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CHAPTER ONE

THREE DAY S BEFORE THE KENTUCKY DERBY:

Clay Atkinson?0

| didn@ recognize the voice. AWhods cdling?0

fiBrian Reasoner. You did a $ory on me eleven years ajo.0

fiEleven years, yeah, the sub hit your ship.0 It came back to me. | also
remembered he left me hanging on the sent of a Pulitzer.

AThat right. 1t was agood piece. | never thanked you.0

fil know. You left me hanging on one about the Congressvoman. |
followed some ofé 0

filém sarry,0 he interrupted. Al to make it upto you. Have you ever
been to the Kentucky Derby?0

fiOnce.o

A flyoudl meetmethere, 181 dropthewholethinginyour lapd records,
tapes, everything.o

fiYou mean this Saurday?0 Eight years of fog lifted and | could see
him now: yfty, but looking thirty-yve, blond har, a little over six-feet
and two-hundred pounds. | could see the grong face, not handsome, just
strong.

fiShort noticed sary again. It has to be Saurday. Can you make
it?0

Brian Reasoner is one of the two men besides me who knew
Congressvoman Klein had buried abomb in her past. She@ run for the
ofyce, been eected, and reelected, but nather man had opened his mouh
to bury her. Either one could havelit the fuseat any time. | didn@, because
what | had was hearsay. It pointed to an explosion, but point is al it did.
| didn@ have the proof.

I[Gn Clay Atkinson. | live in a smdl town in upstate New York and
| free-lance writing features for Sunday Supplements, for anybody with



a checkbook. Eleven-years ago, | was in the city ynishing a story about
a farescueby some merchant seamen, one faman in particular, the
Second-Mate, Brian Reasoner. In the fog, six-hundred miles off Nova
Scotia, a submarine had poked its snout in ther waterline trapping yfteen
men in acompartment with rising water and apump that didnd work. A
breaker had malfunctioned and a ®vered 220-volt cable thrashed about
like apissedoff snake, sparking and melting deel on every surface it
touched. The Second-Mate jumped into four-feet of water and snagged
thethrashing endd then he butted it to the severed piece to start the pump.
He wasn@ even wearing gloves. He held the cables together for yfteen-
minutes, pitching and rolling in North Atlantic seas, until the compartment
emptied and the men were free. When they yndly cut the generator, they
had to pry the Mate® yngers from the cdle ends, one a atime.

Arriving back in the dty, the rescied ones offered their gratitudein
traditiond style by bombarding the Mate with drinks in a Godforsaken
bar in Souh Ferry. Women didn@ go near this place; it madeyou leey of
using the washroom soa. | got there late, but | already had my story so
| was free to join the mood. | liked Brian, and | just wanted to say good
bye. Then the rescued ones garted buying for me.

Dawn broke and we had to make room for the sweepe&d it being April
already. The crew dispersed and 16m about to follow, when | noticed a
change in Brian. Celebrating, he seemed yne; but out on the street he
became cold ober. He siiffed the wind and motioned me to follow. We
ended upat abenchin one of thoselittle parks the dty spotted along the
river for folks to watch the ships come and go. He hadn@ spoken aword
along the way.

fiMaybe youd rather be alone0 sdd.

fiMaybe,0 he answered and went silent aggin. | was &out to drop
some exiting clues to prompt him, but he started without me. fil thought |
wanted to give you adifferent story,0 he began. fiNow, 16m not sure.d

fiMaybeit&the drinks,0 1 sad, facrying-in-your-bee thing.do | had the
resclestory. It wasgoodand | could cdl it anight, but somehing made me
hang on. fiwWhy dond you begin,d  id. fiSee whereit goes. That® sde.
You can shut it off any time.d 16ve done this often enough to know when
people want to talk, even when they dond want to talk. It takestime.

When he reached for his wallet | could fed the hatch gpening. It was
one of those arge leather wallets popular during World War |1. Seamen
crammed them with their important pgoers, passport, letters, things hard
toreplace. It had awaterproof zipper on three sides and a short chan that
attached it to the belt soit would be sure to follow aong if the body was
suddenly blown into the ocean by atorpedo orbomb.
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He unzipped the wallet and took out a folded news clipping yellowed
with age. The yrst unfold reveded an attractive blond, thirty maybe,
smiling for the amera. fAn old girlfriend?0 asked.

