
Tiny arrows, it seemed, assaulted the window at the end of the hallway where 
the corridor faded almost to nothingness in the soft light. Light that grew ever 
fainter as the dark blue, deep-pile carpet led to the heavy maroon drapes hanging 
on either side of the stained glass image of Mary. Mary as Queen of Heaven, arms 
held wide to receive new arrivals. 

Harry supposed the image comforted those coming down this hall when the 
morning sun shone through the Madonna’s raiment and illuminated the golden 
halo encircling her head. 

Not today. 
Today the image appeared faded, worn by the countless occasions it had 

attempted to buoy the spirits of the grieving. 
The arrows made a tinny, drumming noise. 
Sleet. 
Moisture often came as sleet in Mid-Atlantic States—in winter—not in spring. 

Spring rain fell gentle, nourishing. Heaven’s moisture played tag with the sun 
weeks on end to bring forth longer days, warmer temperatures, and a rainbow of 
colors. 

Although damp, spring in Baltimore was glorious. Trees pushed tiny yellow-
green leaves onto branches bare all winter. Azaleas sprouted pink blossoms. 
Yellow daffodils and red tulips poked through sodden earth. Emerald-green 
grass, wet with dew, glittered in morning sunlight. 

For those of the Old Sod it seemed like home. 
Four days ago, Harry saw and felt and breathed and tasted all of spring’s 

glory. He had his tickets for opening day, the taste of soft shell crab lay on his 
tongue from memories of springs past, and his long-awaited promotion to 
president was in the offing. Life had never seemed better. 

Two minutes. That was all it had taken to change everything. 
 
Harry opened the door marked “Jennifer Shaughnessy” and walked in. The 

clatter of sleet on stained glass receded as the door swung closed behind him. The 
lack of noise from his steps on the carpet was disconcerting. The one thing he 
could hear in the room was the lonely sound of one person breathing—his 
breathing—rapid and shallow. 

He stopped an arm’s reach from where she lay. 
He ached to touch her, feel the softness of her skin, hear her speak his name 

in that way no one else ever had. But he knew he would never hear her say his 
name in that voice again, except in the deep recesses of memory. Even so, it took 
all of his substantial will to resist the urge to try and wake her. 

She smiled. It wasn’t the expression she normally wore just before she woke. 



She was a born worrier, and it was never so plain on her face as when she slept. 
She worried about the kids, their own four and the twenty-five in her second 
grade class. She worried about their neighbors, their neighbors’ kids, and the 
friends she accumulated as easily as bees gathered pollen on their rounds. She 
worried about needy people in the newspaper and victims of disasters on TV—
people she didn’t know, would never know. She prayed for them all. Lit more 
candles than anyone he’d ever known. 

Unable to restrain his urge, Harry touched Jenny’s shoulder. 
“Wake up, Jenny. Wake up, Baby. Please. Please wake up.” 
Tears streamed down his cheeks. In his mind he knew she would not wake, 

but his heart … his heart had compelled him to try and rouse her. 
He let himself down onto the kneeler that ran the length of the casket, folded 

his hands, and laid them on the handrail that jutted from the dark wood. 
“Oh Jenny, why now?” 
Harry sighed, wiped the tears from his face, and reached into his suit-coat 

pocket for Jenny’s worn rosary beads. He began to pray, “Hail Mary, full of grace 
… ” 

The door to the viewing room opened. Harry turned his head. 
“There you are, lad,” Father John said. “Praying the rosary, are we?” 
Harry remained kneeling as he watched the priest close the distance to 

Jenny’s casket. Harry felt the weight of Father John’s comforting hand on his 
shoulder. 

“Looks peaceful, doesn’t she?” Father John said. 
Harry nodded and began sobbing. 
“There, there, you go ahead and get it out. She’s safe and happy, on her way to 

heaven for sure. It’s those of us left behind who suffer. Tis the way of these 
things.” 

“Why Jenny? Why now?” Harry said, looking up at the man who’d become his 
guardian when Harry was fourteen—the man who had married them, baptized 
their children, married Cindy and Randy, and baptized Little Harry. He was the 
man who’d waited for Harry at the end of the jet bridge to usher him into a new 
life so long ago. A life that had become wonderful beyond any reasonable 
expectation when Jenny had entered it. 

