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Just a short drive from Portland and Boston, the Anchorage Inn and Resort is a
complete oceanfront destination, featuring over 200 rooms and suites, 2 outdoor
and 2 indoor swimming pools, Sun and Surf oceanfront dining, a poolside café,
fitness center, resort-wide WiFi, and more.

Forn Reservationd, call
207-363-5112

For casual but cool dining anytime,
try the Sun and Surf!
= .Serving seaside breakfast, lunch & dinner

= Your favorite cocktails => Eat in/take out = Beachfront deck m
=> Enjoy creative takes on fresh New England seafood & more!

S
On the beach, across from The Anchorage Inn. ANC Hon AGE INN

Ask about our catering & wedding packages!

207-363-2961 Why resort to anything less?

265 Long Beach Ave., York Beach, Maine * anchorageinn.com




. AINE FIRST BANNED the manufactur-
M ing and sale of spirits in 1851, but in
Portland, a town built on rum, taverns
continued to operate undercover. Rum runners,
bootleggers, and the like smuggled in booze,
selling it on the sly. Don’t you just wonder what
a bar crawl might have been like at the time! If
re intrigued by shadowy lounge e]lr
+ pubs, and raucous dives, co w1ttl e Does
anything survive of these early placeﬂlight,
8

my wing man is none other than the ghost of

s gin
-g-
— the Forest C1ty in 1846. By 1851 she was con-
% victed for selling liquor and sanctimo-
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bars and breweries, as a pla
through a backdo

BY OLIVIA GUN

PORTLAND AFTER DARK
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but unquencl
en envied
gift for knowing where and w
ey, which brought her all sorts of friends gl
places. At the height of her financial ., she pur-
chased property from writer and R John "1
Neal, the cousin of Gen. Neal ] lm%%‘.);nd’s
mayor and the Father of Prohibition eal, Kit-
-
ty was “a poor, but generous, kind- hearted Irish
woman.” Poor like a fox! According to Dow, she
kept “a notorious groggery” and troubled police,
though he did admit (and in his circle this must
have prompted gossip) that she was “once very
handsome.” But to those visiting Portland in need
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PORTLAND AFTER DARK

of a drink and company, Kitty was...Well,
perhaps the sailors say it best:
O, I goes down to Kitty Kentuck’s,

I gets my whack three times a day;
Where the ding-bat’s on the table,
Four and six the bummers pay.

GOOD TIME GIRL

We start out in the Old Port, where Kitty
ran her “boarding house” at 22 Hancock
Street, strategically situated to draw clients
from the harbor. Searching for a 21st cen-
tury pairing (even if Stormy Daniels isn’t

“At Lincoln’s, | paint a picture of busty corsets,

on CNN on the bar TV as you enter)? Why
not try the “cold beer and hot sausage” at
Tomaso’s Canteen-a sure fit for a Ken-
tuck kind of night. Tomaso’s sits in a cozy
nook off Middle Street. While the spot no
longer bears the reputation of its predeces-
sor, Sangillo’s, it’s a refreshing rough-and-
tumble alternative to the smooth neighbor-
hood favorites nearby (Eventide, Hugo’s),
which Kitty may have considered too tame.
Squeezing into the bar at tiny Tomaso’s is

a feat in itself during a weekend, let alone
grabbing a seat. Luckily, two members of

coat tails, and bawdy jokes told through
wheezing laughter and sing-alongs.”
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Bramhall sits just steps from the home of the Father of Prohibition himself and Kitty frenemy Neal Dow. Just before you reach
Dow's former residence, you'll pass the location (the balcony, where employees could wave to passershy, is a tell) of the once-
infamous Parisienne Sauna, a salacious "massage parlor” up until the 1980s. Whiskey to the left of him, sex to the right

our motley crew have been drinking since
early afternoon, and we’re able to saddle
up to the bar between them. With “Black
Velvet” blaring from the jukebox, we or-
der a round of beers and two tequila shots
for Kitty and me. Hang on, it’s time for a
“Sweet Caroline” wave.

DOWNTOWN & DIRTY
ontinuing most indiscreetly, there’s
no draw in Portland like Rosie’s free
popcorn and $1.50 Miller Lite drafts.
At this price, someone else is bound to feel
charitable and pick up the tab, chest puffed
high. I think of the Moon Girl, a fixture
on the beer’s logo since 1907, toasting her
“champagne,” and imagine she shares the
spirit of Ms. Kentuck. Rosie’s pub makes
the perfect pit-stop, and, running into more
friends, “this round’s on me” rings through

THE DANCE HALL
Augustus King once ran a dance hall and
brothel on Munjoy Hill, the location of the

crudely named “"Whorehouse Riot of
1849" that left several wounded and
one man dead. According to Trudy
Irene Scee's Dancing in Paradise,
Burning in Hell: Women in Maine'’s
Historical Working Class Dance In-
" dustry, the riot started after a July
4th argument between King and a
group of sailors. Following several
brouhahas that summer, including
one imbroglio involving a cannon
fired into King's home, an angry
mob gathered on King's property
and set fire to his dance hall.



CLOCKWISE FROM TOP LEFT: MAINE CRAFT DISTILLING; LIBRARY OF CONGRESS; MEAGHAN MAURICE; BRAMHALL

CONGRESS STREET:
THE CHASTITY BELT?

Today it’s dotted with bars, specialty shops,

and galleries, but Congress Street was
once a haven for kink. Before reopening
as one of Portland’s favorite music venues,
the State Theatre screened adult films, and
in the late 1980s, you could catch a porno
matinee at the building that hosts Geno’s
Rock Club.

the air like a hallelujah. The after-work
crowd has started to pack the floor, but we
snag one of the dartboards along the back
wall and go through the motions of a game.
It’s hard to be confident when one friend,
Stefan, dares us to call out numbers as he
ticks them off one by one. His girlfriend
strolls up with, “Call any number. I'll do it
with my eyes closed.” Atta girl!

We can’t possibly continue this crawl
without checking into Lincoln’s, the speak-
easy below Market Street. Though I've
been to this bar more than enough times
to know where the door is, it gets me every
time. Lincoln’s makes for the perfect night-
cap joint with its $5 drinks, meaning the
bar is usually packed. It’s closing in on 10
p.m., more friends have gathered, and while
it’s hard to hear even yourself, the crowd
is in a great mood. Groups line the walls,
lounging over sofas and corner tables. One
posse is nestled in the back of the bar where
entertainment typically sets up, its center-
piece a vintage velvet couch-a likely spot
for the spirit of Kitty to hold court at the
end of a night. As a romantic, I paint a pic-
ture of busty corsets, coat tails, and bawdy
jokes told through wheezing laughter and
sing-alongs.

You can learn more about Catherine
Landrigan in Matthew J. Barker’s The Irish
of Portland, Maine: A History of Forest City
Hibernians. You'll find she wasn’t handed
an easy life. She lost all of the wealth she’d
made for herself in the 1866 fire, leaving
her destitute in a shanty, where she died at
56. But, as tragic as Kitty’s life ended, she
was a self-made woman known to sailors
and local politicians alike. I'd have loved
just one round with the Queen of the Port-
land Night. m
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FENERAL DOMER S CREMATIONTRRVICED

Greater Portland's Preferred Funeral Homes
Committed to providing valuable and personalized
burial, cremation, and prearrangement services.

773-6511 » conroytullywalker.com
172 State Street, Portland = 1024 Broadway, South Portland
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