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The God of Parking 
By Jack English 

 

Part I 
 

I: Never Snow Street 

 

 “Uncle Bill, how come it never snows on 

your street?” 

 “I don’t know, Buddy, why doesn’t it snow 

on my street?” 

 “This is no joke, Uncle Bill. I really want 

to know.” 

 Ten-year old boys can be so earnest, he 

thought. “I don’t know why. Maybe it has 

something to do with the wind.” 

 “If it’s the wind, how come it never snows 

at your bookstore either? Wikipedia says the 

average snowfall in Boston is 43 inches a year. 

You get nothing.” 

 Bill spread his hands and shrugged and 

that’s when Buddy’s mother came to the rescue. 

 “Alright, Buddy, into the car. You have to 

get to school.” 

 “Can’t I stay with Uncle Bill?” he whined. 

 “Uncle Bill has to mind the store. Now 

into the car.” 

 Buddy grabbed his backpack and trudged 

down the stairs, climbing into the back of his 

mother’s Land Rover. 

 “Thanks for keeping him overnight,” she 

said. “I’d have no social life at all if I couldn’t 

drop him here once in a while.” 

 “Glad to do it, sis. He’s a great kid.” 

 She put her hand on his shoulder, “But, 

you’ve got to knock it off.” 

 “What?” 

 “You know what! Keeping it from 

snowing at your house and at the store. People are 

going to ask questions, and when they do, they are 

going to come for you, and pretty soon they’ll 

come for Buddy and me. So, knock it off.” 

 “I don’t just keep it from snowing at my 

house. I keep it from snowing on the whole block. 

Isn’t that what good neighbors are supposed to do? 

And, I keep the snow away from all the stores on 

my block too. They’ll never figure it out. Trust 

me!” Bill Monday gave his sister a reassuring hug. 

 “Sometimes you make me so mad, I feel 

like zapping you to Paris… or Syria.” 

 “Have you told Buddy yet?” he asked. 

 “Told him what?” Sarah asked, “That our 

great, great, great, great grandfather was a Greek 

god that shacked up with a shepherd girl?”   

 “You know damned well she wasn’t a 

shepherd girl. She was the daughter of the richest 

sea captain in Athens. And… by all accounts, she 

was the most beautiful woman to ever grace the 

city. You know, I think you have her eyes.” 

 “Cut it out, Billy. I’m not going to tell him 

we’re the descendants of a Greek god. He’s only 

ten.” 

 “He’s going to find out sooner or later, you 

better prepare him.” 

 “I’m not going to tell him until he’s forty!” 

 “Love you too, Sarah,” he said as he closed 

the door behind her. 

~ 

 Monday finished his coffee and put on a 

heavy coat, not that he needed it, and headed out 

the door. Boston had been hit with ten inches of 

snow overnight, but not a flake fell on his block. 

He smiled at the thought. It was a private joke 

shared only with sister.  

It was five short blocks from his 

townhouse to his bookstore. It was a lovely walk 

most of the time. He had settled into a nice, quiet, 

comfortable existence. The dramas in his life 

mostly centered on discovering and promoting 

some new author, book readings, and the 

occasional romance. All in all, things couldn’t be 

better. By the time he arrived at the store two of 

his employees were already there waiting to be let 

in.  

“Most of the city is snowbound,” Jimmy 

said. “How did you get them to clean up our block 

so quickly?” He had snow on the shoulders of his 

jacket and on his watch cap. The heavy boots he 

wore were encrusted with ice and snow. 

“Friends at city hall,” Monday smiled. 

By noon, most of the city was dug out and 

traffic picked up. A little bell jingled as a customer 
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opened the front door. A well-dressed man 

approached the counter. “Bill Monday?” he asked. 

“I’m Monday.” 

“Name’s Linden Conklin,” he stuck out his 

hand. 

“Do I know you?” Monday asked. 

“I’ve sent you six letters in the last four 

months. By now we should be old friends.” 

“I’m sorry… I’m just not making the 

connection,” Monday said. “Wait a minute, didn’t 

I read you are running for mayor?” 

“Maybe, sometime in the future. Right 

now, I’m just the Deputy Mayor.” 

“And?” 

“I’m from the government and I’m here to 

help you.” 

“Can I buy you a coffee?” Monday asked. 

“Sorry, can’t take anything from 

anybody.” 

“It’s a joke. Coffee is free,” Monday 

pointed him back to the coffee bar. 

After pouring a coffee for each of them, 

Monday asked, “So how are you going to help 

me?” 

“We’re going to increase the foot traffic in 

this section of town ten-fold. People with stores 

like yours will make a fortune.” 

“And…” 

“We’re building new retail space in the 

next block, a vertical mall, and we’d like you to 

consider moving in,” Conklin said. 

“No thanks. We’re very comfortable here. 

We have plenty of space and the whole block has 

that lovely Federalist style architecture I like. 

Besides, it’s only a short walk to home.” 

Conklin gripped his cup with both hands 

and leaned forward as though sharing a secret. 

“The thing is, we’re going to tear down this block 

for a parking garage.” 

“You’re what?” Monday snapped. 

“It will be great! You should see the plans. 

I have a model of the whole complex in my 

office.” 

“You’re not going to tear down my store!” 

Monday raised his voice a little. 

“I don’t want to bust your bubble, Bill. 

