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ABSTRACT

AFTERNOONS OF ALLIGATORS

By
Diane Moody

Afterncons of Alligators is a collection of serio-comic short
fiction in the classical sense==the hero succeeds, but just barely, Ad-
venture, its challenge and risks (hence, the alligators), is the theme
uniting these pieces., Reilly is the archetypal heroc of adventurs fic-
tions he is introduced in the opening biographical sketchj "Reilly and
the Garden of Kathar,® and "Saint's Rest, The End of Reilly," complete
his adventuress "Purple Lace®™ addresses the agony of the author in writ-
ing literate prose; "Modern Love™ investigates the wait for love and the
weight of love; the titls story explores the challenge of change and the
will to risk in love and the work place, and what happens the following

day is the topic of "Jewel's Afternoon.™
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PREFACE

Sidney Reilly wes real, Hs was born near Odessa in 1874, His
death is recorded by the Russian Govermment in 1925, yet reports and
sightings in the West of the Master Spy surfsced in 1927, 1931, 1935,
and 1945, In 1956 the British Intelligence community epplied to Khrushe
chev for information about Reilly, They received no reply. In 1966,
Robin Bruce Lockhart, whose father worked with Reilly on spy missions in
Russis, authored the book, Reilly: Ace of Spies, which stirred the Soviets
to circulate two million copies of a book claiming to present a true ac-
count of the capture, interrogation, and exscution of Bolshevism's number
one enemy,

The Reilly biography I present is based on facts gathered by
Lockhart, "Reilly and the Garden of Kathar" is my own invention, while
"Saint's Rest, The End of Reilly," presents an imaginary solution to the
ultimate mystery of his disappesrance. 1 have distorted dates and manipu-
lated characterization at will (there really was a Pepita——she was Reilly's
third wife). I must confess the peculiar hold over my imagination that
this man's story has had since the 1983 PBS Mystery! dramatization when I
sat glued to the TV week after week. In no way can I hope to capturs his
sinister charm or wicked 'style, nor his keen intelligence, zest for danger,
and sexual magnetism., He was rumored to have had "eleven passports and a
woman to go with sach.” He was also a bigamist., Private life aside, he
contributed much to what our modern notion of espionage is; he has been
called the firat spy of the twentieth century., He was also a bitter foe
of Communism, sxpending his private wealth in fomenting anti-B8olshevik
activities with the aim of over—=throwing Lenin's regime. He very nearly
pulled off Lenin's assassination in 1918, and, if accounts are to be bee
lieved, it was Reilly who authored the infamous Zinoviev Letter which
toppled Ramsay MacDonald's pro-Socialist Labour cabinet in 1924, It was
on a trip to Russia in 1925 that Reilly disappeared.

The title story, "Afterncons of Alligators,” also contains ref-
erence to a reael life situation which I first came across in the February
1970 issue of American Heritage Magazine, the article, " 'Never Leave Me,
Never Leave Me,' g by New York lawyer Louis Auchincloss, It was the fas-
cinating treatment of an uncommon love affair between Henry Adams, his-
torian and descendant of two American presidents, seventy-five years old
and a widower, and of Miss Aileen Tone, the beautiful and gracious thirty-
four year old woman who shared the final five years of his life as secre-
tary/companion, I follow the "tone" of their relationship closely,

I recommend both Lockhart's book and the Auchincloss article to
those who may care to look further into the lives of these remarkable
people, It is my hope I have done them no disservice in helping their
memories to live again,

D. R.H.
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Reilly: The Hero's Beginning

Sidney Reilly, ne Sigmund Sergei Aleksandr Pinssky, was born in
Odessa in 1904, Since thers was nothing remarkable about sither the
place or the year of his birth, that left only the man himself, or
rather, the man he would become, Of what he would and did become, let
this history be the humble record.

Sigmund made his appearance into a comfortably middle-class
Russian family who lived in a comfortable house in one of the more
comfortable districts of a city devoted to mainteining its comfort,

As Sigmund thrived and grew, which is to say as his critical awarensss
expanded, as he was 8 boy of both brains and imeginetion, he repidly
realized that all this cemfort was leading him to an acute case of dis-
comfort, Granted, his Mama and older sister Odile fairly doted upon
himg nothing was too fine for their "dear boy." And that was as it
should be, Uas not Sigmund the center of their tiny universs? Uas he
net their "perfect darling™? (indeed he was not, but that is fodder for
other biographers)

While sweetness and light circumscribed his boyhood world, what
saved Sigmund from a situation which threatened treacle and sunstroke
vas his Paps, Papa politely tolerated his only son, UWhile this fact
of life was puzzling to the little boy, it at least broke the monotony
of his at times too~comfortable existence. Sigmund's approsch was to

live with this fact by working around it, His talent for



accommodation would later reveal itself in his work as well as in his
private life,

Sigmund=="8iggy"==toc his Mess and Odile, was therefors loved
and knew love in that largely feminine housshold (Papa never reelly
counted since he came home from the bank at mealtimes), Some bio=-
graphers contend that it is here, in thess tender beginnings, that the
groundwork was later laid (no pun intended) for Sigmund's notorious
womanizing, Other biographers hold a Freudian view, that Sigmund
harbored definite Oedipus tendencies, tendencies which his environsent
encouraged and which he never outgrew, though this biographer will
not repeat the scurrilous lie that no woman between the ages of six-—
teen and sixty was safe from his attentions, nor will we delve into
the prurient details involving the Dowager Countess Oregomiloff and
her scintillating young niece Marvilla Savinkoff at the 1935 Venice
Film Festival whers Sigmund commandesred s privats box in which to
visw the screening of that year's winner, Apns Karenina, a sentimental
favorite among the Russian ‘uigr‘b present, not excluding the Dowager
Countess and her nisce, who sharsd the private box with Sigmunde=that
scandal would profane the lips and sully the pen of any conscientious
biographer, but it should be noted for the sake of journalistic integ-
rity and biographical completeness that Mervilla was delivered of her
child s full nine months and two weeks after the said screening, that
she was contracted in marriage to a member of the lessser exiled Russian
nobility prior to the blessed svent, and that the Dowager Countess
never failed to spsek of Sigmund after that night in any but the most



roseate terms, sspecially of his ability to

But that is fodder for other biographers,

‘Lot it stand that Sigmund was & men of great charm and many
talents,

To return to our account, Gigmund thersfors loved and knew love,.
His Papa obtruded his presencs at best and worst but thrice daily.
Life therefore was quite simple for the young Sigmund until ene day
his world collapsed, comfort vanished, and his life truly began , .

Prefatory to the above comment, it is the duty of the biographer
to briefly inform the reading public eof the rigors and personal hazards
attendant upon the task at hand, especially when said figure proves
as elusive to methodicel research as this man, If one but knew the
souzces and circumstances under which the biographer exposes himself
(no pun imtsnded!) in order to obtain informetion of the highest ozder
and most irrefutable caliber, But let us recommence our history, for
all good biogrephy is at least three=fourths tale and one=fourth truth,

His Mema had never been robust, though she did have a rather
nice one which she kept freckle=free through nightly spplications of
Monsieur Olivier's Créme du Buste, Her delicate constitution, there-
fore, required the continual diligence and bedside attendance of
Odessa's finest physician——who happened to bes Jewish, but although it
was the Pinssky practice not to over=trust Jewish scrupulosity, Jews
at least made, to Mr, Pinssky's way of thinking, trustworthy physicianse
and so, following the birth of her son and for years afterward, Sigmund's
Mama received once and often twice-wsekly visits by the goed doctor.

These visits established themselves into s fixed pattern of comfortable



(that word again) and convenient regularity at the Pinssky housshold for
as long as Sigmund could remember.

Then one day, shortly befors Sigmund's thirteenth birthday, the
good doctor's visit was neither good nor comfortabls nor sven convenient,
for Sigmund's Paps, arriving home unexpectedly betwesn mesltimes dis-
covered his freil wife in bed with her Jewish physician, From that
day forth the doctor never again set foot (nor any other bodily part)
inside the Pinssky door, Sigmund's Mema thersafter beceme a tense
women, tight=lipped and withdrawn, She took to dabbing at the cormner
of her eyes with a white lace handkerchief. Only Odile remeined to
cosset him as befors, but sven that relationship received a different
coloring, for Sigmund learned, on that fateful day, that he was not,
and indeed had never been, his father's son at all,

The profound shock of this news, that this doctor, this very
doctor, who had attended his precious Mema all these ysars and who
had also presided at his birth, had, uneccountably, inexplicably, and
outrageously presided also at his conception, would have undermined
a lesser personality, but the revelation, so long in coming, so dark
in its myriad implications, instead produced an immediate, liberating,
effect.

Sigmund, half=Jewish bastard though he was, was NOT the scion
of a self=contained bank clerk of impeccably dull (and comfortable)
middle=class origins, He was now, to his agile young mind, a figure
of Byronic romance, the illicit issue of star=crossed lovers, the

palpable svidence of a secret liaison, the love=child of a hopeless



love, He saw himself as a hero without s name=——or rather, a hero with
a new one~=Rosenblum, But Sigmund dared to dream even further; he
would make hl; own name, Trembling on the brink of young manhood,
Sigmund had behind him the lie of yoiro' making, Before him lay an un-
charted terrein open to possibility,

In short, the world lay before him and the prospect was sweet,

Life at home became untenable, His ersatz Papa's half-concealed
resentment and icy reserve, the products of years' worth of accumulated
suspicions and derk wonderings, gave way at last in face of the truth,
Cuckold is neither a pretty nor pleasing title to any man, but it is
excruciatingly uncomfortable to an anxiously conservative bank clerk,
The boy's daily presencs was but salt in the wound, Sensing this,
young Sigmund knew it was time to cut the cord to hearth and home,

He vacated his comfortable nest in a most singular manner.

As some biographers would have it, he died.

Shortly after the revelatory accident which marked Sigmund's
first escape from mundane morslity, a second followed. To date this
svent with gresater precision (the most worthy and time~consuming of
biographicel pursuits), it was upon the sxact occasion of Sigmund's
thirteenth birthday, as he was trying out one of his presents, a
gift of ice skates from his putative Papa, when, suddenly, as with
all unexpected things, he fell through the ice to the freezing river
vaters below,

The current was strong, and though Sigmund was a practised
suimmer, having lived neer the water all his young life, he could not

break its icy grip. Bobbing beneath the ice for the last time, he



was soon carried out of resch of his scresaming companions on shors.

His body wes pushed and scraped downstresm under an implacable
canopy of ice. Burning to breaths, aching to brsathe, but daring not,
our young hero (dare we evince such biographical bias? A resounding
yes!) clung to 1ife, Seconds seemed like minutes, minutes strstched to
sternity, Muscles screaming for oxygen began to prickle then tingle
then throb, He thought his brain would burst with the effort to hold
his breath, And then the cold claimed him, numbed him, froze his
hesrt, He gave up the unequal struggle and slept in the bosom of the
river., The sluggish Pish ignored him, The weeds waved along the bottom
as befors, Quiet and umprotesting, his body continued its course down-
stream,

Ae the waters nearsd the mouth of the Black Sea, the ice graduslly
thinned and began to receds, Passersby noticed a dark blotch traveling
beneath the ice, Suicides and corpses wers common snough freight for
the river in any sesson, No one attempted to fish it from the water as
it bobbed limply upward through a break in the icy crust,

Washed to the sdge of ths bank, his cheek resting on a pillow
of frozen mud, Sigmund could not know that he had indeed died and been
reborn, that news of his dsath would reach but not solace his grieving
mother and sister, that he would travel the world and reader service
to a forsign power, or that he would, meny ysars hence, lis stretched
face down in the snow, a vision of terror to haunt the dresms of a psychic
emigrée . . . all these wonders lay closed to him behind the deor of the
futurs as he lay chesk down in the mud——but that is fodder for other



biographers.
Sigmund Rosenblum reborm Sidney Reilly began to breathe.



Reilly and the Garden of Kathar

Another sultry afternoon in the sesmy bazsar quarter of Morocco's
market district found Reilly et his usual post, the Cafe D'0Or, drinking
his first scotch and water of the day. The hot white light of the
blistering North African sun rersly found its way past the cheap pink
plaster facade of the Cafe D'Ors in fact, the only thing golden sbout
it vas the fromt tooth of its beaming proprietor, sm Egyptisn by the
name of Faisal-al-Herid,

Reilly had patronized the Cafe now for two weeks., He stood at
the bar, glass in one hand, the other resting on his jodhpur-breeched
thigh, With a quick flick of the wrist he dreined his glass in one
swallow, He was plemty sick of the place, the climete (besstly), and
the people, DOsmn! If only Kennedy'’d show up, It was days like these . . »

Among the clientele of the Cafe sat the Fat Man, His red felt
fez vas perfectly centersd on his thinning, sweat-eosked hair, He
periodically dsbbed at his glistening brow and flushed chesks with &
sodden whites silk handkerchief, The Fat Man'’s once spetless Tropicel
whites wers no mers, His Bond Strest tailor would have shreiked., The
Fat Men too hated the place, the climats (beastly), and the barbarous
lack of decent togs, but nothing, unless it were em intact fifteenth
ceatury incunabulum, would persuads him to abandom his post,

Reilly sighed and shifted his weight to the other hip, resting

his booted foot against the low brass bar rail., He pesred at his



emoky surroundings as if willing Kennedy's face to sppear. A good
trick if he could pull it off, Unfortunately, he couldn't, His

kesn slats esyss, pale sgainst sun-bromzed skin, squinted., His aqui-
line mose (would the Screen Writer's Guild have it any other way?)
wrinkled distastefully at the heavy clove=scented smoke, He knew if
he waited much longer he would be reduced to the seme stupor envelop-
ing the Araeb crowd,

He also kmew it would take svery trick in the book to gst the
Fat Man off his back, for get him off he must, but now all he could
do was wait for Kennedy, and hs was slready overdue., Reilly's one
hops was that the Germens had not gotten to him first,

His reverie came to an ebrupt halt when the bsaded entrance,
de zigeur to all Mediterraneen=facing North Africen cafes in the '40s,
parted, Reilly was ready to give thanks to Alleh the Merciful for the
sight that met his syss, No, it was not Kemmdady., The brilliant after—
noon sunlight stched her silhoustte against the parted strands. She
hesitated, balancing on ridiculously slim high hesls., From thers,
Reilly’s gazs moved upward, from her shapsly calves and long legs to
her narrow weist and sleek shoulder length hair curled down in a page
boy.

Her momentary indecision at an end, she stepped down, and look-
ing neither right nor left she glided through the curling smoke and
press of urmeshed bodiss at crowded tables, unconcernsdly crunching
pistachio shaslls underfoot, hsading unswervingly toward Reilly as if

in answer to his unspoken prayer. This is too good to be true, he
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thowght. Something's up., The Fat Men too watched her entrance with
avid and oily interest, apparently the only kind bad guys know, A
hush fell ovof the Arsb crowd, Silencs reigned.

For some, the vision was too much, It always is in the mevies.
Greedy brown hands reached out to stroke the ivory-ekianed bsauty but
it was the swarthy arm of Asad=ben-Achmed which snaked out to snag
the prize about her waist, Caught off balancs, she toppled against
his burncosed chest, The crowd crowed with joy,

She struggled, small white fists besting s tattoo sgainst his
desert=toughsned skin, Asad chortled and shifted her weight to his
plank=hasd lap, The heroime did the only thing left her to do. She
slapped the blackguard, Herd,

Asad stopped chortling, Whits women did not elsp Arab men and
get sway with it, The ssucy minx needed lesssoning, He lifted one
great tesk=stained gold=pringed fist to strike her down when a movement
frem the bar csught his equally keen but sable sye. Reilly was poised
to throw a knife, The whole bar held its collective breaths the sir
noticesbly sweetened, This was better than last week's sock fight,

Asad peuwsed,

"Let the lady go," Reilly commanded in s deceptively dulcst tone.
“Let the lady go npw."

The women froze, The Arab debated, For two wesks the Anglo had
come to the Cafe and had said nothing and done aothing to warrent Asad's

attentions therefors, the Anglo was 6bvioualy bluffing, He accordingly
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ignored Reilly's quiet command, A silver flash cut the sir., Ased
screamed, Blood dripped, His, The woman was dumped to the pistachio
shell=littered floor,

"merde! Shit! Shajtsn!™ The hairy tesk-stained hard-suscled
hawk=nosed villain swors, in the only thrse languages at his command.
He really did have a filthy mouth,

"™Well old chap," Reilly drswled, as lesding men must, “that was
my women you were pawing." A man's woman is sacrosanct in Islamic law,
In the eyes of the Arsbes Reilly had correctly bshaved in defending his
property. What they didn't need to know was that he had never set syes
on the woman before,

"And if you don't mind," he added nonchalantly, "I'll take this
back as well," He stooped to retrisve his blooded knife still esbedded
in the Areb's dripping hand. "That locks nasty, old boy," he intoned
in his best Cary Grant accent, "I'd have that seen to if I were you."
Solicitude always goes down better with a British acoent,

Retrisving his pearl=handled knife and wiping the blade clean
of cloying blood, Reilly once again concsaled it bshind the clever crease
in his jodhpur breeches put there by his London tailor, and extended
his hand to the shellshocked female on the floor., "Really m'dear,®”
he crooned in honied platitude, “we have to stop mesting liks this.,"™
Her chatoysnt eyss beamed back, "All the sxcitement in this heat is
bed for one's nerves.“ His lips twisted in a wocking smile and his

slate eyss struck sparks the way an arsonist torches tenements,

Thus far the bsleaguersd lady had not spoken, She glared up

at him from her position among the shells. Her green syes snapped,
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her porfoct chesks flamed in an otherwise ashen face, her rossbud lips
snarled, She grabbed the proffered hand and prepared to lambaste him
with the other but Reilly ssw it coming.

"If you insist, m'dear.” He hoisted her to her high~heeled feet
and enfolded her in a liquid embrace.

His kiss drained her, She'd been on a damn cargo transport for
ten hours just to get to Morocco, Ten hot stuffy cramped hours with
lousy service to boot., Then thres hours from the landing strip (she
wouldn't dignify it with the word "airport") to this crusmy Cafe D'Or=—
whore house, more likely, she reflected—=because the French-speaking
Arsb taxi driver couldn't follow her perfectly good instructions in
English, And now Reilly's knife-throwing act--yes, she knew his neme
though he hadn't caught hers yet—=followed by these cheap theatrics,

It was days like thess she regretted joining the Service, but what the
heck, her country needed her, and so thinking, she did what any heroine
would do badly in need of a change in toilette., She fainted,

As if uaiﬁing for his cue, Faisal, the grinning gold=toothed
proprietor, went into action, Stepping from behind the bar he quickly
motionsd two of his prime bouncers to escort the still-bleeding and
still-surly Asad outside, Next, Faisal indicated the nerrow twisting
staircase to the rear of the Cafe to Reilly, The rickety stairs led
to the second floor guesst rooms which, in quieter days, had bsen known
to receive the stray tourist. hoever said war was good for business
was a liar, Feisal thought,

Grateful for Faisal's innkesperly tact, which he put down to a

keen nose for cash, Reilly shifted his load snd trod the squesky boards
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upward, The Fat Man watched the entire performence from his dark
corner, He was certain this women was Reilly's long—ewaited contact.
That stupid Asad had had to go and put his hands on her, he thought,
He would esneurs that Asad never egain did anything so foolish, It was
days like these , . o

» » ] * » *

Reilly turned left at the top of the stairs and down a dimly
1it corridor to the end of the shabby hallway, The Cairo Hiltom had
nothing to fear. Room Four housed the best bed in the houssj a
double bed, in fact., WUWas it only three nights ago that he'd taken
that drunk littls French caberet dancer upstairs? My, hew time jit-
terbugs., He shook his black brilliantined hair as if to clear his
memory. Feeling his burden begin to stir in his arms, he kicked open
the door in best Mills & Boon fashion and strode over to the commodious
bed, dumping her onto the cream chenille coverlet,

Sprawled thus, her pencil=elim skirt hiked above dimpled knees,
her long pals legs skewed, her arss splayed, one across her decorously
buttonsd bosom, the other curled across tumbled suburn locks, she
looked like a dojointod and rumpled porcslain doll, Slowly she
opened her eyes into Reilly's keen slate stars.

"Have a nice nep?" he queried.

She was attracted to Reilly, Most women wers, Howsver, she
had one bad marriage behind her already. She knew from sxperiencs
it wouldn't do to look interssted right sway, Let'm dangle, So

she opted to fight, "I could've handled that Arab octopus without
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attrecting,” she paused significantly, "the stteation of the whole bar,"
she announced in s husky American accent,

"Your meke~up's s mess,” he non-esquiturred, sllowing him to
segue into, "and your stocking has developed a run."

She looked down at her leg, Towché. And damn those slate
eyes that made mashed potatoess of her knee joints.

"Besides which,”" he shot hie parting salvo, “you have a message
to deliver, I believs."

So much for her strategy.

"Okay, " she asgreed in s throaty purr cslculated to melt his is-
pudence, "I surrender.” Reilly sat back on the bed and narrowed his
eyes at her, This one was hot,

"Kennedy was spotted by the Gestapo after his plans touched
down in Algiers.™ She paused for dremetic effect. "It isn't pretty
what they do to suspected spiss—even from neuwtral nations, North
Africa isn't the tourist spot it used to be-—"

She really knew Sov to steam him, Ubat she didn't know was
that Kennedy was a good friend, san old friend, and apparsntly now a
dead friend., *Why are you hers?" he probed,

"They nesded a replacement, and with so meny agents in the field,
well, you can appreciate the total chaos this war has thrown everyons
into,” she faltered. Things weren't quite going as she plahmd.

"Your message?"

"Mother told me never to trust—"

"Cut it, m'dear., The message."
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"Mother says it's time to come out amnd play in the garden,
There, That's it, MHappy?"

Reilly sbruptly stood up from the bed, MHe moved over toward
the window and looked out, She couldn't ses the light of joy in
his face. "Fix yourself up, We're geing to taks a littls trip,"

"Look Mr, Spy, or whosver-you~think-you-ere, you can take a
flying lesp out that window." Actuelly, that was the last thing she
wanted him to do for her, but it sounded sppropriately tough and self-
reliant, "I'm only a courisr, I just deliver messages, I don't sct
on thesm—whatsver the hell they msan., I'm catching the first treme~
port out of this Moroccan pesthole—"

Reilly swung from the window and faced her, "You're coming
with me and that's final, 1I'l1 be back with a boy to fetch your
bag—=] presume you brought one?-=and don't lock the door., I
den't fancy locked doors.” He turned and left the room,

Well kiss me stupid too, she thought, Then she counted to
ten and got off the bed.

From the second story windew of the shop across the alley the
Fat Men's agent had witnessed the entire scens through binoculars,

He was also a licensed lip~reader, His master would be plessed . ., .

