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            Chapter One



      Kevin Sebastian Doyle searched for something to admire in 840 Fifth Avenue, but could only see a musty stack of limestone and

         money.

      


      At the corner of Fifth Avenue and 65th Street, he stood across the street from the apartment building in the cold, exhaling

         vapor through his nostrils as he squinted to confirm the number on the gray awning: 840. The building had no invented name

         like the Beresford or the Dakota. Kevin figured it didn’t need one. In this building, the names lived inside—families like

         Vanderbilt, Lord, and Morgan.

      


      The face of 840 Fifth surprised him. Its location oozed wealth the way the cheap old building he grew up in leaked asbestos.

         But he’d expected a shimmering tower to fortress these fifteen-room apartments overlooking Central Park. Instead, under the

         gloomy December sky, 840 Fifth Avenue squatted on the corner of 65th and Fifth like a sullen dowager with dirty skirts.

      


      Kevin’s father, a career doorman at another prewar building on Fifth Avenue, had told him that Old Money let the outside of

         their buildings grow seedy to hide their grand lives from the grumbling peasants. An “eccentricity,” he called it.

      


      Kevin’s father knew little secrets about Old Money. Over the years, he also tried to identify with it in awkward ways. One

         day he 

          brought home a moldy 1930s edition of The Emily Post Guide to Etiquette and asked his family to study it. Kevin had opened the Emily Post book and, deadpan, read a line out loud, “Even a tiny home

         with only one or two servants…”

      


      His mom had snorted and rolled her eyes at his father’s sad efforts to know his employers, and Kevin felt reality rip through

         his chest thinking about her.

      


      She had died suddenly just eighteen days ago.


      For years he had struggled to make a living as an artist. Now he longed to work on the piece he had dedicated to his mom.

         Instead, since she was the only family member who had encouraged him, slipping him what little spare cash his conscience let

         him take, he would be going to work as a doorman.

      


      He gripped the heavy stack of blue-plastic-wrapped uniforms over his shoulder, slippery as a stack of weasels, and crossed

         the street. The two uniformed doormen standing just inside the black wrought iron and glass double doors of 840 Fifth came

         to attention as they saw him approach.

      


      One of the doormen poked his head out of the heavy door and blocked the entry.


      “Can I help you?”


      The large-framed black man with cropped gray hair was in his fifties. His watery eyes appraised Kevin, who probably looked

         suspicious in his black leather jacket, torn jeans, and scruffed-up Doc Martens.

      


      “I’m Kevin Doyle. Starting the job today.” He spoke more slowly than usual, working hard to take the punch out of his voice.


      “Take the side alley and come around back to the service door. I’ll go meet you.”


      Inside the building’s staff room, the doorman broke into a friendlier grin and offered his white-gloved hand for Kevin to

         shake, a big man’s easy grip.

      


      “Andrew Stiles, fifteen years at this building. I know your dad and your Uncle Eddie. Eddie got you the job, I guess.” The

         older man’s lined face softened as he looked closely at Kevin and picked up on his rawness. “Sorry to hear about your mom.”

      


      “Thanks.” The cork he’d stuffed into his feelings was working loose, but he shoved it back.


      

          He watched Andrew take his doorman cap off and absently wipe his forehead. Under the hat, Andrew Stiles wore a little black

         skullcap that said, “I love Jesus,” with a red heart for the “love” part.

      


      Kevin decided that Andrew wasn’t a religious nut, because his eyes seemed gentle, not zealous. But they weren’t dulled, either,

         more like his edge had been sanded off from years of “Very good, sirs.” Andrew put his cap back on like a man with a sense

         of place. The whole building could collapse around him, but Andrew Stiles would dust off his epaulets and man the door.

      


      “You’ll find a locker over there with your name on it,” Andrew told him. “Suit up and come out to the lobby when you’re ready.”


      So Kevin stood in the empty staff room, painted the same garish yellow as the light in a subway station. Burnt coffee burbled

         from a stained Mr. Coffee machine, and an ancient floor heater hissed in the corner. Under the secret treasures of this building,

         Kevin marveled, the staff room could be a museum exhibit of the other New York City, the one where he grew up. He looked at

         the cracked Formica table and could see his mother in a housedress laying out dinner for his family.

      


      He found the hulking metal time clock bulging out of the wall. On the steel time card organizer beside it, he located the

         tip of a card sticking up with his name on it. He clocked in at 11:56.

      


      The heavy ker-chunk of the hammer jolted him violently like an electrical shock. By reflex, he hit the time clock back, a good slam that stung

         his hand. Kevin squeezed his eyes shut. Eighteen days after his mother died, he still couldn’t let his anger go. His shoulder

         ached from carrying the plastic-bagged uniforms twenty blocks. To make it through this day, he would need to bite the bullet

         until his teeth turned to chalk.

      


      One of the banged-up lockers had his name written on a strip of masking tape across the door: “Doyle, Kevin.”


      He removed the blue bag from one of the winter uniforms and stripped down to his shorts. He unfolded a shirt and slipped his

         arm through one heavily starched sleeve that felt like sandpaper. Next came the gray wool pants. He knotted the plain black

         tie, slipped on the scratchy dress-gray jacket. Then he tugged on his snug white gloves, one finger at a time. Finally, he

         took the officer-style cap with the black patent leather brim and wiped a fingerprint off the shiny surface.

      


      Kevin studied himself in the cheap plastic mirror on the wall next 

          to the lockers. His tight frame filled out the uniform when he pulled his shoulders back, although he wouldn’t pop any buttons

         puffing his chest out. He worked out at home with a cheap set of dumbbells, since he couldn’t afford to join a gym.

      


      Kevin put his hat on, angled it to the left, slightly low. Lines had started to creep into his forehead over the last two

         weeks. Getting middle-aged at twenty-five.

      


      Then he took the chrome whistle on a black lanyard that he would use for calling cabs and slipped it around his neck. He forced

         a big smile and talked to the mirror, pointing his white-gloved finger.

      


      “Doyle comma Kevin,” he snarled. “Don’t fuck with my whistle.” But under the buzzing fluorescent overhead lights that washed

         the room with a factory-floor tint, he looked more like a Salvation Army officer with a bad attitude than a guardian.

      


      He definitely needed to push Mr. Leave Me Alone way back on the shelf and practice Mr. Friendly and Helpful.


      He crinkled his eyes, improbably blue. Kevin’s mother was Black Irish, with Moorish blood that left Kevin with choirboy eyes

         and jet-black hair. She raised Kevin and his sisters in a walkup on Tenth Avenue, whacking and cajoling them to avoid temptation

         and soldier on without complaint. She had also chosen to nurture Kevin’s artist’s eye. She called it the “spark of the divine.”

      


      “Who are you?”


      Kevin turned to the fleshy man who had appeared beside him, also in doorman’s uniform. He had a broad face with drooping jowls

         and wide, cunning eyes. His body stood almost double-wide—a human wheelbarrow.

      


      “Kevin Doyle.” He put out his hand, a little wary.


      “I am Vladimir Kosov,” the man took it in both of his. “I go off duty now. I was captain of twelve doormen at the Hotel Leningradska

         in Moscow. We will talk, you and I.” He pointed to the door with his forefinger. “Now, Andrew wastes.”

      


      “He what?”


