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  Praise for William Kennedy:




  

    “Kennedy is a writer with something to say, about matters that touch us all, and he says it with uncommon artistry”




    Washington Post


  




  “Kennedy’s power is such that the reader will follow him almost anywhere, to the edge of tragedy and back again to redemption”




  Wall Street Journal




  

    “Kennedy’s art is an eccentric triumph, a quirky, risk-taking imagination at play upon the solid paving stones, the breweries, the politicos and pool sharks of an

    all-too-actual city”




    The New York Review of Books


  




  “His smart, sassy dialogue conveys volumes about character. His scene setting makes the city throb with life”




  Newsday




  

    “What James Joyce did for Dublin and Saul Bellow did for Chicago, William Kennedy has done for Albany, New York: created a rich and vivid world invisible to the ordinary

    eye”




    Vanity Fair


  




  “His beguiling yarns are the kind of family myths embellished and retold across a kitchen table late at night, whiskified, raunchy, darkly funny”




  Time




  

    “William Kennedy’s Albany Cycle is one of the great achievements of modern American writing”




    Daily Mail


  




  “William Kennedy is pre-eminent among his generation of writers . . . Kennedy is peerless in the depth and acuity of his sustained vision, and the lost, past world of

  Albany says more to us today about the current state, about the heart and soul, of American politics than any recent bestselling, Hollywood-pandering political thriller has ever done”




  Spectator




  

    “Kennedy’s writing is a triumph: he tackles topics in a gloriously comic, almost old-fashioned language. You feel Kennedy could write the Albany phone book and

    make it utterly entertaining”




    Time Out


  




  “Kennedy proves to be truly Shakespearean”




  The Sunday Times




  

    “Kennedy is one of our necessary writers”




    GQ
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  Here’s a how-de-do!




  If I marry you,




  When your time has come to perish,




  Then the maiden whom you cherish




  Must be slaughtered, too!




  Here’s a how-de-do!




  . . . . . .




  With a passion that’s intense




  I worship and adore,




  But the laws of common sense




  We oughtn’t to ignore.




  If what he says is true,




  ’Tis death to marry you!




  Here’s a pretty state of things!




  Here’s a pretty how-de-do!




  — Gilbert and Sullivan, The Mikado
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  WHEN THE HUSBAND made his surprise entrance into the Manhattan hotel suite, his wife was leaning against a table, clad in a floor-length, forest-green

  velvet cloak, and wearing a small eye mask of the same color, her black hair loose to below her shoulders.




  The second woman, her light-brown hair upswept into a fuss of soft curls that bespoke an energetic nature, and wearing a floor-length, peach-colored evening gown embroidered with glass pearls,

  was in conversation with the man who had rented this suite months earlier, and who at this moment was wearing a frock coat, evening trousers, wing collar, gray ascot and pearl stickpin, the two

  dressed as if for a social evening. They were standing near the window that gave a view at dusk of the falling leaves and barren branches of the elms and maples of lower Fifth Avenue.




  The husband’s entrance to the suite was made with a key. How he came into possession of the key has not been discovered. The husband spoke first to his wife, saying, according to one

  witness, “You Babylonian whore, everything is undone”; or, according to the other witness, “Babylon, regina peccatorum, you are gone.” Turning then to both the man in

  the wing collar and the second woman, the husband spoke of “traitors” and “vixen,” his exact phrase unclear to both witnesses. The husband then opened his coat, drew a

  .45-caliber Colt revolver from his waistband, parted his wife’s cloak with its barrel, placed the barrel against her left breast, and shot her precisely through the heart. The position in

  which she fell onto the carpet revealed that she wore nothing beneath the cloak.