3
Her name was Constance Ford and she ren messages for the
Amsricans., Reilly found that much out and mors after he'd left
the room, A quick call on the crank box, as Reilly called the portable

tranemitter/receiver, to Q at the Foreign Office had told him she was



16

trustuorthy and resourceful but without forsal sspionage experisnce.
She could jeopardize the success of Reilly's mission and change the
course of the war, but that was s calculated risk Reilly would have
to run, After all, he reslly didn't have much of a choice anyway.
Too much time had passed. It was days like thsse . ., .

Uhon_ho presssd Q for mors psrsonal details on Constancs,
Lisutsnant Cosmender Merk Wing=Devies, HRM Navy, Retirsd, balked.
"“What the devil eslse d'you want,” Q sputtered imto the handset,

"her stocking size!”™ Q went on to explain how totally unsuitable
Constance was for the mission, that she wes s lsst-ainute lean from
ths Yanks after the unpleasantness sbout Kennedy—=his condolsncse=
and that Tompkins, though 8 bit dull at times, was s steady, reliable
chap who could be sent out in three deays,

Sometimes one had to put up with Q's tiresomeasss, Aad then
sometimes one did mot, Reilly decided he did not,

"I'n kesping her with me on this assignment. I can't wait
for Tompkins——besides which Constamce has much nicer legs and Tomp-
kins's a silly ass.”

“Reslly Reilly! You dom't bloedy well give White Hall orders,
you know!"

A slight pauss.

“Mark, old boy, you do recall that little favor I did you back
in '40 that so pleased Winnie? I really pulled your bacon out of
the firs on that one,”

"You promised me you wouldn't hold that over my head!® Q's

voice sounded worried, The old boy was slipping., He wouldn't have
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cracked 80 sasily in the old deys, Reilly mercifully decidsd on only
one more turm of the screw,

"And you do recsll the time I got rid of the charming Dowager
Dragomiloff befors your wife-==" Reilly never got to finish his
reminiscence, Lisutenant Commander Mark Wing-Dsvies, HRR Navy, Re-
tired, cspitulated.

Q recited Constance's vital statistics from her service fils on
his desk,

"That's fine, You can stop thers,” Reilly instructed Q, In=
teresting, Constance was divorced with one child, a girl, Merisa,
"What about after her divorce? Any jeslous levers hanging about?

8411 collectors? Stray relatives? Parskests?"

"You take the biscuit!™ Q rosred into the handset. "I rsalize
our lime of work plays havoc with a home life (only too well, thought
Reilly, recalling the charming countess), but it's none of your bloody
business if she does——=Reilly? I say, Reilly? Bloody chesk! The bas=
tard hung up on me!® The Commander replaced the handsst, wishing he'd
never retired from the Nevy, It was days like thess . . .

Approximately ten minutes later, when Reilly returned to the
room, Constance was at the wash basin repairing the demege dons to
her Max Factor in the fly-specked oval glass that hung over the wash=
stand, She turmed to face Reilly, mascara wand in hand, as ths pro=
mised mulatto boy followed at his heels lugging a travel-stained
brown leather suitcsss. Reilly motioned the boy to leave it on ths bed.
He tossed him 8 silver coin which the boy expertly caught, salesaming

as hs scempered out the door.
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Reilly appraised Constance's freshly powdered face, Corn
Silk #6, Factor's finest., He made a mental note to buy her ths
economy one=pound size, She dessrved it, After sll, versn't women
always running out of face powder anywey? And besides, she was a
smashsr, all spunk and fire., He wanted her., Trouble wes, they didn't
have the time to go into it just now,

Me walked over to the suitcase on the bed and opened it for her,
"I trust you brought some boots? Well, never mind, 1'll gst you a
pair,” He looked up.

"de're going to drink tsa in the Sahara at a very special
garden party."”

Constance dropped her wand,

4

Precisely three days later s weary travel-gtained sweat-=sosked
couple could be ssen topping the crest of & sand ckme at the border
whers Morocco merges into the arid and vast Sahara Desert. Reilly's
timstsble had miraculously suffered no sstbacks, Their journey, first
by jesp, then camel, then Arab guide, besst by scorching heat, blowing
sand, and the torturous black flies for which the Sahara is justly
infamnous, was now behind them, snd much to Reilly's satisfaction all
argument from Constance had bessn quashsd by the application of a
single simple liest "You've besen ordered by Q to accompany me." UWith
sach step and svery mile Reilly could only rejoice they wers that
much closer to hie gosl, & goal Constance, perforce, had come to

share.
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* * * * * *

Riding the crest of a wave of battle victories, Germeny seemed
invincible that summer of 1941, It remeined only for the Axis Power
to launch a messive propagends campaign to prevent the neutrals—
especially the United States with its large German-American popu=
lation==from entering the war on the side of Great Britain. Germeny
wished to seal its destiny as ruler of the world, but propagands
campaigns cost money, money which Merr Hitler had rather were spent
on armement factories, sirplanes, snd shipysrds, One solution to
the fiscal problem which would not siphon existing funds presented
itself one day to the Fuhrsr st his mountsin retreat of Berchtes-
gaden, a solution so congenial to the aims and purposes of the Ger-
sen nation that Herr Goebbel's face was wrsathed in a smile-=aend it
took a great deal to meke Herr Hitler's Minister of Propaganda samile,

Thus early that summer of ‘41 a Germen archasologicsl expedi-
tion was mounted in North Africes in ssarch of the legendary Carden
of Kathar. Only recently had the German tesam come upon the fouada=
tion stones of a garden complex said to rival the Hanging Gardems of
Babylon, UWith pickexs and camel .hair brush the crack archasological
team, under the directien of Herr Kubbeldorf, curator of the pree-
tigious Stastliche Museen, Berlin, and the watchful eyes of his
Stormtrooper escort guard, had labored under the blazing Ssharen
sun to uncover the lost garden,

Concealed beneath the slaborats stone flag pathways and

mosaic tiled fountains, however, lay ths real reason for the Nazi
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expedition: the trsasure heard of Kathar, pre=Christisn Princs of North
Africa, rival.to Pharach in earthly mejesty and militsry might, a fit=-
ting symbol for the fast-rising German military state, Kathar's tributs
would raise millions of Deutsche marks for the Nazi propaganda machine to
vege its paper var, but the most priceless cbject of all, and the one
most sagerly awaited, was the legendary statustte of the African goddess
Archite, carved from s single emersld stone totaling over eighty caratse—
sasily s fortuns to fit a m'i hand., Reilly's mission was explicit:
preveat Kathar's treasurs hoard from fslling under Nezi control and
retrieve ths Archite for England,

Compstition for the statuetts, howsver, was fiercs; the gquestion
was, into whose palm would she fit? Not only did Reilly have the Gere
man High Command to contend with, but he also had the Fat Man, avid art
connoisseur and collector of antiquities with a passion for the rers,
the exotic, and the umattainebls, WMot one to be denied, the Fat Men
vas an opponent of squal caliber to ths Nazis.

Reilly and Constance certainly had their work cut out for them,
It was days like these . . .

* * »* » * *

Censtance flicked a strayimg strand of auburn hair from her
nose, Mother never told her she'd have days like these, especially
the last three days, Uhoever said the desert was romentic was s lisr,
and as far es o.hikh- vent, they smslled as bad as their camels., 'vell,
we certainly have ocur work cut oﬁt for us," she nagged as she tipped her
Sahara snesksr upside down, spilling its burden of ysllow sand to ths
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dnort floor. Reilly hadn't been sble to locats a pair of boots, given

such short notics, and Constance wore a size 10, which didn't help either.

WYell, thers goss my 'Most Chic Spy' nomination, shs thought, But at
least my Italian heels had style , . .

Reilly's sun=bronzed facs was starkly outlined in the glow from
their tiny campfire, He lit a Players from the slim gold lighter—a
present from a lady==he kept in hip pocket. He pulled a deep drag inta
his lungs. Leaning back on his haunches he closed his syes and slowly
exhaled s white cloud of smoks into the starry Ssharen night. God,
that felt good, Rsluctently he opsned his tired slate eyss and looked
sbout, foousing 6n nothing in particular, allowing the cooling night
air to run teasing fingers through the swsat-metted hair at the nepe
of his neck, He wished it were Comstance instesad. Anmether chilly
night==in more ways than one——and she wanted to talk businsss, Maybs
this was whers her first marriage had gone wrong, He wondersd what
her 1ittles girl looked like.

Reilly sighed and stretched his six foot two inch frame upright,
He flicked his barsly smoked Playsrs into the dark, "I've ocutlined the
plan, Just do your bit and they'll never know what hit them," Usari-
ness filled his voics, weariness of the war, of the whole closk=end=-
dagger business which was ths spy game, and weariness of Constance’s
controled aloofness, It's those bloody sneskers, hs thoughts I showld
have tried harder to get the boots . .

“You meke it sound all toco sasy,” she began yst again, Nag nag
nage "Just what mekes you think those Germens are going to fall for my
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story? They weren't born yesterday, you know." Nag neg nag.

Reilly restraimed himsslf. Sometimes one had to put up with this
foolishness and sometimes one did not., Surs she was tired and cranky,
but did he deserve this? He decided he did mot. "They'll belisve any-
thing if you show encugh leg,"” he commentsd innocently,

Oh sure, Constance thought, too angry to reply, They'll really
go for thess sneakers . .

But as weary as Reilly was, he was nothing if not optimistic,
sspecially when they wers this closs to the green goddess, Their camp
uwas perched just beyond the stormtroopers® patrol perimster, Tomorrow
morning, bright and serly, Constance Qould wander down to the Nezi dig
and play the stranded tourist who had bscome separatsd frem her carevan,
While she provided the diversion Reilly would prime the camp with ex-
plosives; what the hell if untold millions in pound sterling of treasure
vere buried under rock and rubble for anothsr sternity? At least he'd
get the .tatuotgo (providing he located it first) and the Nazis nothing.
He'd dresmed of the Archite for six months now, and he'd be damned if
Kennedy's death, a pouty Yank, and a stormtrooper patrol would get in
his way., Get the semerald, blast the camp, and hie-=tail it back to
England=—with Constance in tow, though she didn't know that yet-—, and
vave the Bloody green bitch goddess undsr Q's noss as if to say: Look,
I've done it again for King and Country, snd now you can bloody well
stow it,

His pleasing reveris was cut short by the feel of cold stesl

sgainst his spine., Constance's warning screem was cut short by a muffling
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hand from behind, Wer chatoyant eyes, bright in the flickering firelight,
videned when she beheld a ghostly figure emerge from the shadows, the
figure of a tall burncosed one-handsd Arsb.,

Reilly had forgotten to count the Fat Men,

5

The Fat Man had hed an exceedingly pleasing week thus far, and it
was less than half over, As soon as Reilly and the women had left the
Cafe D'Or he'd had them tailed by his agents, Asad and Abdul, Then the
Fat Man had checksd out of the execrable dump whers he'd been staying
and into his comfortably-appointed dessert retresat, thers to swait fur-
ther developments while he burned his perspirstion-sosked Tropical
whites and donned his prefsrred locse=fitting Turkish silk robes. My,
what s refreshing difference a decent change of clothes mads!

It was a pity about Asad's hand, though, It had not had suf-
ficient time to heal, but given a few wesks, the bandages would come off
and he would be almost as good as new., Now howsver the Fat Men had better
things of which to think, He sat back in his gilded Dirsctoire-etyle
chair and sbsently fingered the solid jade temple lion, an ornament from
a Thai palace he'd picked up in '33, which reposed on top of his Louis
Quinze bombd chest, It always amused him to juxtaposs the Bourbon with
the Napoleonic, with just e touch of the East for that certain piquancy.
The play of his thick sausage fingers over the jade surface pasuseds he
could almost feel the sensuous weight of the goddsss pressing herself

into his moist pslm, His mounded stomach shiversd in delight, She was
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almost his , ,
» * * » * »

Herr Kubbeldorf carefully swathed the shapely green figure in the
cleanest lint=free cloth the cemp could offer. They had just unserthed
her yesterdsy and he had perscnally photographed, numbsred, and cate-
logued the green bessuty for the saks of sciencs, How proud he would be
to escort her to her new home, to his beloved Stastliche, The good
curator had no idea the carefully logged and cratsd artifacts would
never ses the museum, that instead, their ssle would fusl the Nazi
propaganda machine on the sntiquities black market, a market the Germens
had controled ever sincs they'’d overrun the trsasurs houses of Europe
like a horde of twentisth-century visigoths.

He lovingly gave one last pat to the cold green statustte and
placed her in a separate box apart from the other numbered boxes in his
tent, Goodness! He'd barely left an aisle from his cot to the tent flesp
should he need to use the latrine in the night. He'd have to order those
clumsy oafs who paraded in black shirts . . . what wers they calling them=
selves these days? . . . oh yesj stormtroopers, that was it., The good
curator tried (and succesded) in maintaining the proper scientific
sloofness toward current events, an aloofness which required little
studied effort since he neither read the plpirc nor considered the pre-
sent century proper focus for an antiquities professor whose provemancs
was pre=Christian art,

Now, whaere was he? His mind longed for the quiet order of his

museum ., . o ahal that was it! He'd order some of thoss guards to clear



25

the crated items into one of the trucks waiting to meke the run to Al-
giers, The Azchite he would regrstfully send in the morning; regret-
fully, for he both wented her to stay s little longer, and yet he knew
she would be safer the socnsr she left camp for the security of the Staat-
iiche, - tomen!—=they're all alike, he mused to himeslf as he closed the
tent flap for the night-—=they all nesd protection , . »

» * * »* »* *

What I could use right now is some protsction, &:mtam thought,
as she surveyed hersslf in the pier glass in her apartment at the ouﬁ-
tuous desert retreat of the Fat Man, This silk peignoir leaves nothing
to the imagination and the Mechlin lacs negligee is just that-—negligible,
At first Constance had feared the worst when Asad's men had closed in on
them, but his orders had been to take them alive. Reilly had been bound
and Constance trussed in s sack for their trip to the desert hideaway.
Geszus, Constances thoughts it's not like I'm a virgin waiting to be de-
flowered in ons of those romeances, but just the same, I wish it wers
Reilly and not the Fat Men , ,

Reilly struggled against his bonds, !{10 dark cell gave him little
clue to his whersabouts. He wondered how Constance fared, If sweaty
obese Maltess put his pudgy paws on hsr he'd kill him, but first he'd
have to get free of his bindings, then find Constance, then get the hell
out of God alons knew whers they'd besn taken.,
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The next morning, bright and sarly, Herr Kubbsldorf breskfasted
sparingly so not to upsst his delicate stomach on the long amnd jolting
journey by truck to the Algerisn airport, He had personally supsrvised
the loading of cratss onto the waiting truck,

He had descided to leave cemp to personally escort the green god-
dess to her destination, such was her hold over his imsgination, I'a
her slave slrsady but I really don't care, mused ths bemused curator,
Thus Herr Kubbsldorf rode up front with the driver, a particularly boorish
recruit raw from the provinces, sager to prove himself and disdaiaful of
chauffeuring "a 1ot of old rubbish about,™ on his virgin mission. As
they pupom‘to lesave camp that mornimg Herr Kubbeldorf bslanced the
boxed Archite on his lap, her cold curves nestled within protective
layers of the purest gsuze, He wanted to kesp her safs and smug until

such time as she would tske up new residencs im the sntiquities collection
of his M o 0 0

* * » * * *

The mext sorning, bright and sarly, Constancs aweéke refreshed
bestween champagne satin sheets in a Campaign-styls double bed--alons.
She strstched and yawmed, One spaghstti strap of her lace negligee had
fallen from her creamy shoulder. She pushed it up as she reflected on
last night's activity, Somehow she fslt vaguely dissppointeds the only
moves she'd had to fend off wers those mads on a twelfth century ivory
chessboard from Normen England, Apparently the Fat Man was as avid a
chessplayer as he was s collector of intermational antiques and antiqui-

ties ., . ©
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The next morning, bright and early, Reilly was rudely shoved
awake in his dim cell with a poke to the ribs, Asad's sable eyes glit-
tered with the promise of a score to settle, "Get up, Anglo!" he spat,
"My master awaits." He brandished his rifle (cocked; Reilly had checked
to be certain) threateningly with his one good hand while his bandaged
stump balanced the butt,

"Stupid Anglo," Asad spat again, for emphasis,

It was not the best of mornings for Reilly, He retaliated.

He should not have., Asad wordlessly responded by knocking him to the
ground, He motioned two guards to carry the limp body up to the Fat Man's
private quarters,

Somewhat later that morning, not so bright and early, but at a
more civilized hour approaching noon, the Fat Man entered his drawingroom
tastefully attired in a subdued Turkish robe the color of pale green grapes.
Seated before him was a freshly bathed and breakfasted Constance dressed
in a smartly tailored Coco Chanel peach linen walking suit with kick pleat.
Beside her sprawied Reilly, newly revived, unshaven and rumple-haired,
still clad in his sweat-stained jodhpurs which now smelled, unfortunately,
like rancid watermelon rind., He also had the beginning of a very nasty
headache,

"friends," boomed the Fat Man in a fulsomely mellow basso profundo
reminiscent of Orson Welles at his oiliest, "I wish to announce that the
long wait is almost over for us all, I expect a very important quest
to be arriving at almost any mqment. I'm sure she'll leave you all

speechless with amazament . . » "



28

* * * * * *

As Herr Kubbeldorf and his gresn goddsss jolted over the rough
desert track he thought his kidneys wowld turn to mush, "Can't you miss
somp of the potholes?” wailed the carsick curator sbove the roar of the
oﬁgim. He was convinced the youmg SS driver was determined to turn his
first assignment into a Wagnerian epic, sven if it meant hitting svery
crater in the roadbed at top spesd., Or especially if it meant hitting
every crater in the roadbed at top speed., "Achtyng!™ scresmed the nau=
ssated professor, "Stop this truck! Schnell!"

The carsening vehicle lurched to a halt as Herr Kubbslderf cver-
balanced, barely missing hitting his balding head ageinst the dashbeard,
still tightly clutching the goddess to his groin, “I'm getting out to
inspect the crates,” hs prevaricated, "Stay in the cab and for God's
sske, stop revving the engine!"

The good curator couldn't decide which needed relievimg the most:
his bladder or his stomach, Stepping down from the running boerd, he
sutomatically headed far the back of the truck, thinking fresh air and
solid ground under his fsst just might quell his queasies., His bladder
could wait another minute. Besides, hs told himself, still clutching
the boxed goddess to him, it wouldn't hurt to check for possible damage
to the crates caused 'by his idiotic driver, "That young barbarian has
no idea of the valus of what he's tossing around, much less of you, mein
ligbling," he cooed to the box in his arms,

Satisfied none of the crates had broken loose from their moorings,
Herr Kubbeldorf looked for a place to drop his pants. It was the last
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thing he clsarly remembersd, A moment later he was knocked wnconscious,
his driver bound and gagged, and the cargo-laden truck commandesred by
Arab agents of the Fat Man , o

* * » »* * *

Reilly turned his aching head sver so slightly to the left to get
a better view of Constance sitting beside him on the brocaded Victorian
loveseat, She looks a stunner in that peach walking suit, he thought.
And a trsitor. She's gone over to the Fat Man for a bar of sosp and a
soft bed,

Constance felt Reilly's cold slate syes boring into her., She
stiffened her spine, feigning indifference. I'm not goimg to grovel for
forgiveness simply because I'm clsan and unmolested, she thought., What
gives him the right to judge me? Just because he couldn't play Sir
Galahad he thinks I'm a slut and a turncoat, He's as bad as my first
husband . . . and then she wondered what Marisa was sating for dimner.

As the hands of the ormolu-ornamented camelback horloge atop
the travertine marbls mantlepisce approsched the luncheon hour (such was
the perfection of the Fat Man's timing, to say nothing of his decor), an
spprehensive Herr Kubbeldorf, a failed would-be Siegfried, and ths green
goddess=—gift-boxed, no less——entersd the slegant drewingroom of the Fat
Men's desert retrsat. His fantasy was now complete, his dream both fact
and flesh, for hs now held them all and he held tﬁo Archite,

"Friends,™ he addressed Constance and Reilly, "I do believe she's

arrived,®



Gott in Himmel, thought Herr Kubbeldorf, That grotesqus swine in
the green bathrobe meens to take her from me! Constance looked directly
at Reilly; the disgraced SS driver looked at the box clutched to the
curator’s skinny chest; Asad and Abdul looked to their master., Herr
Kubbsldorf did the only thing left him to de, given the circumstances.

He charged the Fat Man like an snraged bull-—-head down, shoulders squared,
heels flying, All ninety=five pounds of him, The impact, nonetheless,
was terrific,

Reilly propelled himself from the loveseat snd grabbed the Fat Man
arocund the throit from behind, pressing his thumbs sgainst the stunmned
collector's windpipe, "Make a move and your master dies,” he snarled to
the Arsbs, Herr Kubbeldorf, crumpled at the Fat Man's feet and equally
stunned to have found a protector, mutely communicated his thanks by
pounding hie fists en the Fat Men's insteps, The silk=gowned collector
of antiquities howled, Asad, who held the young SS driver, inwerdly
writhed, He wanted Reilly himself, and mow hs was once again at the
Anglo's mercy. Seeing a chancs to recoup lost glory, the SS driver
brightened, Perheps all was not yet lost, Constance stood up from the
loveseat, uncertain what to do.

"Give ms the Archits,” Reilly commanded the Curator, still on the
fleor,

"Nein,"

Give the Archite to the prestty lady then,”

“Nein, "

Reilly tensed his thumb pressure a fraction,
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"Don't be an imbecile," burbled the purple-faced Fat Man, "Give
him the goddess,"

"Nein, "

Constance walked over to the adamant little curator and hunksred
down on her new pair of Italian leather dress pumps, She was eye-level
with him now, "Please, you don't understand, Herr Professor Doktor Kub-
beldorf," She deliberately used his full academic title., God, how
these Germans doted on rank, Maybe is I show him some respect he'll
listen to me, she hoped. Please God, you little shit,

She continued,

"You want to save the green lady, yes?"

"Ja, "

"Then you must give her up==to us—=to Herr Reilly and me."”

”_NE}_n_O n

"But you must., You must knouw Herr Hitler's destined her for the
black market—=don't you?"

"Gott in Himmel!" shrieked the distraught curator. Therein fol-
lowed a string of oaths in German, Herr Kubbeldorf had never falt 80
betrayed by his country, so confused, or qpita soc alone before,

Constance continued to work on him, "You must see that if the
Fat Man gets her no one will ever see her beauty but him, No one, Ever.
He'll lock her away and take her out for private showings,® or should I
say 'gloatings,' Constance thought as she nervously surveyed an anxious
Reilly, an empurpled Fat Man, the bored SS driver, and the two :estless

Arabs, "You'll lose, the world will lose, everybody but the Fat man will
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loae,‘ she breathed into his sar,

Still no response.

Then Constance played her trump card,

“"Science will losse."”

That was the last straw, Herr Professor Doktor Kubbeldorf
vimpered, kissed the box, and tenderly handed it to Constancej then he
stopped,

"What will become of her?" he whispered.

