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Patriotism
F
ROM Michael O’Shea’s point of view, the tragedy was not that he killed Lowman, but that he killed him on St. Patrick’s Day.  O’Shea had left his native Ireland to seek other people’s fortunes, and so far met with some success.  This being St. Patrick’s Day, he proudly displayed an artificial shamrock in the lapel of his brown tweed coat of recent purchase, as all patriotic Irishmen should.
At a quarter to twelve he stepped out of the brilliant sunshine into the cool shadow of Paddington station, where he was suddenly brought to a halt by someone whom he had not seen for at least twelve months.  It was Lowman, another of Mike’s profession, who had struck up friendship with him within the high stone walls of a well-known prison.  After a brief conversation, they discovered that both were making for the same racecourse—racecourses and hip pockets being a speciality with these two.  Lowman suggested they should join forces on the argument that two hands were better than one, and so without more ado they entered an empty compartment where they discussed the prospects the day offered.
All that afternoon they mingled with the racegoers, working the whole length of the course and back again.  Mike, who had always worked alone before, readily adapted himself to the business of bustling their selected victim whilst Lowman relieved him of any valuables which his nimble fingers could detect in those few short seconds.  Their stay would have been longer but for the sudden appearance of a bowler-hatted, florid-faced individual at the end of the sixth race.  So, without waiting, they decided to spend the rest of the afternoon and evening in a neighbouring bar parlour.
It was Lowman’s idea they should take a late train home, when the crowds had gone.  Not that there was anything to fear, he argued, but it wasn’t worth taking chances.  There would certainly be police at Paddington, and perhaps they’d be particularly interested in two old faces together.
Both were slightly the worse for drink when the two took the dark lonely road back to the station.  They deemed it safe to make a survey of the results of their afternoon’s work.  Mike produced two wallets, which were afterwards destroyed, the inevitable gold watch and chain, a silver cigarette case, and a thin wad of notes.  After that he was not sure what happened; he remembered Lowman accusing him of not disclosing everything.  In the heat of the moment he must have struck Lowman, who clawed wildly at the lapels of his coat as he fell, striking his head against the white-washed curbstone.
When O’Shea realised his confederate was dead, he did not lose his head, but, without moving the body, he removed any articles likely to prove incriminating, and left hurriedly for the station, and arrived home without mishap.
Next morning he received a visit from a Scotland Yard man, who questioned Mike about his actions the day before, saying there had been some thieving down at the racecourse.  He searched the room, too.  Mike hoped he would not look beneath his pillow.  Fortunately, he did not.  The inspector casually mentioned Lowman’s death, but Mike did not appear to be more than momentarily interested.  As the man from the Yard moved towards the door he stopped, and bent over the chair on which O’Shea’s jacket was hanging.  His finger touched the shamrock, still fastened in the buttonhole, but now it was only a two‑leaved shamrock.  The other leaf, the inspector revealed, had been found in Lowman’s fingers, and now, would Mike come to the station without causing a disturbance?
R. O. Eynon (VIA).