A second unfolding offered the heading: ORMER MODEL RUNS
FOR FLORIDA HOUSE SEATGO

fi Bughter,0 he answered.

What remained of the article described how a surprise @ndidate for
Congress was given little chance to defeat her heavily favored Cuban
opponent. der husband, newspaper publisher Joe Kl€ 6 The rest was
missing. The clipping was dated last November. fiYou must be pioud,0
sdd, returning the article.

He refolded it and returned it to the wallet. AShed my daughter, and
IGm scared,0 he sad. AMaybe that& why youde here. | think somebody
besides me ought to be s@red.0

Brian was in shape to handle most things this planet could present.
When he says he® sared, | have to wonder. | thought it Srange that he
mentioned daughter and fear in the same ntence; grange metimes
makes a sory. Theteling took usinto the morning rush hour.

As lunderstood it at the time, his daughter was born Jane Frances up
in Albany, and adopted by the Hotalings as an infant after Brian& breakup
with his wife, Jen. When Brian moved to Florida, the adopting parents
changed the baby& name from Jane Frances to Celine Marie, and kept that
a eaetuntil Cdine reached fourteen.

At eighteen, Celine was dazzling. Shed@l learned that Brian, her red
father, visted Albany several times ayear to vist his oldest friend, Vic
Blanchett . Ceine asked Vic to arrange a meeting, but not tell Brian she
was his daughter. Her reason ounded good to Jim, sohe madeit happen.

At their meeting in a restaurant, Brian talked about his ex-partner,
a lady who ran a pemier model agency in Miami. He sad that she@
probably take Celine on if she had some training. The idea had excited
Cdine and she began training with Gracie Regis, aformer mode who
owned alocal school. Gracie too, was excited. Her new pupil captured a
G.E. commercia amostimmediately. Within six months, Celine became
alocd ceebrity and fell in with the sx-and-drugs crowd hanging on the
fringe. A year later, she hovered closeto burnou. Gracie shut her down
until she cleaned upher act, got rid of the dark circles and shed the extra
pounds.

Then, Celine remembered Brian in Miami and his ex-partner who
owned amodel agency. Brian got her call from the Miami Airport. Did
he remember her? Can hegive her alift? He was pattered she thought of
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him. He had agreat Coconut Grove penthouseand of fered his guestroom
until she could ynd her own place.

Brian then brought her to his ex-partner, the model agent, who could
see beyond Celine® exhausted condition. Glyn let her register with the
agency. Brian thought it was great having a gorgeous blond around the
house, but he@ sworn to Glyn hed@ play it straight. No moves, but only
because she was sodamn young. He gill had no idea who she was, and
she was no closer to telling him. Meanwhile, Celine fell in love with the
penthouse, her surroundings,and her new lifestyle.

By the time he@ given me that much, rush-hour trafyc roared non-
stop behind us. A passenger liner leaving the harbor held Brian attention
until it passed the Statue of Libertyd afull ten minutes. | didnd want to
break into his thoughts. | shauld have.

AT his is amistake0 he sad, wearily. AlGm sary.0

He® sary, justwhen | began to imagineé

filén sary,0 he repeated.

That all | remember from eleven years ago and he never conyrmed
what @ begun to suspect. For reasons he didn@ explain, he@ changed his
mind about talking. He gologized, and left in the direction of his ship.
He@ granded me, and it would be pointlessto chasehim.

Briand unynished tale didnd bite me again until 1@ ynished the ynd
draft of the sea-rescuestory. The park-bench thing and a few Pulitzer
dreams had seped into the vacuum. When aU.S. Congressvoman has a
seaet, people like me @nd sit sill. | had some time and decided to ook
into it, at leastto verify what he@ told me. Sornrething could turn up.

Squeezing into the middle of a gory demands amountain of legwork
before you get the yrst hopeful sniff. To ynd what | suspected, there was
only one place to begin, and by this time, | was hooked.



CHAPTER TWO

Ella Reasoner taught grades yve and six in a smdl schoolhouse in
the Adirondack mountain town of Paul Smiths, New York. Her only
child, Brian, never met his father. Learning of a baby& arrival around
Thanksgiving, Bart Reasoner choseto move on, giving thanks only for his
escape. To his meager credits, arelic of horor nudged him to marry Ella
in ableak ceremony before quitting her yeld.