  The husband turned to the man by the window and fired two shots at him, hitting him with one, the force of which propelled him backward into the windowpane, which shattered. The second woman

  screamed, ran into the bedroom, and locked its door. The wounded man watched the husband staring at his pistol and heard him mumble, “Confido et conquiesco,” which translates from the

  Latin as: I trust and am at peace. After saying this, the husband put the revolver barrel under his chin, pulled the trigger, and fell dead beside his exposed wife.
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  IT WAS THE year the State Fair came to Albany, and as Edward Daugherty walked through the vast city of tents and impromptu structures that had sprung up

  in a matter of weeks at the Fairgrounds on the Troy Road, he felt a surge of strength, a certainty that he was changing substantially, at the breaking dawn of a creative future.




  He could see the tents on the midway where seven newspapers had their offices and seven sets of reporters wrote yards of daily copy about Shorthorns and Clydesdales, Cotswold sheep, and Poland

  China swine. In the Albany Evening Journal’s tent he found Maginn writing at a table.




  “What news do you have of the swine?” Edward asked.




  “What a coincidence that you ask,” Maginn said, and he thrust what he was writing at Edward, who read:




  

    

      Country maidens in their best bib and tucker shot coy glances at robust lads of brawny arm and sun-browned face as a brilliantly sunny day brought thousands to the midway

      of the Fair yesterday. Flirtations were numerous and many lords of creation succumbed before batteries of sparkling eyes.


    


  




  “Splendid,” said Edward, “but what about the swine?”




  “They are the swine,” said Maginn.




  Edward was twenty-six, dark-haired and tall, considered by women young and old to be the handsomest of men. Thomas Maginn, lanky and lean at twenty-eight, was considered a ragtail beanpole with

  an acid tongue. The two worked for rival Albany newspapers, Maginn on The Journal, Edward on The Argus, had known each other a year, but now, as working rivals on the Fair’s

  midway—better than a circus, as all knew—they had tested each other’s attitudes toward this instant city and were impressed with its two miles of stables, its racetrack, its

  complete farm, its vast Hall of Machinery with the latest thermostatic chicken incubators, potato diggers, sulky plows, and typewriters, the oyster pavilion, the temporary lockup/courtroom where

  troublemakers won swift justice, and the curiosities—the solid-silver razor, the huge pyramid of sacked salt, the embalmed dog in a casket.




  “A confected metropolis,” Maginn had called the Fair, and Edward agreed that its rapid construction, and its appeal to both the elite and the crowd, reflected a creativity that could

  harmonize the wonders of existence with a flick of the mind. To such creation both young men aspired, seeing themselves as citizens of a world beyond newspapers. Edward had graduated with honors

  from Albany Academy and Columbia College. Maginn had been expelled from Columbia for drunkenness in his sophomore year, an autodidact ever since.




  “Luckiest day of my life when they kicked me out,” he said. “Unburdened forever of pedants and pederasts.”




  One night after the Fair closed, Maginn cajoled Edward into joining him at the Freethinkers convention at the Leland Opera House in Albany for a lecture on “The Aristocracy of Free

  Thought,” and they heard a man named Palmer aver that “a true gentleman would always embrace the highest forms of culture and contribute most to the good of his fellowmen. And the true

  gentleman will maintain that woman’s consent is as requisite as man’s.”




  “I don’t know as that’s necessary,” Maginn whispered.




  “The best must rule,” Palmer declaimed. “No man can prevail among the true elect if he remains imprisoned in the bastille of a dwarfing environment.”




  Just such an environment, Maginn said, he and Edward inhabited as Albany newsmen, but only temporarily. Edward was about to publish a novel, The Mosquito Lovers (about Irish convict

  laborers as expendable martyrs in the building of the Erie Canal, men who elected to risk a dig through malarial swampland rather than rot their souls in jail). Maginn regularly published reviews

  of fiction and belles lettres in the Atlantic Monthly, had just finished revaluing Melville’s The Confidence-Man as an underrated work on human treachery, and was writing a

  novel.




  This imminence of large-minded success convinced the young men they were vastly smarter than the run of Fairgoers, including their fellow reporters, and would soon inhabit a lofty perch in

  America’s high culture. Maginn had shown Edward his Melville essay. Edward’s response was “Well written but perfunctory. It would improve if you didn’t view your own

  opinions as unmatched in human thought.” Edward let Maginn read his novel in manuscript. Maginn found it “seriously wanting as fiction, but you write such effective dialogue you should

  be a playwright.”