Constance thowght fast, UWhat the hsll would become of the
Archite? She was s national tresasure of the African people., She
thought of the Nezi plam to coldly rifle and sell another nation's
heritage., She thought of Lord Elgin, the Parthenon frieze, and the
British Museum ., ., . then agein, if Keats hadn't seen the Marbles, where
would “Ode to & Grecian Ura" be? She was losing track of her thoughts.
And how sbout America? She thought of her own country's duplicity inm
assisting Britain when America was still technically neutral, Uhat
could she toll-Norr Kubbeldorf with his puppy=dog eyss?

“Pleass, Herr Professor Doktor Kubbsldorf, I den’t know, All I
do know is that if you allow her to continue her journey to Algiers,
she'll be sold, I also know that if you let the Fat Man have his way
the world will be ths poorsr for having lost her a second time, I can
only hope that after the war she'll be restored to her psople.” 1 also
hope, Cdnstance added under her bresth, that you meke up your mind pretty
damn quick, you little shit, Those Arabs are getting antsy and I don't

know how mich lomger Reilly's thumbs can hold out,
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After a brief but bitter struggle the plucky curator who, in
essences, hsld the war in his hands, blinked sway a tear, ross to his
knees, and likes some courtier of old presented the battsred box to his
lady fair, It was & touching moment,

Reilly relaxed, The Fat Men grosned. The Arabs stiffened, The
young SS driver despasired. He would never get a medal at this rate.

Now what am I supposed to do, thought Constance., I've got the hot potato.
It was days like these , , .

Asad thought for her, Enraged that his mester had bsen gotten
the better of, Asad weat imtoc action, He hurled his scimitar through the
air, aiming for Reilly's dark head., Reilly ducked, the Fat Man bolted,
forgetting the curator at his fest, Constancs shrieked, and the SS driver
brightened. Maybs he still had a chancs for a medal after all,

The Fat Men fell over Herr Kubbeldorf, effectively immobilizing
both, Abdul, who still guarded ths SS youth, swiftly left his post and
grabbed Constance with the box. Reilly, wsaponless, glared at Asad from
behind a Louis Quinze double bench in burled beschwood, He despized his
defenssless state, sspecially behind that silly piece of furniture., The
scimitar had landed beyond his reach., What an ignoble emnd to Reilly,
ace of spies, he thought, Serves you right, you silly bastard, for stay-
ing in the spy gams,

Asad advanced on Reilly with a drawn pistol, His Arab compstriot
Abdul maintained a firm grip on Constance and the disputed box, Though
one=anded, Asad was still capable of inflicting a lsthal wound., Reilly

remained absolutely still, As Asad continued to advance, he momentarily
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paused to offer his bandsged stump to assist the Fat Men to rise, Merr
Kubbelddzf was in no position tﬁ get up, having had the wind knocked
out of him by the Fat Man's fall,

"That's enough, Asad,” the Fst Men coughed, massaging his bruised
windpipe as he ross, “Take them all down to the dungeon."

Reilly, Constamce, Herr Kubbeldorf, and the young SS driver
(who had yst to prove himself in action), wers led down to the interro-
gation room, The SS youth promised himself that if he ever got out of
this alive he would retirs to his Uncle Otto's goat farm in Schlsswig-
Holstein, To hell with herces, soldiering, and Siegfrieding sbout the
globe in the thankless service of the Fatherland, It wes days like
these . . &

The Fat Men followed ths dejected quartst, bringing up the rear
behind ths herding Abdul and Asad, He motioned the Arabs to handcuff
the prisoners to the wall, Abdul began to heat the charcoal breszier.
Asad prepared a branding iron, watching the dull black tip glow orangse,
then a searing whits., He judged it ready.

"Strip his shirt,” The Fat Men pointed to Reilly, dirscting Abdul,
It was dons.

"Now, Constance my dear," beamed ths Fat Man, “how badly do you
want him to 1ive? Choose! 1'll dress you in silks and furs, designer
originals, dismonds! You'll never know the meaning of rationing, stand-
ing in line at the check=out, or those awful synthetic nylons coming out
on the market! You'll travel ths world first class, you'll want for no-

thing! Chooss!
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_Reilly looked sideways at Constance, who was chained next to him
on the wall, .She had more than proven her worth back at the drawingroom,
Resourceful in the field? Hell yes! He'd have to tell Q how wrong he'd
been again, His eyes, however, registered disbelief at the Fat Man's
proposal; was he dreaming, or had he lost his mind? This was the twen-
tieth century, wasn't it? He certainly hoped she didn't hold those
bloody l1ittle sneakers against him,

Constance quicklv assessed the situationj choose the Fat Man and
she would be the most pampered, indulged showpiece this side of Marie
Antoinatte-—eng no guillotine either . . . just the guillotine of the
conscienece, But on the other hand, Reilly had deliberately waved those
ugly khaki sneakers under her nose back in Morocco, knowing how she
loathed the second-rate and the prosaic in fashion; and the Fat Man had
so much to offer: the villa on Malta, the house at Majorca, the casino
at Monte Carlo, the Paris apartment, the London townhouse, the cottage
on Cape Cod, the hotel in Rio, the palace in Hong Kong, the chalet in
Gstaad, almost limitless wealth, no worry about back child suppo;t from
Mungo, Swiss finishing school for Marisa, real silk stockings . . . and
Reilly's life.

There really'was no choice after all,

She assented, "But first, you release Reilly and set him free,
No strings., After all, you have the green goddess and now you have me.
So you've won, Hooray for you,"

Reilly thought he'd throw up. So she was sacrificing herself for
him? Bloody hell she was! Didn't she know the Fat Man would never let him

go, much less forgo his torture? Now who was born yesterday?
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The Fat Men smiled, Beatificslly, He motioned Abdul to relesse
Reilly, Constance sagged sgainst the wall in relief, The Fat Man was
no barbarian after all; he merely wanted his way, and maybe, she thought,
he just wants s decent chess partner,

But Reilly wasn't through yet. Released from his manacles, he
dived for Abdulj the two men wrestled sach other. Constance was speeche
less with shock, the Fat Man spesechless with anger, and Asad speechless
with delight, He waited his turn to jeb Reilly with the white=hot iron.
The two men rolled to the ground, kicking snd punching, sach trying to
gain the ascendancy, In the course of their struggle they knocked over
a8 low table in their path, a table next to the brazier, a table holding
the momentarily forgotten boxed emerald goddess Archite, chief prize of
Kathar's treasurs house, chief object of despsir and desire, then as now,
The goddess had nsver been one to inspire quiet worship. In short, the
box, with the goddess, went into the firs,

All gasped.

They watched her burn, First, the box, Then the goddess. The
flames licked her stomy curves and coldly sersns face almost like a lover
delivering s caress., Then the flames grew hotter and the ravished god-
dess so long to deny her favors to a suitor, melted at her lover's touch,
melted, into a pool of worthless green slag.

The goddess for whom Kenmedy had died and countless schemed, was
a faka,

The curator, atill chained to the wall, fainted. The young SS

driver shrugged, turned stoical from so many defeats and the comforting
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thougﬁt of his Uncle Otto's goat farm. Reilly and Abdul stopped fighting.
Assd lowered his poker., The Fat Man screamed one long psinful drawn=ocut
weil of rages, despeir, and frustration and then fell to ths floor . « »

* * * »* * *

By December America entered the war on the side of Great Britain,
largely dus to the surprise attack on Pearl Harbor for whiech Churchill
thanked his Imperisl Mighness for getting America off its arss and into
the fray officially at lsst, Axis Germany now realized its dresam of s
blitzkrieg was forever shattersd, They would bs in it for the loag
count, The propaganda campaign was scrapped,

The crated treasure hoard of Kathar was found to be largely
worthless trinkets, Apparently Kathar's neighbors to the south had
fobbed off shoddy tribute on ths desert prince, The site was quistly
abandoned to scorpions and the stray lizard, to be re-opsned after the
war as Kathar's Garden Cafs, a fashionable watering-hole for jaded oil
shiekhs and their bored mistresses.

The Fatvnon lived in semi-retirsment after suffering s massive
stroke, Asad remained with his master, faithful as only one of his racs
can be, Ore plsasurs remained, however., The Fat Men could still enjoy
e game of chess, even though his collecting days wers over.

After the Kathar Affair, as the Foreign Office came to call it,
Reilly retired from active service to a smsll estats outside London,
thers to raise and breed thoroughbreds and to live the life of a modest
country squire, It alsc mads sxcsllent cover for fres lancs jobs, He

took Constance with him, One weskend sach ysar they relive the occasion



of their first mesting by re-visiting the Cafe D'Or end Faisal, its grin-
ning gold=toothed propristor,

In addition to their anmual pilorimage, Constance performs one
small, unvarying rituals Reilly drives her to a secluded desert retresat,
there to play chess with s paralyzed stroke victim while his one-handed

aid pours tea,



Saint's Rest
The End of Reilly

Prologue

Out of deference to other aspiring or would=be authors slsewhers,
this history bows to those who have trod the slippery path of biography
beforss no apology will be made for a certain amount of incompletsness
to Sidney Reilly's story, for his life was full of the peculiar passion
for: secrets and of the passion to keep those psculiar secrets secrst.

Nonetheless, the jigsaw that Reilly was would make a book in it-
self, and though this biographer has had to contend with a certain amount
of nastiness from the recordkespers down at the S.I.S. and with their zeal
regarding the Official Secrets Act, the portrait which emerges of the man
is, on the main, whole and true, despite certain geps, holes, chronological
discrepancies, and a measurs of wishful thinking.

Or in the happy words of George MacDonald Fraser, history is very
much what you want it to be, Likewise, both Mark Twain and Winston Churchill
came to a somewhat similar conclusion about ths idiosyncrasies of history-
writings it's not so much whether it did happen or didn't happen as whether
it could happen or should have happened.

And if it didn't, changse it,

"The End of Reilly" presents a tale of how it might have happened

in the best and worst of all possible worlds,
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B8iographical tyros, take nots.

Let the idyll begin , . »

* »* »* * * #*

October, 1954 and Constance was dead.

The fifty=year old Reilly, Ace of Spiss, late of Saint's Rest, his
estate outside London for the bresding and sale of thoroughbreds, discovered
the partially unclothed body at 3:37 pm in the upstairs master bedraoom
sprewled across the partially made bsd in the partially darkened room
since the blinds had besn partially drswn against the partially slanted
rays of the westering sutumn sun,

Reilly noted the partiality of sverything, sxcept for the wholly
dead condition of his bsloved consort,

They had had thirtesen mostly tranquil but sometimes tempestuous
ysars together as man and wifs, Upon marrying, Reilly retired from active

service with the Secret Intelligence Servics, but frese-lanced for M,1.5

in the capgcity of spy=catcher. The work was generally less hazardous,

which Constance liked,
His S.,1.S, days beshind him, he devoted himself to another of his

consuming passions (other than Constancs), that of horseflesh, Becauss of
his uncanny business acumen, his innate ability to read human nature and
human greed, he succeeded in turning an increasingly tidy profit throughout
the years of his atable's opesration,

Now he would put that money to good use, Now he would track down

his wife's killer, And there would bs nothing partial about it,
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Constance's life had been ended by a bullet to the back of her
skull, She had been dressing for an appointment in town when the killer
fired., She had said she would be gone only an hour or so, Now she would
never rsturn, It had besn a professional job, Exscution style, The
question was, who had been the perpetrator and why? Reilly'd handled
many cases over the ysars for M,1,5. So many suspects, so meny reasons
to hate him, He couldn't think.

The white=breasted moon coyly slipped behind a wispy veil of cloud
as Reilly sat on the edgs of the doubls bed thsy had shared together, the
bed whers he had found her thres days ago, the bed he could no longer sleep
in, It was past midnight, The venstian blinds allowsd ons last pesk be-—
fors the Cynthis of the Skiss chastely retired to the ministrations of her
sister stars. Reilly was oblivious to the nocturnal strip show, His wife
had besn foully murdered in her own bedroom., How dare Naturs show herself
es if nothing ontoward had happened?

He slumped, facing the slatted moonlight, Tomorrow he would begin
his ssarch, Tomorrow he would rejoin ths ranks of active agents, To=
morrow he would resume the title Acs of Spies.

He half-stumbled downstairs to the couch,

Now he could sleep.

1
In ths interest of biographical accuracy, authenticity, and
honesty, let the narrative confess that things at this point looked rather

dim. The trail of Constance Reilly's killer was already thres days cold.
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The Hnit.r Spy was fifty and out of training, He also carried at least
ten pounds of excess weight., Frankly, he didn't have & clue,

So bright but not sarly the next morning, it being sleven of the
clock (since our hero had to catch up on the previous two night's missed
slesps heroes are only, in the last analysis, human and subject to the
wear and tear of Time) Reilly yaswned, stretched, sat up on the couch,
scratched under his right armpit, and swung his crgmpod legs onto the
seventeenth century osk parquetried foyer, it being a genuinely old estate
outside London to which Reilly and Constance had retired after the Kethar
Affair,

He determined to visit the Fat Men at his secluded desert retreat.
That would be the first stop on his quest for justice., Or vengsance, He
couldn't be bothered with niceties just now,.

By 1954 the Fat Man was a seventy=eix year old paralyzed stroke
victim with a feithful one-handed Arab retainer by the name of Asad=ben-
Achmed, as thoses readers of "Reilly and the Garden of Kathar" will doubtless
recall, Also, iﬁ the snsuing years since his fateful stroke, the Fat Man
could no longer be said to resembls his moniker, He had dwindled down to
a svelte one hundred and forty pounds, which is just about right for a five
foot one inch man of medium build, according to the Metropolitan Life In=-
surance actuarial tables for the hesight and weight of men aged twenty=five
(of course, the Fat Man wasn't twenty=-five, but the folks down at Metropoli-
tan made allowance for that too).

within the week Reilly was knocking at the Fat Man's door., If
nothing else, he would tell him that Constancs would no longer bs able to

come and play chess at their annuel get=together. Abdul answered the knock
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and ushered him in immediatsly, Although it was not time for the Reillys'
annual chess visit, Abdul sensed a certain putpoao bshind this call, Then
he noticed Reilly was alone,

The Fat Man, for he refused to relenquish that last tis to his
past, no matter how loosely the name sat on him these days, sat propped
upright in his antique Bentham cane-backed wheelchair ca. 1860, made more
comfortable by the addition of Chiness silk throw pillows embroidered with
erotic scenss from the sixteenth-century Ming dynasty novel The Golden Lotus.

Reilly still possessed keen slate gray esyes.

Time, age, and physical infirmity had mellowed the connoisseur of
the rars, the unobfainablo, and the exotic, Chess and the sasing of physi-
cal discomfort, howsver, remained his twin passionss Constancs had at one
time besn a strong contender for the above two, but now untimely Dsath had
sased her out of the running, Reilly's news was an additional paroxysm to
his alresdy impaired cranial synapses. In less grandiocse terms, he gen—
uinely grieved.

It was these marks of true shock, the silent slipping of twin
tears down the Fat Man's thin cheeks, which iippud Reilly off that he knew
nothing of the plot against Constance's life, The formerly Fat Man was
clean, UWhile this piece of news eliminated one suspect, it opened the
field to a nameless and faceless host of maleficent and significant others.
Where to start?

Asad stood behind his master, slowly waving a palmettc fan bound
to his stump back and forth, back and forth in hypnotic rhythm through the

still, desert-heated air. He listened to Reilly's grief and determination,
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At one time Asad had dearly wanted to kill the upstart Anglo for spoiling
his fun with the deliciously writhing Constance on his ample lap, Now
she had returned to the dust from whence she came, Lifs was funny that
way,

Asad momentarily broke the monotonous rhythm of his palmetto=
waving long enough to reach out his remaining hand to crush a pesky black
blowfly betwesn dusky fingers. The Fat Man certainly didn't stint on
quality help, Then Asad spoke.

"Anglo, ™ for such he still addressed and thought of the Russian=
born albeit Hibernian-named Mester Spy, "Allah the Merciful looks down
upon your suffering. Allah knows all, The miscresnts will be found, for
sursly not one but many were involved in the foul murder of the Lady
Reilly, "™

It was the longest speech Reilly ever remembered the laconic
Arsb deliver., Hs was touched.

"Anglo, " Assd continued, apparently on a roll, "my master and I
know of someons who may help you in your quest. Do not refuse her assis-
tance, She is a pearl beyond price. My master trusts fully in her powers.
She will help you in your search, Do not shun this offer. Sesk her out."

The Fat Men, silent throughout Asad's mystifying advice, cloaked
as it was in the miasma of the occult, nodded. Thess days Asad did his
talking for him, Everything seemed to tire him now.

Asad slipped Reilly a card with the seer's name and address hand-
written on the back in a flowing script. Her name was Karyll Auschlander,

her address the Albany, in London's posh West End,



45

He stayed the rest of that day and night at the Fat Man's desert
retreat, He would take the morning plene from Algiers to London, with a
stopover in Berlin to visit Herr Kubbeldorf and break the news of Con=
stance's death, In the interim he supped st table with the Fat Man and
Asad, swapped stories, shered reminiscences, and burped at the banquet
provided,

2

The next morning he took a8 window seat near the wing in a con-
verted German bomber that passed for one of the three craft in the hastily
organized Algerisn Airlines which made daily hops to Kathar's Garden Cafe
as well as points North, Strange how thirtesn years ago Kathar's was just
a German dig in the desert from which Hitler hoped to win a paper war sub-
sidized by a grsen lady, But that is another story and a lifetime ago,
he thought, looking out at the bluriing runway as the bslly=heavy bomber
took off in flight like a pregnant hippo with wings, First stop, the
Stastlichs, to confer with the good curator,

* * »* * * *

A gray drizzly day awaited Reilly as he stepped down from the
plane onto German soil for the first time in more ysars than he cared to
remember, He hailed a cab in flawless German (after all, he spoke seven
languages) and vas whisked to the museum, Post-war Berlin wasn't a pretty
sight, but then, the Germens had lost the war., A gray day for a gray city.
He paid the cabbie, who had the facc_of a sugar-cured ham, and got out of

the cab,



Herr Kubbeldorf was fussily arranging the window dressing on the
Eqyptian display case when Reilly stopped by, Mummies do tend to become
unravesled, S0 did Herr Kubbeldorf, After all, it had been thirteen long
years since he had last seen Reilly and what Reilly told the curator un-
raveled him further, He recalled the fair Constance with warmth and
fesling; after all, it was to her that hs entrusted the Archite on bended
knee all those long and faded ysars agoj it was to her that he had en=
trusted his dream for Sciencs.

Well, they both knew how that had turned out,

And now she was stone dead, He almost fainted at the thought of
her inexplicable ending, all ninety-=five pounds of him, He sighed. No,
he did not know of anyons who would profit from such a senseless killing,
such a brutal wasting of precious life, No, he did not know why somecne
would want Constance dead, and no, he did not subscribe to terrorist acts
for political ends, He barely read the paper as it was, Besides, what
political connsctions could Mrs, Reilly have had, sseing that she had re-
tired from the Service upon her wedding to Mr, Reilly? uas it not so that
Constance had bascome the perfect hausfrau in all their yesars of wadded
bliss (indeed she had not, but Reilly had never held that peccancy against
hers she excelled in other areas)? So who would want her dead?

Indeed?

Who?

Reilly shrugged all six feet one inch of himself (so he shrank
an inchj he's fifty) and thanked the tesary-eyed little curator, not that

he'd been of any real help., Another lead down the proverbiel drain, Time
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to ch;ck into an hotsl for the night and catch the connection to London
in the morning, He turned and left, his lsather soles ringing down the
marble hall, Hsrr Kubbsldorf returned to pinning a scarab beetle of in-
ferior Middle Kingdom dynasty workmanship on the mummy of the wifs of an
assistant temple architect. A womean returned toc her 6otobook, jotted some=-
thing down, pushed the bridge of her glasses back up on her nose, pulled
her wool skirt back down (it had the habit of twisting itself up as she
walked), pocketed her notsbook, and followed Reilly at a discrete dis-
tance, PMost mysterious,

* * * * * *

Pepita "Pumpkin Seed" Bombadilla adjusted her skirt and twitched
her supple hips one last tims in the mirror befors deciding on a hot bath
that evening in her room at ths Hotel Excelsior, Her frizzed blsached
hair was swept up by a tortoise shell comb she'd cadged from a customer
the night bsfore last when that hotel management kicked her out on her
proverbial can——and boy, could she can—=can.

He was & traveling tortoise shell comb salesman trying to make a
deutschmark and trying to get a good time out of the hot blonde number
he'd picked up befors she rolled him for all he was worth, which wasn't
much, seeing as how sales had been consistently down that fiscal quarter
and Berlin was a depressed market for pretty much anything you'd care to
name, but sspecially tortoise shsll combs, He thought he'd try Chicago.

Pepita was a ninetesn year old struggling Cockney actress from
Argentina trying to hit the big time in Germany. Her real name was Maisie

Micklewhite and she'd been raised in London's East End district, but
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Argentina always sounded better on a resumé, The name helped too, Un=
fortunately, it didn't help snough, She wasn't having much success as
an Argentinian actress in Berlin, so Pepita knocked on stage doors and
agents' doors, and finally on strange men's doors to make a living, Her
looks got her by and she usually split her takings with the management
where she plied her trede, only she'd been kicked out the night befors
last for rolling the comb salesman and somehow she'd ended up hers at
the Excelsior., What was truly swkward was that this wasn't even her room.
The tewel boy had got her in,

And so the failed Cockney actress from Argentina slithersd out
of her knee=length red-spangled skin=tight evening dress, dropped it
to the carpeted floor where it lay in a crushed pile af her tawny amkles
like a circle of spilled Dutch Boy's best vermillion indoor latex, stepped
out onto the white hexagonal=tiled floor of the bath in nothing but her
three=inch red=-ssquined stiletto=hseled evening pumps, and turned on the

hot water,

3
Reilly stepped into the second=best room of the Excelsior since
their firzst=best was the Bridal Suite. Everything had changed with the
death of Constancs. He had grown older, the world had grown older. He
had no leads other than the Fat Men's belief in the occult, Herr Kubbele
dorf had besn his usual myopic scientific self, though sympathatic, What
Reilly needed right now was some sympathy too, He began to dial room ser—-

vice for a bottls when he noticed a red splotch on the caerpet reminiscent
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of spilled paint., On closer inspection, it was a woman's dress,

Pepita was lathering up nicely when the door opened and & tired-
looking middle—eged man stepped through holding a gun, but she'd seen a
lot of weird things in her line of work, so she just relaxed and smiled
bescause her mother told her to always wear a smile and in this case it was
all she was wearing anyway. And the tired-looking businessman (another
traveling salesman?) slowly relaxed and smiled and Pepita slowly raised
one long and shapely leg and coyly asked in her Cockney=-accented broken
German for the scrub brush on the wall and Reilly smiled a little wider
because her accent was so terrible and thought, I'm getting too old for
these bathroom scenes; she's young snough to be my daughter, but he still
kept his gun trained on her.