Ellais grief was more show for the neighbors than anything heartfelt.
At twenty-one, she@ gpted for the excitement of a pretty face instead of
character. She saw no point in gpologizing. There was no divorce, only
absence and distance, and gopreciation for use of a name that offered her
anew dtart down datein Albany.

Ella found work, and ayoung black woman to carefor Brian. Rosdind
was aynd. She might have been ateacher hersdf, had Dr. King emerged
afew years earlier. Brian lucked out, for Mrs. Green, as she choseto be
called, insisted the boy usehis head and ygure his own answers, not have
them served up free of effort. Reading fiThe Night Before Christmasd
Mrs. Green was interrupted on page one, to learn from the yve-year-old
that the author knew little @out construction; that one must throw up the
sash yrst, then tear open the shutters.

One of Brian® better asseés was airiosity; however, school seldom
took the direction of his interest. When it did, the offerings fell short of
his need. At age ten, he became fasdnated by cameras and ther ability
to freeze time and place for future repection. But there were no classes
offered in photography. These arriculum shortcomings often sretched
Ellas home-schooling past midnight; but it smpliyed her Christmas
shopping.

The next yve years convinced Ella her son would never be comfortable
inastructured world. Shetook her cluesfrom thefarm he pedaled to after



classand on weekends, and the lumber mill that took him on part-time on
the second shift. He enjoyed ther physical demands, the straining that
developed his body ahead of his years. He wanted labor for his exercise,
not aregimen designed in agym that he@ deemed awaste. His camera
seemed the only exception.

He befriended aboy at the mill and Ella® cauion p wegtsp. Vic
Blanchett was from the neghborhood, two years older than Brian. Ella
thought him weird becausehe discussd thingsfrom obsaire angles shedl
never considered. With second thought, she bit back her objection to Jim.

When she was asked about her soné future, Ella predicted he would be
seduced by some weird star and rush wherever the excitement unfolded.
She proved right about the seduction part. A month after his sixteenth
birthday, Brian made adjustments to his birth certiycate and joined
the Merchant Marine. He tried coaxing Vic to join, but that was more
commitment than his friend would suffer. Several days later, alone, he
shipped out for Cape Town, Sotth Africa, as an apprentice seaman aboard
the fiHenry Beamo; awar surplusfreighter.

Ella considered blowing the whistle, but she knew it would only
muddy the water. Hedl dipped her strings and there would be no tying
them agin.

Brian& red interest was discovery, and he let few pre-conceived
notions color it. Firstamong his surprises. fewer than haf the crew spoke
English. Hand signals developed as acommon language. These, with a
little time, were easily understood and y lled mostgaps. Getting clean was
a poblem in the tiny sink, but there were showers. There, his eyes were
quickly opened to an unforeseen subject: sex at sea

Arturo, a large Mexican missing hdf his teeth, began fantasizing
about the blond youth on their second night out, and madeit apoint to hit
the shower minutes behind the lad. Brian read nothing in the Mexican®
lee, and sersed no approaching difyculty. He saw the man soaging
his erect penis and ill failed to grasp the Mexican® developing plan.
However, the Mexicand hand on his shaulder at last touched off images of
an unimagined scerario. There was no mistake.

Brian dug an elbow into the Mexican® chest. The swiftness of the
move caused his footing to dip while the Mexican fell back against the
bulkhead, gasping for breath. Brian quickly exploded two shaulder-
powered blows to the Mexican® fomach, then gepped back to watch the
man and his ardor sink dowly to the deck while so@suds swirled toward
the drain. The event confused him. Pieces of the grange sx puzzle
tumbled aout seeking ther place. He wrapped atowel around his waist,
mumbling, fiNo, no!o to the helpless Mexican. He stepped back in the
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shower and directed a pow of water on the Mexican. When the suds were
gone, he gave the man atowel and helped him up.
S, my friend,0 the Mexican answered, gasping the lastword.

By Cape Town, the Mexican was as close afriend as Brian had on
board, and he let the man lead to the action available to ssamen in the
Souh African port. The difference, all around, thrilled him. It took three
rolls of yImjustto reach the brothel. He letthe Mexican go on aone. Hea
never been with awoman, though he@ imagined it often. He felt when his
time came, there would be no hesitation or doubt, and later, no regret. He
didnd ynd that in Cae Town, or Rangoon, Bombay or Jakarta.

Melbourne was different.