      “Andrew wastes for you in the lobby.”


      “Oh. Thanks.”


      Kevin closed his locker and watched Vladimir drop heavily onto the bench, grunting like a football player under his gear.


      

          He walked down the hall to the end where the cheesy linoleum floor stopped at a door marked “Lobby.”

      


      Showtime.


      He expected to see crystal chandeliers and velvet furniture, maybe authentic Old Masters mounted on silk wallpaper. But the

         lobby loomed dark and austere. The gray fabric that covered the walls looked just like his flannel doorman suit. Muted, recessed

         lights kept the lobby just bright enough to walk through without bumping into furniture. He could barely make out the fragile,

         maroon-silk upholstered chairs and a small couch perched around a table that appeared to be teak, polished to shine in the

         dark. They don’t want us to read on the job, Kevin decided.

      


      He found Andrew guarding the door with his hands folded behind his back, standing next to a small shelf jutting out from the

         wall beside the door. The doorman’s shelf, which Andrew kept neat and burnished, had a manila file and folded-up newspaper

         stacked neatly on top.

      


      “So,” Kevin struggled to think of something positive to say, “I guess this is the place to be, 840 Fifth.”


      “Best building in Manhattan. Small enough you get to know all the owners real quick. A nice class of people.”


      “Nice class of people” jammed sideways in Kevin’s head. The cocoon of wealth made people negligent, even criminal, because

         they stopped thinking about anyone else.

      


      “Where does your dad work again?” Andrew asked him.


      “2000 Fifth, with Uncle Eddie. He got my dad his job fifteen years ago.”


      Andrew pursed his lips. “So I guess you’re following in your dad’s footsteps. And your Uncle Eddie’s.”


      “Yeah. The Doyles, we own the door.”


      “So let’s start at the beginning.” Andrew shifted to what Kevin guessed was his training voice. “This building’s a co-op.

         You know what cooperative ownership is?”

      


      “I know cooperation’s the opposite of what they have in mind. The owners can break the Fair Housing laws, only let in who

         they want as neighbors.”

      


      “Well,” Andrew had to agree, “this building got famous by who they wouldn’t let in.” He stopped to open the door for an older

         man 

          blessed with a strong chin stuck up at an angle, pink skin, and swept-back silver hair. “Good afternoon, Mr. Blanchard.”

      


      “What’s the Yale-Harvard score?” the man barked to nobody in particular.


      “Yale, fourteen–seven, first half, Mr. Blanchard,” Andrew told him. “This is Kevin Doyle, new man on the door.”


      The man stopped in front of Kevin, tipping slightly to the left. “What was the matter with the old one?”


      “I hear he retired, Mr. Blanchard.” Kevin braced himself against the whiskey fumes.


      “Well, there’s always room,” Mr. Blanchard said, nodding at him.


      “Excuse me?”


      “Always room at the bottom, son. Remember that.”


      Was he supposed to answer? His mother had taught him to be patient with old people because they could be fragile and confused.

         But Blanchard spun on his heel with surprising agility and wandered off toward the brass elevator doors at the other end of

         the lobby.

      


      “Hey, Andrew,” Kevin said. “Wasn’t that game yesterday? Harvard won.”


      “Yeah, but Mr. Blanchard went to Yale, and he can use a little cheerin’ up. His son, Bill, he’s gettin’ a divorce and he just

         told the old man he’s going to tell the world he’s homosexual.”

      


      “Blanchard told you that?”


      “Hell no. The owners don’t tell us shit. Maids, butlers, that’s who we hear all the information from.” Andrew chortled. “They’re

         happy to tell you anything makes their bosses look like fools.”

      


      Andrew removed the fat manila file from the doorman shelf and handed it to Kevin.


      “So here’s all the building rules. No smoking. No drinking. No fraternizing with the owners.”


      “Uh-huh,” Kevin said, flipping through the stack of papers. One fell open to reveal twenty-five neat rows of blocks with handprinted

         names and apartment numbers. Small head shots of people cut out of newspapers and magazines were pasted in the boxes.

      


      “That’s a visual aid for you.” Andrew tapped his finger on his collage. “Job one for a doorman is security. That’s what we

         do, keep the building secure. Anybody you don’t know shows up, you got to find out 

          politely who they are. That’s why you got to know your owners. We got one hundred and twelve people living in forty apartments.

         This here gives you all their names and apartment numbers so you can memorize ’em. I put in their kids, dogs, servants, everybody

         they allow in the apartment. Some photos, too, whatever I could find. Hang on, here comes 11B.”

      


      Andrew nodded toward the street. Kevin saw a very old man with a skeletal face and wisps of white hair fluttering in the wind.

         He held his thin, gnarled hands in front of him like a dinosaur’s claws, helped along by a young, heart-faced blonde wearing

         a shiny black fur coat.

      


      “Got ’em. Count Dracula and Courtney Love,” Kevin whispered to Andrew as he swung open the door.


      Andrew ignored him. “Good afternoon, Mr. Geddy, Mrs. Geddy. This is Kevin Doyle, new man on the job.”


      Kevin practiced touching the brim of his hat like Andrew, working to keep his smile hoisted up even though his real emotions

         were scraping bottom and his jaw ached.

      


      Mr. Geddy nodded his skull and exposed his gums in greeting. The woman flickered an interested glance at her new doorman before

         she turned her eyes back to her husband. Kevin watched her walk hubby to the elevator, expensive haircut bouncing on her fur

         collar. He wondered what she allowed her husband to do with his claws for the privilege of living in 11B.

      


      “So what’d you do before this?” Andrew asked him.


      “Three years, I worked Bellevue, nights,” Kevin said, leaving out his art for the time being. “I was a physical aide, no medical

         training or anything. Mostly I kept the patients company. Or restrained them.”

      


      Andrew seemed interested. “Mental patients?”


      “Most of them. Some of them were faking it to stay out of jail. ‘Had a delusional belief I was Jesse James, made me rob the

         convenience store,’ that kind of stuff. Thirty-days observation in Bellevue buys them a ‘get out of jail free’ defense.”

      


      “Why’d you leave?”


      “I snuck a patient out to see her kids one weekend. The tough part of security at Bellevue was sneaking back in. She got caught,

         I lost my job. It was just a night job to get by. I was studying—”

      


      They both heard a high-pitched scream from outside.


      “Incoming,” Andrew said.


      

          They opened both doors for a triple-wide wicker stroller pushed by a stressed-out nanny in a white uniform. Two of the three

         bundles inside, a baby boy and girl, were asleep, their blond heads slack. The third screamed in a wavy, high-pitched yowl.

         The parents walked behind them, a fine-featured couple in their thirties, their faces screwed up painfully at the sound.

      


      Kevin bent down and put his face in front of the shrieking baby.


      “Hey, gorgeous,” he said, wiggling his ears. Gotcha. The little girl stopped bawling in mid-cry, her mouth hanging open in

         the goofy, wondrous way of all kids, even rich ones.

      


      Kevin used his taxi whistle to chirp for her. She smiled like a burst of sun.


      “Mr. and Mrs. Eames, this is Kevin Doyle,” Andrew said.


      The father smiled at Kevin and pressed a five-dollar bill into his hand.