Shrugging her tortoise shell-manacled frizz, Pepita lowered her
long and shapely leg, turned her shoulders toward Reilly, and slowly
(ostensibly to kesp her purchase in the slippery tubj 75% of all household
accidents occur in the bathroom) stood up to grasp the desired brush, Iri-
descent soap bubbles clung and slithersd down her glistening lavender-
scented clesavage to the dark V of her crotch like cascading ropes of jee-
lous ssa pearls or glowing, moonstruck opals, Aha, thought Reilly, she uses
peroxide,

The goddess of the bath spoke again, this time in her native
tongus,

"Cars for some comp’ny, luv?™ Venus slowly descended back into

the foam, brush in hand,



50

Reilly brightened., "I certainly would," He lay his rsvolver
(and other considerations) down on the bath chair and stripped, much
to the surpriss of Pepita, He had looked so tired a minute ago, He
slid into the warm frothy tub and presented his back to her.

“Now you can use it."

Nonplussed, she went to work,

* * »* * »* *

Later, after they had towsled off and made their way to the bed,
Pepita eased Reilly further with a slow back rub, a special which she often
had neither the time nor the inclination to perform for her other customers.
He fell aslesp under her supple fingers, totally relaxsd and at psacs.

Pepita smiled, then rssched for ths bedside phone, She dialed a
number,

"The fish is in the net."

She replaced the recesiver then lay down and drew the shest over
them both for a well-deserved rest.

* * * * * *

Reilly awoke the next morning curiously happy. His tension and
self=pity wers gons., He locked at the sleeping figure beside him, She
had been an unexpected pleasurs, Constance was gone, She wouldn't blame
him now,

Constance, As delicious as last night had besen, he had to make
his London connection this morning, There would be another time for this,
fnothnr hotel, enothsr girl, But Popita had been pleasant, He pulled a

bill from his wallet on ths nightstand, then decided on two, and tucked them
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under her pillow,

Pepita lay sprawled on her stomach, Actually, she'd besn swake
the last half=hour, She was just too lazy to leave a weérm bed. And she
needed to move very cautiously with this one., He hadn't besn so bad last
night, Grunty pigs, most of 'em; real rutters, it you took her meaning.
No finesse. Sex and pleasure—that was for thes customer, For her it was
business—that's whers her acting came in. 'Cept 'e hadn't been clumsy or
too quick, 'E worked it proper. And 'cor! him jumpin' in the tub last
night! 'Nuff to give a workin' gel s right fright, it was, what with the
gun an' all, ‘'Cept, it wasn't as nice as the one 's kept between his legs.
She thoughts Why not send 'im off nic‘-liko?

She looked up at him and smiled,

He saw the invitation in her syes.

4

Karyll Auschlander was a buxom dame d'une certain Sge as the
fFrench would say, or as the English would say, fifty=thres, The number
corresponded to both her age and hip measurement. In 1940 she had been
a thirty=nins year old resident of the Byslorussian capitol of Minsk,
which was sheslled by the Germans on their advance into Russia, In the
panic and destruction which usually accompaniss military conquest, rapine,
and civilian bombardment by mortar lh.ll’, a houss beam fell on'hor head,
causing her to black out. UWhen she woke, she had lost her name, her memory,
and her syesight, none of which would return to her. The advancing Germans

herded civilian survivors of the attack into work camps throughout Eastern
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Europs, Into one of these she was placed,

As with the other prisoners, she too was assigned a number, which,
considering what had happensd, was just as well, Hencsforth, for the dure-
tion of the war she was known as #0924144, Despite the terrible blows Life
had dealt #0924144, the falling house besm hed bestowed more than just
lasting smnesia and permanent blindnessj what it had taken from her it had
conferrsd in "second sight,"

She put her one gift to uss, looking into ths futurs since she
could ses nothing of her past, She began by predicting camp work assign-
ments, especially the coveted kitchen positions. News of her amazing pre-
dictions soon reached the sars of the camp Commandant, who pulled her from
the kitchen (whers shs pesled mors skin than potatoes with her sightless
fingers) to install her as his private Muse. After a few years, when tﬁo
tide of war began to turn in favor of the Allies, #0924144 began to fear
she would ses her own number come up on the death squad quotag she recalled
the old saw about what=happsnedsd-to-messsngers-who=brought=bad-news,
Luckily, her camp was liberated befors the Commandant decided to terminate
her prophetic services.

Desiring a fresh start in life, #0924144 traveled to London, whers
she found a talent agent who knew a good thing when he sew one, Said agent,
ons Marvin Auschlander, asked her her name, got a number, and decided to
christen her himself, From Marvin she ascquired both "Karyll" (because it
sounded ordinary but was spelled most artistically—=Marvin couldn't spell
worth beans) and "Auschlander," since he had no intention of letting this

prize pigeon fly the coop. He quit his agency, married Karyll, and
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heppily tock more tham his rightful percentage from her readings for the
rich and titled,

She practiced har trade on Harley Street and kept a consulting
room across from an ear, nose, and throat specislist, She read fortunes,
predicted winners at the track, fast-rising stocks, future husbands,
future divorces, future deaths, and logically, conducted ssances with the
dearly departed., Police occasionally called upon her services (her record
was two out of three). She was respscted in her field., She acquired
wealth and standing in society., As the ysars passed, she grew plump and
tinted her brown hair red (weren't most seers redheads?). In 1950 Mr,
Auschlander died, Now Karyll no longer parted with an agent's commission,
She did quite nicely on her own through word of mouth, and she had built
up a rich and influential circle of clients, among whom was mmbered
the Fat Man,

This night the buxom fifty=three ysar old widow was cautiously
pacing her newly=decorated mauve apartment (she had been told by her in=
terior decorator that mauve was & mysterious color) in s bathrobs under
which she wore a flimsy pink chiffon nightgown trimmed in pink marabou
with matching marsbou=eccented mules of modest two=inch height., She paced
cautiously because she frequently bumped into the furniture, It was her
lot to see shead, but never what was closs at hand, Her decorstor had
suggested padded furniture to reduce mishaps., As Karyll conceded, it
didn't inspire confidence in the paying customers to consult a seer with

bruised shins.
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She continued her sedate pace though her heart beat like a voo-
doo tom=tom in four/four time, Her pre-war memory had never returned,
though she often had flashes of what ssemed to be scenes from her past
life, Trouble was, these flashes romped promiscuously with her genuine
visions, It was difficult to tell them apart., Tonight's vision, however,
had besn disturbing vivid. She clutched her chiffon gown closer to her
football-gized breasts., She felt around for her upholstered armchair.,

She plumped down, squeszing her melon-round thighs together. Her heart
rate slowed, She brsathed deeply, forcing hersslf to count bstween breaths,
She fingered her tinted curls., She concentrated, A man face-down in the
snow, Aching cold, Death by violencs. Someons she had known or would
know,

She pulled her bathrobe closer to her shivering body,

* * * * * *

Mearnwhile, back in Berlin the very next morning, the mysterious
woman-with=the=twisting-wool=skirt=-and=eye=glasses=that=slipped-down-her-
nose~-rapeatedly tried to lurk inconspicucusly in the shadow of a building
across the street from the Hotel Excelsior, She still had her notebook
with her, It had been a tedious morning, In fact, the morning was almost
used up, and he still hadn't emerged. UWhat was keeping him?

Importuning German business~types had accosted har severesl times
already. Uhat was it with them? Her slouchy raincoat couldn't even keep
them away. She knew harself not to be pretty 1n tho_classigal sense, Or
sven in the conventional sense, but Freddy liked her. Uell, mofo than liked

her, probablys but she had no intention of giving up her carser, Her



mother's blood ran too strongly in her veins for that , . . except Mother
had done so for one man.

She continued to wait, automatically frowning when any adult Ger-
man male looked her way.

With more difficulty than Reilly had anticipated, or perhaps be-
cause he had been so long out of practice, he managed to at last extricate
himself from Pepita's embraces long snough to dress and call a taxi to take
him to the airport. She, however, sxtricated a promise from him in the
hotel lobby: he must ses her upon the completion of his London businsss.

It was an easy enough promise to meke, knowing in the back of his mind that
such promises wers sasily broken,

After he had left, Pepita went back up to the room and dialed a
number,

"The fish has slipped the nst."

She replaced the rsceiver. She was vaguely uneasy, It didn't
do to let these chaps down., No telling what they might do.

The noon sunshine grested Reilly's eyes when he stepped down from
the Hotel Excelsior and walked the few paces to the cab stand where his
texi would pick him up, The air had freshened, probably from yesterday's
drizzle. Berlin was still a gray place, but now at least it looked cleansed
and not quite so shabby, It was a bright October day., It took a minute
for his eyes to adjust to the outside light. Then he spotted a rumpled
female shape that gave his heart a start, Conatancof Was it Constance
back from the dead? . «  Constance in the shadows scrunching her head

down, yet peering up at him through horn-rimmed glasses? . . . Constance
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in a rumpled reincocat? And no lipstick?

It was Marisa, his stepdaughter,

Reilly relaxed, His hesart slowed to normal, At twenty-five,
Marisa was the pudgy, sye—=glassed replica of her mother as she had been
thirteen ysars ago, Except Constance had never bsen pudgy. And didn't
wear sys glasses, And certainly wore lipstick. And had better taste in
clothes., Actuslly, Marisa was more like her mother in spirit than in
flesh, Marisa didn't wear high heels either., She prefsrred the safesty
of flats and ballerina slip-—ons, She had trouble negotiating hesls, what
with her glasses falling down and her skirt riding up, But Marisa had
been devoted to her mother, And, if tfuth be told, Mariss had hed a
school girl crush on her stepfather at the time of the marriage,

Marisa had bsen & sixth grader in Baltimore at the time of the
Kathar Affair, After Constance's marriage, she sent her daughter to Eu-
rope to be educated in Swiss finishing schools, which nearly finished her
off, but somehow never made & dent in her stubborn desire for comfort and
practicality over fashion, Mariss would've preferred the Sshars snesker
to desert boots, had positions besn reversed, but that would have made a
different story entirely,

The Swiss schools, however, placed Marisa in the rarefied company
of ambassadors' and movie stars' daughters and ths special world of media
coverage in which they lived., It intrigued the plain girl, She decided
to become an investigative journalist, After the finishing schools, she
consequently studied political history, photography, and journalism at

University College of London, coming down to visit at Saint's Rest
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betwesn terms. It had been a comfortable pattern for Mariss, one which had
instilled s touch of stability in her otherwiss peripatetic existencs.
She only gusssed at the drama of Reilly's life, Now she determined to
help him,

| The plain, pudgy girl in tweed and wools who wors horn-rims,
however, had a protector who watched over her by the neme of Freddy Mac—
Corker, son of Eliss P, MacCorker, M. P, House of Cosmons, nouvesu-riche
heir to the MacCorker Colliery Works in the Midlands (nouvesu-riche in
English terms is anyons who has acquired his wealth within the last ome
hundred and fifty years, and certainly anyone who has soquired it memuslly
rather than through the accepted channel of inheritance). Freddy met
Marisa at a party in Cambridge, He attended the London Sehﬁol of Economics,
He was enchanted with the plain girl with career plans, He followed her
around & lot, He planned to marry her ons day, whether she knew it or
not,

Reilly hailed Marisa from the cab stand and she blushed, pushing
up her glasses, At this rate she was a washout at sleuthing, They went
to London to see Madame Karyll together,

As the night had been unkind to her, Karyll applied two cucumber
slices to what she was certain were puffy syes that morning, Her red hair
had been dressed, but shs wasn't, She called her lady's maid to choose
something suitable for an afterncon consultation, "But Madame,” Lucy
said, "you don't have an afterncon consultation on your agenda," PMadame

Karyll pulled herself stiffly erect in her vanity chair, "That is what

you think," she answered in a superior tone.



Her lady's maid was used to such I-have-spoken pronouncements
from her employer. What did one expect, working for a seer? She picked
out the eggplant wool suit with matching peplum jacket and lavender ascot
blouse. A redhead in purple should look mysterious enough, Lucy ressoned,
for whoever was coming. Mademe often resorted to a littls stage-dressing
for heightened effect. Just look at this god=swful meuve apartment, she
philosophized,

* * ] * » *

Reilly pushed the buzzer to Madame Karyll's apartment at the Al-
bany just befors tea time, PMarisa was by his side, pushing her glasses
upy pulling her skist down, and adjusting her wrinkled raincoat, Burton,
Karyll's butler, ushersd them in when he saw the Fat Man's card with Asad's
flowing script on the back, He told them to weit in the salon,

Reilly was impsccably dressed in a flawlessly=tailored suit from
Savile Row, He was freshly shaved and had had his hair trimmed at the
barber's before coming here, He wasn't sure why he had gone to all the
extra trouble for a blind woman, but he had, Marisa had combed her hair,
Madame Karyll made her entrance on the arm of Lucy, since she detssted
walking canes, She felt they added ysars to one's appsarence and she was
old enough, thank you, Her bruised shins revesled her vanity, however.

She wes seated and then Reilly sat in a cheir facing hers. He
extended his hand to her qutstrotchod one and gave his nams at her inquiry,
surely a formality for one so gifted as she, An indescribable shock ran
through Karyll's system at the touch of this man. Her modiun'; sense told

her thia.uaa he whom she had seen in last night's vioion. This was the man



59

who would die, A tremor seized her body, She forced hersslf to attend
to his speech, though it wasn't necessery, Her "psychic window" was
crystal clear on this one, Windex couldn't meke it brighter. She would
do all she could, gladly., She liked the sound of his voics, Something
in it drew her, That of his stspdaughter's sounded plain,

Reilly found himself inexplicably drawm to this plumpish, over—-
dressed woman in tinted curls and rouged cheeks who offered tea end lemon
cakes and sesmed to vibrate when he touched her, Her voice calmed him
and put him in mind of his home, She wasn'’t that such older than he.

It would be soothing to bed such a pillowy women, he thought,

Mariss was frankly bored, Both Reilly and Madame seemed to share
en instant repport and the lemon cakes were dry, She looked at her watch
end tried agein, this time successfully, to pull her creeping skirt down,
Freddy was in town this weskend. Nothing much was happening here, She
looked up and begged to be excused. Reilly and Mademe nodded. She could
be reached at Freddy's parents'’ townhouse, since Parlisment was in session,
They had an awfully nice typewriter and she would just typs up her notes
and if her stepfather could bs so kind at to call her in the morning from
his hotel they would meet for breakfast to plan what next to do? Yes yes
yes he had said, continuing to geaze into Madame's sightless eyes and hold
Madame's hand, Merisa shrugged. Lucy showed her the way out,

Children could be so tiresome at times.

» »* * * *
Karyll awoke once in the night with another vision, but this time

she simply turned on her side to the man and shifted her leg over his hip
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and thigh, pressing her voluptuous breasts and opulent belly against his
back and sliding her arm under his and against his chest, He stirred,
clasped her hand in his, and sank deeper into his dreams. She was in-
finitely softer than Pepita.

As Reilly prepared to leave that morning to collect Merisa Karyll
talked to him from the vanity table, She was seated, combing out her
tinted curls, Last night had surprised them both, none more than Reilly,
She was giving him advice, the gist of which pertained to his staying out
of the snow, UWhen he mentioned his Russian winters in Odessa as a boy, she
was the one who froze. "No no no, you must not go back to Russia," she
had said, She told him of her premonitory vision, He shrugged, It merely
gave him a clue where next to go, He had to find his wife's killer., She
stilled her hand, hair brush aloft; a flash went through her system once
more, then she recovered. Reilly asked her what it was, Nothing; an im-
pression of red, that's all, she had said, resuming her combings of what
use could that be?

Reilly adjusted his tie, stepped behind Karyll, and encircled her
with his arms, giving her a brief kiss and a quick squesze, He silently
thanked the Fat Man.

Now he suspected a connection betwesn Pepita and Karyll's snow
vision, The flash of red. A woman's dress, certainly; thers could bs no
mistake, He would go back to Berlin, alone, He would kesp that promise
to Pepitl.' He mumbled aunothihg about catching a plane to Keryll as hes
went out the door, She didn't even have time to share laot'night's dream

with him over croissants and tea, a dream of ice skates and drownings did
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he think there was a connection betwesn the two visions? Now she
would not know,

That was the troubles how could she know that it was not her
psychic window which had been open last night, but memories of her old
1ife? That Reilly's voice and touch had rocketed her fog-bound brain
back to memories of her Odessa girlhood, that she was, indesd, not only
#0924144, but 0dile Sofis Pinnsky-Kutyapoff, half-sister to Sigmund
"Siggy" Rosenblum, aka Sidney Reilly, married at age seventeen to the
owner of Minsk's largsst shoe stors, or that Sam Kutyapoff, her husband,
still grisved his wife's loss?

]

It hadn't been easy prying the informetion out of Madame Karyll,
but snough cocoanut bon=bons and the promiss of a date with Rosano Brazzi
(Marisa's Suiaq finishing school connections had paid off at last) did the
trick after waiting fruitlesssly st Freddy's parents' townhouse for the ex-
pected phone call, She berated herself on the way over to Madame Karyll's
in the taxi, She should have known better than to trust that he'd call
her, Uhat did she think she was on—a picnic? Something was up and she
had to find out what it wes, The seer's confuﬁod mumblings about ice
skates and snow and red only confirmed Marisa's fears that Reilly was
headed back into danger, and most likely, back into the arms of that
frizzed blonde at the Excelsior., uWell, Mother was dead now, and she had

outgrown her school girl crush, but couldn't men be a little more
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discriminating than that?

But, like mother, like daughter; Marisa determined to follow
Reilly into danger, She bought herself a ticket for the boat=train and
preparsd to depart for Calais that afterncon, No telling what she'd
find in Berlin when she got thers, Marisa chalked it up to training for
her career in investigative journalism, and it would probably also look
good on a résums, Freddy, howsver, had other plans, Looking deeply into
his beloved's horn=rimmed syes, he saw sheer idiocy, Hs detsrmined to
follow her.

* * #* * * #*

Pepita had difficulty mesking her shock when Reilly strode into
the Excelsior bar, He'd only been gone two days., She was meeting with
two KGB agents to discuss ways and means of luring Reilly back to Berlin
and covering her butt in the event it took longer than her superior antici-
pated, Now things had miraculously unclomplicated themsslves——or was it
too miraculous? Best to hook this fish and forget swestening the bait,

She left the two men and ran cver to Reilly, throwing her slender
amms sxcitedly around his neck and asking for a kiss first, then a drink.
He accommodated her with both, The agents watched discretely. It wasn't
too diffiocult or too imeginative what Pepita did next, but she didn't
have the time to be fancy., Reaching into her clutch, she felt for and
pulled out & slim gelatin capsule which she mansuversd into Reilly's
scotch and water, It dissolved on contact, Within seconds of finishing
his drink his spsech slurred, his coordination slackened, and he blacked

out, Upon his collapse and Pepita's cries for help, two men smerged from
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the shadows offering the lady assistamce to get him into a cab, It
was that sasy,

They switched transportation at the Wall and rode through the
check=points to East Berlin with a minimum of fuss or questions. The
border officials fell over themselves to coopsrate with KGB, From East
Berlin Reilly was contimuously kept under the influsnce of Pentathal, ad=-
ministered intravenously svery six hours on the 900-mile long train ride
to Moscow, The trip took seven days.

B8y the end of that week, upon arrival at Moscow's fortress-like
Louvbianka Square, the Inmer Prison, Reilly was allowsd to gradually re-
gain consciousness, The Soviets found Pentathal a useful drug for trens-
porting valusble priscners great distances with little expenditure of
manpower, Reilly, however, felt as if he'd been hit over the head with
a hemmer, Repesatedly,

» * » * » »

Merisa was frustreted and frightened, Her great adventure was
not going well, Why couldn't she get it right? Mother surely never had
days like these, She and Freddy debarked from Calais after a calm Channel
crossing and took the trsin for West Germany., Shes cursed the time they
lost cressing sach international border; she'd forgotten thers were so
many-=France, Belgiwm, the Netherlands, and finelly, Germany, Why hadn't
she oliply floin, she asked herself, She could see it now: writing child=-
ren’s books for a living, instead of leading the life of an international
investigative journalist, wiring fast=breaking stories to fist=-pounding,

cigar-smoking editors of the world®’s most prestigious newspapers——her beat:
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the globe, All bunkum., She couldn't sven get her trsnsportation right,

And she was also frightened, Asking for information at the bar
(the only logical place she could think to ask), witnesses from two days
past recalled a drunk answering Reilly's build and description being se-
corted from the hotel in the company of two men and a besutiful blonde.
WVhere did they go, she asked; did anyons hear where they told the cab to
take him? No one could remember, It didn't seem important. DOrunks wers
always being escorted from bars, but ususlly not in such lovely company,.

Two days, two whole days, her mind scresmed, She thought back to
what Mademe Karyll had said, The vision, Snow, Red., Death. And he had
spoken of his boyhood in Odessa, That was all, So little to go on, Where
could he be now? Uthers, dammit?

Freddy was all for packing it up as & poor job, Her stepfather
had nine lives; he'd been in worse scrapes before this——rsmember the Ke=
thar Affair? He'd get out of whatever or wherever he was, just you wait
and ses, Marisa didn't see., Reilly was fifty ysars old this time., And
he didn't have Constance with him, He didn't have anyone with him, and
ss far as she knew, no one knew whers he was at precisely this moment,
and certainly net the British Government., He was utterly alone, And then
her recing mind took a'quantuu leap, She made an announcement to Freddy,

"Russia, It must be Russia, Don't you ses, Freddy?"

Freddy didn't ses, She really did say the most hars-brained
things at times., She needed somecns to follow her around, she did, Marisa
explained in a calmer voice that Madame Karyll's vision was of a cold place,

and what, her flawless logic argued, could be colder than Russie? Plus
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Reilly had dene counter—intelligence work over the ysars for M.I,5, He'd
caught countless KGB spies in the West and knew the placements of others.
Perhaps an enemy had gotten to him this time, tripped him up, kidnapped
hia, and taken the Master Spy back to Mother Russia? It could be true,
she reasoned,

Freddy listened., She made a little more sense this time, Then
she suggested following after him, UWrong again! They were private citi-
zens, It would take months to get the paperwork through mersly requesting
permission to cross the Sovist frontier, The formelities would be too
time consuming, he argued,

And Freddy was right, Thers was no time,

6

Pepita made the journey with Reilly for the express purpose of
meeting the supreme hsad of KGB activity in the West, her superior's
superior, Felix Derjinsky, Reilly's capture had been a goal of Derjin-
sky's for over a decads, ever since Reilly had begun free=lancing for
M.I.5¢ Many ploys and stratagems had been devised, but always with the
sams lack of results, Finally a plan had been exscuted whitch promised to
remove Bolshevism's prime hindrance in the West, And it had all begun
with Consteance's murder.

