying, swinging up onto the platform with Agnella beside me, just like that. And each of us held by one big hand of this fellow. Now I stumble into to him and doesn’t he hug me to himself, laughing.

And that starts it, God forgive me. A kind of enchantment. In Granny Honora’s stories, women in Ireland are whisked off to fairyland where they dance and feast through the night, only to come home the next morning to find a century has passed. Is that what’s happening to me?

“Thank you,” I say when I get my breath. Agnella and I stare at this giant of a fellow. She nods and hurries toward the back of the car, but I smile right into his face. “One in the eye for Johnny Murphy,” I say, “but I’d best pay my fare now.”

        

        
               
        
            	«
	1
	2
	3
	4
	5
	6
	7
	8
	9
	10
	...
	42
	...
	73
	»

        

        Other books



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Master Chief by Alan Maki



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Miss Goldsleigh's Secret by Amylynn Bright



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Captured by a Gentleman (Regency Unlaced 6) by Carole Mortimer



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Short Ride to Nowhere by Tom Piccirilli



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        ASHFORD (Gray Wolf Security #5) by Glenna Sinclair



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Emperor of the Air by Ethan Canin



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        The Guest Book by Marybeth Whalen



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        One Is Never Enough by Erica Storm



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Warriors Don't Cry by Melba Pattillo Beals



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Bitterroot Crossing by Oliver, Tess


        
        
    



        
                    

    





    
        
            © ThomasStone 2015 - 2024    Contact for me [email protected]                    


                
            
            
            
        

    







    
    