*% %

She rode abicycle snack into him as he turned a corner. Thdr
foreheads meeting sounded like aclub on apumpkin and the shock sent
both to the ground, the bicycle on top. He krushed her long red har from
his face and pushed the bike away.

The girl was young, probably his age, with beautiful, clear skin. She
made a f@inful sound, dowly opening pele green eyes that couldnd@ quite
focus. When they did, she was gartled. fiOh!0 she sdad. ASonething hit
me! Was it you?0

fiNot me,0 he claimed. Al wasjustpassing by.d She didnd seem aware
of her skirt tossd high, reveding creamy-white legsthat held his eyes.

When the girl recovered, she followed his gaze and laughed. fiWede
a tangle, arend we?0 She twisted her skirt to a modest position and
continued smiling. A passing couple helped the girl to her feet, the lady
examining her for bruises. Brian took the mané helping hand.

fiBit of a bash, eh?0 the man grinned.

fJust a bit,0 he answered. AThanks,0 he added as the couple moved
on.

fiOh! Look at my cycle,0the girl mourned.

filtés only the handlebar. We can yx that easy.0 He held the front
wheel between his knees and twisted the handlebar to its norma position.
fiThere,d he smiled.

fYoude aYank,0 she sad, happily.

fA what?0

fA Yankd an American.0

fiOh, yeah.0

AW hat& your name?0

Hewas unbalanced by her interestand had to think asecond. fiBrian,0
he managed, before his tongue went into lockdown.
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A couple of girlsin classhad held his eye, but they were like the guys,
always around in some casua way that held no uniquedistinction. This
girl was different. He feared she would resume her seat and pedal away
before his wit could give her reason to day.

filén Aeryn,0 she smiled, repositioning her wide-brimmed hat.

He relaxed, redizing the girl was in no hurry to pedal away. $till,
knowing that did little for his wit. fAreyou Irish?0

She laughed. AThat E-r-i-n. Mine isA-e-r-y-n.0

fil never heard that spelling.0

fiNobody has. Me Mum made it upd wanted me to be specia. Are
you from the docksd aship down there?d

He nodded. fiwe just got in last nightd supposed to leave tomorrow
morning. Kindalimits my tour of Australia.d

fA wee bit, but | can show you some, dessyou got plans.o

He couldnd believe his luck. fAThat@ be great No plans. 1ém just
wandering around.0

fiWell, come on. We can wander up to the bluff. It& a nice spot.0
Then she trightened. AiWedl have apicnic?0

The girl& vibrancy held charm, dancing ahead while he labored to
understand. How could she be sodifferent? Why shauld he be soeager
to be with her in ways he@ never known?

It was mid-afternoon when they reached the bluff. Aeryn claimed a
spot and lay her cycle in the grass. Taking a cee breath, she spread her
arms to the lreeze and laughed, filsnd it good, here?0

The view was grand. It was the perfect place to lay out ther few
purchases. soda-pop and sandwiches, and to marvel at the beauty of Port
Phillip Bay and the dty. Severa couples and a family of yve grolled
about with the same idea

More than the beauty of the place intrigued him. The red-hared girl
moving easily into his life crried joy in baskets he could not see, and
played music only he could hear. It was she. She was the joy and the
music, sole occupant of a place hedl never been and now, never wanted
to leave. They lingered, talking, laughing, and exploring the mysteries
a welcome stranger brings. Nothing else seemed as important. Aeryn
moved as naturally as agentle wind, at perfect peace.

He learned she was once bound for America, an infant, just dter the
war. They wereto leave when her dad returned from one lastdig; but he@
never returned, and they never learned why.

When she asked about American girls hetried to tell her, but until that
moment, he never redized how little he knew. He recdled they hung out
in bunches, sharing abrain, and dashed off after this or that whenever the
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wind changed, or a new boy came to school. His portrayal fell short of
Aeryn expectations, but she was more interested in his life, and did not
conced it.

*% %

Dusk fell, and the dralling tourists drifted to other plans. Aeryn and
Brian ynished the last of thar food, gill, with no thought of atering the
time ormood. The last bite went easily, seseming to indicate they would
never fee hunger again. They felt no urgency in passing moments, as
their number could be felt gretching to inynity.

In darkness, the adventure inched forward: for Aeryn, to moments
only dightly familiar, and for Brian, to aplace his ship could never take
him.