Osrjinsky used a woman in the plot, rehsarsed her in her role,
sent her to England, This woman claimed to have information for Constance's
husband, a list of douélo-cgonta in M, 1,5, a list of traitors vital to the

sacurity of the Uest; she herself was Q simple secretary in the Services
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now she feared for her life; would Constance sse her, take the list from
her? she couldn't bs seen in public talking to Reilly; she fsared for her
life, but she loved her countrys would Constance come and not tell her
husband? Constance had agresd to a mesting place over the phone, She
was drsssing for the aftsrnoon appointment when Pepita walked into the
master bedroom and fired,

* * »* »* »* *

When Reilly regained consciousness he found himsslf wearing only
a strait=jacket and strapped down to an iron bed freme, His tiny cell
was cold and damp, He judged it underground, His clothing and shoes had
been taken from him, as had his -uttricc and blanket, One neked light
bulb dangled from the cracked ceiling, No window alleviated ths grayness
or told him day from night,

This was not his first time swake, He dimly recalled the hotel
bar in Berlin, mesting Pepita, then a gep of measningless nights which
would have been days, a gray non=time, Then a hazy swimming=up to con=
sciousness, as of the time he nearly drowned in the icy, swift=flowing
ODneiper, But now thers wers sndless rounds of repetitive questions in a
room ceataining one long wooden tabli, a scribe to take down his confes-
sions, and another men to apply the pain of & rubber hose in vicious licks
across his body for sach question left unanswersd; always the same ques-
tions, always the same pain, followed by sventual loss of consciousness,

Coiled springs cut into the back of his head and the backs of
his legs, He looked down at his exposed thighs and calves. They were

purple uith'bruiooo, as, he guessed, were his fecs, chest, an& arms,
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His testicles ached, He nesded to use the lavatory, but thers was only a
drein in the center of the timy cell and he was strapped down, His throat
cried for water, He couldn't remember being fed or given anything to
drink, MNe shivered, unable te move,

The neked bulb continued to glare from the cracked ceiling,

] * * » *

Pepita was arguing with Derjinsky, Theirs had besn & relationship
of whispered phome calls and meetings through intermediaries. Now they
were face~to=face, and the dislike was mutual,

Like Lenin before him, Derjinsky had been a scheol teacher bsfore
joining the Party, He was a thin, dry, ascetic men with the high, proud
cheskbones of the Slav and tiny wire=rim glasses through which his cold
blue eyss looked on a world of pain., Thers was nothing coarse sbout himj
his body was small and compact, his thimning fair hair neatly trimmed, his
slim fingers leng and tapering omn soft hands with the power to sigm life
or death on the endless forms that crossed his desk sach dey,

Across from him, disturbing the quist efficiency of his office,
sat Pepita, the insolent slut ome of his agents had plucked from the gut-
ters of London's East End six ysars ago, Her coarseness offended himg
everything sbout her offended him, But she was useful, The KGB had given
her a hame, friends, treining, moneys had watched over her welfare as her
alcoholic father lay dying in a charity ward and her mother had left to
take wp with another man, The KGB, as she had come to know them, cared
for hers in turn, she showed first her eppreciation, then her loyalty,
They had asked little things at first, and she'd dens them, What they



had asked was mot extraordinary for s girl who had done many things just
to stay alive, And them they asked larger thimgs, and she consented,
priding herself on her discipline and sbility to survive. That's what
life had taught her: one must survive at all costs,

The unexpected combinetion of her fresh young beauty, amenebility
to training, and sbsoluts rvthlessness had made her an ideal assassin,
This unlikely combinstion had made her more sucoessful and more dangerous
than her older male countsrparts., It had slsc made her arrogent.

Restless and uneasy with her stay in Moscow, she demended a fresh
sssigmment with the delivery of Reilly completed., Derjinsky wanted her te
stay a while longer, She bickered, He listemed in stony silence. In
some respects Pepita was childlike, It has been ocbserved that childrea
often meke the best killers becauss they have not yst developed sophisti-
cated emotions such as remorse, nor have they the power of self-analysis;
witness the childrem of Northern Irsland, the childrem of Palestine, Bei-
rut, Lebanon, Tell them they are ridding the earth of evil and they will
belisve you, Derjinsky decided to tsll Pepita some home truths, Its
ultimate effect, he calculated, would be to bind her more closely to them,

She fell silent, her tirade at an end, Osrjinsky opened her
dossier before him and began to read aloud, began to read facts about her
1life, parentage, origin that she had never expected, facts which she lis~
tensd to but did not begin to comprehend in their entirety until much
later, facts tirelessly gathered, culled, assembled, arranged from the
investigative work of ysars, facts which named her runaway mother and al=-
coholic father not her parents, facts which told her of the ancient tie of
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bloed bstween her and this land, the call of Russian soil to her blood
and bones, the tis of heritage and race, of a seduction in Venice, a mar-
riage arranged, a Russian mother, Mother Russis, loyslty, loyalty, “"father
unknown™ read the certificate, but they knew, bond of blood, family,
fanily, father unknown father unknown father . . . Sidney Reilly,

Me did not stop there but continued on and on, voice droming,
boring, pounding into her skull: father father father where can you go?
where can you belong? who would take you in who who who would take in
somgons as vicious as you corrupt as you low as you? you a murdersss of
the lowest kind you do it for money you de it you did it with your father
father it reng in her ears kill kill whom do you kill? you kill your fa=
ther's wife you did it with your father dida't you didn't you rotten
vicious corrupt you did it and then you betrey you betrayed him to us
to us where can you go? to whom belong? no home no home unfit to live
vicious wretched low creature you belong to us family family you are one
of us, You are.

» * » » » *

They were still sitting in the Hotel Excelsior bar, Marisa was
sobbing into Freddy's wet tweed shoulder. He determined to help her in
any way possible, He couldn't stand to ses her this broken up over the
business., And he must disabuse her of this foolish cloak-and-dagger no-
tion, He must save her. From herself, if necessary,

"191]1 talk to father about this,® he soothed, stroking her
stretched=out cashmers sweater on her heaving back, She reslly did need

a decent wardrobe., "Father's an NP, He'll know what to do, pull a few
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strings, collect a few favors, ODon't cry so, pet, Don't cry, 1It'll

be all right, I promise you, Here," he said, taking her glasses off her
nose and wiping them, "now then, Father will talk to the Forsign Office.
I'a sure it'll be all right, An official inquiry, a protest, something,
maybe pressure for a relsase, if that's where you think he is,"™ he added
hopefully, He righted her dried glasses on her nose.

She raised her hsad, Her eyes were rimmed with ugly red circles
and the skin had puffed arocund them, giving her the look of a dyspeptic
owl with conjunctivitis., Tears, those which had missed Freddy's tweed
shoulder, had dripped a wet trail down the front of her baggy sweater,
She ceased her scbs and looked deep into his syes, He saw tear-washed
irises like panels of redisnt stained glass,

She looked bsautiful.

7

Pepita wore a gray jersey dress and low black hesls, Her bleached
blonde frizz was pulled back seversly from her face in a tibht chignon at
the nape of her neck, Her roots wers growing out, Her face was scrubbed
and pale without her customary rouge and syelimer, She looked like & peni-
tent nun, and as she descended to the lower level of the Inner Prison she
realized she blended in with the walls, Her escort guards halted before a
door, She asked for five minutes alone, She had it with her, Thers was

something she could do for him now,
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* * * * * *

Reilly had been incarcerated six weeks when the Foreign Office
inquired after the status of one of their British subjects. Six weeks
into a Russian winter, Between bsatings and questioning sessions he wvas
locked in solitary confinement, It was & crude but effective routine:
questions followed by beatings followed by solitary confinement followed
by mors questions, He was bony now and hs ached all the time, His skin
was broken and refused to heal properly. His eyes watered from the in-
cessant glare of the neked bulb in his cell, He suffered from the intense
cold and damp, The short, monotonous rations of salted herring made his
lips crack. He begged for additionsl intor. Help had to come soon or it
would be teo late. He would use it on himeeslf,

* * » * * »

The communiqud from the British F.0, which had come to Derjinsky's
hand courtsously requested information on the status of one Sidney Reilly,
Should said British subject be unlawfully sequestered er maintained against
his will the British Government objected most strenuously and would take
the strongest possible action according to established guidelines sesnc-
tioned by international protocol,

It met with the seme silence which greeted other such diplomatic
inquiries. fNonethelsss, the subject would be moved, He was too valuable
to kill just yet, He hadn't given them the names of all the agents operat-

ing in the West, And Derjinsky derived enormous satisfaction from his coup.

* * »* * * *
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Tuo months had passed since Reilly's dissppearance. Meriss was
reading The Lendon Times in the townhouse of Freddy's parents, who had
put her up during the ordeal. She had become officially engaged., MHer
oys scanned a smell press releass on the imside of the front page., The
body of a British subject had been found at the Russo~Finlandia border in
e routine patrol by soldiers . . .

FMariss fainted.,

Reilly was deed,

Epilogue

August, 1955, Mariss wed Freddy in a small private ceremeny at
his parents' Londen townhouse., No members of the bride's femily were pre-
sent. The bride was queted im the papsrs as "wishing her desr stepfather
could have been present for the happy occasion.” They honeymeomed in
Scotland, in time for the grouss ssason, of whioh Freddy was fond, Upon
their return, additionel wedding presents had scoumulated at the townhouse
address for the happy coupls, but nons wers mors mturiﬁu or quite so
large as that sent by the Fat Man.

Prying open the shipping crate with a crowbar, Freddy and Merisa
found & rare and wnusual example of the cocoon=style Louis Quinze hqod-d
ohair in black leather and hand-carved solid walnut frame. It stood clese
to six fest tall, It wes a horribly lavish and dear gesture to maks to a
women he had never im, but old associations, a soft hsart, and pressing
necessity had compelled the Fat Man to use the wedding gift as a device to

conceal a private missive as unexpected and precious as the heirloom in
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which it reposed, in a slit in the liming underneath the bottom of the
chair sest, But more of that later.

Upon their return from Scotland and the grouse ssason, the happy
young couple also discovered that the MacCorkers' wedding preseat to them
was the deed to the London townhouss., Freddy took up the admimistretive
and managerial reins eof the MecCorker Collisry Works to grsat effect,
since he had takea a First at the London School of Economics. In later
ysars he cast his sys on his father's seat in the House of Commons and
saintained that femily tredition with equel distinctiom,

After the disappessrencs of Reilly, the flat reception which had
met the officisl imquiry, and the death motice in the paper, Marise
thoughtfully reviewed her career goals and performance in the Reilly Af-
fair, She found hersslf not to have the stuff of her mother in her. In
subsequent years, she took up the writing of children's books and received
no little success wpon their publication, being much in demand by the
public and read with equal relish by her own two children, Freddy Jr. and
Sydney Constance, She had indeed come to terme at last with her own spirit
of adventure.

Though the coming ysars brought many changes, as Time imvariably
can and will, let the bicgrapher confess that some things did not change:
Marisa's glasses comtinued to slide down her nose in direct proportion to
her nﬁol skirt riding wp and Freddy continuwed to love her,

The Fat Men, reclusive collector of the rare, ths uncbtainable,
and the exotic, one=time nemesis of Reilly, chess maven and grand soul,
died quistly at his secluded desert retreat within weeks of sending the
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wedding gift to Marisa and Freddy, He died surrounded by the objects he
had loved, in his sleep, which, lst it be noted, was in a nineteenth-century
Victorian mshogeny sleigh bed with hand=carved corner posts, side rails,
headboard and footboard embellished with solid bress bosses., Had he

lived longer he might have died otherwise and in other feshion, sincs he
had been on the verge of ordering the new Swedish modular furniture units
which were hitting the market just then, It would have added depth to an
already considersbly broad collection, As it was, he died with the cate-
logue in his hends, peacsfully, Asad by his side.

He left his considersble cellection of art and furniture to the
Metropolitan Museum of Art in New Yorks to Asad, the desert retrest, tax-
free, with a lifetime annuity, In a mystsrious codicil he willed to Reilly
his extensive collection of Nepoleonic memorabilia, worth a veritable for-
tune, and in the svent of his death, in trust to Merisa Ford Reilly Meo=-
Corker, and no, most assuredly, the Fat Men's collection of memorsbilia
did not extend to the grossly wulgar, low, and ribald acquisition of prime
Nepoleana despicably put up for auction at Sotheby's; that of the shrivelled,
dessicated, and finger-length member of the Grend Emperor said to have been
excised upon desath by an unspeakably mercenary fortunshunter of svem baser
scruples . o o wall, you know,

Though Herr Kubbeldorf was never again sent on fisld expeditions
for the Sfaatliggg ofio:hthc singularly embarrassing outcome of the Kathar
Affair, the museum, as has already been sesn, did allow thes good curator
to stay on and oversee the maintenancs of new acquisitions. His retire-

ment party was planned in 1960, but the good curator so abhorred the
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thought of separation from the things which had meant so much to himhe
was quite similar in this regard to the Fat Man==that he barricaded him=-
self in the Pre-Christian Art Wing of the Staatliche behind rows of piled
mummy cases for two whole days until the Board of Trustees voted him an
honorery lifetime position., Heppy in service to science, the curator
died five ysars later, after conducting a tour of visiting Girl Scouts
from America through the Early Art of Man exhibit., The Staatliche erected
a memorial cenotaph to him in the southwest corner of the museum grounds
which stands to this day for all who care to see it,

Valentina Maria Eloni Savinkoff=Potiphar, ake Meisie Micklewhits,
aka Pepita Bombadilla, disappsared from the list of active KGB agents
shortly after the Reilly Affair., Various reports placs her as the wife
of a South American coffee plantation owners a burlesque dancer in Cleve-
land, OH3 in England as the genuine manifestation of Rula Lenska, formerly
thought to be a publicity=generated non-entitys the mother of Madonna in
Royal Osk, MI$ and a Bhuddist nun in Tibet.

Madame Karyll, aks #0924144, aka Odile Sofia Pinnsky Kutyapoff
Auschlander, continued to live in mysterious style at her rocoms in the
Albany, Her predictions continued to garner her success, wealth, and
popular acclaim as she continued to confuse flashes of her past life with
those of her gemuine visions, though she managed to maintain her two=out—
of=three record, Approximatsly ten years after the Reilly Affair she ex-
perienced a momentary flash of an old man with white hair and rheumatic
joints conversing on a mountain top with a comely middle-eged novitiate

on the merits of Oriental mysticism, but dismissed it as indigestion from
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too -uy cream buns from that afterncon's high tea, Harder to dismiss
was one Sam Kutyapoff, who, on resding of the celebrated Mademe Karyll
and of her phenomenal success in contacting the spirits of the deed,
applied for and obtained a travel visa to meke the long trek from Minsk
to London to consult the famed seer. Ths slement of French bedroom farcs
was further increesed sincs Mademe Karyll, the lonely widow of Marvin, had
married her butler, Burton, The ensuing brangle is fodder for other bio=-
grephers,

Postescript

As readers of "Saint's Rest, The End of Reilly" will have followed
the twisting plot line this far, they will have doubtless also noted that
nothing since has been said of the mysterious missive containing a private
messags to Marisa secreted in the bowels (if indesd chairs mey be said to
have such) of the chair which had besn sent as a wedding gift from the Fat
Men,

Let th; lettsr spesk for itsslf, since it travql.d a journey ar-
duocus by human utlndarda;llm-carrhr, airplane, train, tramp steamer,
fishing boat, o0il tanker, desert camel, Willis Jeep——then hence by insured
freight across the Channel and into Merisa's trembling hands when she dis=-
lodged it with the dustmop one dismal foggy London afternoom in the spring
of 1957 (she would have found it soomer had she been a more meticulows
heusekeeper, but such is the vicissitude of Fortune).
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It vas somewhat the worse for wear and handling, Its substance
is faithfully reproduced in the Appendix, The original now resides in
the biographer's private collection,

Here then, is the letter,
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Appendix

Jancary, 1955
Moscow
The Inner Prison

My Dear Marisa,

Should this letter resach you know thet I am well and im & place removed
from harm, Do not worry fer me. 1 am not alone,

Know also that I am no traitor to the West, that aid was given me by one
whon I had no reason to trust, and that en route in my transfer I slipped
free of my guerds with the aid of my friend and made my way South to the
lamasery of the Bhuddist adept Lao=Tzu, Know also that showld my sscape
succesd, it will have been with the help of one with whom I have made my
psace, one whem shall go by the neme Valentine.

If you should ask and wonder in the years to come why I do not make my way
back to you, know these two reasons, First, they will never stop searching
for me. I have seen and know too muchs and sscond, for my sins, m‘dear,

for my sins,



Purple Lace

"Quick, Peacock!"™ Sir Baldwin Thornedyke Bush-
cock IV, also known as 'Baldy Bushcock'! to members
of the Club, gabbled to his man, faithful menser-
vant, personal valet, and family retainer to the
Bushcocks for sixty-eix of his seventy-eight arth-
ritic (well, truth to say, at least fifteen of the
last sixty-eix ysars wers truly arthritic in the
medical senss) years, peering through ths invit-
ingly open yet not obviously ajar (since they were
French) doors overlooking the splendid sumkem gare
dem, "Bring me the spyglass!" as it appeared the
rendy young Lerd Harry Mungetud was about te com=
promise Lord Bushcock's nubile young niecs the
Honorable Lady Maude Lucilla Touchnot by the trel-
1lis of trailing tubercses which exuded an inde-
finable yst in no way unidentifisble fragrance of
musky ssnsuousity over not just the invitingly nice
sunken garden but also over the entire Bushcock
family estate in delightful Deven on a dappled day
im sbout the middle of the month of a splendid
spell of deliciously dry (but net too dry for the
tuberoses) weather one balmy Jume in the Year of
Our Lord 1789=-

Oh , . o shit,

I get an idea for a colorful commercial historical romence with
stock characters, a popular century, thes scenic English countryside, an
impending sex sceme with definite voyeur (too racy for Harleguin? too
"period™ for Cosmo?) overtones, but it's, well it just isn't . . . art.

Yﬁu kmﬁ.

Hey, it's not like I don't know good writing, I'm an English
msjor, I've read Shakocpnri. But the public reads pulp and the publishers
want "foxiuh" and I just want to get rich so if I give the pecple what they

79
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want then I cen laugh all the way to the bank and then when I'm rich and
femous 1'1]1 give the psople GREAT LITERATURE ‘csuse I'm an English mejor
and I've read Shakespears but I'm damned if I'll be poor in the process

of becoming one of the most significant writsrs of the late twentisth cen=
tury.

Except I'm not really sure I can pull it off, so Lady Meude will
have to do for now., And Reilly, And Dariah,

I meen, look at Erics Jong, She's writtem her sex novels and
books of poetry and shes teaches English somewhere—]I think Austrelia, Or
is that Germaine Gresr? Well, vhat I mean is, she's an academic, gets
rave notices, teaches, and laughs all the way to the bank, 1 mean, she's
got some credibility, Unlike Jackis Collins who just has gobs of money
and books on the Best Sellers' List but mo sccreditation by scademe,
Jackies gsts read now and has her sister Josn appear in mini-geries of her
works but who will know who she is fifty years from now other tham players
of the twenty=first century edition of Trivial Pursuit, right?

When I'm in class the plot lines, characters, and scenariocs run
through my mind with the estatic sbandon of Dionysian maenads.

I mean, I am HOT,

inopirod;

Imbwed with direction,

Then the blank page in the typeswriter confronts me and the spark
simpers and farts out Lady Msude, Reilly, etc.

For two hours sach week I sit in class and I listen to trash and

I listen to tressurs (but mostly trash) and I wonder how Sheila does it
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for a livimg, I mean, Reilly is okay writing but it's not GREAT WRITING,
She's published, She does it, Even thowgh most of our stuff ié good,
some of it is just plain ewful (well, it is our juvemalias) and how does
she manage to sit still term after term and saile sweetly and offer posi-
tive comments without scresming in frustretion yesar after yser after ysear
after year?

Thess sager end innocent faces: tell me it's good, Sheilaj tell
®e I'n a writer, Sheilag tsll me I should think about getting an agent,
Sheila,

John is reeding his stuff now, 1 look forward to class when he's
there, espscially when he reads nmthing of his. Trouble is, some writers
can't reed their stuff sloud worth shit and John is one of them, He spits
his stories out in s stiff machine gun stacocato punctuated by a racking
cough, His stuff is good==it mostly seems that way-=but it sure is hard
to follow, especially with his bronchial accompeniment., (Thers I go agasin,
getting artsy & dithyrembic) '

Now John is dark and curly-haired, with just s slight scraggle
of nape hair nuzzling his Oxford collsr., Patched sweaters, tight, faded
jeans, He talks like a New Yorker, He can also talk about a piece of
writing-=what it means, where it's going, what's dishonest asbout it, using
his hands and voice and eyes,

He's spell=binding, A word wizard wonderman,

I mean, I know I've got Kent and he's sweet but dumpy and lumpy
and & lousy dresser and . , . he's just not exciting, John is exciting,

John is a writer,
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John exudes the musk of the writing animsl, John vibrates with
the raw power of untamsble words, He has this habit of standing close
to you and cocking his head just slightly, so as to hoir you better, snd
then he angles his face just a little bit dowrward and skewers you with
his dark syes as he listens to you spesk, He'd be great at book-signing
sppsarences, The ladies would be lined up for blocks.

I do get inspired when I listen to him read (between coughs),
listen to the dense rococo richness of his prose as his words fill my
eind the way his cock fills . . . well, you knows like a writer,

And then I shake it off, becauss, after all, I do have Kent.
But I can dream,

And boy, can John write.,

Can I write?

I grunt and out comss Lady PMaude.

I get these great idess inside my head but I can't get them out,

Sheila says Read other writers to get past a block, but I've
dons that and all I get is depressed. becsuse my ideas aren't there and
my words aren't thers ard my mesning isn't thers. But theirs certsinly
are, |

But more importants I saw this class as a Test, If I could do
well in it that would mean that I was a writer and that I might meke my
1iving at it, I'd like an unpretentious estate in Ireland., They give
writers tax breaks,

Except I'm blowing my plan.

Doss that mean I'm not really a writer?



Have I been fooling myself all slong?

Oid this happen to Hemingway?

But I's an English mejor,

I1've read Shakespeare,

(Those who can dos those who can't o o . o)

Shit.

Then my self-confidence gets blown out of the water further by
our class's forty=five ysar old overweight insecure housswife with three
kids who comes trotting in clutching the latest installment to her god-
damned fucking wonderful novel-in-progress which she thinks maybe she'll
feed to ths incimerstor. Jayzus H, Kee=rist. She'll beat me to the Best
Seller List yet,

“Those who can o o "

Shut=up,

So yesh, thers's real honest=to-earth talent in this class which
makes my eoffort suck Grade AA turkey eggs.

And Roger., Dear Roger. Who likes to drsw pages of screaming
heads with pisno keybearde~howls and crescent jack o'lantern eyes with his
blue Bic pen, He's talemted,

Kent says he's twisted.