May I call you Bill? But, plans have already been 

approved. We’ve got a builder all lined up. We’re 

ready to go.” 

“I own this building and the one next door. 

What if I don’t want to sell?” Monday asked. 

“Eminent domain my friend. The city will 

take it anyway. It’s just a matter of time. We’ll 

give you a fair price. Work with us. It will be 

great.” 

And that’s how it started. 

~ 

 Monday fumed all day, but a new author 

was coming to his Monday Book Club that 

evening, and he had to get ready. Dealing with 

young Mr. Conklin would have to wait. 

 “What’s the matter?” Sarah asked when 

she arrived. “You look angry.” 

 Monday handed her a stack of letters. “The 

city wants to condemn the store and tear it down.” 

 “Why?” 

 “Parking garage. They want to build some 

kind of damned vertical mall in the next block.” 

 She placed her hand on his arm, and in a 

low voice asked, “What are you going to do?” 

 “I haven’t decided yet,” he said. 

 “We don’t want a repeat of Romania 1410 

or Germany 1938, so don’t do anything… out of 

the ordinary.” 

 “Sis, you worry too much.” 

 “I worry they will come and get you and 

try to dissect you to see where your power comes 

from or convert you to one of their agents. And as 

soon as they get you, they’ll come looking for 

Buddy and me. Don’t do anything stupid… or 

obvious.” 

 A smile returned to Monday’s face. “Trust 

me. I’ll think of something.” 

 “That’s what I’m afraid of,” she said. 

 “If you’ll excuse me, I have a new author 

to introduce,” he said. 

 Bill Monday introduced himself to the 

forty or so people who came for the book reading. 

Then he introduced the new author. At the back of 

the crowd, he noticed a tall, raven-haired woman 

with high cheek bones and a longish face.  

 While the author was reading from his 

novel, Monday quieted himself and projected the 

thought, see me toward the woman. See me after 

the read. 

 That’s about when the author finished and 

Monday had to resume his host duties, which 

included inviting everyone to partake in the wine 
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and cheese laid out for his guests. By the time he 

finished, she was gone. 

 “What’s the matter?” Sarah asked. 

 “Sis, did you see a striking, dark haired 

woman at the back of the room?”  

 “Yeah, maybe. Why?” 

 “I suggested she see me after the read and 

she’s disappeared.” 

 “Did you speak to her?” 

 “Well no, not exactly speak, not as such.” 

 Sarah poked him in the chest with her 

finger. “Don’t get in trouble. Don’t get Buddy and 

me in trouble.” 

 “You know I’d never let anything happen 

to you.” 

 Sarah shook her head. “I’ve got to go. I 

only paid the babysitter until nine.” 

~ 

  By the next morning, Boston had gotten a 

fresh coat of snow, four inches over top of the 

prior day’s ten inches. But, it didn’t snow on Billy 

Monday’s block or the block where his store was 

located.  

 He finished his coffee and walked to work 

as usual. The pavement along his path was clear 

and dry. Go figure. 

 As he walked, he liked to think. How am I 

going to handle young Mr. Conklin? After the 

book club meeting, he read a dozen articles about 

Conklin. The vertical mall was his signature 

achievement after working for the city for twelve 

years. It was the project he hoped would get him 

elected mayor. But, Conklin didn’t seem like the 

type that could be reasoned with. Other means 

would have to be used to deal with him. 

 Monday decided the best way to bring 

Conklin to heel was to cut away his support. The 

Boston Herald reported the city signed a contract 

with O’Leary and Sons for the demolition and 

construction of the parking garage so he decided 

to pay them a visit. 

 

 

II: O’Leary and Sons 

 

 Shamus O’Leary was a big burley man, 

six-two, and at least three hundred pounds. To say 

his hands were the size of shovels wouldn’t be 

much of an exaggeration. He looked up from his 

desk and saw Monday standing in the doorway.  

“Who the hell are you and how the hell did 

you get in here?” 

 “The name is Bill Monday. Your secretary 

let me in. I said I was from the city.” 

 “Are you one of Conklin’s people?” 

 “Well no. Not exactly. Conklin wants to 

tear down my store to make way for a parking 

garage and I don’t want him to.” 

 “What the hell do you want me to do about 

it?” 

 “Cancel the contract. Withdraw. Tell him 

you can’t do it.” 

 “And why the hell would I do that?” 

 “It’s bad luck to tear down people’s 

stores.” 

 “Luck? You make your own luck in this 

world,” O’Leary said. 

 Monday scratched his head. “I agree, 

but…” 

 “But what?” O’Leary barked.  

 “I just have a bad feeling about this 

project.” 

 “Well that’s too damned bad. Now would 

you mind getting your butt out of my office?” 

 “Suppose somebody found a bald eagle 

nest on my building. You wouldn’t be able to 

demo it then, would you?” Monday asked. 

 “Bald eagle? We’re in the middle of a 

damned city. Where the hell is a bald eagle going 

to come from?” 

 Just then, they heard a loud squawking 

sound. A bald eagle was standing on the ledge 

outside O’Leary’s window. It was holding a fish 

down with one foot, tearing its flesh off with its 

beak. 

 O’Leary banged on the glass, “Beat it,” he 

said. 

 The bird looked at him for a second or two 

and then flew away, leaving the half-eaten fish 

behind.  