Aeryn moved close, touching, and pressed home his yrst kiss of
passon. It y lled his senses and provoked another reaction, welcomed
by Aeryn. Gently, withou practice or plan, the girl maneuvered each
powing moment seamlesdy into the next, until he felt nothing but her
nearness. There was no life, no ship, and no earth beneath them; only the
girl guiding his journey through aplace he@ never been.

Heralded by spasms, arrival left both in afrenzy to breathe. Frenzy
passed to undigniyed gasping and from there to eventual rest, giving the
earth amoment to ynd them.

Aeryn held him tightly and he rolled, dowly, until she lay on top.
Then, both were gill. Aeryn moved, and it began agin, and then, again.

When the ship cast off, his postbelow deck wasna vital to the action
sohe remained topside, watching the red-hared girl standing on the dock
with her cycle. Several times she wavedd a short wave with adispirited
ar.

His tear had barely formed when suddenly, it struck him that he@l
not taken asingle photograph. Quickly he uncovered his Yashica and
managed a single snap of the smdl, diminishing ygure. A second snap
would reved nothing new, sohe lowered his camera. He imagined coming
back, on another ship, and they@ have more time, but the thought was as
barren of comfort as it was of redity. Aeryn diminished in size until only
her memory remained. Then he went below.

More than any event, his memory of Melbourne wouldnd let him
follow his mates to the brothels when they docked. Before Melbourne,
the people and bustling activity, the sights and sounds of every new place
distracted him and being laid had no place on his list. After Melbourne,
he couldnd@ imagine the bleak, impersond activity traded in ports being
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akin to his gift from Aeryn. He loved the memory of her, and lingered
over his one photograph of her tiny, unrecognizable ygure, longing to be
with her again. It wasnd in him to sdtle. The brothel or anything less
than what she@ given him would only contaminate his memory.

Three years pased. He became conversant in Spanish, Portuguese,
and Italian. He made thirty-two ports, but never again, Melbourne. He
dated severa girls, waitreses and bartenders mosty and even enjoyed
heavy necking in dark places but something always diluted his interest
before allowing his date the experience she expected.

When qualiyed an Able Seaman, he confessed his true aje. It made
getting his new pgers atangle, but they came, and the matter fell behind
him. When note was taken how quickly he learned, an aging First Mate
began tutoring him toward the Merchant Marine Academy at Kingd Point.
Learning he held no diploma from high school dampened the Mate®
enthusiasm, but only dightly.

Brian wasnd sure about that carea move, but the skills and lessons he
absabed readily. A lifeat seahad not yet cgptured him. The ship and sea
were only the passage to his red interest: another port, anew place with
strange people, and unfamiliar rules.

On avisit home, Ella cornered him with news he could take the State
Regents exam with a little preparation. It would certify his high schoal
completion. Laid in front of him, he ayreed it wouldn& hurt. He gudied
what Ella provided, took the exam and passed. There was no diploma,
only atypewritten letter on ofycial stationery with a ®4d describing his
successful completion of the New York State Regents exams. It had no
gilding orribbons. He didnd get to wear ablack gown and mortarboard.
His perfect score in math made upfor al that.

He wasnd celebrating, only out on the town with Jim. They closed
the legal places and went on to an dter-hours spot, fiThe Cayed on lower
Hudson Avenue where his eyes took afew moments adjusting to the dark
interior. When they adjusted, he saw the waitresswith her tray of glasses
laughing with three men at atable. He was ©ber enough to be attracted,
but the hour and previous consumption threatened a poor reception if he
presed. She was the yrst girl to strike him since Aeryn and he didnd
want to risk his chance. He elected to wait, and try when conditions were
better. He returned the next night.

Her name was Jen, and she gave him her time. Eventually, he moved
his sea-bagto her apartment. She was light and fun, withou purpose
or plan. It wasnd like Aeryn, but he enjoyed thar time. Still, the magic
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he imagined was love never came. Jen too, had become restessand it
seemed they had lived through thar best days.

He arranged to join aresearch vessel in Miami, leaving in two months
to begoneayear. His departure wastwo-weeks avay when Jen discovered
her condition. Brian had never thought about it. Babies happened to other
people. It didnd imply agood thing and caused him to cancel his berth on
the research vess.