Instead of taking notes during class Roger just bends his pale
pudgy acni-riddl.d pudding face closer to his notebook, scrumches his
spatulate fingers tighter to his Bic, and re~drsws these screaming facss
over and over and over.

Ehdloooly.
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Sometimes with commentary.

He's well-read, too,

I fesl sorry for him, Hell, I sit right next to the guy, I can
ses those faces, Sometimes I wonder how his sex life is., If he's getting
any, Yould it help? Why do women usually ses sex as the answer to mals
pain?

Roger is like his prose: teugh, uncompromising, tortured, gritty,

It's sad, you know, So much talent lecked up imside him end he
puts himeelf dowm, his writing down, life dewn,

But by Ged he can WRITE,

And thea there's Phyllis.

Phyllis is grey, a fading, flesh=tened fig—-lined facej Phyllis
is rebbitty=nerveus bug;-bulgy eyes and protuberent front teethg Phyllis
is heavy dengly esarrings that swing and swat ageinst pewter hair.

Boy, she cen write teoo,

Maybe she's a writing teacher,

Her stuff is clever, sweet, mystical, nostalgic, detailed, and
koyod;ia to the senses; sensats. Phrases like:s "peregrine eye" of her
methers "skin like the petals of roses,”" or, one of my favorites, the
“uncomplicated meutrality of the door," just blow me eway,

And her themes—=rich with LIFE, That one about the jasmine-
scented Chinese lady wedged popover=fashion in the bathtub with pearl-
escont skin and porpoise-wet fest=—what a marvelouws imege, as richly de=-
tailed as a jeweled bracelet, as hyprotic as a Byzantine iconm.



Oh sure, there were clinkers, But for the most part, svem
they were figuretively appealing, Phrases like “as constant as plaque on
testh" tend to stick, Even schlock is memorsble,
For instance, thers was the sex fantasy sbout the bored pestman
on Route #609 who gets a blowjob from a beautiful blonde homeocwner and
a Mickey Finn from her husband who then shipe him vis air meil to Ric
where two garbage chmpster—-sized hoods escort him to their boss who de=
mands to know the vheresbouts of soms microchips of which the dazed post-
man knows nothing becawse he's been mistaken for the courisr at the air-
port whers the two garbage dumpster-eized hoods . « « well, you get the
drift, A popcormn romp through the American psyche.
Huh? Me, you ask?
Uh, well, ash , . . I did have this classical ides in mind,
The Parthenon by dusk, stuff like that, A re=telling of ths Persephone
myth, But it didn't work out, I did my research-=gven went to ths li-
brery and xsroxed pages out of the Oxfopd Classical Dictionery and Bul-
finch's Mythology, both of which I highlighted with fluorescent felt tip
markers, I sven scribbled marginelia in the whits spacs.
But it dida't work,
I get thoughts like
The little mermaid dives descends delves down
wet regions unknown, twists kicks spirals ever
deeper headlong down rept in her desperats goal
past coral-epined cliffs she clsaves a path,
past rotting wrecks reft from the Ocsean's be-
som thers to rest upon her mother's sandy cheek
past sea=fed ghosts, syeless sailors' implor-

ing glares, past alabaster howls polished sleek/
as a bowl of new seal's milk ever dowaward she



glides banks curves debouches whers st last
upon an open plain in that wet region unused
to sun she finds her fate

but I can't write like that.
It just stays locked up inside my head, Instead, cut comes—
“Oh la, sir!" the ravishing Regency minx Nore

Prevel, second cousin once-removed from Lady Maude,

her blue-veined ivory bosom jiggling like two bowls

of suet in e high wind, tittered to the dashingly

reakish Captain Axel Wixley of the Light Horse Guards,

Sth Platoon, Lincolnshire, where we lay our scsne,

%you do quite take my bresth sway, you naughty

thing! " as she removed his questing hand from her

heaving bodice (he was searching for his Officer's

commission, having misplaced in a fit of rapturs at

the mers sight of Lady Slaude'’s second cousin once=

removed) bedecked with purple lace and rows of sil-

ver faggotting—her second-=best riding owtfit,

See what I mean?

I want pross with the gymnastic wonder of a supple=hosed Errol
Flynne 1 want rippling, wind=furled words with the vigor of Indiana Jones.
Instead, I get paragraphs with the agility ef a Lippanzaner with a limp,
the postic punch of a package of Farmer Pete's sausage (thawed), and the
shimmering subtlety of Hollywood Squarss,

I'n not a writer,

George Orwell said that Good prose is like a window pane,

If that's the case, my efforts are scratched plexiglas,

Why can’t I write good?

Not well; I mean really good words. Real words., Honest words.

It's not that writing's hard. |

(1t's hell,)

It can be fun,
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(Like hell,)
I want it to bs really SORETHING,

But the work is sheer drudge. Step., Drag. Step. Step.

Step.

Is this agony part of the Growth and Develepment of the Writer?

Is this the Exploring and Discovering Stage? Did Hemingway put up with

this? Did Shakespears wade through this shit?

I'd give a hundred bucks for a flashlight,

Six days off the Cuban coast the privateer fri-
gate Golden Cod captained by the snidely rspacious
yot darkly handsome and somewhat knavish cad known
otherwise as "Dick the Dirk," known fondly as "Dag-
ger," by his bloodthirsty crew of rum=drunk Limeys,
and known chiefly by the fair captive Euphemia Blank-
insop, half-sister to the Lady Meude, bound ard gegged
below decks in the disheveled ruin of her peach velvet
dencing frock accented with scellops of écru Belgiam
lace, her perfect pear-shaped breasts peeping above
daring décollet8, lying on the invitingly capacious
and silk-canopied bed, as "Dag the Stag," shuddersd,
convulsed, and gave up its gold=glutted hold te the
crsamy turquoise sea as . , o

Enough.



Modern Love

Imagine if you will a corn=fed heiress from Kansas—=but No,

This stery will confine itself to the truth insofar as the facts
are known and the dialogue surmisable,

Imegine then, if you will, that somswhat mors than thirty years
ago there was borm unto the owner of the largest independently owned and
operated department store in Taunton Town, Iows and to his wife, a girl-
child, Imagine alsoc, in your mind's eys, the growth and maturation of
this girlchild surrounded by all the accoutrements of comfortable living
known to the mind of Midwest Americas dolls that wet and cried when tilted
backwerd and rolled their cloudless China blue syss open and shut; a rock-
ing horse on steel springs, engineered for s wpofbly smooth rides mechani-
cal whuzzits that squawked as they walkeds a Blue Delft tea set complete
with four placs settings, plus suger and creamerj and, as she grew older,
her first Barbie doll and accessory travel kit, complete with Barbie's
oaorm wardrobe changss necessitated by Barbie's exhaustive sociasl
schedule,

You will have imagined, then, if you have followed the girlchild's
progress with the least bit of attention, that she grew up in a pampered
snvirorment showered with the material blessings which that child of af-
fluent America was heir to befors the advent of computerized games and
He=fan and the Masters of the Universe,

This Pre-Computer Age child rollicked and rambled amid vast ex-

panses of'utorod green lawns set on the family estate outsids of Taunton




Town, She wes free to frisk her chubby legs and to stretch her agile
aind en problems mo more puzzling then the location of her missing purple
hoola=hoop, Her father, for all that she wes to be his only child, adored
her profoundly; stealing time sway from such administrative and managerial
duties as the swner of Teunten Town's single largest independently owned
and operated merchantile estsblishment was heir to, he delighted in his
darling baby deughter, holding her, talkimg to her, listening to her
childish dreame and crenkish complaints, bruehing sway her baby tears

end coeing reassuring remonstrances imte her perfect pink ears.

Peeple of Taunton Tewn whispered the father was mers s mother to
the 1little ¢irl than he ocught to bs, er had a right te beg it was mot
decent for a men to cars so plainly for his little girl in publics it
lecked downright suspect, if ome knew what one mesnt . . . but let us
fergive thoss whispering voices, for this was before the advent of Femi-
nism and the Heuwse Husband,

It 1s te be imagined, then, that the girlchild's mother played
a8 lssser role in her beby daughter's existemnce, and this is correct, for
while Mr, Dove was cooing and coddling end cuddling snd coaxing his in=
fant deughter's firet steps, and later answering hés first questions why
gress is green and the sky blus, Mrs, Dove was slsewhere, It is mot to
be susmised with sny great nerrative accuracy what the good ‘women was up
te in the time that lay heavy upon her soft white hands; indeed, if we
sre able to guess at all, it is to infer that Mrs, Dove simply spent as
auch time swey from her baby daughter as could doeuitly be arranged, Of

Darish (rhymes with "Delilah," if pronounced with a Japaness lispg Mr,
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Dove loved the mysterious and the exotic. The name simply irked Mrs,
Dove) and her mother, let it be said that after an unnervingly long con-

finement of thirteen months she was mors than eager to set her burden

down.

Fearing a repsat performance, Mrs. Dove never let Mr, Dove within .
reach again,

Thus the unhappy circumstances attendant upon Darish's dolayod k
arrival into the world hardened her mother's heart against her own off- L
spring while simultaneously insuring there would be no little brothorg or |

sisters for her to play with in future. Lest a harsher then necessary
judgment fall upon the hocq of Dariah's mother, it should be noted that

in every other respect Mrs, Dove was a model wife and mother, kept a spot-
less house with the help of a competent staff, fixed her husband's meals
on Cookfa night off, chaired endless social teas, campaigpod for safer
streets, more beautiful'glrdena, and better birth control,

Thus Darish's toddler days melted into school days and her school
days into junior high and hence from junior high to high echoql and on to
college., Mrs, Dove missed them all, missed the long slow lazy burgeoning
of her daughter's youth, missed her daughter's smiling achievements and
aching defsesats, but one thing which Mrs, Dove did not miss was Dariah's
first date, for Mrs., Dove could not miss what Dariah had never had,

» »* * » » »

To put a thing plainly==not unkindily, but plainly==Dariah was
fat, Duriah had not stayed little for long, Her chubby toddler legs
grew to stumps, her pleasingly plump arms to lhnpa of tallow=-soft skin that

folded at the elbow, Her body itself had no discernible waist, but then
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fow toddlers doj hewever, when one reaches junior high, high school, and
college, one is expected to have one.

Derish didn't,

Dariah didn't have much of anything except shesr bulk, Her pretty
face was semi=hidden under a pair of semi=chins, Her cheeks looked per-
petually stuffed, as one will have noticed in wild creatures of the nut-
gathering variety, squirrels, for instancej or in the domesticated variety ¥
of rodent, the school=kept gerbil, Mer syes and hair wers her best fes-
tures, they being respectively blue and shestaut. Her skin, lovely to a

fault, if leveliness be blesmewerthy in one so needy of sslf-esteem, was
her finest asset, it being a glowing buehy-plnk of the kind rumorsd to
have been possessed by "MM," aka Marilyn Monroce, The old saying, "such

a pretty face if not for the weight,™ plagued Dariah all her growing days,
80 it was not unreasonable that she kept growing after those days had
clearly come to an end,

Dariah was not of the circus grotesque variety and Derish did not
have glandular trouble, as ons might shrewdly suspect in a child who had
taken thirtesn menths to be born, That left Dariah with the startlingly
obvious fact that she and only she was accountable for her condition, The
diffioculty with that revelation, however, was this: she knew she overate,
but not how to stop the business, After many ysars of trying to stop the
business, she went out of the business of trying to stop and resigned her-
self to her condition, Thus in kindergerten Deriah weighed ninety poundss
by third grade, one-hundred and thirty-five; graduation from high school,

one=hundred and seventy-eix; gradustion from college, two-humdred and
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twenty=twos and by the time of this narrative, which is to say fourteen
years later, or "the present,” Darish topped the scales at two=hundred
and eighty pounds,

It has been said that Darish had no dates in high school, and
ons would correctly attribute this lack to her physical conditionj at one=
hundred and seventy=eix pounds the only boys whe out-weighed Darish wers
on the football team, and they preferred the slender cheerleaders and
Prom Quesna=types,

Except that one boy did love Deriah,

One Ramsay Hinton,

Of the upwardly mobile and socially prominent Chicago Hiutons;
these Hintons being known amongst comnoisseurs of the potted meat variesty
who especislly preised the Hintons® innovative forsy into the Vienna ssu-
sage market with the introduction of their Hickory Smoked and equally
tasty Barbecus Flavored Vienna Sausages.

Indeed, as these Hinton Brand Hickory Smoked and Barbecue Fla-
vored tinned Vienna sausages had made their flavorsomes way to Taunton
Town shelves, Dariah had acqueinted herself with their meaty appeal and
had pronounced her approval to Cook, who forthwith included said sausages
in her charge's school lunch box on a weekly basis,

Might we, then, as careful readers see in Dariah's predilection
for these Hinton potted sausages a covert sign of her regard for the cou=
sin of the famed Chicago=based Hintons, as svidenced by her lunch box con=
tents, sspecially since this seme Ramsay Hinton attended the very same set

of schools which Dariah did, and, in nowise a coincidence, lived at the
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very sstats adjaceant to Oariah's very own parents'?

No.

For it may be said that young Darish Dove was quite eclectic in
her tastes comestible and assthetic and never once did it enter her head
that Ramsay, by seating himself next to her as her lunchtime tablemate
might suspect that she returned a measurs of his regard through the, to
him, unfeilingly regular sppearsnce of Hinton potted meat products.

Alas—!

Such is modern love., The self-ebsorbed Dariah mey as well have
been munching on Ramsay's potted heart for sll that she noticed the young
meat heir's sighs.

And so Dariah's school years passed and time itself passed, as
it has the unshakable habit of doing, and Ramsay waited, It may be won-
dered at by the reader why and how Ramsay, promising heir to the Chicago=-
based Hinton Meat Packing fortune, should have come to love Darish. In
addition to her lovely hair and eyes and skin (though thers was altogether
too much of it), Ramsay loved her because he loved her and bscause he
loved her, Such is modern love.

Ramssy therefors was Oariah's one true suitor, though having re-
ceived no actual siga from Derish herself, he had never openly stepped
forth to proclaim himself as such,

And while Time was passing for Ramsay, it inevitably passed as
well for Darish, After her graduation from Taunton Town College, Dariah
spent the mext fourtssn ysars at home, Ro-ding. And eating, And sleep-

ing, Quits soundly,
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As Dariah had not been trained to do snything out of the ordinary
(hers was an English degree) and as she had come into her Trust Fund at
the age of majority, she enjoyed a measure of economic freedom denied
most other girls, She had considersd teaching, since that was the most
cbviocus employment of her lsarning, but that took teooc much time away from
her own studies,

Her speciality was pirate novels,

Dsrish had read everything pertaining to pirstes. She'd read
R, L, Stevenson's Tressure lsland in grade schoocl, And thea all ths Se=
batini swashbucklers. Arthur Coman Doyle's Pirstes and Blus Water., And
Defos's King of the Pyrstes, She'd seen Captain Slood and The Sge Hewk
with Errol Flynn, The Black Swan with Tyrone Power and The Pirstes of
Penzancy with Kevin Kline, and certainly Robert Newtom's unforgettable
Long John Silver by the Disney studics, She took her studiss very seri-
ously, It was her dream to pen pirate movels of her eswni to becoms, as
it wers, the reigning quesn of the pirate genre in late twentisth century
litersture,

This then, was her goal, ler father was lovingly suppertive,
sspecially since he saw how it helped occupy Darish's plentysome time,
Such is modern love, |

And it seemed to kesp her happy, as happiness goes, Admittedly,
it was a safs enviromment for a more than somswhat reclusive girl who one

day looked into her mirror and ssw staring back s thirty-eix ysar old twe-

hundred and sighty pound virgin,
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Swe Becker wiggled her considersbly less than two-hundred and eighty pound
posteroir at Ramsay, Not that Ramsay was fickle, It was just that after
grade school and junior high and high school and college, having waited
for a sign of interest from Darish, Rameay, in a moment of weskness or
despair, forgot the dream, So he married Sally Sus Becker., And they
settled down in Teunton Town until such time as Ramsay would rightfully coms
into the Hinton Meat Packing fortune and they would move to Chicago, Such
is modern leve, |

And so, Ramsay had besn wed to Sslly Sue approximately fourtesen
ysars and had produced two children, both beys, whea Mrs. Dove mede her
somevhat shadowy pressnce felt, whether from frustretien at her daughter's
complacent self-imposed exils from Life, or from smberressment at having
the town's "charascter" under her roof, or, from the uneasy adumbration
of Dariah's distressingly long gestation, it is not the place of this nar-
rative to speculate. MNevertheless, Mrs, Dove decided to take the scissors
into her own slim hands and to cut the umbilical cord this time herself,

It was Mrs, ODove who put the idee into Mr, Dove's head that
Dariah should study abroad, In France., Especially since Dariah's abid-
ing interest was the seventeenth century French corsairs., Otherwise
Darish would never truly accomplish her life's goal. Taunton Town's li-
brary was only just so big., Mr., Dove agresed. After all, his precious
daughtsr was not getting any younéor. Or lighter., And Mrs, Dove per—
ceptively pointed out that Darish wes also certainly not gntting a hus=-

band in Taunton Town., So Dariah's Fate was ssaled from that day forth,



becswse Mr, Dove would not let the ides which Mrs, Dove had planted rest
until Dsrish agreed to go.

And being a sensible daughter, Darish did see the wisdom of con-
ducting her studies abroad, first hand, as it were; that would definitely
add flavor and realisa to her px;oj-ctod novel, And she would take a place
for, six months or 80, howsver long it took to complete her ressarch, maybe
take a class, and then return to Taunton Town with her opus complets.

And after all, if mothing slss, at the very least, France was
the home of the mest exquisite food, Thers would be compensations., And
after all, a few mors pounds wouldn't show and wowld make negligible dif-
ference to her already shapelsss bulk.' So she smiled,

8ut Darish had forgotten to take one other thing into account,

If Frence was reknown for its sxquisite cuisins, it was also the Land of
Love.
* * * * * *

So the thirty-eix ysar old two-hundred and eighty pound virgin
plus her allotted forty=four pounds of luggage arrived im Paris in the
spring of the ysar, for what better time is thers to sse the glories of
Gaul?

Unseen by Derish, Ramsay had waved farswell from the Teunton Town
airport, '

As it was spring in Paris, & most gloriously moisty-damp and
invigoratingly romantic season, Dariash immediately felt for herself the
literary effect of the cmiromét upon her aesthetic sensibilitiess

snatches of postry from her copious reading days at homs ceme unbidden to
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The apparition of these faces in the crowd;
Petals on a wet, black bough

and this she took as a most propitious omen for her pirate research, If
standing in line for the subway at the Paris Metro could do this, then
what further serendipities swaited her during her academic sojourn abroad?

Indeed.

She took a place on the Rue de Babillotte, not far from the Uni-
versity of Paris, where she did enroll in a course on Pirate Literaturs.
Her tiny spartmsent was also not far from, it being directly over, a most
wonderful pastry shop which Darish had occasion to visit with far grsater
regularity than her three-=day a week university course, which is to say
she patronized the shop approximately thres times daily,

The 1little shop was chiefly patronized by university students
and accordingly did a brisk business in brioches and banquettes of fresh
bread, hot croissants dripping with creemery butter, as well as the stand-
ard delights of powdered madsleines, crsam puffs, cream eclairs, and cream=-
filled Nepocleons, Oariah was mors than a rsgular customer of the shop,
and that is how the peach—faced and psach=shaped American heiress met
dulien,

Julien was the dark younger son of the proprietor of the pastry
shop, Juiion alse attended university., He was also interested in Dariah,
and last but not least, he was alsc considerably younger than shs,.

Julien made, unlike Ramsay, his attraction felt in numerocus small

ways: he always waited on Dariah himselfs he always gave her the freshest




and creamisst cakes and buns; he always smiled politsly at her; and, most
disconcerting, he always looked Darish in the eye, a practice which she
put down to Gallic impertinence., And one last thing Julien did: he en=
rolled in Darish's Pirate course and sat next to her in class three days
a week, The only thing he did not do, Dariah reflected, was bring pottod'
Vienna sausages to lunch,

All Julien'’s attentions Dariah found puzzling in the extrems,

She had, indeed, walked through Life largely invisible, despite her un-
gainly bulk, She looked at the pavement when she walked, She looked at
the shelves when she shopped. She looked at the register when she checked
out. She did mot look at people, Darish's theory held that, if she did
not see them, they did not see her, This gave her a measurs, if somewhat
spurious, of comfort, OBut Julien looked at her, Directly, Deliberatesly,
Disturbingly,

It was most distressing.

Dariah found him dogging her heels, Wherever shs turned, Julien
was thers, He offered to help with her daily shopping at the open-air
marksts, He offered to translate in her commerce with shopkeepers, He
offered to show her the Left Bank and the Louvre, And most alarmingly,
he offered to show her Paris by night,

His offsrs of assistance becams a steady drip drip drip on Dariah's
nerves. She aslmost considered patronizing a different pastry shop but she
changed her mind since these days she was getting short of breath on walks
of any great duration,

This she put down to advancing middle age.
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Still, Darish was greatly disturbed by the boy; he could not be
above the age of tweaty-twe, She was not in the least sttractive (aside
from her blue eyss and chestnut hair and glowing peachy=pink skin) or
physically sppesling (unless one went in for mershmsllow Venuses). She
did not advertise the fact of her relative wealth, She knew she was up-
wards of ene=hundred and fifty pounds overweight, She had known this
fact a long time, and had deliberately thought, with no small relish,
that her exceptional size had blessed her with the armor to withstand
Lifs's blows,

This had made her feel smug,

Still, Julien, persistent French flea that he was, clungs until
one day Dariah did require his services,

One day, while on her way back from class to her Rue de Babillotte
apartment, on the sidewalk, waiting to crose the busy interssction, Dariash
feinted.

dust like that,

In broad daylight,

With no prevocation,

Poof'!

Julien saw her collapse in one sinuous folding motion, fluid,
actually, and he knew something was wrong, Alarmed, he ran the few paces
which separeted them and, squatting down on the pavement, creadled Dariah's
limp head in his lap, A chattering kmot of Parisians gathered around her
inert body. A gendarme was called. Treffic slowed on the strest, curious

at the clot of people on the oid.unlk;
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Darish blinked and opened her Chine blue eyes inte Julien's
worried brown gaze,

She was mortified,

Him again,

She knew she had made a spectacle of herself andbthct somehow,
he was involved, VWhere was her invisibility when she most needed it?

The gendermse alerted the hospital; an ambulamce was on its way, When
Oariah tried to protest, Julien explasimed to the gendarme that medemoi-
selle was Amfriceing and, consequently, did net know what was best for her.

The gendarme agreed. lHe cleared the bystanders.