  This critical honesty formed a bond of truth-telling between them, and their friendship deepened when they found they could talk to each other about anything at all.




  As they strolled the trim rolling field that came down from the western rise of the valley, they eyed passing females and tried to recall all women they had ever desired. Maginn observed that a

  voluptuous woman was the greatest gift the universe offered to an imaginative man, a statement that seemed true to Edward; but the word “voluptuous,” “How do you define it,

  Maginn?”




  “A woman who delights in her body and what a man does to it,” said Maginn. “A woman who loves the encounter.”




  “You mean a loose woman, then?”




  “Not quite, but all women are loose at some time or other,” Maginn said.




  “I disagree,” Edward said. “The most voluptuous woman I’ve ever met I know in my soul isn’t promiscuous, and is undoubtedly a virgin.”




  “They become loose after they cease to be virgins.”




  “You are very down on women.”




  “Every chance I get,” said Maginn.




  “I may marry a woman who doesn’t conform to your view of promiscuous females.” Then, without wishing to, but in defense of his putative bride-to-be, he blurted out her name:

  “Katrina Taylor.”




  “Katrina Taylor! She said yes to you?”




  “Not yet. I’m waiting for her answer.”




  “You are one extraordinarily lucky son of a bitch if you snare her, my friend. She’s a woman in a million. I met her last February skating on the canal, but I doubt she knows my

  name.”




  “She may not have me,” Edward said.




  “Ye gods! Katrina Taylor! Thinking about a woman like that must drive you mad. What do you do when the urge comes on you?”




  “Which urge? I have many.”




  “The only urge worth yielding to. It’s on me now just talking about women, and I thought I’d yield over at the Pasture.”




  “The Pasture?”




  “You are benighted, Daugherty. You’ve been here a week and haven’t heard of the other tent city? We must complete your education.”




  As dusk enveloped the Fairgrounds and the Fair’s seven gates closed for the night, the young men walked to the Bull’s Head tavern, beyond the fenced pasture where six bulls rested

  beside a barn. They walked across the tavern’s open meadow, where prizefights were staged, to four small tents standing in a clearing of the bordering woods. This was the Fair-spawned Night

  Village, where the Ladies of the Pasture sold bucolic love. The brothels downtown in Albany and across the river in Troy were servicing multitudes of visiting Fairgoers in quest of passion’s

  two-bit nocturne; but the higher-paid Ladies of the Pasture opened for business at high noon and worked well past moonrise, catering to postmeridian libido, and to lust which lacked the time or

  inclination to quit the Fair’s environs.




  The night was brisk and Edward and Maginn both wore fedoras and three-button suits. A man sitting in front of one open tent lit by a kerosene lamp was accepting money from a tall, brawny farm

  boy. The boy paid, then bent himself into the tent and closed the flap behind him.




  “You boys in the market?”




  “We’re shopping,” said Maginn.




  “Anything in particular?”




  “They should be pretty.”




  “Hell, they’re all pretty once you’re in that tent. Just go say hello and see what you like. Last three tents. The first one’s busy.”




  “We’ll take a look,” Maginn said.




  As he and Edward walked to the farthest tent, Edward stopped and asked aloud, “Why am I doing this?”




  “What is it you’re doing?”




  “I don’t know.”




  “Then you’re making a discovery,” Maginn said. “Like Lewis and Clark charting the Northwest Territory, we’re about to enter the heady hemisphere of love.”




  “I’m already in love.”




  “Love may look virginal, but also whorish. You have to differentiate the forms.”




  “This will serve me well?”




  “You will earn medals for your service.”




  “Who awards the medals?”




  “The whores of the world, by which I mean most of the human race.”




  “You have a dark view of life, Maginn.”




  “Dark, like French pussy,” Maginn said.




  At the last tent Maginn raised the flap and they walked in on two young whores who looked about twenty, bundled in coats, sitting on chairs.