 That’s when the computer on O’Leary’s 

desk beeped. “I gotta take this call.” He punched a 

button and a man’s image appeared on the screen. 

He was holding something long and thin. 

 “We were digging a foundation for the 34th 

street project and I think we stumbled into an old 

graveyard.” 

 “Why do you say that?” O’Leary snapped. 

 The man waved the long object in front of 

the camera. “Looks like a leg bone,” he said.  
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 “Could it be from an animal?” 

 “A leg bone might be from an animal, but 

the hands are definitely human.” 

 “Crap,” O’Leary shook his head. “Better 

call the city and let them know. Send everybody 

home for the day.” 

 “Bad luck,” Monday said. 

 “Did you do this?”  

 Monday spread his hands and shrugged. 

“How could I possibly plant bones without 

someone knowing about it?  Besides, how are you 

going to work in the snow anyway?” 

 “What do you think? We’re a bunch of 

buttercups? If we didn’t work in the snow, we’d 

be out of business four months a year. Do you 

think they call off football games just because it 

snows?” O’Leary asked. 

 “I have no idea,” Monday said. 

 “They don’t. Just like football players, 

we’re manly men and a little damned snow isn’t 

going to stop us!” 

 O’Leary put a beefy forearm on his desk 

and leaned toward Monday. “Who do you work 

for?” 

 “I work for myself.” Monday handed 

O’Leary a business card. It said Monday Books. 

 O’Leary threw it on his desk without 

looking at it. “Is this a union thing? Are you trying 

to shake me down?”   

 “I wouldn’t think of it. I just don’t want 

you to tear down my store.” 

 A loud, low rumbling sound came from 

O’Leary’s computer. The man he had been talking 

to was obscured by a cloud of dust. 

 “What the hell happened?” O’Leary asked. 

 “One of our bulldozers fell into a sink 

hole.” 

 “Anybody hurt?” 

 “No. Everyone was on break. But, I’m 

going to have to bring in a crane to lift the dozer 

out of the hole. Then we have to fill it.” 

 “I’m not paying for that! I’ll get the dozer, 

but the client is going to have to pay for filling the 

hole.” 

 “More bad luck?” Monday asked. 

 “You little sponge cake, you try to mess 

with me and I’ll flatten you!” 

 “I don’t want to mess with you. I just don’t 

want you to tear down my store.” 

 “Contracts have been signed,” O’Leary 

said, “hands have been shaken, money has 

changed hands, palms have been greased. It’s too 

damned late to do anything. Your store has got to 

come down.” O’Leary’s face was turning red. A 

vein popped out of the side of his neck. His hands 

were curled into fists. 

 Monday stood calm as a glass of water and 

said, “The Herald says you have nine projects in 

the city. Seems to me you don’t need bad luck on 

any of them.” 

 O’Leary mashed a button on his desk, 

“Otto! I got a guy here who is trying to shake us 

down. What do we do with shakedown artists?” 

Otto Schmidlap appeared at O’Leary’s 

door. He was as large as O’Leary, but a couple of 

inches taller and half his age. 

Monday raised his hands, “OK! OK! I’m 

going. I’m going.” 

After Monday left the office, O’Leary said, 

“Otto, there is something odd about that guy. Find 

out who the hell he is and who he works for. I 

don’t believe for one damned minute he runs a 

bookstore.” 

~ 

 A couple of days passed and he heard from 

neither the city nor O’Leary and Sons. He hoped 

they would abandon their project. But it just 

wasn’t to be. 

 The little bell over the front door tingled 

and Conklin stormed in. “I tried to be nice,” he 

said. “I tried to be civil. I tried to get you the best 

possible deal for your store, but you’ve done 

nothing but make trouble, organizing the other 

store owners like you did. Well, now we’re down 

to bare knuckles politics. The city is going to take 

your property whether you like it or not. There is 

an eminent domain hearing next week.” He held a 

brown manila envelope toward Monday. 

 Monday kept his hands at his side, “You 

know its’s bad luck to force people to do things 

they don’t want to do.”  

 “Luck be damned. You can’t stand in the 

way of progress,” Conklin said. He thrust the 

envelope in Monday’s direction again. 

 Monday kept his hands at his sides. 

 “Read these papers, don’t read them. I 

don’t care,” Conklin’s raised his voice. “By this 

time next week, it will be all over.” He threw the 
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envelope at Monday’s feet and walked out.

 Monday’s sister sidled up to him. 

“Well, Sarah, that went well,” he said.  

“Can they really take the store?” 

 “Who knows? We’ll just have to see what 

happens.”  

 

 

III: The Woman 

 

 Bill Monday was ringing up a book when 

he saw the raven-haired woman from the book 

reading. She was looking at something two aisles 

away. “Sarah,” he whispered to his sister, “there 

she is.” 

 “Very attractive,” she said. “Have you 

spoken to her yet?” 

 “Not yet. I think I’ll call her over.” Look 

up, he thought, look up. 

 His sister smacked him on the arm. “Don’t 

be the god of dorks. Walk over and introduce 

yourself.” 

 “Don’t worry, I’ve got this. Come to me,” 

he whispered. “Come to me.” He suddenly felt the 

zipper of his pants. 

 “What’s the matter?” Sarah asked. 

 “For a split second, I thought my fly was 

open.” 

 “Well, zip up your fly and go talk to her. 

I’ll watch the cash register.” 