      He waved it away. “That’s okay,” Kevin told him brusquely. These people probably saw doormen as mutants bred to push doors

         and perform courtesies, if you kept feeding them treats of currency.

      


      While the Eames family arranged itself in the elevator, Kevin peered at the photos in Andrew’s file, memorizing the children’s

         names. Even in the semidarkness, Kevin felt a shadow falling over his shoulders and the little hairs stirred on the back of

         his neck.

      


      “Hey, Dumbo… ping!”

      


      The familiar voice growled behind him as he felt a sharp burning in both ears. He turned around to see his Uncle Eddie’s round,

         ruddy face with its heavily ridged forehead set in permanent irritation. His hair was buzz cut with open spaces, like a lawn

         that needed reseeding. Eddie kept his fingers poised to snap against Kevin’s ears again. He wore civilian clothes today, not

         his doorman uniform. His thick, pub-brawler arms stuck out of rolled-up jacket sleeves with a N.Y. Knicks logo on his pocket.

      


      Kevin knew from experience it would take a moment to hear past the painful ringing. And he’d have to swallow his bile at Eddie.

         His uncle was the closest thing west of India to a sacred cow, at least to the Doyles. He was the only family member who could

         provide union jobs, which had kept the other men in the family from decking him for fifteen years.

      


      

          “You still got big ears, kid.” Eddie turned to Andrew. “When he was little, he had ears like Dumbo. I used to sneak up and

         ping him. We had ourselves a little fun.”

      


      “Turned my life around, Uncle Eddie.”


      “Tell you what, just call me Eddie. We don’t want to give hiring relatives a bad name. Did I just see you turn down a tip?”


      “I guess.”


      Eddie shook his head sadly at Andrew. “He’s a mutt, but he’s my late sister’s kid. Kevin, tips are life’s blood. Tips are

         mother’s milk. You’re a doorman now. You see a resident standing in front of you, that’s not a person, okay? That’s a bag

         of groceries.”

      


      Eddie handed Kevin a plastic card. “Your union card. Welcome to Local 32A. International Brotherhood of Portal Operators.

         I’m your delegate now. Your employer is the building manager of this property. But you got a grievance, you come to me.”

      


      Eddie handed Kevin a second card.


      “This is your Platinum Health Plan card from the union. It gives you the same health care as anybody living in this building.

         Maybe even better. Choose your own doctor, best hospitals, get your meds, you don’t pay squat.”

      


      Eddie handed him a piece of paper and a pen. “Sign there, says you got your health plan. I got you a sweet deal, kid. Nobody

         gets a doorman job two weeks before Christmas.”

      


      “Yeah,” Andrew agreed. “Just standing there, you get maybe two thousand for Christmas. If you always grab their bags before

         they ask, always know the right time, weather, you get maybe four, five thousand bucks.”

      


      “You owe me, kid,” Eddie said. “I’ll be around. Take care, Andrew.”


      Eddie lumbered out the front door, a potbellied fireplug in a team jacket, disappearing just as a gray limousine pulled directly

         in front of the awning.

      


      “Heads up.” Andrew nudged Kevin. “Here comes Chester Lord. He’s chairman of the co-op board for the building, makes the rules

         around here.”

      


      Kevin watched a clean-featured man in his early fifties climb out of the back seat of a limo that looked smaller than life,

         like it was built 

          in the Black Forest by elves. Chester Lord glided into the building. His medium frame, in a striped tie and blue blazer,

         could have lost ten pounds. Though his sandy hair had thinned a lot, he combed it straight back with no effort to hide the

         bald spots. A WASP thing, Kevin realized. They never combed their last few strands of hair all the way over their heads or

         wore hairpieces. A guy like Chester Lord let his dome get shiny and didn’t care what anybody thought.

      


      “Good afternoon, Mr. Lord,” Andrew said.


      “Hello, Andrew.” The crisp voice was soft, hard to hear. He arched one eyebrow at Kevin. “Are you the new doorman?”


      “Kevin Doyle.”


      The man squeezed his hand and let it go. In the awkward pause, Kevin sensed a shyness.


      “Well, good luck to you.”


      “Thanks.”


      Andrew waited until Chester Lord was whooshed up in the elevator. “Something you got to know about the Lords.”


      He took the folded copy of the day’s New York Daily Globe off the shelf and handed it to him. Kevin peered at the newspaper, opened to the fifth page, barely able to decipher the

         print in the lobby’s gloom. He held it close to the weak light to get a better look.

      


      There was a column titled Debwatch. The script typeface looked like a wedding invitation. It was written by somebody named Philip Grace. Under a bold black

         headline, “Corny’s Social Swim,” Kevin studied a grainy picture taken at night. A girl of maybe twenty in a soaking-wet dress

         stood in the fountain in front of the Plaza Hotel. The column called her a “wilding deb” and “party girl.” The girl seemed

         wired enough. Still, her eyes didn’t look to Kevin like she was having any party.

      


      She looked pretty, like his younger sister, Marne, but with finer features. Deb features. Delicate even in the muddy pixels

         of the newspaper photo. His sister Marne was the anti-deb. A firefighter, she’d had to fight the guys in her Brooklyn squadron

         for acceptance. She became one of the guys when another firefighter tried to stick his hand down her shirt, and instead of

         getting huffy like they would have expected and filing a sexual harassment claim, she broke his fingers.

      


      But this girl in the photograph never had to fight for anything in 

          her life. She just slid down a lucky birth canal and popped out an heiress. He tried to wrap his mind around what it would

         be like to go through life without a financial worry.

      


      “The girl who’ll always have everything.” Kevin shook his head. “Look what she does with it.”


      “Maybe.” Andrew’s forehead twitched. “Son, it’s going to be hard on you here if you don’t cut the residents a little slack.

         They got problems, too.”

      


      “Sure.” Problems like having the chauffeur blow-dry you after a cold swim in front of the Plaza Hotel.


      “Anyhow, this young woman is Chester Lord’s daughter. Chester, he’s a pleasant man, usually. But young Cornelia has got some

         impulse-control issues. You know what I’m saying?”

      


      “No problem.”


      “The other thing,” Andrew went on, pointing to Philip Grace’s byline. “This here’s a sneaky reporter. He’ll try to get you

         to tell him when Cornelia might be on her way in or out. He makes a living taking nasty photos. Sticks to this building like

         a roach on cheesecake, figures Cornelia’s always good for some kind of show. He’ll offer you money. You take it and anybody

         finds out, it’ll get you fired like you been vaporized. Get me in trouble, too, not training you right.”

      


      Kevin stared at the girl in the picture. In his neighborhood, nobody would even notice that kind of behavior. Unless maybe

         she puked on your new shoes. But the tawdry photo of the debutante both irritated and fascinated him.

      


      His dad would call it another eccentricity, winding up drunk in a public fountain and not even enjoying it. Maybe it was a

         bored-party-girl thing. Or maybe she was just crazy as a bedbug, and everybody covered up for her.

      


      Either way, he wondered what his mother would think of him now, having to tip his hat to a girl like that, staggering by him

         giggling, smelling of stale champagne.

      


      Tomorrow, no matter how long he worked, he would need to check on the neon saint he’d dedicated to his mother.


   

      


            Chapter Two



      In Penthouse A, Chester Lord IV leaned over and lightly kissed his sleeping daughter’s forehead.