  “Good evening, ladies, we came to say hello.”




  “Is that all you came for?” asked the one with blond bangs and a crossed eye.




  “We’d like to see what you’re offering.”




  The girls stood and took off their coats, showing matching bodies clad in chemisettes and black stockings.




  “My name is Nellie,” said the girl with normal eyes, lowering her shoulder strap. She was dark-haired and chesty. “We came to see the Fair,” she said.




  “And have you seen it?”




  “Not yet. We found this job, and when we get through at night the Fair is closed.”




  “Well, we’re glad you’re not closed,” Maginn said. “You look lovely from the anterior perspective, but may we now have your posterior revelation?”




  “What’s that?” the cross-eyed girl asked.




  “He means our fannies,” Nellie said. The two turned their backs and bent from the waist.




  “Very intriguing,” Maginn said. “We’ll be back.”




  “Thank you kindly, girls,” Edward said.




  “Don’t mention it,” Nellie said, and she raised the front of her chemisette for Edward. Maginn pulled Edward by the arm outside and toward the next tent.




  “She was nice,” Edward said.




  “Not bad for starters,” Maginn said, “but we shouldn’t accept the first offer.”




  “What if you like the offer?”




  “You’re fond of busty women.”




  “I liked her style.”




  “She lacks all style. What you like is subliterate quim.”




  “Whatever you call it, it’s worth some attention.”




  “Take a squint here first,” Maginn said, and he opened the tent flap. A woman in her thirties, her long brown hair streaked with gray, smiled at her visitors. She was sitting on her

  cot, wrapped in a blanket, only her black stockings visible.




  “You boys looking to get warm?”




  “Maybe even hot,” Maginn said.




  “That can happen,” the whore said, and she stood and spread her arms to open the blanket. “Here’s the stove.”




  She had penetrating eyes that gave her face a smartness Edward liked. She wasn’t as chesty as Nellie, but ample, and her symmetry raised the issue of sexual aesthetics in Edward’s

  brain.




  “I wish we had a camera,” he said.




  “Camera ain’t what you point at this,” the whore said.




  “What should we point at it?” Maginn asked.




  “You really asking me that question?”




  “He’s making a joke,” Edward said.




  “I ain’t here for jokes.”




  “I apologize for him. How much do you charge?”




  “Six bits, same as the others, unless I do more. You know what I mean?”




  “I guess I do,” Edward said.




  “I guess you don’t, if you gotta guess about it.”




  “What’s your name?” Edward asked.




  “Rose,” the whore said. “And I got the pink petals to prove it.”




  “I think I’ll stay,” Edward said.




  “There’s another tent to check out,” Maginn said.




  “You check it and give me a report. I’m with Rose.”




  “That’s my cute boy,” Rose said.




  “All right, since you insist,” Maginn said. “I’ll meet you in the tavern in fifteen minutes.”




  “Fifteen minutes?” said Edward. “What if it’s two hours?”




  “You take two hours,” Rose said, “you get your money back.” She unbuttoned Edward’s suit coat.




  “Don’t wait for me past Tuesday,” Edward told Maginn.




  Edward wondered at his own choice, decided he was behaving instinctually, without accessible logic, but knew his behavior was full of awe and pity and reverence and some bizarre desire yet to be

  understood. As Rose moved through her early performance Edward adjudged her a woman of imaginative display: skilled in revelation, exalted by self-communion, who yielded herself without haste.

  “A gift of flint, nest of tinder” is how he would describe such a woman in one of his short stories. She moved Edward slowly into fervency.




  “Tell Rose you like her and you’re gonna take her.”




  “I like Rose so much I’m taking her for a ride.”




  “That’s my cute boy.”




  “This train is moving.”




  “All aboard. Going home to your best girl.”




  “Rose is my best girl.”




  “Rose is the only girl you ever wanted.”




  “Rose is there from the first day.”




  “You couldn’t go no place without Rose.”




  “We’re going to heaven, me and Rose.”




  “This boy is so nice that Rose is in love.”




  “I’m in love with Rose.”