 Monday gave her a half turn, then walked 

out from behind the counter toward the woman in 

question. 

 “May I help you?” he asked. 

 She was tall and slender with high cheek 

bones and an olive complexion. He guessed she 

was Italian or Greek. But, he wasn’t good at 

guessing that sort of thing so he didn’t mention it. 

 She held a book by the spine. It was an old 

bound volume of Shakespeare plays. “Do I look 

lost?” she purred.  

“No. I saw you at the book club. I just 

thought I’d see whether I could help you with 

something. My name’s Billy Monday.” 

“I know,” she waved her free hand above 

her head, “and all this is yours.” 

He looked at the volume she was holding. 

“Shakespeare, he was a hell of a guy. He couldn’t 

hold his liquor though.” 

“And you know this because…?” 

“I don’t know. I must have heard it 

somewhere,” a sly smile spread across Monday’s 

face. “Well, if there’s nothing I can help you 

with…” He turned away. 

“I didn’t say that,” the slightest hint of a 

smile curled the corners of her mouth. “I 

understand you promote new writers.” 

“If they’re good. Why? Are you a writer?” 

“I have ambitions,” she cocked her head a 

little. 

“Uncle Bill,” his nephew pulled on his 

sleeve. “Excuse me, but can I use your computer?” 

“Sure Buddy, the office is open.” He 

waved him off without taking his eyes off the 

woman. “He’s my nephew. His mom helps with 

the store, so he comes here after school.” 

Buddy pulled on Monday’s sleeve again, 

“Is she your girlfriend?” 

Monday gasped a little, “She’s just a 

customer, Buddy.” He paused and then said, 

“Where are my manners. This is my nephew 

Buddy. Buddy this is… I’m sorry I didn’t catch 

your name.” 

“That’s because I didn’t throw it.” She 

held out her hand toward Buddy. “I’m Daphne 

Godwin. Pleased to meet you, Buddy.” 

Buddy shook her hand and then looked up 

at her like he didn’t know what to say. Finally, he 

blurted out, “It never snows on Uncle Bill’s block. 

Isn’t that weird?” 

“Don’t you have homework to do or 

something?” Monday asked. 

“But…”  

“Homework…” Monday pointed to the 

office. 

His nephew took three steps toward the 

office, then he turned back toward Godwin. 

“Funny thing, it never snows on this block either.” 

“It never snows on your block?” she asked 

with one eyebrow raised. “Really?” 

“He’s exaggerating as boys will. I get 

snow, but the city plows it up so quickly, it’s as 

though there was no snow at all.” He shrugged. 

“You said you were a writer. Have you published 

anything?” 

She inhaled a deep breath and let it out. 

“Not yet. I was hoping you could give me some 

pointers.” 

“Let me buy you a cup of coffee and we 

can talk.”  
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“I thought coffee was free.”  

“It is. It’s just an expression.” 

“You know Barnes and Noble and other 

bookstores aren’t going to like you handing out 

free coffee.” There was a mischievous twinkle in 

her eye. 

“I know. That’s why I do it,” Monday 

grinned. 

~ 

Bill Monday and Daphne Godwin got 

coffee and sat at a back table.  

“What do you write?” Monday asked. “Let 

me rephrase that, what do you want to write?” 

“I’m not sure. I like short stories. On the 

other hand, I have always admired investigative 

reporting, you know, putting together the clues to 

reveal some deep dark secret.” 

“Do you have a deep dark secret in mind?” 

“There is always some deep dark secret 

somewhere that people want to hide.”  

“That seems like it’s a long way from 

writing short stories,” Monday said. 

“Have you forgotten your Shakespeare? 

Hamlet’s uncle killed his father by pouring poison 

in his ear. Hamlet had a traveling theater company 

put on a play for his uncle in which a king was 

poisoned in the same way. ‘The play's the thing 

wherein I'll catch the conscience of the King’.” 

“Very good. So, what have you done so 

far?” he asked. 

“I’ve been keeping a journal of story ideas 

and if I hear an interesting bit of dialogue, I jot it 

down. Maybe I can work it into one of my 

stories.” 

“Do you write every day?” he asked. 

“I try to write a thousand words a day. 

Sometimes it’s just a scene, sometimes it’s a 

conversation, sometimes it’s the description of a 

situation or place.” 

“It sounds like you are headed in the right 

direction.” 

Godwin stood, “I have to get back to 

work.” 

“I hope you won’t be a stranger,” Monday 

said. 

“Stranger than what?”  

“I mean I hope I will see you again,” he 

said. 

“We’ll see,” she said over her shoulder as 

she headed for the door. 

 

 

 

 

IV: The Street Where You Live 

 

It snowed another six inches overnight.  

Bill Monday was up, had a cup of coffee in his 

hand, and was walking around his townhouse in a 

robe and slippers when he looked outside. There 

were a dozen men walking up and down the street 

carrying electronic equipment bristling with wires 

and antennae. They blocked the traffic with police 

cars and orange rubber cones. Several of the men 

were kneeling in the street next to a gadget. One 

was carrying an anemometer to measure wind 

speed and direction. Another was lying flat on the 

street using what looked like a stethoscope, 

listening to the pavement. 

Monday finished his coffee, got dressed, 

and walked down his front steps. “What’s up?” he 

asked one of the men. 

“Somebody reported that it never snows on 

this block.” 