Xulien rode in the ambulence with her, Me urged the driver to
use all pessible speed, but since the driver was French, this was net
Recessary,

After a prolonged wait in Emergency, Derish was seen by a dector,
He examined her and took her pulse (which was fast) and her blood pres-
sure (which was high) and pronocunced the same verdict which she had
heard throughout her entire life: lose weight,

His verdict, redoundingly obvious, irked Oariah, Amy fool could
have told her that for fres, But the doctor added that unless Darish
applied herself to a slimming régime, her fainting spells would persistj
that unless Dariah stripped her frame of the unhealthy svoirdupois, shs
would be bedridden by the time she was forty, if she lived that long.

This, nesdless to say, did worry Deriah, So much so that she
felt an eating attack come on, Time was running out. She could no longer

afford to complacently sit and watch Life pass her by, She had to complete
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herresearch on her pirste manuscript, She had to finish her ssa=going
epic before the blue waters closed over her own heed.

And, most depressingly, she had to diet,

dulien rode home with her im the cab, He had talked to the
doctor about Derish's condition, He too kmew the obvious. It was too
smbarrassing, Embarking from the cab, Dsriah stepped ento the curbing
in front of the pastry shop and resolutsly walked through its welcoming
door, She resolutely picked ocut their largest strawberry and cream cheese=
filled croissant and walked out the door, Julien met her at the curb and
resolutely threw her purchase into the gutter,

“Shit!"™ raged an incensed mr‘hh.

"Etes-vous folle? Qu'est—ce que vous avez? Je t'aime!®

The ocutreged Darish locsely trenslated the above as a demonstra-
tion of his concern, She stumped up the outside staircase to her tiny
overhead apartment, Julien followed.

"1 didn't invite you in," she growled, between puffing.

"I invite myself in,"

It had not been the best of days.

Oarish wanted to be left alone, as was her custom, She remembersd
the delights in her ice box, sspecially the almond chesse cake. Then thers
wers the day=0ld doughnuts in the bread box. Glazed., They at least pro=
mised peacs,

"Get out, Lesave me alone," and, becsuse he was familiar enough
to use the familiar voice with, "u-f-onl"

"You are always a=lone,"
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She was running out of her limited Fremnch vécahulnry. How
did one say "Scram!™ & la frencais? She hsld the kitchen door open.

They were standing near the lsading., Maybe he'd get the hint.

"I care for you," he muttered softly in his accented English.

Derish snorted in disgust and impatience., The cheess caks was
drying out,

dulien, Frenchman that he was, took up her feminine challenge,
Stepping up to her, he wrapped his wiry brown arms around her peachy soft=
ness, squeezed, and clamped his mobile moist mouth over her protests.

It constituted her first kiss,

After what sesmed an unnecessarily long pewse he stepped back
onto the landing, saluted her with gallant flourish, and promised to eo-
cort her to class the day after tomorrow.

Then he was gone,

Darish snorted again, touched her lips wonderingly, then headed
for the ice box.

* * * * * *

Thus began Darish's curious courtship,

The semestsr by now was half over. Her manuscript had grown by
slim bounds, Her lack of progress she blamed on Julien's disturbing pre-
sence, He gave her no psece, So much for the inspiration of Paris. She
determined to leave at semester's end.

Julien had other plans,

He offered to go to the library with her to help translate a

court document relating to a trial of one of the French cosairs, the
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notorious Happy Den Pew (see George MacDonald Freser's The Pyrates).
Darish decided to take him up on his offer; she had not forgot the curb-
stone croissant incident; she was dammed careful eating in his presence,
but he did speak the llnguugo.no she did not,

They went to the dooument stacks first, From thers they were
directed to the archive section, dus to the age of the menuscript, Uith-
out Julien she was sure she would never have besn able to understand the
rapid French, so she smile her thanks to him,

The archives were housed in the basement of the librery. As
with all such basements, French or domestic, it smelt of musty peper,
greening mold, and Time itself. Osriah wanted permission to xsrox the
court transcript, She could then, she ressoned, work cut the translation
herself with a good dictiomary sans Julien, The archivist had pulled the
trenscript in question, the trial of Happy Dem Pew, and was checking with
his superior sbout the possibility of xeroxing the fragile document.

While they were waiting, Julien made his move,

Standing behind her as she faced the counter, Julien whispered
into her perfect pink ear whether she would prefer the privacy of her
place in which to conduct a thorough treanslation.

That mede sense., She nodded,

Instead, with the appalling ability of the French to translate
innuendo into action, a gift peculiar to that nation, he begen to muzzle
her neck and to squeeze her, pressing himself against her body as a puppy
nuzzles for its mother's teat.

The archivist stepped back to the counter, He politely coughed.
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Darish shook Julien off as a dog shakes water off its back.
Her psach skin blushed to the roots of her chestnut hair, Furiously,
Rilien smiled., Contentedly,

The supervisor would permit xeroxing of the court transcript pro-
viding he himself did it, Would medemoiselle kindly wait? Or, if made-
moiselle were in a hurry, as all Americains ssemed to be, she could col-
lect the xeroxed copy the following day and pay the small charge then.

Mademoiselle would not wait, s'il vous plait, Mademoiselle
would most certainly collect the xeroxed copy the following day, merci.

Oarish trundled out of the library basement as majestically as
possible, Julien hungrily nipping at her heels. He followed her all the
way to her apartment., She turned to fimmly dismiss him from duty when
he reached out and pushed her back through her kitchen and into her study=-
bedroom where he grappled her to her bed, thers to lis upon her heaving,
and indignant, bosom,

His whispered endearments, all in French, came thick and fast upon
Dariah's incredulous perfect pink ears. WHe groped. And slithered. All
over her peach-mounded perfection., He kissed. And licked., And teased.
And tasted, And fondled and tickled and blew and caressed every voluptuous
centimeter of her,

Naturally, this took some time.

Darish was alternately stunned, shocked, revolted, smbarrassed,
unessy, curiecus, questioning, open, responsive, enthusiastic, and at the

last, sxcited.
Let him ses, she thought triumphantly, let him see,



105

Let him see me ay natyrel,
Then he'd leave ms alone, she thought,

Unless he had a fetish sbout fat women, Perhaps he wasn't nor-
mal, Perhaps that was why he had dogged her steps frem the beginnings
was shs just another swollen crumpet ripes for conquest? Or was he making
a fool of her? Using her? Would he laugh at her?

Then he proposed, Of course, in the heat of ths mement, it was
in repid French, which is, after all, according to the posts, the lang-
uage of Love, Except he had to repsat himsslf several times in English
when Darish kept saying, “What? What?"

He said he loved her because he loved her and because he leved
here Would she be his? Forever snd sver? MHis prospects were excsllent,
He had come from a long line of French pastry chefs. They would not
starve, And he would ses to it that she stuck to her dist, They would
be soc happy. Would she say yss? Would she say yes now and put him out
of his agony? He so loved his ggi;g coeur,

It should be recalled by the reader of this marrative that this
constituted Dariah's first time with a men., In bed, A rather unclethed
men, by this time., Actually, in the interest of narretive accurscy, they
vere both rather unclethed by this time, And sut eof brsath., And Oarish
was rather mors than startled., He had not only seen her in the all-
together, but he still wanted her.

Amazing,

Impossible,

Unbelievable,
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Outregecus,

Owtregeous what he was doing with his big toe.

Unbelievable what he was doing with his tongue.

Impossible what he was doing with his elbow,

Amazing what he was doing with his , , , but let us drew the
curtain of privacy over the scene., Some details are too graphic for a
charming, if absurd, story of moderm love,

And so, Miss Oarish Dove, two-hundred and eighty pound virgin
spineter from Tsuanton Tewn, Iowa was proposed to in bed by & naked French-
men fourteen years her junior for the first time in the history of the
planet, And it was good,

And it felt goed.

But Derish couldn't say Yes immediately, She still had her res~
ervations, And her pirats movel to finish., And, perhaps, a plane to
catch at the end of the semester, now only two weeks sway,

Really, this was all , , . rather . . . abrupt., To think sbout.
To seriously think about, It didn't bear close thinkimg about.

It was wonderful but terrible.

Glorious but stupid,

Ecstatic but embarrassing.

Rapturouws but wretched.

Blissful bute

Darish was runnihg out of descriptors, And time. Those two re-
maining weeks, as the proverbial expression goes, flew, as Time will,

Julien gave every indication that his only thoughts were of her. Their
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course at the university ended and the merking period came to a closs.
Now it waes Dariash'’s turn to give Julien his merks.

She decided, and this twist of plot was wholly ontoward in a
sedate child of the Post-iar Years raised by right-thinking, Republican-
voting, and God=fearing Episcopalians, that she would live with Julien
without benefit of clergy. Such is modern love,

She wrote home to tell her parents this,

Mz, Dove was stunned,

Mrs., Dove was pleased. She had, with the passage of ysars and the
onset of menopause, moved back into the mester bedroom,

And so, accordimg to all surmissble dialogue and twists of plot,
Oarish lived with Julien above his parents' pastry shop omn the Rue de Ba-
billotte for the first year. They wers quite happy, as happiness goos..

Darish, with the aid of the xeroxsd court transcript, ably trans-
lated by her lover, for such Julien truly was, was sble to supply her pi=-
rate narrative with the right smount of histerical reslism, legal proce-
durs, suspense, and intrigue consonant to the period. She at last put
the finishing touches to her first novel, which she proudly entitled,
Blood and Swash.

It was an instant success in Freance.

It went through five printings in America,

ﬂollyuood negetisted for the movie rights, They wanted Richard
Gers to play Happy Dan Pew,

Ramsay kopf a hardcover copy by his bedside,

As to Darish's heslth, that too had taken an unexpected and
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unlooked for, but certainly not unwelcome, turn. She still would, and
always would, love swests and pastries, And Snickers bars. And pesanut
butter ice cream. And cheess cake, And hot crusty croissants, butter—
riche And raspberry stresudel, And reslly decent double-chesse pizza
with all the toppings, including hot peppers and anchovies. And chewy,
raisin=studded ocatmeal cookies the size of small moons., And—

But Darish's list could go on and on, for she had had a lifetime
in which to compile and tasts test, and seemingly, a lifetime in which
to eat,

But now she had & new Life,

And a certain measurs, modest, of Fams. Respect and recognition
also,

And a lover who came home to her every night,

And peace reigned in the Pirate Queen'’s kingdom,

She ensured that peace the first yesr by joining the fellowship
of the French arm of Overeaters Anonymous, Now she was ready to listen
to them, She lost ninety=one pounds,

In the vernaculer of the Optimist, things were, indeed, looking
up for Darish, But she still hadn't made up her mind to marry Julien,

And so, Yesar Two commenced and Darish wrote a second lstter home.

Mr, Dove was not as stunned as before, since Mrs, Dove had moved
back into the master bsdroom the previous year,

Mrs., Dove was doing an awful lot of smiling, even for a right-
minded Episcopalian,

With Year Two Darish wrote her sequel to Blood and Swashj
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Bleod snd Swesh LIs The Untold Stofy,

It was an instant success in Francs.

It went through five printings in America.

Hellywood negotiated for the movie rights, They wanted Emilio
Estevez to play Richard Gere's son.

Remsay kept a hardcover copy by his bedside.

Sally Sue Becker Hinton filed for divorce.

Oarish lost an additiomal sixty pounds.

Rslien propesed again,

Darish wanted an additional yeer in which te think, With two
best-selling pirete novels on the market, one Hollywood movie and another
in the works, healthy percantege checks from her publisher and movie agent,
plus her Trust Fund checks, Dariah was, indeed, sitting pretty,

She was also, much to her middle-eged surprise, looking prstty.
Granted, in the course of all surmisable twists of plot and dialoguse,
Dariah would not be mistaken for, say, the still=glowing and poutingly
ssnhsual Julie Christis, she of the tawny=skinned and honeyed-limb school
of acting, but Darish did turn heads now. And for an entirely differsnt
reason, With her weight loss, which had to her acquired the semblance of
permanent recovery so long as she desired to remain abstinent, she had
begun attending exsrcise class. Regularly,

Consequently, she did not become short of breath on walks of any
great duration, Her psachy skin did not sag, Her peachinesss now consisted

of the glowing quility of tree~ripesned fruit, rather than the shaps of such

fruit,
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And so Ysar Three opened and Derish wrote a third letter home.

Mr, Dove had stopped being stunned by his daughter, but not by
his wife,

Dsriah wrote a prequel to Blood snd Swash; Blood and Swash III:
The Esrly Yesrs.

It was an instant success in France,

It went through five printings in America.

Hollywood negotiated for the movie rights, They wanted Robert
Redford to play Richard Gere's father,

Ramsay kept a hardcover copy by his bedside.

Sally Sus Becker Hinton merried Almenzo Duvett, of the secially
prominent Long Island Duvetts of golf ball manufacturing fame. She'd had
it with Yienna sausages.

dulien proposed for the third time,.

Deriash was now thirty=hine years old and weighed one=hundred and
twenty=nine pounds of bone and muscle,

Sﬁo accepted,

She wrote a fourth letter home to tsll her paremats the wedding
date, and a separate letter to Hollywood specifying the psrcsntage she
wanted of the video sales when Disaster Struck.

Two days before the wedding Julien was hit and killed by a speed-
ing ambulance,

Peace did not reign in the Pirate Queen's kingdom that day,

Darish quietly said her good=byes to Julien's parents and packed

her bags fho day after the funeral, She uould'novor return to France, It
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mist be said, to Dariah's lasting credit, that she did not turn to food
as an sasy solace during this difficult time., It seemed she had learned
that lesson quite well, Now she would have to lesrn to live without
Julien,

Darish returned to Teuntom Town full of Fame but hesvy of heart,
She moved back into her old room, It was as she had left it three years
ago, She, however, could never be that same girl agein, VYess that is
what Dariah had been at the age of thirty-eix, A girl,

But now she was a Women, A successful women., A modestly famous
woman, And a women alone, Life had touched ODsrish Dove,

But something, or rather .onodno, wanted to touch her too,

One Remsay Hinton,

Ramsay had, indeed, taken over ths Chicago=based Hinton Meat
Packing fortune some years ago, He had moved with Sally Sue and their
two boys to the Windy City to establish a base and to learn the operation,
first hand, as 1t were., All this time he had never forgotten Osrish, nor
his thwarted love for her, Now he was divorced and alons, Now she was
back and alone. Now was his Time,

Casting aside all thoughts of the past, and of how meaningless
and somehow empty Life had besen, even with the Chicago=based Hinton Meat
Packing fortune and Sally Sue and the two boys, Ramsay decided to fly to
Taunton Town and, as the 0ld Soldier is fond of saying, "Do or diel"
Such is modern love. '

While Ramsay was winging his way toward Darish, she was in the

back yard exercising to a Jane Fonda tape. Apptoﬁriatoly, her leetard was
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black, as, unfortunstely, was her mood, "Lifs just isn't worth living
without Julien,” Deriah muttered between leg lifts, "He alone was re-
sponible for my rebirth, which took somewhat longer than the original
thirtesn months, forty=eight, forty=nime, fifty, switch,legs, but he
slone made me fesl like s Women," she panted,

As the Post is fond of saying, “the world lay befors her, various
and new,"” but all Darish could ses wers ashes and broken drsams, Her
financial success meent mothing to her now, The projected advertising
blitz for & new line of pirste romances, complete with movie and video
rights, toy sales, tee—shirts, a Saturdey morning cartoon show, and a
weskly seriss on TV, lay untouched on her desk uwpstairs. Lifes, indeed,
had become s burden and black to Darish, She had everything and she had
nothing without the love of a good mean,

' "So much for Moderm Love," Darish intoned through her noss, fol-
lowing the suggested breathing exercises, Dark indeed wers her thoughts
that day and inconsolable her grisf at the happiness which had besen plucked
from her bleeding hesart—strings,

Indeed, her heart felt as if it had besn wrenched from her body
snd in its place a battery=powsred pacemaker inssrted to smoothly pump her
1life's blood in syncopated rhythm to the suck-and-ewell suck-end-ewell
whoosh whoesh of the four=chambered valves of the artificial plastic
model which would be subject to neither distary excssses of red meat,
eggs, and deiry products, ror to the excruciating loss of a loved one.

It was upon these very thoughts that Mrs, Oove stuck her head

from the upstairs master bedroom to announce to her .dlughtor below that
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she heard someone ringing the front deer bell,

Derish switched Jane off and, grabbing her exerciss towel, alse
appropriately black, entered the houss through the reer sliding door wall
to see who was thers,

Mopping her sweat=glistening pesach brow with a corner of her
black exsrcise towel, Darish pulled open the door to see 8 middle-aeged
businessman in a dove grasy three-piece pin-striped suit holding a be-
ribboned wicker basket containing an assortment of Hinton Brend potted
meat products, including their new line of Cape Cod Style Oyster-flavored
Vienna Sausages snd New Orleans Styls Creocle-flavored Vienna Sausages.

“I gave up red meat," she said automatically as she prepared to
shut the door on the face of what she took to bs a traveling Vienna sau=
ssge salesman in her exercised, grief-stricked stats.

"Dariah! I've come to offer my condolences!" Ramsay expostulated.

"Oh, "

She let him in, She vaguely recalled his facs, How could she
have known it was he who had waved to her from the airport observation
deck thres——was it only three——years ago bsfore her departure to France?
It must be remembered by the reader that that was back in Derish's invisi-
ble days., Grief made neighbors of many strangers and mers acquaintances,
she reflected,

“Dariah! Don't you remember me! Hinton! Ramsay Hinton! Your
former next door neighbor and old school fellow!"

!luh. " '

To be sure, once Ramsay had adjusted his eyes to the inside light,
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he was quite taken aback by her sppsarance after lo these many years., He
reflected on the winsomely chubby kindergartener; on the coyly trundling
third grader; on the time he had defended her against the opprobrious
slur of "spotted hog" in fifth grades and on all the damncss he'd never
denced with her in junior high and high school,

The Woman, for such was she who stood befors him now, was almost
a strenger, He offered her the basket but then thought better of it in
light of her previous comment and instead placed it on the foyer table,

He nervously flexed and unflexsd his hands, uncertain what to do or say
next,

"I say, Darish, you are looking well these days, even in black,"

"Oh, "

Recalling the Famous 0Old Nevy saying, Ramsay cast all caution to
the wind=="Demn ths torpedoes, full speed ahead!" as it were. He launched
his hurt and his longing for her on a protracted tesrsnt of tortured prose
which, to the ear of the untrained, sounded rather like some very bad dub-
bing in a foreign movie, or, failing that, as if Dariah wers watching an

Americen movie counterfeiting Swedish dialogue by running the actors'! Eng-

lish backwards.

"Would you please spesk & l=i=tet=l=g M=0=r=@ S=l=O=i=l~y,"

"Dammit dearest, I've loved you for thirty=three years! Couldn't
you guoas!“

Dariah felt as if her artificial heart were beating more slowly,
that her hearing had somehow gone wrong, that the words Ramsay was utter=

ing sounded somshow very quesr without a French accent,
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"Oh, ®

Moved to truly desperate action for the first time, Ramsay for-
cibly tore the black exsrciss towsl from Dariah's grasp——nc mesn feat st
that, since she had developed an impressive hand grip through ths exsr—
cise of her fine motor muscles—hs tore said towsl from Dariah's fire
grasp and threw it to the marble floor as he wrestled—with somewhat
more success, sincs his attack was wholly spontaneous, even though Dariah
had the advantage of rippling, Fondseized muscle—as he wrestled and threw
her to the floor, himself atop (lest the reader be anxious for Darish's
bedily comfort during the exercise of Ramsay's fear—inspired mansuver
let it be said that even at the pesk of his manly Pit he had so engineered
the exercise that Deriah fell atop the Aubusson rug atop the cold marble
floor before he fell atop her).

"Ohl™

Dariah, my dearest, Dearest, DEAREST Dariah! I love you! I
need you! I've always loved you! I've come fer you! Say you'll be
mine! Say it! Say it, dearsst! I can't live another empty day without
youl! It's just no good! I can't protond. anymore! It's always been you,
You, YOU!"

"oht"

Dariah was quite tsken aback, It was as if her artificial plastic
heart had now acquired a peculiar arrhythmias, as if her bott.ry-.nfod pace-
meker nesded to be sent back to the manufacturer, as if, as if . , &
indeed==! As if Dariah heard, for the second time in her life, Love's

faint call from a great distance, as if, as if , ., . but No! &aiinn was
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barely dead and buried! , ., ., but still; was this, then, was this Modern
Love, that intemesly, profoundly, indelicately relentless ysarning for
fulfillment and, her ripe psech cheeks blushed to the roots of her chest-
nut hair, twentieth=century WYoman that she was, was Modern Love the bio=
logically based refutation of Kisrkegsardian Existentialism as inter-
preted by Sartre?

“But I don't esat red mest anymore."

"I can fix that! 1I'll give up the business! I've more than
enough money for the two of usi"

"But it's too scon to think of such things,"

I can Pix thet! I'11 wait!™

"Butt, butt,” Darish gasped bestween torrsnts of kisses that
Ramsay rained down upon the Pirate Duccﬁ'- upturned facs,

"I can fix that too if you'll just tell me what you mean!® he
pleeded,

"My butt is sore!"™ Darish wailed betwsen clenched testh, All
her exercising and careful dietary monitoring had, without doubt, built
up her muscle at the expense of her twin peach-halved posterior. Au=-
busson rugs are only so soft atop cold marble floors,

"Forgive me my preciocus!” panted Ramsay, as he adroitly heaved
his dove gray pin=etripe suited frame from the object of his despair and
desirs.

"Ramsay, you've given me new hope for Life," Dariah began cau=-
tiously, rubbing her bruised peach posterior. "I can't say what your

proposal means to me, I thought Life was over when Julien died, Give
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me time to think about you and me together, Perhaps . . . we can live
together, And Remssy, one last thing."

"Yes, deersst?" he said, love radiating from his green eyes
like & warming stream of split pes sowp with bacon (or tiny, sliced
Vienna sausages) when poured from a thermos flask on a cold Jenuary after—
noon.

“Promise me you'll stay out of ambulance zones,"

Such is modern love.




"To be is to do,"
==Socrates

"To do is to be,"
-=Sartre

"Doo=be dao=be do, "
=-=Sinatra

Afterncons of Alligators

It was like this in sleep, sven from the distance of
more than half a century, the lace curtains fluttering
discreetly in the wisping dawn breeze, the violet rays
pulsing across the half-drawn shutters of her sleeping
mind, Oh, I must get up, I must get up she thought, the
drowsing curtains fluttered, the half-light nodded and
winked, the drssming lace stresmers caressed the silent
sanded floorboards, Uncle John's coachmen will be wait-
ingy he is thers, and I must get up but oh! the river,

I hate the river, it is a misery to me the curtains
weiled, the floorboards sighed, the damp the damp those
drives are hateful, hateful but I must get up he is
waiting, the pulsing dawn agreed, the curtains shook
themselves then settled, the floorboards relapsed into
silence as slowly, strangely, sadly the old woman |
pushed open the waiting shutters on the dewn of a world
that Uncle John had not lived to see and Sabina her—
self near death—

No, I don't like that last line, Needs revising, Has to be a

smoother, more postic nuance to it, That's it, Put a little postry in

it, "Just a minute, Mike, I'm coming.”

