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Introduction

My fellow Irishmen and Irishwomen—sure, we speak in hushed and reverent words about that expatriate, James Joyce. We hold him dear, do we not?

Yes, for we all can say—my book, my novel—is a model of clarity besides Ulysses, and Finnegan’s Wake.

Ah, yes. What a service he did for our green, green continent and scattered people worldwide.

When they say what you have written is incoherent, inscrutable, meaningless nonsense—you can point to those two lovely tomes in your library—right next to the keg, and say—it doesn’t matter if you cannot be understood.

So, we must return to, what else? Another wake—another time—another Finnegan. God help us all!

Like most people, Finnegan could not be trusted, but he was different. He couldn’t even be trusted not to be trusted. No, on a rare occasion, he told the truth. Certainly, we felt it was merely to throw us off the trail.

The keenest observation, made by Rediculous, was that you really never knew what Finnegan’s goal was. While it might seem superficial, the winning and losing that is what sport is, we felt confident there was not something deeper motivating him.

His relationship with Mary Fish totally ruined his political career. Those in the know might say, but isn’t that what he wanted?

I was there for the destructive episode.

It sickens me to think about it, but I just need to get it written down.

I’m warning you, however, I’m almost as big a liar as Finnegan.

Chapter One

Moose Clip, that curly haired old time politician, had decided to stage a comeback.

The question was, which side of the fence was Finnegan on? It was a question that played out in the minds of all the politically involved Democrats in Orange County. 

Mary Fish, that cold, wiry Irish spinster, was holding on by a thread to her rule as Democratic County Chair. Forty–four years old, kind of attractive, in a bitchy sort of way, she watched her hold of the party evaporate with Republican gains.

I’d known both Finnegan and Fish for years. I went to high school with Fish. No, I didn’t date her. We still do not know who did. Finnegan lived on my block, in the Hoolibasse section of South Central L.A., right near the sheep slaughtering factories.

Finnegan and I were sipping a beer, probably talking about old times when Fish pranced by.

“Yo, hoochie!” Finnegan yelled out, in Fish’s direction.

She glanced back, and hesitated for a moment.

“Hi, Mary,” I said.

“Come correct, fool,” Fish said, and zipped away.

“She’s still got a nice rack,” Finnegan opines.

“You’d better slow your roll,” I said. “You’ll just get shut down doin’ like that.”

We were at a fundraiser in South Central at The Bongo Club. Mary, always the good girl, caught our act there.

“Don’t rip me, bud,” Finn—short for Finnegan—short for Finnbuster—Finnmaniac—Finncrazy—Finnmadman—said. “I know what’s up.”

So, we’re slammin’ ‘em down—havin’ some tasty beverages, and I’m thinking old Fishmeister’s ready to bust a cap in Finn’s ass—when I hear—

“Hey, Slinky—get ova here!”

That wuz me ward leader’s call I heard.

Slink bein’ me handle these days.

“What the fu—”

All of a sudden I spilled me tasty beverage on Bobby’s white shirt.

“Fool! What’s up wi’ yo ass?”

Ward leader Bobby’s been spilled on way too much, I guess. I wuz afraid he’d be opening up a can of whoopass on me.

“Listen, Slink—Slink-o-meter.”

“Yes, I’m listening.”

“Fishy’s, like, on the ropes. Curly Clip—Curly’s goin’ to rope a dope ‘er.”

“No shi—”

“She’s countin’ weighted votes. You better hang with your homies.”

Holy shi— I’m thinking’—Fish is like, way too cold for me. I like Curly. He’s like, straight up, while Fish is, like I said, cold as ice.

“Nuff said,” I said, lying to Bobby, wondering how I’d get out of this mess.

The whole thing was out of control.

I don’t mean to be, like, Captain Obvious, but Fish was wasted. Hangin’ wit her was like—not solid.

As I get over near the door, I say to Finn, “I think I’m goin’ to call it. I’m tapped.”

“Right. I’m half tanked myself.”

“What about Fish? I hear she’s goin’ down.”

“Likely—”

Then I glance over, and it’s Bobby, drippin’ wet from the cold ones bein’ splashed all over him. From the corner of my eye I see an old woman trip, hold her hand over her mouth for a second, then start projectile vomiting in Bobby’s direction.