Monday tilted his head and looked at the 

man from the top of his eyeballs. 

“Hey, I didn’t believe it either, but the rest 

of the city got another six inches last night and this 

block is dry as a bone. Something’s got to be 

going on.” 

“Like what?” Monday asked. 

“Damned if I know,” the man said. 

“Who are all these people?” Monday 

asked. 

“The two guys in blue coveralls are from 

NOAA.” 

“NOAA?” 

“The National Oceanographic and 

Atmospheric Administration. The guys in the red 

coveralls are from the EPA. The guy lying on the 

street, listening to God knows what, is a geologist 

from Boston U.” 

“What’s a geologist got to do with snow?” 

Monday asked. 

“They wanted to know whether there was 

some kind of geologic activity on this block, a hot 

spring, volcanic outgassing, magma plume….” 

“Magma plume?” Monday asked. 

The man spread his hands, “All I know is I 

got a call last night that said I had to be at a 6:00 
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a.m. meeting with these guys to find out what was 

going on.” 

“Who are those guys?” Monday pointed to 

three guys wearing sunglasses standing off to the 

side watching everyone else. 

“The suits? I don’t know for sure. They 

didn’t introduce themselves at the meeting. I’ll tell 

you this,” the man stepped close to Monday and 

whispered. “I noticed slight bulges under the left 

side of their suits.” 

“Shoulder holsters?”  

“I wouldn’t be surprised.” 

“And I overheard one of them call the 

older guy Colonel. Very mysterious. Very 

spooky.” 

“Would I be out of line if I asked who you 

were?” Monday asked. 

“I’m Bob Platt.  I work for the city.” 

“And what do you do for them?” 

“I’m an engineer. I do water, sewer, 

infrastructure, stuff like that.” 

“Then you must know Linden Conklin,” 

Monday said. 

“He’s my boss’s boss.” 

“I hear he’s running for mayor,” Monday 

said. 

“Well not officially, not yet.” 

“The engineer tilted his head toward 

Monday a little. “To know him is to not love him.” 

“What do you mean?” Monday asked. 

“He’s a self-serving putz, wrapped in a 

sugar coating. But, you didn’t hear that from me. 

We can let you move your car, but you can’t bring 

it back until we figure this thing out.” 

“Thanks, but I don’t have a car. Well, good 

luck,” Monday gave the man a little wave and 

headed to the store.   

~ 

 It was late afternoon when Daphne 

Godwin walked into the store. He wanted to make 

a bee-line to her, to chat her up to get to know her 

in the most intimate way a man can know a 

woman. But it wasn’t to be. There was a long line 

of customers, and he was the only one on the cash 

register. He could have sent them all away, but he 

had chosen the quiet life of a bookseller, so he 

thought he’d stick to it. 

 He kept one eye on her as he rang up the 

sales. She cruised down the children’s aisle 

picking up one of the Golden Book’s, then moved 

onto Harry Potter. She spent time in the used 

book section. It was mostly classics, Shakespeare, 

Victor Hugo, Jules Verne and so forth. The more 

people he rang up, the longer the line got.  

 He looked around the store. Where were 

his people? They couldn’t all be in the back room 

cataloging inventory. She drifted into the 

philosophy section. She spent several minutes 

looking at Locke, Bacon, Aristotle, and Plato. 

More customers came. He literally ached to go 

over and talk to her. 

 By the time she drifted into contemporary 

fiction, Jimmy emerged from the storeroom 

carrying a stack of books.  

 “Jimmy!” Monday shouted loud enough to 

turn heads. “I need you!”  

 The boy put down the books he was 

carrying and scurried over. 

 “Please take over the cash register.  There 

is something I have to do,” he said without taking 

his eyes off Godwin. 

 “Hi Daphne!” he said. His voice was high 

and squeaky as a schoolboy’s.  

 “Mr. Monday,” she nodded. 

 “Please call me Bill. What can I do for 

you?” 

 “I want advice on a story.”  

 Monday pointed toward the tables in the 

back of the store. “Tell me about it.”  

 They got coffee and sat at a corner table.  

She wrapped her hands around the cup as 

if to keep warm. “The story is set in Philadelphia.” 

 “Philadelphia? Why not here in Boston? 

You should write what you know about.” 

 “Boston is too close to home for this 

story.” 

 “What’s your story about?”  

 “This guy is the descendant of a Norse 

god. And, he is living a quiet life in Philadelphia 

running a music store.”            

 “A descendant of a Norse god? Music 

store?  Don’t you think that’s a little fanciful?” 

Monday asked. 

 “Why? People love music. And, a store is a 

perfect place for him to meet young musicians, 

and promote their careers, and other things.” 

 “And other things?”  

 “This guy loves to romance women and 

well… one thing leads to another.” 
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 “So, this,” Monday held out his hand 

toward her, “is a romance… with the supernatural 

as a complicating factor?”  

 “I don’t know. Is this a romance?” she 

arched an eyebrow. 

 “Would you like it to be a romance?” 

Monday spread his hands. 

 “I haven’t’ decided yet.”  

 “Tell me about yourself,” Monday said. 

“Have you lived in the city long? How long have 

you wanted to write?”  

 “That’s a lot of questions. Maybe I should 

hold onto those details until I know you a little 

better.”  

 Monday made a large arc with a hand 

which embraced the whole bookstore. “My life is 

an open book. I am but a humble peddler.” 