      


      It felt warm and moist, covered with wisps of her straw-blond hair. He tried to imagine Cornelia’s face lighting up the way

         it had before her childhood slipped away. Before this odd young woman who drank too much and danced in public fountains moved

         in.

      


      Chester sat by her bed and wished he could invite her to dinner, just the two of them in the apartment, to talk things out.

         Instead, he would have to explain to her why she would be grounded until he talked to her psychiatrist and Tucker Fisk, to

         come up with some sort of a plan.

      


      He sighed heavily. He had allowed so many opportunities to reach his daughter get away. Perhaps irretrievably. Lately, that

         thought felt like an anvil in his stomach. She never actually rebuffed him, only seemed to live her life dancing to music

         he couldn’t hear. To put it mildly. He had clung to the notion that they would one day share a cleansing effort to talk out

         their differences. Now all they shared was grief frozen in time. He worried whether Cornelia had finally lost any desire to

         cut through the silence that had hardened between them over the past ten years.

      


      Chester fought to ignore the color scheme of his daughter’s bedroom. 

          One side of the room was all red, the other side all black. It bore little resemblance to the sweet sanctuary that once housed

         precious antiques, a collection of crystal, and her own gleeful artwork and school projects. In one mad week, she stripped

         the room of all personal things, as if to deny him any clue to her personality, and installed stark utilitarian furnishings.

         All that she kept from her childhood was her giant fish tank full of colorful creatures, which, to her credit, she tended

         carefully.

      


      Now she slept doped up on medications that the unctuous psychiatrist Dr. Bushberg had prescribed. The sight of her blond head

         on the pillow pained him. Her mother’s Devonshire-cream skin and delicate features still made her look so innocent and vulnerable.

         Chester squeezed her hand and left the room, forcing himself to keep the slump out of his walk.

      


      Other duties called.


      “Just don’t come to the board meeting,” he muttered to Cornelia.


      He crossed the long, dark second story, passing the gym. When Elizabeth was alive, that room had hammered with the clang of

         free weights and the hiss of the hydraulic workout machine. Chester used the machine only as a coat rack.

      


      He passed sconces that once hung in Napoleon’s castle at Waterloo, and glanced in the gilt-etched mirror between them. Though

         he was hardly trim, Chester looked presentable. Wall-to-wall anxiety kept a sparkle in his eyes. And he had not yet suffered

         the Dorian Gray effect that strikes WASPs suddenly in middle age, collapsing a youthful face overnight into cracks and folds.

      


      Chester had inherited the seat on the 840 Fifth Avenue co-op board from his father, and felt crushed by his duties as its

         chairman. He had no question that the owners at large needed him to stand up to the reactionary owners who dominated the board.

         He secretly thought of them as the Amazing Stone Heads of Fifth Avenue—blockheads stuck in the ground like the relics on Easter

         Island. Nursing prejudices formed as spoiled children in Herbert Hoover’s time, they still tried to snub every applicant whose

         surname ended in a vowel, inviting lawsuits. Chester knew that these geriatric brats would all cling to their seats until

         death removed them.

      


      At least Chester had prevented 840 Fifth from becoming a total 

          viper pit, tangled with bickering and litigation. He tried to keep the truly disagreeable applicants away from the board,

         not even allowing them to go through screening. Then he dealt with the most irate and arrogant rejectees. When they bellowed

         and stamped their tasseled feet, threatening to sue over some real or imagined slight, Chester’s pacific nature became an

         asset and not the liability it tended to be in his business.

      


      If he couldn’t understand the dizzying world of high tech that was changing his company, or even handle his own daughter’s

         behavior, by God, he could still choose his neighbors.

      


      He stepped heavily down the broad sweep of staircase. His ancestral co-op’s elliptical, marble-tiled foyer stood two stories

         high, with a wraparound balcony. An oversized crystal chandelier dangled from the vaulted ceiling. It had flickered inside

         the Palace of Versailles on the day an angry mob beheaded its former occupant.

      


      Crossing the foyer, Chester Lord IV avoided the paintings of the three Chester Lords who had come before him.


      Chester had already indulged a secret fantasy after his father died. Although he couldn’t bring himself to break tradition

         by removing the faces of the Lord men from the great foyer, he did take the life-sized paintings of all three ancestors and

         order them reproduced as shrunken eight-by-ten prints. It usually amused him to pass the tiny heads, which he’d cut down to

         size as surely as a Borneo headhunter. But today they managed to burrow annoyingly into his thoughts.

      


      In their line of one-child families that produced only sons, the Lords’ starter fortune came from Chester Lord I, who founded

         the Lord & Company investment bank in 1900. That mother lode made it difficult for his son to fail. Yet Chester II seemed

         bent on losing the money anyway, growing too fond of wintering in Palm Beach to shuttle back and forth to Wall Street and

         then cashing out all of Lord & Company’s stock market holdings. When the stock market crashed in 1929, Chester II barely got

         his hair mussed.

      


      Lucky Granddad.


      When Chester’s father, Chester Lord III, took over after World War II, he invested in the black arts of Madison Avenue—advertising

         and network television—pumping Lord & Company into an even richer and fatter enterprise.

      


      

          The tips of Chester’s ears burned whenever he thought about his father. Today had brought back his eleventh birthday party

         at the Westchester Country Club. When Chester missed a putt, his dad hectored him to keep shooting until all his friends and

         relatives drifted off. At twilight, forty-seven putts later, he finally sank the ball.

      


      Chester glumly forced himself to study business at Yale, aching to change his major to social anthropology. He envied those

         students with their beards, tangled hair, and sloppy jeans, who seemed to bear the real problems of the world. During his

         college years, Chester would gaze out the window of Finance 101 and fantasize. He had read Coming of Age in Samoa by Margaret Mead. How he yearned to run off to study those gentle islanders who only made love, not war.

      


      But, of course, Chester had to join Lord & Company.


      None of the cunning, pin-striped men who reported to his father took young Chester seriously. Sometimes he imagined that they

         snickered as they passed him. He knew that the top managers met after work at watering holes like “21” and never invited Chester

         to join them. They dismissed him until his father got a snootful and said at the firm’s Christmas party, “A Lord will always

         run Lord & Company, even if he runs it into the ground.”

      


      How prophetic. In the 1970s, Chester tugged at the short leash his father allowed him by investing in John Delorean’s new

         automobile. In the 1980s, he sought safe harbor in the savings and loan industry. But he was soon fleeced by its slickest

         operators, who bankrupted their S&Ls while buying yachts with twenty-four-karat-gold faucets for themselves. He constantly

         stood trembling before his father’s desk, explaining why money practically bled out of his business ventures.

      


      The berating only stopped when his apoplectic, workaholic father finally blew an artery and was wheeled out of his office

         on a gurney. Chester fearfully took over the presidency. He floundered while the crafty managers around him circled and snapped.

         He knew they were lining up outside buyers to force him out.

      


      Desperate to find a loyal right hand, he hired his old Yale roommate’s son as his protégé—a fierce blond Young Turk named

         Tucker Fisk, a football star at Yale with a Wharton MBA who had already cut a blazing swath through Wall Street.