Well, the place was jammed. There was nowhere to turn, and Bobby got the full brunt of the storm. The old ho was hurlin’ chunks. Now it looked like some watery dog food was drippin’ from his nice duds.

It was truly impressive.

Bobby’s like the gold standard now. Way up in everybody’s esteem.

Chapter Two

What happens next? A couple weeks later, Finn’s old man bites the dust. There was a big funeral home blitz. I’m there, and see him, standin’ in line wit his family, and then steppin’ forward and huggin’ Fish, a big warm generous hug, that Finn so much likes to give the ladies, and he’s getting’ like—teary eyed. Oh, no, I’m thinkin’—Finn’s done for now.

I felt like sayin’ “get a room!” Except I was posting up in this funeral home situation, and, like, Finn sure could do what he wanted.

Chapter Three

The flip-side of all this, I get a call from Bobby’s home boy, Rediculous, and he says, “We’re pickin’ up proxies—you want to sign one?”

Oh, no, I think—am I on the wrong side of this? I’m freakin’ out—but I know that Fishwhammy—Fishynonslambangy—always—always—hung out and was all up with Bobby at the Bongo Club, where we had our fundraisers—and Curly boy was nowhere to be seen. Yeah, I knew what side the bread was buttered for old Bobby—and like I said before—he knew how to take a boot—he was stellar with the drink splashin’—I knew I had to hang wit me homie—

“I’m no hobag, son,” I said. “I’m right on it—whatever.”

“You know,” Redbag—Redbrutha—Redguzzie said. “Bobby’s gonna go wit Mary—he’s fly wit her.”

“I’m down wit dat,” I said.

Now, I’m totally postered wit juice due to my old lady—a fine chick who just happens to have an old man in the movie biz—but Finn, me old buddy—he’s nothin’—from nowhere—then Redsmasher said, “What about Finn?”

Chapter Four

A week later we was all at The Bongo Club. It was straight up that the Orange County Dems held their organizational meeting in our hood—signs of Bobby’s strength—but word was—although Curly had the upper hand—it would be close.

Now, let me explain. If it wasn’t for Finn, I wouldn’t be in this game, cashing big checks as a political flunky. He’s the one who asked me to sign on, so I’m sittin’ at the South Central table wit me homies and finally Finn shows.

I turn to Redsomething, and said, “You talk to Finn? What’s he gonna’ do?”

“He’s wit us,” Redwinker said.

So, when Finn sat down, I knew the score.

“You goin’ wit Fish, I hear,” I said.

“You got that right.”

Me and Finn then later was up at de bar, gettin’ some cold ones, and Curly’s right hand girl, Wushy Wushy, pokes her finger in Finn’s chest.

“I guess you got to live wit yourself,” she says, and slips away.

“What’s up wit dat?” I said to Finn.

“She called me and asked which way I was goin.’ You know, Curly and Wushy Wushy and I were real tight when I ran last fall. So, to them it looks like I’m a traitor.”

When all the votes were counted, and everyone’s voice was heard, Curly won by 200 out of 12,000 weighted votes.

There was no spillin’ on Bobby that night.

We hung our heads.

“We’re done for,” Finn said. “We’re wasted.”

We backed the wrong horse. Our careers were toast.
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She laughed and took me by the arm. We were in some teenage hot-spot. It was called the East India Club. In a cellar, somewhere in Washington, we danced in a very dark mirrored room.

A pasty faced little kid came up to me and shook my hand. I recognized him from New York. He said he was surprised to see me there. I'm always running into people in strange places from my hometown—people whom I've never spoken with. I didn't quite know what to say. I started repeating what he said.

"How's everything in D.C.?" he said.

"Pretty good. How's everything in New York?"

"Not bad. Say, what are you doing here?"

"I don't know. What are you doing here?"

"Just checking it out."

"Me too."

"Well, take it easy."

"Yeah, take it easy."

In such similar ways are conversations with my constituents begun and ended.

––––––––
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Book Three

The Campaign

Chapter 1

One of the first times I spoke to Tony Vesuvio, my running mate, he told me that he was in the Mafia. I didn't know if he was kidding or not. Then, later, when we were talking about having a bug, one of those tiny union insignias that show your support of the labor movement, on our political signs, I mentioned that maybe we should also have a little black hand on it. He didn't laugh. That worried me.

Tony was incredibly urbane and smooth-spoken. During a campaign cocktail party, he and I talked to my
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