 She reached across the table and gently 

caressed his cheek. “I find that hard to believe,” 

she whispered. “There is so much more to you. I 

feel as though you are holding onto some 

tremendous secret.” 

 He straightened up and placed his finger 

tips on the table. “Nope! No secrets. Haven’t got a 

one. So, tell me about your story. What happens? 

Do you have a working title?” 

 “My working title is ‘The God of Parking’. 

There is never enough parking around my 

character’s store. So, he uses his godly powers to 

open spaces for his customers and he makes sure 

none of them get parking tickets.” 

 “And then what happens?” he asked. 

 “An auditor from the parking authority 

investigates why there are never any parking 

tickets on his block. They get into an argument. 

My character uses his godly powers to make sure 

no parking meter in the city ever runs out of time. 

The city investigates and suspicion falls on him.” 

 “How is the conflict resolved?” Monday 

asks. 

 “I haven’t decided yet.”  

 “Tell me how romance fits into the story.”  

 “The parking authority sends a woman 

around to get close to my main character. She says 

she is a budding singer and wants his advice. They 

dance around the Maypole, if you know what I 

mean, while she gets dirt on him. What do you 

think?” 

 “It could work, if you can write witty 

banter between the two of them and build the 

suspense. So, enough about your story. Tell me 

about you.” 

 “I moved to Boston five years ago.  I got a 

job and now I’d like to write.” 

 “Got a job doing what?”  

 “This and that, whatever needs to be 

done.” 

 “And can you tell me where you work? Or 

is that a secret?” 

 “It’s no secret. I work for the city.” 

 “The city is pretty big. Can you tell me 

where in the city?” 

 “I work in the Planning Department.” 

 “So, you must know Linden Conklin.” 

 “Sure, he’s my boss.” 

 Just when he thought things couldn’t get 

stickier, two men walked into the store. One was 

wearing a blue NOAA jumpsuit. It was cold out, 

but the man looked like he was dressed for the 

Artic. The other man was fortyish wearing a slick 

suit and a long, expensive looking wool coat. He 

had a crew cut. It was the man the city engineer 

heard someone call Colonel. 

 “If you’ll excuse me, Daphne. I have to see 

a man about a dog.” 

 “You’ve got to pee?” 

 “Different kind of dog,” he said. 

 He walked over to the men and said, 

“Gentlemen, may I help you?” 

 “Are you Monday? William Monday?” the 

Colonel asked. 

 He pointed to a portrait of himself that one 

of his customers painted. It was hung on the wall 

behind the cash register. A brass plaque with 

letters three inches high said, “Billy Monday.” 

 “That’s me.” 

 “Do you live at 230 Calhoun Street?” 

 “Yep! What’s going on?” 

 “We understand it never snows on your 

block. And we’re interviewing all the residents.” 

 “You have me at a disadvantage. You 

know my name, but I don’t know yours,” Monday 

said. 

 “He’s Tom Wilson from NOAA and my 

name is Mayfair, Special Services,” He flashed an 

ID that could have been a book club membership 

it went by so fast. 

 “Special Services?” Monday tilted his 

head. “Is that like catering or something?” 
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 The Colonel frowned. “Is there somewhere 

we can talk?”  

 “Coffee bar’s in the back,” Monday led the 

way. 

 They each got a cup and sat at a corner 

table. It was the same corner table where he tried 

to chat up Godwin. By then she had vanished. 

 “Alright, what’s this all about?” Monday 

asked. 

 “We heard it never snows on your block, 

and we want to know why,” the Colonel said. 

 “That’s ridiculous,” Monday said. “Of 

course it snows on my block.” 

 The Colonel leaned back in his chair and 

flicked his hand in Wilson’s direction.  

“We,” Wilson said, “NOAA went back 

over satellite images of your block for the last five 

years. It hasn’t snowed there once.” 

 “I can’t believe that,” Monday pretended 

surprise. “Boston gets forty or fifty inches of snow 

a year. How could it not snow on my block?” 

 The Colonel rested his arms on the table 

and leaned in. “That’s what we want to know. If 

it’s a statistical fluke or some naturally occurring 

weather pattern that’s fine. But if it’s not….”  

 “What else could it be?” Monday asked. 

 Colonel Mayfair whispered, “Let me 

caution you that anything we say here is strictly 

top secret. You can’t tell anyone. What we want to 

know is whether someone has figured out how to 

control the weather.  If they have, it could be the 

most devastating weapon since the H-bomb.” 

 Monday spread his hands and leaned back 

in his chair. “If you just wanted to know who 

controls the weather, why didn’t you ask?” 

Monday stood and asked in a voice loud enough to 

be heard from one end of the store to the other, 

“These guys want to know who is controlling the 

weather.” He pointed to Wilson and Mayfair. 

 “It’s those godless Russians!” somebody 

shouted from the back of a bookstack.  

 “Nah, it’s the damned aliens and their 

UFOs!” somebody else said. 

 A thin man with graying hair, a tattered 

coat and a three-day old beard said, “My money is 

on the CIA, them and their black ops.” 

 “Give that man an aluminum foil hat!” 

Monday pointed to the man, then he sat back 

down.  

 “You think this is funny?” Mayfair said 

through clenched teeth.  

 “You want to go on television and try to 

explain your… I don’t even know whether you 

could call it a theory. I think we’re done here,” 

Monday jerked his thumb in the direction of the 

door. 