  “The cute boy’s in love with an old whore.”




  “Rose isn’t old.”




  “The cute boy’s in love with an ugly old whore.”




  “I’m in love with a beautiful whore named Rose.”




  “The cute boy makes Rose happy.”




  “Is Rose happy making love?”




  “Rose is happy making money.”




  “Which comes first, the money or the love?”




  “They all come before Rose.”




  “Gotta go, Rose.”




  “Not yet, cute boy.”




  “Rose is so nice it’s nice, but I’m going away.”




  “It’s not two hours.”




  “Two hours couldn’t be better than now.”




  “My cute boy.”




  “Goodbye, Rose.”




  “There goes the cute boy.”




  “There goes Rose.”




  “Cute boy is gone.”




  “And Rose?”




  “Rose is where she is.”




  At the crowded bar in the Bull’s Head tavern, Maginn greeted Edward with a triumphant smile.




  “Two for the price of one,” he said. “I went back to the first tent and opted for the bung-eyed bitch, but she was so lackadaisical I departed her corpus and threatened not to

  pay for such inertia. Her tenting twin—Nellie, wasn’t it?—came to the rescue. Very vigorous, Nellie. Bicameral bawds. Unexpected dividend. How was Rose?”




  “Splendid.”




  “In what way?”




  “In all ways.”




  “You went all ways?”




  “She was splendid. Let it go at that.”




  “The details are important, Daugherty. As a reporter you should know that.”




  “This place is too noisy,” Edward said. The bar was two deep with drinkers, fogged with cigar and pipe smoke, and in a corner a fight seemed about to happen. “Let’s go

  someplace quiet. I’m hungry.”




  “Venereal delight stokes the appetite.”




  They took the West Shore train from the Fairgrounds to downtown Albany, and at Edward’s insistence walked up from the station to the Kenmore for dinner.




  “I can’t afford their prices,” Maginn said. “I’m not yet part of the plutocracy, like some of my friends.”




  “It’s good that I am,” Edward said. “I’ll buy dinner.”




  “Done,” said Maginn. “A plutocratic gesture if there ever was one.”




  In addition to wages from The Argus, Edward had an annuity from birth given to him by Lyman Fitzgibbon that would keep him from starving until he reached age thirty, four years hence, and

  this allowed him to keep rooms on Columbia Street, close to the newspaper and just up from the Kenmore, where, unlike Maginn, he dined often.




  He went to the men’s washroom and soaped off the residue of Rose’s body from his hands and his privates. Then he went back upstairs and with Maginn sat in the tan leather chairs of

  the hotel’s lobby lounge while they waited for a table. Maginn bought a cigar at the newsstand, bit off the end and spat it into the brass cuspidor, then lit the cigar with a match he struck

  on the sole of Edward’s shoe.




  Edward saw Katrina entering with her parents through the hotel’s side door on Columbia Street, avoiding the lobby and the vulgar stares of the loungers. The three went directly to the

  dining room—reserved table, of course.




  “Isn’t that the magnificent woman you proposed to?” Maginn asked.




  “That is she. With Mama and Papa.”




  “Her beauty is exhilarating.”




  “I agree.”




  “I wonder how she compares with Rose.”




  “Wonder to yourself,” Edward said.




  “Protective already,” said Maginn. “I can see the transformation. ‘Once the favorite of whores of all ages, Edward Daugherty has evolved into the perfect husband.’

  ”




  Edward perceived that Maginn, the gangling whoremonger, was miffed that women in both tents had given their preferred eye to Edward; and he would, in a later year, remember this day as the

  beginning of his relationship to Maginn’s envy and self-esteem, the beginning of competitive lives, even to evaluating the predilections of whores (“They picked you because you picked

  them, no trick to that”). It would be Maginn’s oft-repeated credo that “the only thing that can improve on a lovely whore is another lovely whore.” Edward’s unspoken

  credo toward Katrina-as-bride-to-be was: “If she becomes my wife, then my wife is my life.”