Jen wasnG happy either. She@ been a popular cocktail waitress,
and the change coming to her ygure often led to tears. Abortions were
whispered about, but hard to ynd. She tried severa pills supposed to
initiate miscarriage but they might have been sugar for al ther effect.
The baby never quit coming. Jen and Brian were married three months
before the birth.

When Brian saw the bluish-pink bundle wrapped by Jen& side, he
scooped it up, smiling and rocking it gently, as though hed@l practiced. He
felt love for the tiny deeping person. With Jen, he@ caused this little girl
to leave the peace of nowhere and come out to suffer dings and arrows.
He@ allowed her no choice. He was responsible, as he@ bemoaned for the
seven previous months. Suddenly, it was a good thing, a desired thing,
and while he knew little ot it, learning shauld be ajoy.

He marveled that an instant could effect such a change. Looking
at the deeping face, he wondered if anything could be more dependent
than this tiny life form. His pleasure stiffened. He turned to view the
yeld beyond the window redizing dependency was on him. He held no
illusons dout Jen.

Jen loved her job, and relished the constant attention. She might
have handled the wife and mother role, given more time, but returning
immediately to work it became evident she had too little practice resisting
temptation. When the marriage turned bad, Jen handed full custody to
Brian and joined agirlfriend moving to Provincetown, on the Cape.

Ella insisted her son come home; that he needed her and there was no
point trying it alone. He agreed, and soon admitted life was easier, but
not good. His savingswould be gone in afew months and Albany offered
nothing he could tackle for more than minimum wages. He@ have to
return to the ships.

The mone/ was aways good because @portunities to spend were
limited. He sent home enough to hire aNanny and Ella continued teaching
part-time, as she preferred. It would only be two orthree-years. Then he
could gart his own Import/Export businessand be home every night.

He qualiyed for Third Mate paers. Isthmian Shipping Lines agreed
and was glad to have him back. They sent him to Sweden. Three months
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later, hereturned, expecting more bustie about thehouse. Only his mother
greeted him, walking with a @ne.

*% %

fiWhat happened?0 Brian exclai med.

fiYou were gone only aweek when | broke my hip.0

fiWwhy didnd@ you wire me?0

fiWwhy? Youde a actor, now?0

fiYou could have told melo

Ella sighed, i ©nd be foolish. Vic stops by and does the chores |
cand handle.o

fWhere® my baby?0

fJanets with the Hotalings, around the corner. We can walk over.0

He remembered meeting the couple. They were young and shared a
surprising work ethic. Everett had an unusual gift with mechanicd things,
especialy cars. In addition to her ofycejob at Ellis Hospital, Marie made
little dolls out of treated cloth and sold them to gift shops. Despite four
years of relentlesseffort, they had no children.

Marie led Brian and Ella to abedroom where Jane napped in acrib.

fiThey saved my life Ella sad. fiTook over the baby-loving, justlike
that. Now they cry when | take her homed

Heleaned in to pick up Jane.

fiOh, lether deeg,0 Ella sad. AiYou can bounce her around when she®
awakeo

He withdrew, smiling at his tiny person, bigger than he remembered.
fil want to take her horme.0

Ella wasna joking about Marieis tears. He felt guilty, and it unsetled
him. HeletJanerest.

fil have to force themto take yfty dollarsaweek. They were enormous
help when | couldnd get around.0

He brought Jane kack to Ella® later that afternoon and kept her the
remander of his leave. He did alot of carrying and bouncing, feeding,
tickling, and talking, anxious for the time Jane would understand. He
told her about the world of wonder that surprised him every day, aworld
het@ forced upon her. He became eager for feedback, for aresponsethat a
splattering of Gerberd puree didnd satisfy.

By the end of his leave, Ellay lled in the redities of child-care and he
went to his ship with patience he hadné i magined.

It was a long voyage this time, made longer by a two-month layover
in Bremerhaven, Germany, for repairs to the ship® underwater gear. As
the Junior Ofycer, his duty was ship® security while in port. Otherwise,
he might have pown home in time to inpuence the decisions forced upon
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Ella. He didnd py hone, and it was seven months before he reached his
front porch aggin. He was stunned by the woman who met him in the
hdl.

fil tried to write ahundred times,0 Ella told him. She@ aged a dzen
years. fil have ancer. They discovered it when | broke my hip.0

fiYou knew it thend when | was here?0

fiYes. They hadnd completed their prognosis. It was better that only
one of usworry.0

fiyou shauld have told me. You shauld have written.0

fil tried, | told you, but there was something else Icouldnd tell you in
alettero

fiJane! Whereds Jane? Isshe with the Hotalings?o

fiJane is yne. Yes, she® with the Hotalings,0 Ella sad. Then, she
unraveled her story through the next two hours.