 Mayfair stood, paused for a moment, then 

knocked his coffee over with the back of his hand. 

The hot liquid spread across the table and dripped 

onto the floor. “Oops!” he said, and then marched 

toward the door. 

 Wilson waved his hands a little. “Sorry,” 

he said, and followed Mayfair out the door. 

 Monday grabbed a wad of napkins from 

the coffee bar and started mopping up the mess. 

When he looked up, Daphne Godwin was standing 

there. 

 “Who were those guys?”  

 “Just some government dorks.”  

 “Do you consider me a government dork?” 

she asked, swaying a little. 

 “No, but your boss is a dork. He wants to 

tear down my store.” 

 “I know.”  

 “Is there anything you can do about it?”

 She shook her head no. “Can you help me 

with my writing?”  

 Monday smiled up at her. “Maybe, if 

you’re good. Say, why don’t you come to my 

place and I’ll cook dinner for you.” 

 “You cook?” 

 “I scramble eggs and make toast. Maybe I 

can even find a bottle of wine somewhere,” he 

said. 

 “Let me think about it. Conklin wanted me 

to keep an eye on you, but I don’t think that’s 

quite what he had in mind. 

 

V: Muscle 

 

Construction is a tough business. Unions, 

subcontractors, banks, clients, city officials and 

competitors are always trying to take a piece of 

you. And that’s why it was important to have 

muscle. Otto Schmidlap was Shamus O’Leary’s 

muscle.  

Being the good muscle that he was, Otto 

Schmidlap went to have a talk with Bill Monday 

as instructed. And when O’Leary told Schmidlap 
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to “talk” to someone, he always smacked his right 

fist into his left hand. 

~ 

With all the snow and everything, most of 

the city was a mess. But, not Monday’s block. 

Schmidlap cruised along looking at the business 

card O’Leary had handed him. Then he looked at 

the sign over the store’s large plate glass window. 

It said Monday Books. Then he thought to 

himself, Wow! A parking space right in front! 

What luck. He paused for a second and looked 

around to make sure there weren’t any no parking 

signs and saw none. There was only a white box 

on the sidewalk next to the street, two feet by two 

feet and about three feet high. It said Monday 

Books on it in large friendly letters. There was a 

large red bow on top. He pulled into the space.  

The front door was heavy, brass and old. 

He pushed it open with his fingertips. The bell 

over the door signaled his arrival. He looked 

around for Bill Monday.   

A well-dressed man with a crew cut and an 

expensive wool overcoat brushed past him. He 

was followed by a man in a blue jumpsuit.  

 Monday was still mopping up the coffee 

Mayfair spilled and glanced up to see Schmidlap 

enter the store. 

 “Jimmy,” Monday said to one of his 

clerks, “bring in the box.” 

 “But, you never bring in the box until the 

store closes,” Jimmy said. 

 Monday tilted his head down a little. In a 

very quiet voice he said, “Jimmy, just do it 

please.”  

The box was hollow. It had no bottom. It 

was slipped over a fire hydrant so it wouldn’t 

blow away. 

“Sure boss.” 

Jimmy hadn’t gone ten feet when 

Schmidlap spotted Monday.  

 Monday left the soggy paper towels on the 

table and walked toward Schmidlap. “Come to 

buy a book?” he asked. 

“I want to talk to you!” Schmidlap said. 

Monday spread his hands. “So, talk.” 

Schmidlap poked Monday in the chest with 

his finger, hard. “What the hell do you think you 

are doing?” He poked him in the chest again, hard. 

“No one muscles in on our business.” He poked 

him again, but this time his finger felt like it had 

arthritis. “Owww!” he said. Then he grabbed the 

lapels of Monday’s sport coat and pulled him 

close.  

He could feel Schmidlap’s breath on his 

face. “Can you take a breath mint please?” 

Monday said as he wrinkled his nose and waved 

his hand back and forth in front of his face. 

“Don’t play the wise-ass with me, you 

little sponge cake.” As he said it, Schmidlap’s left 

ankle suddenly gave way, and he stumbled 

backward letting go of Monday’s coat and 

bumping into a bookcase. “Stop screwing around 

before somebody gets hurt.”  

“I don’t want to screw around with 

anybody. I just don’t want you to tear down my 

store. It’s bad luck to force people to do stuff they 

don’t want to do.”  

“People make their own luck,” Schmidlap 

growled. 

“I agree.” 

“So, stop doing what you are doing!” 

Schmidlap screamed.  

“Doing? What do you mean doing?” 

Monday asked. 

“You know damned well what I mean,” 

Schmidlap held onto the bookcase for support. 

“Planting bones at our construction site so people 

will think we’re building over graveyards. Getting 

bald eagles to nest at our construction sites so 

we’ve got the Fish and Wildlife Service all over 

our butts. And, keeping men from getting to our  

construction sites. That’s against the law!” 

 “What do you mean keeping them from 

your construction sites?” Monday shifted his 

weight a little. 

 “We have nine projects in the city. And 

after your visit to Mr. O’Leary all the crews for all 

the sites showed up at the 34th street project.” 

 “So?” 

 “They weren’t supposed to go there! Not 

all of them,” Schmidlap said.  

 “So, send them were they should go,” the 

hint of a smile crossed Monday’s face. 