The woman reluctantly filed her story under "possibilities" and
grabbed her battered portfolio in time to catch up with Mike., In time
for yst lﬁothor dreary fifty-minute session in the process (as in processed

cheess spread, she wondered?) and creft (as in cheese?) of writing. Shit,
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she thoughts the older I get the more convinced I become writing should
not be taught for the simple reason it cannot be lsarned,

She moved her dissatisfied legs in rhythm to Mike's brisk stride.
They taught in the same building, their classrooms at opposits ends of
the same hallway, she to English and he to Pirst-yesr Spanish, Mike held
the door open for her, as always, and she sntered, as always. My dreams [
are slipping away, she thought, that's it, and all the green of spring
can't make them come back., More and mors her life of late felt like a

small stuffy room, Uhere's the exit sign, she wondered., But even if I

knew o o o ©

"Hey Jewsl, have a good one,"

"Thanks Mike, You too."

She curved her lips into a smile, swung left down the hall,
walked into her classroom, and looked out upon the familiar half=filled
tables and desks ranged against the walls. The start of yet another
session, A scattering of jean—-clad bodies moved across her line of sight
as she began the hour by handing back last week's graded themes. A few
groans srupted, CEarth tremors signalling a quake, She felt the air
stiffen with static, No doubt her office hours would be filled with
students this afternoon, She decided to ignore their hostility in favor
of a pop quiz, That would focus their energy slsewheres.

A fou pfotosta. Shuffling of papsrs. Book bags dropped to the
floor., She assigned an essay question from a short story considered a
classic and mercilessly anthologized. Her students had found it boring

and inscrutable in class., As slways, it sesmed.
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Malcolm of the blondwand-black dyed Mohawk shot her a look from
the back wall, Her class punker, but one of her brighter students. She
smiled back sweetly, gritting her teeth,

"You have the full period to draft your answer. No books and
no talking, Any questions?"

Malcolm's hand shot up, "I suppose notes are out,"

It was a statement, not a question, His naturally red hair was

atarting to come back whers it had been shaved down sither side of his

head. He wors his ankh earring today.

"That's right, Any more questions? Fine, Begin,"

Sabina had learned the libretti to the populasr Gile
bert & Sullivan operettas which she performed and sang
at small private gatherings, musical evenings, in Balti-
more and Washington, It was at one such evening that
she met the man to whom she would become a "niece in
wish," a bullish widower, stout and dapper, supremely
confident, bossy and self-assured, a carstaker of civi-
lized customs and manners, the man she would come to
know as Uncle John,

He was seventy=five and in precarious healths she
was thirty-four and unmerried. In the crucible of hu=
man companionship neither expected & friendship as re-
fined and durable as steel or as pure, nor an intimacy
closer than that of couples long wedded,

She moved into his Washington townhouse as paid
companion, secretary, and hostess to his dinner partiss.
She had her own room, She attended to his correspon=
dence and hosted his formal dinner parties for the im=
portant young men of the town, Her days assumed the
regularity of clockworks mornings she ross at seven to
ride with Uncle John to the river, a damp misery to her
but a source of contemplation for himj a ‘gathering of
one's reserves,' as he put ity then back to the town=-
house to dress fox breakfast and attack his mails
luncheon at twelve; he napped from one to three; and
then the consult for the svening's entertainment, but
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always the compenienship of his keen mind, restless

and probing, active, lively, demanding-—and jsalous

of Sabina's time and physicsl pressnce. On that

point he was adamant, Yet, for all his tyranny,

his mental power resided in a crumbling shell of

which they were both all too aware. Sabina did

not begrudge him her time, for he fascinated hers

she did not begrudge him her youth, though he often

reminded her of the sventual price she would ons

day pay-

"Miss Tone, Miss Tone, here's my answer,“ Helene Rodriguez said
as she thrust her scrawled essay forwerd while digging thick black bangs
out of her coffese-dark eyes, DOaydrsaming agein, She took ths paper from
her and looked at her watch, The period was over. Could she recall what
she had just thought in the time it would take to maneuver out from her
students' clutches, lunch with Mike, and hold office hours from two to
four? She thought not, Just as well, She wasn't sure she liked it well
snough yet,

After Helenes, the deluge began., Mors hastily contrived circumlo=-
cutions fluttered to her desk as students exited for the relative freedom
of a Friday afternoon, The pils thickened and grew, then settled. Mal=-
colm, in an exaggerated show of being last, stood before her.

"Here goes, Ms, Tone." He deliberated over her title, the sibi-
lance rssonant of controlled hissing. She wondered if Malcelm actively
disliked her,

"A masterpiece of Marxist thought, I'm sure.” This term Malcolm
was studying economic theory.

"Sge ya tonight." He slouched off, He had the disturbing habit

of frequenting the same movies as she,
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Jewel looked down at the depressingly full pile of papers befors
her, It had grown like a ysast colony, She clipped the pile together,
stuffed it into her portfolio, and headed for Mike's clsssroom,

They ate at a small luach counter at what had become their Fri-
day spot, Mike's dark fingers gripped his seeded bun as he sank his
strong white teeth into his burger. It had taken her some time to ac-
custom herself to what she felt were stares and half-shy glances when
they went out together., Mike was black,

Today for dessert she ordered a crumb-topped cake doughnut, She'd
start her diet Monday. The doughnut tasted of memories; store-bought
crullers her mother had bought over twenty years agos breskfast at homej
childhoods safety., Strange how food triggers memories. I haven't thought
of home in years, Mom's dead. The house is sold, Dad remarried., My
1ife is slipping away. She pushed the crumbelittered plate aside and
sipped her diet cola.

Mike looked at her., "What up, Jewel home girl?"

She smiled, He had written that to her in a letter once. Just
friendly illiterats greetings from Detrocit, he'd said., They could joke
together,

"I can't make the Metheny concert next Sunday,"

"No sweat, I meant the other question."

"Oh, Still thinking, Look, I've got office hours., UWe're still
on for tonight though, right?*

He nodded, They had been slesping together off and on., Mike

smelled of clean coal., At night she imagined his arms around her were
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those of Night itself; living night, bresathing night, Enveloped by
night, swallowed into unconsciousnsss she lost herself in the jungle of
him, He became human mehogany, hard and muscled, polished to a gleaming
perfection, the perfection of night, of secrets whispered in the dark,
promises mede safe becsuse thers was no light, He loved her.

“Sye. "

“Bye, "

She walked across the busy street to her office. A few students
were lined up outside her door. Oeer God, hers we go again,

Her last complaint came from Justine, the university's track
hopeful, Justine was a slesk black girl who did not carry the music of
English in her ears. She substituted a high=fidelity Walkman, Her head
was filled with the latest in running shos technology. Her papers always
circled back to her athletic carser, Xustine came to class regularly and
occasionally asked questions, Pesrhaps it was enough, Jewel thought,

YAnd you ses, don't you, that you have to go back and sharpen
your conclusion by emphasizing your three main points from the body,
okay?" Lst her ses it, she prayed, though Jewel was not given to prayer
as a rule,

Justine saw, Or pretended to ses. She had & meet to run in
half an hour,

“Okay Miz Tone., Bye. See you in class next week. Have a nice
weekend, " |

She smiled at the girl's platitudes. How easily the young

mouthed them.
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She turned back to the typewritten page of the morning, Her
novel, UWhat would she be and do, her relatives had asked when she was
young, Be a writer and meke & million bucks, she'd proudly answered.
They had looked at her parents as if they had raised a half=-wit., Maybe
they had, They wers ell working on novels or short story collections in
the department, A bunch of frustrated Hemingways on academic pay.
Teaching writing was what they did to make a living, but writing was
what they did to live.

And what of her? Where had her time gone? What had happened to
those long lazy afterncons and quist evenings spent hunched over a type—
writer, ideas flowing and pages writing themselves in the white heat of
creation? She had discovered that pages didn't write themselves, that
her manuscript lived a 1life of its own in her head, free of the fixity of
the typed page, free also of definable progress. Her story grew, breathed,
and outran her wildest hopes on Monday, but by Friday, the weskend ap-
proaching, her child faded, gasped, and stumbled into the darkness of
her mind, Her best idees lived inside. UWeskends she graded papers,

Jewsl looked around the deserted office. Outside the dross of
winter was wearing away into the sludge of spring. Tiny green buds pock-
marked the forsythia. The campus dogwood had bravely bloomed last week,
A groundskesper trudged across the sodden yellow lawn spearing litter.
The sun=starved trees shook bony knuckles at the blesk April sky, I know
how you feel, she addressed them; we are sisters under the skin, you and

I..O

"Hi, "
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Malcolm, her punk Merxist., Slim legs sheathed in printed black
denim, The snake in her Garden of indecision, The afternocon's trials
weres not yet over.

"Look, I was just getting ready to leave, but if you need help="

"No, I won't hold you up,"™

Somehow his words made her think of a stick-up, Self=indulgent
foolishness, she thought, There is nothing here to fesr. I need this
weskend mors than I know,

“Ses ya at the movies." He turned on black hesls and walked

sway, His lesther boots rang down the hall, ssch step striking with
confident precision, My snake, she thought; my lovely, lovely snake.
Well why not, She turned back toward the trees. VWe are oi.tpro under
the skin,

Jewel arrived early to buy her ticket and slink in unnoticed.
No ankh=sarringed apparition pursued her. It must have been a joke to
wvorry her, Uhat a great joke it had besn. UWhat students wouldn't do
tﬁooo days, But no joke would keep her from enjoying her evenings. They
belonged to her as her days did nmot.

She slouched down in her ssat, A black family of four blocked
her exit to the aisle, Two rows ahead of her sat a young mixed couple
holding hands, Further off she spotted a second couple, the girl a pale
ginger in white shorts and pink tees with her arm around the unigt of her
white boyfriend, They looked self=absorbed and happy. She thoyght of
Mike and marriage ind.facing car dealers, shoe salesmen, and.bank loan

officers with a black husband and black children, She imagined the eyes
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of the businessmens would they bs indifferent, or otherwise? UWould they
snesr or prstend out of politensss, Would they care?

She turned the picture over in her mind, handled it as she
would a fremed picturs, then set it back on the top shelf, out of sight
to gather dust. She felt a surge of anger, es if a conspiracy existed
against her feslings, a collusion which made her look unrsasonable or a
coward, Times have changed, Society saidj but I know differently, she
answered,

Jewel looksd at her watch, She overhesard & girl behind her talk
of how she would structure her review of the movie for her professor., The
film department had assigned it as a t‘ehnical exercise, Jewel repressed
her slight disgust, bWhy must they pick the bones of besuty? She was
here to lose herself,

THe lights dimmed., The blank screen trembled and swelled, burst
into Technicolor with accompaniment by Korngold, Ths Adventures of Robin
Hood, Errol Flynn, the god in green tights who swung onto a tree limb to
welcome Olivia DeHavilland to Sherwood Forest. Bring on the alligators,
Jewel thoughts Errol's here and all's right with the world., Korngold's
swashbuckling score opened possibilities of action, avenues of escapa.
Anything was possible, anything, Her spirit took flight,

Someons was stumbling across the knees of the black family,
groping his way toward her, It was Malcolm, Her heart sank, Uuhat out-
rage would he commit? Basil Rathbone's face filled the screen. A close-

up., He sneered beautifully, Just like Malcolm, Jewel thought.
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While the rest of the mudience booed and hissed or clapped and
whistled, something had gone out of the svening for her. She shrank
inside, waiting, UWhen Mutch the Miller's son prepared to shoot the
King's desr Jewsl cringed inside, waiting for Meslcolm to loose no less
sinister bolt of his own., She hadn't long to wait,

At last the lights went up as Errol exited with Olivia through
the castle portal and out into the waiting world., Jewsl stood up to
leave, Malcolm did not,

She tensed, waiting,

FRalcolm snorted. "Let's go somewhers,"

She thought of excuses. I'm busy, I've got another date, I have
papsrs to grade, my head is splitting, UWhat did he want? Had he pulled
this on his other teachers? What hadn't they told her? |

"All right.”

* * * »* * *

They went across the streset to the same diner where she and Mike
had saten at sarlier that day., She ordersd a diet Pepsi and feigned a
"this happens to me sveryday and I really don't care look" when the
waitress starsd at Malcolm., He just ordersed a cup of hot water,

They talked, she nervously of writing, its craft, the demand of
it, its fascination, its difficulty, of her love for ite

He cut her off, You're a fraud, he said, A fraud, He whisked
an herbal tea bag from the inner pocket of his jacket and dunked it in

his cup of hot water. Jewel caught an aromatic whiff of chamomile as the

water darkened to amber, He stirred his tea with a spoon, looking at her

-’
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sphinx=-1ike, dark and exotic, unquestionably mele and challenging.

"You're e fraud,” he repsated. "Words, just words, You blow
words out of your mouth you don't mean, You're a fraud." He looked at
her polite shock. "Do you only live in your head? Do you only live
up on the screen,” he sneered,

What can I say to this boy whose freedom appalls me, she thought,
What right has he to judge, what divine gift? what if her life consisted
of the chambers of her mind? what is it to him if I tsach forsulas useless
to help me? Uhat does he know? Who are you, she theught, UWho are you?

"I'm sorry Malcolm, but I really have to be going," She stood
up. She owed him nothing, really, My lovely snake, she thought, I
won't take your bait, I won't. You can't tempt me,

He brushed the palm of his pale hand against the varisgated tuft
of his Mohawk, It reminded her of the bristle from a Hoplite helmet., His
eyes challenged her to speak, She did not,

"Your name., Jewel Tone, I like it, It could almost be true,"

Don't push me, Malcolm, she raged, Jewel walked out the door.

» * »* »* * »*

That night as she lay in Mike's arms she thought of the answer
she would give him, She decided to tell him in the morning, Sleep was
overtaking her now, but she thought of her story, If she could just hold
onto the idea until morning., Sabina would take a weekend trip to the
country with friends, It would be spring and she would be tired and run-
down from the winter's nursing of Uncle John, She would need to get away

but at the same time she would deeply worry about his health; she would
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call his townhouse repeatedly for updates but the housekeeper would re-
assure her that nothing, nothing was wrong, but Sabina would become so
agitated that she would cut short her visit to rush back, rush back to
the old man the dear tiger who would be sitting upstairs in a low chair
by the fire having a book read aloud to him and Sabina would kneel,
would kneel and put her arms around his body and his whole being would
tremble Never leave me, Never leave ms and two mornings later she would
walk into his room and find him dead sxcept the next morning when Jewel
awoke and Mike was in the shower she had somehow tangled her story uwp,
for she had the distinct impression that somehow it had been Sabina who
had died.

Outside the feeble spring sunshine beckoned to the waiting trees.




Jewel's Afternoon

Betty is a large motherly woman with rounded edges blurred from
living, She sits beside me on the stiff bench in the hall because I
don't want to disturb my office partner who is conferencing a student of
his own, Also, I want privacy from male ears. So we sit out in the hall,
Most conferences last fifteen to thirty minutes, Mine lasts three hours.

Betty comes to my morning class faithfully week after week,
though she is not always on time, Her oldest daughter, the one who will
be marrying this June, works the morning shift at McDonald's and there
is only one car so Betty must drop her daughter off then drive to my
class, She is apologetic when she is late. She wants to be there and
regrets the time lost almost as much as the eighty pounds she cannot lose,

Betty is my student, She mekes up for the Malcolms, Ue exhaust
her paper revision as topic of conversation, UWe are two women drawn to-
gether by a community of kind, a community of need not sasily available
but always indispensabls. Betty talks.

She grew up in a small Catholic factory town one of six children
to a father who worked as a machinist and taught her carpentry and a
mother who cooked and sewed and cleaned for seven psople because she
didn't have the time to make messes of her own. Betty speaks of her girl-
hood as a time of waitings waiting for the bathroom, waiting for her
mother's attention, waiting for her carpentry lessons when father came

home. I see no real change in that pattern even though Betty is forty=two,
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She is still waiting for deliverancs,

She married at twenty-one, the same age at which her daughter
will wed, Looking back from the perspective of years, she sees that Tom
was a poor marriage risk end I silently ask Why is it women gauge the
success of their lives by the men they marry? Tom was an adventurer,
an outdoorsman, In ten years of marriage he was seldom home, though ?1
Betty conceived two desughters by him, UWhen he came home he drank and
carried a gun and took to threatening her and the children. 1Is that

what happens when dreams die, I ask, No, Betty answers; that is what

happens when the man dossn't die before the dream,

Tom became abusive and drunk Qhon he was home so Betty filed for
divorce even though she saw it as a kind of sin, Tom didn't want the di-
vorce but he didn't want to be married either. Then he thresatened her
and left the state, It took three years to finslize it because Tom was
still on the move and hard for the court to serve papers on, Four years
later he shot and killed a man in a bar with one of his guns. Even after

almost ten years of marriege to her second husband, the FBI calls Betty

twice a year to see if she has heard from Tom or knows where he is, She
saw him around campus two wesks ago, They are on amicable terms now.

Her second husband would be a family man, a nurturer, Betty
swore, No more rolling stones, Roy is fiftesn years older than Betty.
He had never been married and was a prosperous farmer who lived in a small
town on his parents' land and cared for his elderly mother, He owned the
strip of land Betty leased from him and on which she built the house where

they now live., Roy esteems family values, He is a nurturer, Betty
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married hinm,

Three years ago Roy was officially diagnosed as a manic-depres-
sive, He undergoes regular and predictable mood swings, like a male
menstrusl eycle. He withdrews from the farm, from Betty, from the girls,
from their own daughter, born seven yesars ago, He retreats to his demons.

Betty did some checking and found that it goes back four genera-
tions in Roy's family, His mother was kept in a sanitarium and given
shock treatments in the '30s, Perhaps he is haunted by that memory as

a nine year old, This winter Betty told Roy to go to the barn, so Roy

has been living in the barn since January. Ouring the winter he let his —
hair and beard grow long and become dirty and matted. He let his fingers
become frost=bitten. He let the food grow moldy that Betty brought out
to the barn for him to eat, He hid his money by burying it., Betty
manages the farm and the girls and 1life without Roy, but it is hard,

Roy longs for death when the demons have him, but he is too

afraid for the openness of the rope, the knife, He dies inside by inches

measursd in fingertips. He waits for spring to return, waits for the
chemical winter to 1lift as 1lift it must and one day will until the cycle's
upbeat by its own momentum pivots and points downward once again gravity-
bounds Even though they have pills now, Roy prefers not to take them.

The pills make him slobber and drool, but that is not why he avoids them,
Roy prefers the blackness of his pit, the rhythm of its opening and clos-
inge He knows its depth and circumference., There is no guesswork, only
the known and predictables quantity. The pills make life real, It is

1ife he cannot handle,
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Betty longs for a weekend lover, especially since Roy has been
in the barn all winter and it is almost spring, Betty is a physical
woman, She built her own house on the land she rented from Roy, but that
was when she was younger, lighter, when her body did not show that it had
borne two daughters or that she would bear yst another., She is proud of
her carpentry skills, proud of her ability with raw wood, hammer and
nails, She bartered her skill for medical care for herself, Roy, and
the girls and that is how she met Phil, the man she would like to be her
lover, Phil is quiet and kind and listens to Betty with his eyes when
she talks, Phil is a good doctor and understands Betty's life and what
coping with Roy must be like, Betty and Phil like to fish together,
Phil's wife is thin, sharp; a business-suited Amazon with long red nails,
Betty wonders if Phil is happily married since she and Phil are so much
alike and his wife is nothing like him,

Betty thinks about divorcing Roy, especially if anything hap-
pened to her and Roy were guardian of the two girls left at home, She
would not like them raised in a barn, like animals, Her littlest is only
seven, But it would be her second divorce and once in a lifetime is bad
enough but twice is failure and she is Catholic and Michigan is a hard
state to prove mental incompetency in so she dreams of losing eighty
pounds and sleeping with Phil on weskends while Roy is in the barn,

| Still, Betty is philosophical about her 1life, She waite for her
eldest's wedding to pass; one less victim., Then she will file for di-
vorce, Her priest told her it was no real uirrilgo. If Roy will not

care for himself, then she must cars for herself and the girls, She
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cannot fix him, She knows this now,

Betty.is a mountain of s woman and she limps., Betty limps be-
cause she injured her ankle years ago in a fall that brought her to
Phil, a fall from the houss she was building on a strip of Roy's land
and now she has developed arthritis from the crushing weight which bears
down on those nine inches of ankle like a one-ton block. She wants to
lose weight to ease the constant pain for which Phil writes prescrip-
tions and she wants to grew more attractive by becoming less of herself
80 Phil will want to meke love to her, Betty must somehow lose the
weight to find love because no man willingly makes love to a fat woman,
So she eats bowls of carrot sticks and celery stalks and unbuttered pop-
corn to fill the emptiness inside she wents a man to fill, Betty is
still young, still on the edge of it, but losing eighty pounds takes
such 8 long time that she consoles herself with extra food and there
are times when she is not sure she will reach either goal, but while
she is waiting to grow slender and waiting for Phil to make love to her
and waiting for Roy to come out of the barn she is still waiting for
deliverance,

I look down at my watch and reslize it is two o'clock, It's
Saturday and Betty must return home to the farm, the girls, Roy, She
extends an invitation to visit her at the farm, We embrace, I nod, and
Betty limps away,

1 go back to my office. My partner is gone, the office empty.

I sit at my desk and stare out the window on a wet spring, I am still

inside, quiet where it counts, UWhere would you go / That is not the
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same / Blank field? No, there is / Nothing left for you / But to
stand here / Full of your own silence / Which is itself a whiteness /
And all the light you need, The postry leaves me, contracts, breaks
off, It is something I have read not long ago, Bstty's story has
settled inside of me like a stone that cannot be dislodged. Uhere
would you go that is not the same the same the same? Betty thought
she was escaping a bad marriage for a better one, She thought she
vas escaping to safety., The same blank field, Nothing left nothing
left nothing left but to stand. Stand whers? Uhere? 1 don't like
where I'm standing, I'm afraid., Nothing left for you nothing left
for you but to stand full of your silence silencs silence echoes in
my head, I cannot hear my own silence, Uhat is my silence? Listen
listen listen it whispers.

Betty's story, Betty groping her way toward happiness, Betty
the carpenter msking a house she can live in, a house to stand for
life, I do not like the house of my life., I do not like my students,
except for Betty. I'm not sure I like Mike, I know I do not like
Malcolm, Roy is not so distorted that I cannot recognize myself in
him, Letting the diseasss choose, Roy lets the dissase choose., A
cynic once said Life is the incurable disesse, I am not sick like
Roy but I know about pain and despair., I know it is when they become
a way of life that life becomes a way of dying, like Roy.

The offics phone jangles., I walk over and pick it up, It is

Mike, wanting to make plans for Sunday,

1 say yes.