      


      

          Tucker proved to be more protector than protégé. As much as Chester shrank from confrontation, Tucker roared with the joy

         of it. On the day they called Bloody Tuesday, Tucker lined up and summarily fired the executives who wanted Chester out. Then

         he terrified the loyal ones by demanding letters of resignation to keep in his desk in case they should even think about disobeying

         him. On Bloody Tuesday, the halls of Lord & Company rang with trembling voices swearing lifelong allegiance to Chester Lord.

         But Tucker fired most of them anyway. He replaced them with his own people, young zealots with laptops who looked sixteen

         years old to Chester and leapt at Tucker’s orders.

      


      Then Tucker forged a bold and profitable alliance between Lord & Company and Koi Industries of Hong Kong. Chester recoiled

         from the Kois, father and son. They were no better than modern-day pirates. The Kois would somehow get ahold of plans for

         competitive products, probably by industrial spying, and quickly build cheaper knockoffs. The Koi sedan they called the Panda

         looked like a toy Honda. The Koi computer blatantly violated Compaq and Intel patents. Still, Tucker’s partnership with the

         Kois coined money for Lord & Company. Secure in his role as president and chief executive officer, Chester practically sweated

         gratitude. He couldn’t even complain when Tucker pressed him to move the firm from its fine old quarters on Wall Street to

         the garish Koi Tower on Madison Avenue.

      


      Chester stopped to stare at his dad’s shrunken image. He wondered what the old man would think of the brassy new Koi Tower.


      By the time his right loafer left the staircase and landed on the marble floor, Chester passed the only life-sized paintings,

         of Elizabeth and Cornelia. His daughter’s smirk mocked him.

      


      How could he meet people today, after Cornelia’s latest humiliating appearance in the tabloids? His upper body slumped again.

         Then he rasped to himself, Good God, pull yourself together. Whatever happened to the code of his class, “Never complain, never explain,” immortalized by one of the Fords when police

         stopped him for drunken driving.

      


      Chester squared his shoulders. Duty compelled him to greet his guests with head held high, despite the damnable article about

         Cornelia. He crossed the black and white tiles of the smart foyer and 

          headed for the living room. The family co-op consisted of twelve rooms, fashionably crammed with the plunder of centuries.

         A sweeping hundred-foot penthouse terrace, relandscaped each season, dwarfed the tallest trees of Central Park and the spired

         gothic sky-scrapers of the West Side.

      


      By all rights, Chester should feel like Captain Zeus on the bridge of a mighty Olympian ship. His view of Central Park and

         the West Side was unbroken to the Hudson River and the Palisade cliffs of New Jersey. Instead, he longed to hide anywhere,

         even in one of his bathrooms.

      


      He felt his heart skipping wildly. But it was only anxiety, not a deadly heart attack. He felt like a man held together by

         Brooks Brothers and Scotch tape. Perhaps he’d be better off with a massive coronary like Dad. At least it would all be over

         soon, and he’d have quiet and tranquility, a nice long nap. He took a deep breath, wiped his palms on his pants.

      


      So what if he didn’t show up for the board meeting? They would reject all the applicants anyway. If tomorrow he pulled the

         covers over his head and stayed home from Lord & Company, Tucker Fisk would run the business without him. What difference

         did Chester make to anyone? With all his means, his influence, he couldn’t even help his own daughter.

      


      When Chester passed the bathroom and saw his slumping frame in the mirror, he seized up in fright. He quickly pulled himself

         up straight and pressed on.

      


      Promptly at 3:00 P.M., late enough to justify cocktails but early enough so they wouldn’t doze off, the members of the 840 Fifth Avenue co-op board

         gathered in the Lords’ sitting room. They consisted of four WASP males and a German Jewish widow—375 years of experience snipping

         coupon bonds with Tiffany scissors.

      


      The board members perched on fussy eighteenth-century chairs designed for people who wore powdered wigs and complained of

         gout. Chester nodded to his Scottish butler, O’Connell, a sturdy, inscrutable presence. O’Connell still wore a plaid kilt

         and long socks under his jacket and tie, and still rolled his r’s in a thick Highlander burr after 

          thirty years in New York. His large red hands busied themselves with ice cubes and ashtrays.

      


      Chester sat at his living room desk.


      “All right”—he glanced around the room—“let’s get to new business. As you know, the Biddle apartment has been put up for sale

         by Eloise Biddle’s estate. We have twelve applicants who meet the financial criteria. We’ll vote today on which of them, if

         any, we should invite up for an interview.”

      


      Nobody objected. Thaddeus “Tad” Eames, a white-haired clubman who had never worked, licked his lips.


      Chester read the first name on the list.


      “Is he anyone?” asked Lily Stern, widow of the man who had inherited one of the world’s largest private banks. She scowled

         so easily, her face might have been made of aged parchment.

      


      “He was vice president, Lily.” Chester sighed as he added, “Of the United States.”


      Lily’s face hardened. “No.”


      “Well, we have to at least consider them, Lily,” Chester said.


      “What for?” barked Tom van Adder, retired custodian of his family’s philanthropic trust. “He’s a Democrat, isn’t he? Besides,

         there was a ridiculous picture of his wife in the newspaper—”

      


      He froze in mid-sentence and looked at Chester, his voice dribbling off. The board members smirked guiltily, each reminded

         of today’s picture of Cornelia in the Globe. Chester caught them in their dirty little moment: how they delighted in the misfortunes of others. What was the word for

         it? Schadenfreude. Such a remarkably German concept. Chester swallowed the acid swelling in his chest, the reflux of anger and shame, and pretended

         that the whole business wafted right by him.

      


      “I think we should invite him up,” Tad snarled. “Ask him what he thought he was doing taxing capital gains. We can send their

         rejection letter afterward.”

      


      “Oh, for heaven’s sakes, Tad,” Chester said. “If we’re going to reject them, let’s just do it. On approval of their application,

         yea or nay?”

      


      “Nay.”


      “Nay.”


      “Nay.”


      

          “Nay.”

      


      “Nay.”


      Chester began to argue, then thought better of it. He said nothing, and his silence made the room so packed with treasures

         feel barren and empty. The board members glanced at each other, obviously feeling cheated by his refusal to fight back.

      


      “Let’s move on,” Chester said. “We have a fellow who won the Nobel prize. Now he’s secretary general of the United Nations.

         His wife is a surgeon.”

      


      “Good Lord, no,” Tom van Adder sputtered. “He hails from one of the debtor nations.”

      


      “Tom’s right,” Chip Lindsay said, bristling. “Those foreign U.N. people have diplomatic immunity. They can get away with anything.”

         He shuddered. “The next thing you know, the city will come after us to pay his parking tickets.”

      


      Chip had been ambassador to Bermuda during the Eisenhower administration and thought he knew politics. Like Chester understood

         nuclear physics. Now, on top of it, Chip had memory lapses and had even worn pajamas once to a co-op board meeting. He noticed

         for the first time Chip’s unusually large teeth when he pulled his lips back over his gums.

      


      “I say nay.” Chip bobbed his head.


      “Nay.”


      “Nay.”


      “Nay.”


      “Nay.”


      “Agreed.” Chester nodded. “We’ll just send them a letter.”


      In the periphery of his vision, Chester saw Cornelia, who had shuffled into the living room wearing an oversized black terry

         cloth bathrobe that dragged on the floor.

      


      Corny, why now?