  The Kenmore’s maître d’, a light-skinned Negro, came toward them. “Your table is ready, Mr. Daugherty,” he said.




  “Very good, Walter.”




  He led them to a table next to Katrina and her parents. But Edward asked for one at the far end of the crowded dining room, Albany’s largest, where Parlatti’s orchestra was playing a

  medley from Gilbert and Sullivan’s The Mikado, all the rage.




  “I’d like to meet your bride formally,” Maginn said. “Will you introduce me?”




  “Another time. And she’s not yet my bride.”




  They walked past the Taylors without a glance. After they’d been seated beside a thicket of ported palms, Edward walked back and greeted Katrina, Geraldine, and Jacob Taylor. He stared at

  Katrina, her golden hair swept into an almost luminous soft corona, and was about to bend and kiss her hand; but then he thought of his mouth on Rose’s body, and only bent and nodded and

  smiled his love toward her.




  “Your friend Giles Fitzroy won two gold medals today at the Fair, for his saddle horses,” Edward said to her.




  “The Fitzroys do breed champions,” Jacob Taylor said.




  “I’ve been reading what you write about the Fair,” Katrina said. “You make it so exciting. I want to see it.”




  The sound of her voice, the cadence of her speech, seemed musical to Edward, a fragment of a Mozart aria. Everything about her had the aura of perfection. He knew his perception must be awry,

  and he thought he should try to find flaws in the woman. But to what end? Is it so wrong to embrace perfection? Am I a dunce to believe in it?




  “Come tomorrow,” he said. “I’ll give you an insider’s tour. You come with her, Geraldine; you, too, Jake.”




  “I think not,” Geraldine Taylor said. “I’m told it’s overrun with a vulgar crowd.”




  “There are some of those,” Edward said, and he understood that Geraldine could accept no generosity, not even a meaningless invitation, if it came from beneath her station.




  “People like the Fitzroys and the Parkers and the Cornings are exhibitors,” Edward said, “and they’re frequently around. I’ll stop by in the morning, Katrina, and

  see what you decide.” He nodded farewell and went back to Maginn, who was buttering a biscuit as a waiter poured his wine.




  “I sit here and look at these good burghers with their gold watch chains dangling over their pus bellies,” Maginn said, “and I all but drown in my loathing.”




  “That’s juvenile,” said Edward. “They’re only people who’ve found a way to make some money.”




  “Come on now, Edward. They’re another breed. With them and us it’s like thoroughbreds and swine. Those mosquito-loving Irish canal diggers in your novel are sewer rats to them.

  But I loathe them just as much as they loathe me. Is there one of them in this dining room who’d invite you home if they knew you drink in a saloon that has an encampment of whores in

  the backyard? Or me—if they found out my old man salvages hides and bones of dead horses and sells their flesh to pig farmers?”




  “I would,” said Edward.




  “You’re a rare specimen,” said Maginn, “and I drink to whatever makes you say that.” He sipped his wine, put down the glass. “But then you still tote the

  baggage of the sentimental mick, offering alms to forlorn souls. You’re really not that long out of the bog yourself, are you?”




  “Long enough that I’m at home in this room, no matter what company I keep.”




  “Touché. Yet you wouldn’t introduce me to Katrina. Too obvious a bogtrotter, is that my problem?”




  “It’s a family situation. Let’s move on to something else, shall we?”




  Edward imagined Maginn unloosing his gutter candor in the presence of Katrina and her parents, and he winced. Just what Geraldine expects from the Irish. Maginn, you’re great company, and

  you own a fine mind, but you are a problem.




  “You keep complaining about your editor at The Journal,” Edward said. “How do you get along with him?”




  “Like a tree gets along with a dog.”




  “If you’re interested, I’ll put in a word at The Argus. I know my editor would like to have your lively style in our pages. He’s said as much.”




  “My present editor loathes my lively style.”




  “There’s a lot of loathing in your life, Maginn.”




  “You connect me at The Argus, my loathing will dissipate like warm sunshine lifting fog off a bog.”




  “I’ll do what I can.”