He listened in silence, masking the frustration within. His anger for
the choices she made without consulting him, choices she had no right to
make, was overcome by the tragedy of her condition. Learning it was not
too late to annul her choices kept him from sorming to hasty action.

She@ bean grong, back then. Her decison wasnd made on inability,
or that Jane was increasingly stubborn and demanding. It was Marie, and
the suffering she could not hidewhen surrendering the baby each evening.
If any human was born to mother, Ella knew it was Marie, and deplored
theirony. Marie could never conceive. Ellafelt her pain, and would often
feign weariness, entreating Marie to kegy the bdy overnight. It seemed
too little.

She@l received his card from Bremerhaven, telling of the accident
and the uncertainty of his return. It was &out then her wearinesswasnd
feigned. She knew he would be angry, but she@ not have to suffer it
long.

fiProving Jen abandoned Jane was not difycult,0 Ella concluded. fiYou
were another matter. They believed, since | was your mother and swearing
to it, it could not be false. The adoption was gproved and, if you dond
interfere, will be ynd in two more months.o

He managed to be calm, and listened now with more attention to what
Ella suffered in deciding, was suffering now, in her abashed tale. There
was her cruel metastass, permitting little time, empty of hope. He bit his
pain and chewed it to silence.

He didnd rush to see little Jane when Ella ynished. He sat, staring out
the window, long &ter Ella made cooa and kissed him good night. He
recovered gratitudefor gptions gill his, but there was little joy. Ella had
made a strong casefor her granddaughter. He had no argument except
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selysh anger for being denied consultation. Past midnight, he agreed she@
donre the bestthing. It offered some relief. Jane wasnd torn from his life.
He could be nearby, watching, helping where he could. He@l see her grow,
and be a part of her life, anormd life with two loving parents instead of
a single seaman with an uncertain future. It came down to love, given by
two instead of one. He knew he held the losi ng hand.

He was 4gill in the char when Ella came down in the morning. She
fussed with coffee and dishes, needing her son to speak yrst, to set
whatever stage he@ resolved during his night. He joined her in the kitchen
alittle before nine, pouring himself coffee. Shewas petient.

fil dond think | want to see Janie,0 he sad quietly, fiat least, not for
awhiled Stting, he put a hand on his mother& arm. fiYou did the right
thing. |just dond want to gruggle with it any more. Seeing heré 0

fil know,0 Ella sad, putting her hand on top of his. fil know. It must
have been aterrible night. 16m sary.0

filt was not good, but itéG over. You did theright thing. | wond interfere.
TheyGe piobably worried as hell about what 181 do.o

Ella agreed. fil told them not to, but, you know.0

He took another leave from Isthmian, to say with Ella.

Two months passed kringing huge relief to the Hotalings when no
interference was raised. Still, they were afraid to open the subject with
Brian.

He dropped in one evening, talked casually about ther work and
asked how Janie was doing. He peeked in on the deeiing bundle, but
didnd linger. He sdd good night, and if there was anything he could do.
They@ lethim know. He could come any time.

Dilaudid eased Ellas |astfew months; she was even light-hearted about
the coming dnovedas she cled it. She made a esefor her dreams; how
they seemed to be red events taking place in other dimensions that could
only be accessed during certain depths of degn. She was aways the same
person, but in some dreams she would be younger, and ded in a outine
manner with subjects she had no knowledge of in her current redity. She
imagined an inynite number of redities running concurrently, where
death in one initiated the dnoved to another, with no memory of the life
that just died. The fragile veil between dimensions sometimes allowed
overlaps and what, on waking, would be recdled as a@&razy dreambwas
actually fragments of several, different redities, interacting. She rested
her caseon the fact that Harry Houdini never came back, as hei@ promised
his wife. He couldnd, Ella explained, because suddenly aive in a new
dimension with its own past history, he had no memory of his previous
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life, the promise, or even the wife. One only moved forward to a new
dimension, never back to one that had died.

The serario contented her, and Brian wished he could share it, and
not be the only one depressed.