“Only God knows why, Harry. We must accept His will and be comforted it is 
for the best. Still and all … you’ll be happy to know she didn’t suffer. The medical 
examiner told me her death was quick and peaceful. There was little pain, if any 
at all.” 

“So what! She’s gone. Murdered!” 
“Isn’t it a comfort to know she didn’t suffer?” 



“Yes, Father, it is, but I would rather she were still here, in the hospital, 
suffering pain from bullet wounds, than … than this.” 

“Aye.” 
Father John knelt beside Harry. “Let’s pray the rosary together. Then I’ll bring 

the children in to say goodbye to their mum. Then we’ll transport her to the 
church—one last ride to mass with darlin’ Jenny.” 

 
Harry went through the next three hours in a fog. The visitation the night 

before had been difficult, but it was nothing compared to the agony of the 
requiem mass and the lowering of the casket into the grave. Now only Harry and 
Father John remained in the light spring drizzle before the open rectangle in the 
ground, Jenny’s casket at its bottom. 

“Cindy, the boys, and Little Harry are waitin’ in the car, and the grave diggers 
will want to fill this in before the rain picks up. Let’s go, lad.” 

“I can’t just leave her here, Father … here in the rain.” 
“She’s gone, Harry. What lie in that casket are merely her mortal remains. Her 

soul has left her body.” 
The priest took Harry’s arm. “Come on, people will be arrivin’ for the wake.” 
Harry let Father John pull him from the graveside, then he jerked his arm free 

and wailed, “What kind of god would do this?” 
Father John didn’t answer. 
“I’ll get those sonsabitches,” Harry said, “I will … if it’s the last thing I do.” 
“You’ll do no such thing,” the priest said to Harry, grabbing him by both arms 

and shaking him. “God will take care of the vengeance in His own good time. 
That’s for Him to do, not for you. Didn’t you get your fill of that long ago?” 

“I want to spit in their faces, see them suffer, watch them die,” Harry hissed. 
“I know lad, truly I do. Jenny was such a good person. Ten o’clock mass won’t 

be the same without her smilin’ face. Many times there were when she was the 
only one to laugh at my feeble attempts at humor. Times like this try my faith and 
make me question my callin’. But what good would such killin’ do Jenny … or us? 
She’d still be gone.” 

The priest loosened his grip on Harry’s arms. 
Harry hung his head, feeling as he had when he was a small boy. A bully had 

bloodied the nose of his best friend. Harry had done nothing to defend his friend 
or to punish the bully. But he’d only been five, and he was afraid—afraid the bully 
would attack him next, afraid his mum would be angry with him for fighting, 
afraid he wouldn’t acquit himself well, and his da would be ashamed of him. 

Would it be the same now? 
Would he let this go? 



There’d come a time when he’d let nothing go, a time when he’d acted despite 
his fear, a time when an infraction against his own merited the ultimate 
punishment. 

But that was long ago. 
 
The priest led Harry toward the waiting mortuary limousine. 
Harry wanted more than anything to avenge Jenny’s murder. But he 

wondered if he was the sort of man to do the things again the boy he once had 
been had done. 

He raised his eyes to the cloud-covered, lead-gray sky. She was up there—
somewhere beyond the moisture-laden cloak God had thrown over this part of 
the earth—looking down on him, no doubt grieving for him, for the sorrow he felt 
as he grieved for the loss of her. 

The rain picked up. A stream of water ran from the brim of Harry’s hat and 
spilled down the front of his trench coat as he dropped his gaze to the ground and 
his thoughts deep inside to another time in the rain, in a graveyard far away, to a 
seven-year-old boy standing with his mum, mourning the loss of her husband, his 
da. 

The angels weep, not with sorrow, but with joy that one of theirs is home, his 
mother used to say when a person passed and rain fell at the burial. Harry hadn’t 
believed in such nonsense then, and didn’t now, but he’d been a faithful Catholic 
all of his fifty-two years, so he looked to the sky again and shook his fist, angry 
with a god who would take from him his greatest treasure, a god who would rob 
him and Jenny of the pleasure of growing old together, a god who had taken 
much from him twice before.  

He opened his fist and let his arm fall to his side, and he felt as forlorn and 
helpless as had that orphaned fourteen-year-old boy who’d walked down a jet 
bridge into a strange land and a new life thirty-eight years ago. 

But deep down, something stirred. 
Something long buried. 
Something frightening. 
 