  “You’re a princely fellow, Daugherty, a princely fellow, for a mick. I’ll buy the wine.”
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  EDWARD HAD ENTERED Katrina’s world at the adolescent moment when he registered at Albany Academy to begin the education Lyman Fitzgibbon,

  Geraldine Taylor’s father, had ordained for him. Edward’s father, Emmett Daugherty, came to this country from County Galway in 1836 at age fourteen, and at eighteen hired on as coachman

  for Lyman’s Adirondack expedition, an extended trip to acquire land for the railroad, lumbering, and mining interests that were central to Lyman’s bountiful life. The expedition

  encountered hostility in a remote Warren County hamlet that was so new it lacked a name. Lyman and his lawyer were taken captive by townsmen, who foresaw accurately that these interlopers were

  about to change life as they knew it; and they prepared tar and feathers for them. Young Emmett Daugherty, as truculent as the next man when called upon, picked up a fallen tree branch and felled

  the townsmen’s ringleader, then garroted him with a horsewhip and, by legend, told the man’s cronies, “Turn those men loose or I twist the tongue out of his head,” the

  tongue already halfway out.




  That was July 1840, and Lyman vowed Emmett would never want for anything again, and that his children would have the best education available.




  Edward was born to Emmett and Hanorah Sweeney on Main Street in the North End in 1859, went to the North End public school for five years, then three years to the Christian Brothers boys’

  school on Colonie Street in Arbor Hill, Emmett insisting that Edward first discover the workingman’s God before going off to study among pagans and Protestants.




  Lyman Fitzgibbon was London-born (1805), Oxford-educated, a translator of Tacitus’ Germania, wealthy early in life, a British diplomat at midlife, and, as British consul in France,

  rescuer of Louis-Philippe in the revolution of 1848. For his inventions relating to metalworking machinery he was called “the merchant-scientist” and, along with his stove-making

  foundry and investments, he became not only Albany’s richest man, but its most variously eminent. He was also Edward’s godfather.




  Through the benediction of this eminence, Edward, when he enrolled in the Academy, entered the elite circle of Albany’s social life, became close friends with boys whose fathers ran the

  city, was invited to dances with debutantes, sleigh rides and tobogganing expeditions out to the Albany County Club, and dinners at the Fort Orange Club as Lyman’s guest. On such occasions he

  came to know the young Katrina Taylor, Lyman’s granddaughter, but she was six years his junior, a child. They grew up as friendly “common-law cousins,” as he called their

  relationship. They were separated by Edward’s years at Columbia College, when he lived in New York City, and later by his western trip to research the lives of the Irish workers who had built

  the Erie, men whose achievement his father had invoked often, and about whom Edward was writing his first novel. And so it was not until the night the Democrats marched in the vast torchlight

  parade celebrating Cleveland’s defeat of Blaine in the presidential election that Edward encountered the maturing Katrina.




  The city was explosive with lights, bonfires, fireworks, and parties to hail the new chief of state from Albany, and a line of thousands of marchers, their oil-lit torches creating a dancing

  serpent of lights, moved past more thousands of cheering spectators in a triumphal procession up State Street’s steep incline. Edward watched from the stoop of Lyman’s home, an august

  four-and-a-half-story brownstone facing on State Street and, like other homes on this night, festooned with Chinese lanterns. More lanterns bloomed like bizarre forms of fruit on Lyman’s

  trees, and buildings across the street displayed the American and Irish flags, and huge images of Grover Cleveland.




  In the crowd on the sidewalk a woman caught Edward’s eye when she opened a yellow parasol and held it aloft over her yellow bonnet as the parade approached. The band played and the

  marchers yelled in left-right cadence: “Blaine, Blaine, James G. Blaine, the continental liar from the state of Maine,” and Edward recognized the woman with the yellow bonnet as

  Katrina. He went down the stoop and stood behind her and parted her shoulder. When she turned to him he saw a Katrina (she was “Katch” to him as a child) he’d never known.




  “My God, how lovely you look, Katch,” he said. “What have you done to yourself? You’re positively beautiful.”