      His daughter’s blond hair hung in a tangle, half covering her eyes. She stood in the center of the room behind the Stone Heads,

         quietly observing them. He saw a hint of determination in her gray pupils, lit up with points of violet as though a furnace

         burned deep inside.

      


      The fire brought Chester back to the years when Cornelia was young, purposeful.


      

          Chester shut his eyes briefly. He saw his wife, Elizabeth, and their daughter sitting scrunched together in their favorite

         place. It was a little wicker love seat in the sunroom. Elizabeth would read to Corny from dog-eared books about the dead

         inventor Nikola Tesla. Tesla Towers! Free electricity for everyone on earth! For a woman of her background, Elizabeth’s interest in the electrical wizard Tesla seemed as odd as Jackie Kennedy strapping

         a utility belt onto one of her Halston dresses and asking for a schematic of the White House. But Elizabeth had ferreted out

         the family’s ancient role in Tesla’s broken career, and the injustice of it inflamed her.

      


      Chester loved Elizabeth. He had swallowed his puzzlement and indulged her interest in Tesla, who had died penniless in 1943.

         But he had sulked about her passing the wild Tesla business onto Cornelia. His daughter had picked up the crazy inventor’s

         flame. Insisted that he listen to her little discoveries of Tesla’s inventions. She seemed as determined as his wife to romanticize

         the man, and Chester could only retreat into glum silences. Now he guiltily recalled mornings when Elizabeth and Corny would

         chat about Tesla at the breakfast table. He had fought back with foolish acts of feigned indifference. He was supposed to

         drop Corny off at the Gramercy School on the way to his office on Wall Street. Instead, he sat reading the Wall Street Journal ostentatiously past 8:30 until Elizabeth scolded him and Corny finally cried that she would be late for class.

      


      Childish of him in retrospect, but typical of their silent power struggles at chez Lord.


      Still, the Tesla business was a thin shadow across so many cherished times. Elizabeth had loved Cornelia with an almost wanton

         streak. Thanks to her, Corny earned straight A’s at school, threw herself into modern dance, and giggled with glee at every

         new challenge. Elizabeth had such strength. She had protected both of them. And he adored her.

      


      Exactly ten years ago, Elizabeth died in a helicopter accident by the East River. He had taken Cornelia ahead to the cottage

         in Southampton, where Elizabeth had planned to join them. They arrived to a halting phone message from O’Connell, and he called

         his office to hear his father’s gruff voice clinically explain the horror. The commuter helicopter had lost electrical power.

         It had swirled in the sky 

          like an angry brick before crashing and bursting into a fireball. There were no survivors.

      


      Chester had become a basket case, distant and troubled. He took to locking himself in his study and drinking martinis with

         no vermouth. He couldn’t talk to his daughter, not that he didn’t try. But he bore a mighty responsibility to Lord & Company,

         and perhaps he had found that easier to cope with.

      


      He felt the weight of grief and remorse in his chest now, swelling like a hard medicine ball.


      “Hello, Cornelia,” Chester finally greeted her. “We’re having a co-op meeting now.”


      “Chester,” she said in her reasonable voice. “I have to go out, but somebody put a lock on my clothes closet.”


      She had stopped calling him Dad a couple of years ago, and he didn’t dare ask her to call him that again.


      “We’ll discuss it right after the meeting.” He tried not to dwell on what she must see as his betrayal of her. Actually, the

         idea of grounding her had been Tucker’s. He hadn’t resisted, not after the scene she’d created the night before.

      


      Cornelia beseeched Chester with her intelligent eyes. The look shot an arrow of shame and doubt through his stomach. His daughter

         stood just like Elizabeth, he thought, casually in control of her trim body. Her straw-blond hair sparkled, and he caught

         glints of the sun on her fine cheekbones. Her alert eyes fought against her medication. Her lips, full and pale, formed a

         brave line of resistance that broke his heart.

      


      His daughter’s eyes held his for another second, then turned to the board members, who squirmed and shifted in their chairs.


      “The issue on the table,” she announced, her voice raised like a clear chime despite her medication, “is should a girl be

         denied clothes? Yea or nay?”

      


      The board members coughed and looked away. Chester concentrated on his desktop, raising his voice only slightly. “Cornelia,

         please.”

      


      This would be not only a contest of wills between them, he knew, but another frustrating pas de deux, the two of them speaking

         but hardly on the same channel. He wished the board would disappear, beamed back to their own musty apartments. Yet, even

         if they disappeared 

          and Chester and his daughter were left alone in the room to speak freely, somehow his plans for them always wound up in chaos.

         The simple act of talking to her had become as fraught with peril as setting himself on fire.

      


      “The next name,” he said, because he could think of nothing else to say, “is Chad Benson, chairman of Sweethold Financial.”


      While Chester spoke, his daughter floated in her bathrobe past the board members to the antique mahogany liquor cabinet. She

         opened it and began fishing around inside, pulling out a deck of playing cards. Shuffling them as she walked back to face

         the board, Cornelia stopped directly in front of Tad Eames.

      


      “All right,” Cornelia said. “I need clothes, so the game is strip poker. Jacks or better to open. Mr. Eames, are you in for

         that blazer?”

      


      “No, no,” Tad Eames stammered.


      “Was that a nay on Benson, Tad?” Chester felt stubbornly committed now. Besides, he realized with only a twinge of guilt,

         he secretly disliked Chad Benson, a loudmouthed Wall Street slice-and-dicer. Maybe he could ram a nay through in the confusion,

         and some good could come of this.

      


      The board members studied their shoelaces.


      “Ah, no, Chester…” Tad began.


      “Thank you. We have a nay from Tad. Have any others decided on this applicant?”


      “Mr. Van Adder,” Cornelia said, turning to the man, who now tensed in his chair like a schoolboy. “How about you? Can you

         afford to lose those slacks?”

      


      “No,” said Tom van Adder, his eyes following the trim golden leg that flashed very briefly under Cornelia’s robe.


      “No you haven’t or no you don’t like them, Tom?” Chester snapped. “If we can’t agree, then we’ll just send them a rejection

         letter. Now if you’ll excuse us for a moment. Cornelia, in my study.”

      


      He touched Cornelia’s drooping sleeve and they started out of the room.


      Lily Stern called after them, “We all hope you’re better soon, Cornelia.”


      Chester ground his teeth. The smug old battle-ax. However misguided her passions, Cornelia had more goodness in her than the

         entire 

          board with their self-congratulatory charity balls, where the charity was lucky to squeeze out a few crumbs after they’d

         paid for the catering and entertainment.

      


      They hadn’t reached the den when his daughter shook off his hand, folded her arms, and glared at him.


      “Locking my closet? Stop her before she dresses again?”


      “We need to talk, Cornelia, but not now…” Chester fumbled. “If you’ll just go to your room and read or something, Tucker will

         be over this evening and we can all talk this out.”

      


      “Did you and Tucker Fisk decide to lock up my clothes?”


      “I’m… just concerned about you.”


      “Well, I hope you and Tucker have a good man-to-man talk, because I’ll be going out.”


      “Where?”


      “To South America.”


      “For God’s sake, why?” Chester yelped, trying to divine a purpose behind this shocking news.


      “Research,” she said. “Some historians believe that Nikola Tesla went to South America to build a third tower, or at least

         left plans for other people to build one. Anyway, I’m going to find out.”