 “We did… we tried. We sent them out to 

the other eight projects and they all ended up back 

at 34th street.” 

 “Don’t you have GPS?” Monday asked. 

 “Of course, we have GPS. But, it kept 

sending everyone back to 34th street.” 
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 “Then there is something wrong with your 

GPS. Don’t you have maps?” 

 “Of course we have maps! Everybody laid 

out a route from the 34th Street project to where 

they were supposed to go and they still ended up 

at 34th Street.” 

 “Weird,” Monday smiled. “What did you 

do?” 

 “O’Leary sent everyone home.” 

 “And then what happened?” 

 “The next day, everyone ended up at 34th 

Street again.” 

 “Couldn’t the crews find the other sites? 

Did they know where they were?” 

 “The crews had been to the other sites 

dozens of times before you showed up. But now, 

no matter what route they take, they end up at 34th 

Street.” 

 “Bad luck,” Monday said. “It’s bad luck to 

tear down people’s stores.” 

 “I’ll give you some bad luck,” Schmidlap 

said. He raised a massive fist shoulder high and 

was about to launch it in Monday’s direction when 

Monday stepped back a little. 

Schmidlap put weight on his sprained 

ankle again, staggered sideways and grabbed a 

bookcase knocking a couple of books onto the 

floor. 

 “If your company withdraws from the 

contract, your luck might change,” Monday said. 

 Schmidlap rose up, holding onto a 

bookcase with one hand and said, “Luck my ass,” 

he took another swipe at Monday, missed, and 

hopped around on his good foot for a second or 

two before grabbing onto another bookcase for 

support. 

 “Can I get you a chair?” Monday snapped 

his fingers and pointed. Jimmy brought over a 

chair. Schmidlap sat in it.  

“Why don’t you tell me what the problem 

is, and maybe we can work it out,” Monday said. 

“You know what the problem is. We 

turned up old graves and Indian artifacts at three 

of our worksites the day you came to the office. 

The next day, the city found bald eagles nesting at 

four other worksites. And yesterday, all the crews 

showed up at the 34th street again,” he whined. His 

brash threats were replaced by resignation.  

“Can’t they work on the 34th street 

project?” Monday asked. 

“That was the first site shut down because 

we turned up graves.” 

“And?” 

“We can’t do any work there until the city 

archeologist signs off on it.” 

“Send your people somewhere else,” 

Monday shrugged. 

“We tried!  We tried!  We tried!” 

Schmidlap ran a massive hand through his hair. “It 

was just no use. What the hell are you doing to 

us?” 

“Jimmy,” Monday looked up, “this man 

desperately needs a cup of coffee and bring him a 

muffin… make that an apple strudel.” Monday 

looked down at the massive hulk of a man sitting 

defeated on a small chair. “How could I do any of 

that? I’m just a humble bookseller, but….”   

“But what?” Schmidlap straightened up. 

“If O’Leary and Sons bailed out of the city 

contract, I have a feeling your luck would 

change.” 

Schmidlap stuffed half a strudel in his 

mouth and chewed silently for a while, taking the 

occasional sip of coffee. He looked at Monday, 

then back at the rest of the strudel and stuffed it 

into his mouth.  

“Hey boss,” Jimmy said. “somebody’s car 

is about to be towed.” 

Monday glanced out the front window. 

“What kind of car?” 

“It’s a red Dodge Charger.”  

“Hey! That’s my car!” Schmidlap yelled. 

“I have a red Dodge Charger!” He looked out the 

store’s front window and a tow truck was hoisting 

his car in the air. 

 He hobbled out the front door, and yelled 

at the tow truck driver as he pulled away. 

Monday and Jimmy followed him outside.  

Schmidlap looked where the white box had 

been. There was a fire hydrant there now. Then he 

glanced through the bookstore’s large glass 

window. The white box with the red ribbon on top 

was sitting just inside. 

Schmidlap poked a large finger in 

Monday’s direction. “This is your fault!” he 

screamed. 

“More bad luck,” Monday said. “If I had to 

guess, I’d say your luck is going to stay bad until 

you drop the contract.” 
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“You can’t win,” Schmidlap said. “You 

can’t beat city hall.” 

“Sure, I can,” Monday smiled a sweet, 

angelic smile. A smile that overflowed with 

tranquility. A smile that made Schmidlap even 

madder.  

“Besides,” Monday said, “I don’t want to 

win. I just want to be left alone.” 

 “You little sponge cake!” Schmidlap took 

another swing at him, missed and hobbled around 

on the sidewalk for a second trying to regain his 

balance. 

“Jimmy,” Monday said, “take my car and 

give this gentleman a ride anywhere he wants.” 

“But boss, you don’t have a car. You walk 

to work.” 

“Damn,” Monday looked down at the 

sidewalk, “more bad luck.” 

“You wise-ass,” Schmidlap reached out to 

grab him. 

Monday took a step back, so he was just 

out of reach. 

“Do you want me to call you a cab?” 

Monday asked. 

Schmidlap was spitting mad. All he could 

do was shake his head yes. 

“OK. You’re a cab.” 

“This isn’t over Monday!” Schmidlap 

shook his fist at the back of Monday as he and 

Jimmy returned to the store.  

Monday walked back to the coffee bar and 

looked around for the lovely and exotic Daphne 

Godwin, but she was nowhere to be found.  

 

To be continued…. 
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