  “I suppose I’ve grown up. But so have you. You look very much a man of the world, Edward.”




  “And so I like to think that I am. But even as a man of the world I don’t understand why you open your parasol when it is neither sunny nor raining.”




  “It well might rain oil on my new bonnet from those dreadful torches. And I would not like that at all.”




  The marchers broke into a new chant: “Ma, Ma, where’s my Pa?” a Blaine campaign slogan about Cleveland’s bastard son. But the electorate shrugged off this scandal, and

  the marchers now voiced the new, answering gibe: “Gone to the White House, ha, ha, ha!”




  “That is so funny, and so just,” Katrina said.




  “Didn’t his fathering a child out of wedlock scandalize you?”




  “He never denied the boy, and he took care of him. He’s a courageous man, Mr. Cleveland.”




  “You have a modern outlook on the matter, for a woman.”




  “I am a modern woman.”




  “So you say. And so you may be.”




  Katrina spotted Giles Fitzroy riding with a dozen men from the Jacksonians. She called his name and waved to him.




  “It’s Giles,” she said. “He’s riding Phantom Guest. What a beautiful horse. This is all so wonderful. We really, really, really won. It’s staggering,

  isn’t it?”




  “Cleveland owes his election to me, did you know that?”




  “No, you must tell me. Did you vote a thousand times?”




  “Not quite. Are you going to Lyman’s party?”




  “Of course.”




  “Then I’ll tell you there.”




  They watched the paraders: all the Democratic clubs, many carrying brooms for a clean sweep, and the Irish-American Association (with which Emmett Daugherty marched), and the German Democratic

  Business Men, the Dry Goods Cleveland Club stepping to the rhythms of the Tenth Infantry Band, and the Flynn Fife and Drum Corps, and so many more, moving up to Capitol Park, where the

  President-elect waved down from his executive chamber.




  When all paraders had passed, Edward and Katrina went into Lyman’s house, where bustling servants were setting out punch bowls and placing vases of flowers on tables and mantels.




  “We’re early,” Edward said, and he greeted the servants and steered Katrina by the arm into the conservatory. She sat on a bench with her parasol in her lap, and Edward looked

  long at her and studied the phenomenal change in her face, the way she combed her hair, the way she held herself with such poise, such an air of certainty about who and what she was.




  “You are dazzling tonight, Katch,” he said. “How old are you now?”




  “I’m about to be nineteen, thank you.”




  “Is anybody paying court to your radiant self?”




  “I have my admirers.”




  “Permit me to join their number. Where have I been?”




  “You should control yourself and tell me how you elected the President.”




  He leaned on the back of her bench and put his eyes in line with hers. Looking at her face silenced him.




  “Well?” she said.




  “Yes, the election. I’d much rather look at you. I went to a dinner party at the Fort Orange Club to meet the Governor, and Lyman introduced me as ‘the talented son of a fine

  Irishman whose vote you need.’ Mr. Cleveland agreed the Irish vote was important and asked who my father might be.




  “ ‘Emmett Daugherty, foreman at Lyman’s foundry,’ I told him, ‘but I doubt he’ll vote for you, Governor. He’s very angry with all politicians, and so is

  the whole North End. Father Loonan, the pastor of Sacred Heart church, talks of it every Sunday from the pulpit, and a North End saloonkeeper with a keen political eye says his customers are

  talking Blaine. North Enders are Democrats, but this year it’s up for grabs.’




  “ ‘Why are they so angry with me?’ the Governor asked me.




  “ ‘You, the Mayor, the aldermen, everybody who forces them to live in mud,’ I said. ‘Anybody who hasn’t delivered any pavement to North Albany’s streets or

  sidewalks. It’s an old, old promise nobody’s ever kept. They see Elk Street, where your wealthy friends live, being paved with granite blocks, while they’re still riding on

  rotting planks in a sea of mud. After a rain they have to put bog shoes on their horses to get home. And they blame you.’




  “ ‘Do you know Father Loonan?’ says the Governor.
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