      


      Chester felt his mouth open and close as he tried to respond. “Cornelia, I don’t resent your mother for having told you these

         old stories about our family.” He had slowly drifted toward this view, now blaming Great-Granddad, the pinched old Puritan,

         for starting this Tesla mess. “But it’s so… late to try to deal with it. There are other things you should be pursuing.”

      


      She cocked her head. “Like?”


      “Well, ah…” They could discuss the distance between them. Even if it meant admitting how he had failed her. But he felt too

         weary to open that can now, for what might spring out.

      


      She didn’t speak, worrying a thread that stuck out of the terry cloth of her bathrobe with her fingers. Her eyes seemed to

         scold him.

      


      He tried again. “Have you spoken to anyone else about South America? Dr. Bushberg? Tucker?”


      She seemed to consider this. “Nobody you know, Chester.”


      “Cornelia, whenever you start in with this Tesla business—”


      “I didn’t start it,” she snapped back.


      

          She sounded so matter-of-fact about an idea so, well, crazy. South America? She could be kidnapped. He saw a vision of his

         daughter surrounded in a dark jungle by dope smugglers or rebel insurgents, sinister men grinning, gold teeth flashing. She

         could even be murdered. He swallowed, felt his throat very dry. He must find a way to protect her at any cost.

      


      “Well, you’re a grown woman,” he said slowly.


      “And it’s my money,” she added.


      “Yes, it is,” he said agreeably. “I’m not necessarily opposed to this trip on principle. A change of scenery might be good.

         It’s just so sudden, you really have to give me a little warning about a decision like that. That’s not unfair, is it?”

      


      She chewed her lip. “No, I guess not.”


      “Then, please. Let me get through with the board. We’ll have dinner together.”


      His daughter brightened a little. “When?”


      “Uh, soon.” He lowered his eyes.


      At 4:00 P.M., Chester briskly ushered the board members out of his sitting room.

      


      Instantly, he retired to his mahogany-walled study. The old, familiar scent of leather and crackling logs in the fireplace

         soothed him slightly. Chester liked to sit among the first-edition books, dusted of their cobwebs, which he no longer read,

         and photographs of the sloop he kept in Southampton but no longer sailed. The thought that he could still share traditions

         he loved with his daughter seemed flimsy now. He settled into his most comfortable leather chair and rubbed his eyes, trying

         to force his mind to focus.

      


      For the first time, he had let the board have their way and reject all twelve applicants. He wondered who would sue. Oh, to

         hell with them. By the next meeting, the city’s elite Realtors would submit at least one hundred new names.

      


      Without being asked, O’Connell’s craggy, vaguely disapproving face had appeared. He carried a silver tray that contained a

         sterling shaker tinkling with ice, a huge martini glass, and a plate piled with small crescents of lemon peel. O’Connell poured

         the drink, but allowed 

          Chester to pick up one of the lemon peels, twist it, and plop it into the glass.

      


      Chester nodded his thanks and let O’Connell disappear before drinking half the stiff martini in one gulp.


      Cornelia presented such a hornet’s nest, he could barely begin to think about what to do for her without feeling stung from

         all directions. Clearly she needed more professional help than she was now receiving, and immediately. The South American

         business numbed him with a radiating panic.

      


      Chester had to consider the practical. Thankfully, Cornelia’s share of the family’s money was substantially tied up in trust.

         She received only the whopping interest she earned on her interest, which she’d spent over the past years on God knows what.

         She would be twenty-one on February 14, Valentine’s Day, and he couldn’t, wouldn’t, snoop into her personal finances. A line

         had to be drawn. Fortunately, the trust was set up so she could not invade the principal. Nor did she show any interest in

         the block of voting stock in Lord & Company that she’d already inherited. It lay gathering dust in a vault on Wall Street.

      


      Chester let his lids droop and saw Cornelia as a child, smiling at him as she dragged out her school science projects to show

         him. Cornelia had always run full tilt into life, bright and determined. But her mother’s death had changed her, crushed her

         in peculiar ways. He held the icy glass and thought of the time she took his hand and urged him to share her newest interest.

         She led him to the utility room in their apartment, which he barely knew existed. There she focused his attention on the 252

         different circuits that controlled their chandeliers and wall sconces and such. God, how she had grown into a cruel parody

         of that curious little girl, with her crazy Tesla obsession.

      


      Crazy.

      


      Twice now, that word had slipped in so easily. He had always managed to block it before.


      Cornelia had progressed so rapidly, in her willful way, from grief to obsession. All of his good intentions, the parade of

         therapists, the efforts to reach her, had come to nothing.

      


      She had been so young and fragile when Elizabeth died. Clearly, he should have put aside his business worries and protected

         her 

          fragility. But he had felt torn. His own father, who had made little effort to hide his petulant dislike for Elizabeth, had

         chosen this time to rachet up Chester’s troubles at Lord & Company. God, what a year. The stock market had just collapsed

         like a palace built on toothpicks, although of course he was obliged to say with a straight face that the smoking rubble was

         a mere correction.

      


      Chester, you need to focus, his father had thundered at him through the chaos of the crash. He was expected to work eighteen-hour days at the firm.

         Scuttling back and forth between home and office, feeling an awful fire in his chest no matter what action he took, he had

         left a critical business plan in his kitchen freezer, more than once forgot to have his driver take Cornelia to see family

         and friends who might have comforted her.

      


      Goaded by his father, he reflected queasily, he had taken the easy way out. It was always simpler to tend to business issues,

         where things seemed to sort themselves out eventually, than to the murky, unchartered depths of emotions. And Cornelia had

         been so painfully needy. When he stayed late at the office, she would wake up at night, screaming for her mother. The Gramercy

         School called him about attention problems. Obviously it was his attention she ached to have. But in those early days after

         Elizabeth’s death, Chester could barely manage to heft himself up and shave in the morning. What all the so-called experts

         told him about handling grief made no dent. His brief foray into Zen, a measure of his desperation, proved as paper-thin as

         a Japanese party lantern. So he abandoned Cornelia, for a time, to a string of nannies and au pairs.

      


      With his feeble paternal tools, he had still tried in his own way to break through. For years, he’d invited Cornelia aboard

         the Lord & Company business jet to fly them both to Palm Beach for Christmas. He wanted to soothe her with the balm of the

         Florida sun, the lush bougainvillea, and the old banyan trees around the Mediterranean-style house where Elizabeth and Corny

         had once played. But Cornelia had trembled and refused to board the plane, causing him to cancel at the last minute. Finally,

         when she was thirteen, she let him take her hand and climb aboard. While the engines still screamed on takeoff, the pilots

         received word of a severe thunderstorm ahead, and Chester told them to turn back. So they shared a silent ride home from the

         airport, 

          his daughter lost in a book, responding to his efforts at conversation about school and friends with polite nods.

      


      The cracks had already formed in Cornelia’s personality by then, small fissures that ran to her core. In the past few years,

         they’d split open with ferocity. His now remote daughter began to nurse an all-consuming passion she would no longer share

         with her father.

      


      The damnable Tesla.

      


      Cornelia had convinced herself that if Tesla had been allowed to build his free-energy tower, it would have changed the world.

         The poorest families on earth could have all the free energy they needed. Cars and planes could run on clean electricity.

         He shook his head and chuckled bitterly at that. Here, take your Exxon card back with a lifetime refund. Tear up those utility

         bills. Shut down that leaky nuclear power plant next door. And whatever happened to air pollution?

      


      What an innocent child Cornelia could be.


      No doubt those flinty men who owned energy monopolies at the turn of the century saw a glimpse of that free-energy future,

         too. The first Chester Lord did, and helped them put a stop to it. Chester I had slyly pulled the plug on Tesla. The inventor

         died a lonely, discredited recluse who spent his final years in New York City haunting public parks, feeding crumbs to pigeons.

      


      Chester drained his martini. The warmth of the gin was shrinking the anvil in his chest to something more manageable.


      Cornelia studied Tesla’s life and work so wholeheartedly that she neglected her studies at Gramercy School. A withdrawn teenager,

         she revealed little sexual interest in boys. Nor in girls either, fortunately. First the child psychologists called her a

         late bloomer. Then a very late bloomer. Eventually she began spending all her time in activities she would not share with

         him.

      


      A year ago, their contact had withered even more. She had begun leaving the apartment with a shiny blue hard hat under her

         arm at 7:00 A.M., refusing to tell him where she was going. She wouldn’t arrive home until after midnight. When he asked her where she’d been,

         she’d say, “a museum,” and nothing more. He had feared briefly that she was having an affair with a construction worker. Then

         he wondered whether wearing a construction hard hat every day for nine months could be a strange, symbolic act of birth. Clearly

         a matter for a psychiatrist. 

          He insisted that she see a heavy-duty therapist named Dr. Bushberg, recommended by his own doctor, for as many times a week

         as he deemed necessary to try to break her fever of unresolved grief. She went, but told Chester nothing, though he fished

         meekly for signs of change.

      


      For the past year, consciously or not, he had steadily abdicated his responsibility for Cornelia to Dr. Bushberg and Tucker

         Fisk.

      


      Tucker Fisk.


      He had come to believe, or to hope so fervently it felt like a belief, that his protégé could save her the way he’d rescued

         Chester at Lord & Company. The boy seemed to care a great deal about his daughter, courting her in his managerial fashion.

         Tucker used the force of his personality to shield her from trouble. And she didn’t make it easy.

      


      The fountain fiasco was only the latest embarrassment. Two years before, Cornelia had left her own debutante party halfway

         through, simply vanishing into the night. There had been whispers and odd looks within their social set. Next came a wasted

         half term at Vassar before she dropped out. She was too busy studying Tesla.

      


      He had tried to phone Dr. Bushberg, conveniently out of town for the weekend. He thought angrily of how he’d grill the psychiatrist

         to his shoes on Monday to get answers.

      


      Chester drained the small martini pitcher. The instant that he did, O’Connell appeared with another. It also went down smoothly,

         a calm glow inside him. Like the fire in his hearth. Then the door chimes jingled and he heard O’Connell’s footsteps marching

         across the marble foyer. This would be yet another indignity heaped on Corny, a bodyguard Tucker suggested they hire to watch

         over her.

      


      He stood up with a mighty effort. He and Tucker would have to put their heads together tonight and come up with a workable

         plan. He readied himself to greet the woman O’Connell brought into the den.

      


      “Pleased to meet you.” The woman stuck out her hand. “Sergeant DiBlasi, New York City Police Department, off duty today. The

         commissioner’s a friend of yours?”

      


      “Yes, he is.” Chester took the woman’s hand. She gave it a brisk 

          squeeze he could still feel after she withdrew it. He felt concern for his slender daughter in this physically powerful woman’s

         care.

      


      Sergeant DiBlasi had a square face with shiny skin. Her straight hair was cut at her shoulders, and she wore a black blazer

         over a sweater and skirt. Her curveless frame couldn’t be described as girlish, nor did it appear to be a female weight lifter’s.

      


      “You don’t look… ah…” Chester wanted to offer a small compliment, but these days he measured his words to female employees

         carefully.

      


      She flashed a professional smile that she ended as quickly as her handshake.


      “Not as butch as you thought?” She chuckled without mirth. “I’ll meet your daughter anytime. No point trying to hide the fact

         I’m here to keep her in.”

      


      “No,” Chester spoke coolly, unfairly resenting the woman. “No point in that.”


   

      


            Chapter Three



      Kevin remembered, a half-hour into his second shift, why Andrew told him they called the Russian doorman Vladimir “Vlad the

         Self-Impaler.”

      


      In the stuffy heat of the lobby, Vlad fell asleep easily. While Vlad talked, his eyes drooped. Then his jaw sagged onto his

         chest, and his head flopped over after it. Andrew had told Kevin that one night Vlad fell asleep and crashed over onto the

         lobby’s umbrella stand. A jeweled Cartier umbrella, which some resident had carelessly stuck in with the tip up, punctured

         a nasty hole in Vlad’s cheek. Kevin could still see his white scar.

      


      At least Vlad didn’t snore. The shift passed uneventfully, if the boredom that threatened to saw Kevin’s brain in half didn’t

         count as an event. Even staying vigilant and on top of details, Kevin found whole hours where nothing at all occurred, leaving

         his mind cut loose to drift. Only four residents trickled in after midnight, and Kevin would kick Vlad’s shoe to wake him.

      


      That left Kevin plenty of time to torture himself in the muted good taste of the dark lobby, thinking about how his mother

         must have felt with her head and arms and legs in a wild, rolling jumble down the hard cement staircase of his parents’ tenement

         building.

      


      Kathleen Feeney Doyle fell from the fourth-floor landing, flailing 

          around in the dark because the staircase light, a pathetic 89-cent bulb, had gone out. It hadn’t even burned out. The negligent

         prick of an absentee landlord, who lived somewhere in Westchester County, hadn’t paid the building’s electric bill on time.

         Two days later, Kevin saw men installing a thin, slick roll of imitation Astroturf over the cement stairs, to give the impression

         of a carpet. The dim bulbs lighting the staircase came back on, too. The landlord had raced to pay the building’s Con Ed electric

         bill before the building inspector came to check.

      


      Kevin replayed the scene over and over, a horrifying movie projected on the back of his eyelids. Once it started, he couldn’t

         shut it off.

      


      She had lost her footing carrying a twenty-pound turkey in a plastic bag. That was going to be their Thanksgiving dinner.

         She shouldn’t have been carrying it: a couple of hours later, Kevin and his two sisters would be there to help. But his mother

         could be stubborn as an Irish donkey.

      


      Kevin’s father, Dennis, had heard the commotion from their apartment, ran down the stairs to find her, and yelled for a neighbor

         to call 911. His dad then called Marne and she called Kevin. He arrived in time to see his mother at St. Agnes Hospital hooked

         up to tubes, doctors and nurses desperately trying to save her life.

      


      “I love you, Mom,” Kevin shouted to her.


      But even with all the beeping and shouting and crowding around, the doctors couldn’t reverse the damage.


      Kathleen Doyle had been only fifty-one years old when she died. Born on a slag farm in Bloody Forehead, she had sailed to

         the U.S. and met Dennis Doyle in Brooklyn, soon becoming mother to Kevin, Marne, and his older sister, Helen. She came with

         more than a bit of the mystical Irish Catholic about her.
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