Intime, Dilaudid failed, but only in her lasttwo days. She assured her
son everything was okay; their redities would come together in another
time. They wouldnd know it, of course, but it would be agood thing.

He felt his mother was anxious to go, if only to learn. Then if it
were true, she@ never redly know. It pleased him to imagine his mother
getting on with another life. She wouldn@ be gone, only out of town.

In passing months, his visits to Jane biought only discomfort to
everyone. After his initial joy at seeing the tiny girl, everything went
downhill. He couldnd take her home; make her apart of his life. He could
only prolong his good-bye, until the next depressing time.

fil decided to move away,0 he announced to Everett and Marie. They
didnd jumpfor joy, but he could tell some of their srain was relieved.

Only one place had captured his interestin recent years and while hedl
missed the research vess, the planning had drawn his attention to the
heralded activity around Souh Horida. It sounded like amarine version
of the Wild West, with the invading Cubans and the running gun-battles
between the Coast Guard and drug smugglers. It could be enough to take
his mind away.

filém moving to Miami,0 he said.
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CHAPTER THREE

Miami offered him little time to mourn the lossof Ella and Baby Jane,
and quickly forced him to choosebetween two available lifestyles: land
and sea His savings and money from the housewould easily carry him
two yearsif he found a reasonable dwelling, and after a month of looking,
he decided on an old, sport-yshing vessa he could restore and live aboard
at ANuta®0 boatyard two miles upthe Miami River.

fiPrimadonnad was forty-two-feet of serious shing machine,
appointed with the best that money could buy in 1952. He didnd want her
fo r shiyg; justto live @oard and cruisethe locd waterways and idands.
The neglect the old girl had suffered irritated him, but it also made the
price attractive. He bought her, hauled her out and went to work.

There was no hurry. He wanted to learn all her seaets. When he
yndly put her back in the water, she displayed most of the beauy and
function the builders intended. He was pleased except for her name. He
wasnd keen on fiPrimadonnad but her lines, and her teak, mahogany and
stainlesssted, justiyed her award fiQueen of the Miami Beach Boat Showo
the year she was built. Considering her quality, she deserved to keep her
name, and in the following months, fiPrimadonnad became a familiar sight
at Marinasin the Keys and Bahama Idands.

Hedl lived at Nuta® ayear when a familiar neighbor gpproached.

fiHey, Brian! 0

fiHello Burt.o

fil see you with a @mera quite ahbit. You know anything aout
photographi ng models?0

fiNothingd why?0

fil have this friend. She was instructing at a modeling school in the
Dupont, and quit. Opened a school of her own down in the Grove and
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needs somebody to take shots of her girls. She just starting up and cand
afford a po. Shedl try a noviced sat of a learn-as-you-go thing. She®
gotta get smebody.0

fil don@ know anything aot it.0

fiWwhaté to know? How tough can it be watching pretty girls and
clicking ashutter every few seconds? Shedl show you what you need to
get garted. What doyou say? Try itd you got nothindto lose.0o

Glyn Kennedy was a sunning woman, a year or two older than he
was, but with poise he@ s=en only in old movies where everybody lived
and dept in formd dinner clothes. She had a snile as genuine as the
Tennessee trees she grew up climbing, and a manner that sad fYoubre
known me all your life.d

For Glyn, an dfordable photographer was crudal and she welcomed
anyone willing to gep up. She saw a bonus in that Brian looked like he
knew the business. Sheliked his manner that inspired conydence. Asshe
could fedl it, her girlswould also. Still, she needed to teach what he only
appeared to know.

fill want to photograph every student in the scond week of ther
course,0 Glyn explained. fiThen near graduation, wedl photograph them
again and hopefully, show them a big difference. The girls youdl be
shooting are al beginners. You cand do anything wrongd as long as you
dond laugh.o

Burt had asked, fiHow tough can it be?0

The students would do al the work. Glyn setup the studio, a stage
with agray, ssamless tackdrop, lights and repectors. With her advice on
what to expect and what to look for, he found his comfort level during the
yrsthour. Severa girls with advanced knowledge biought radios and he
learned how much music enhanced their performance.

It took two-days to geteverybody in, delighting Glyn.

He thought it went well, and was excited by his new education.
However, the printed results were crushing. In his mind, hedl imagined
pages from Vogue and Harper®, not the alarming proofs of awkward,
teerage girls dumbling from his contact sheets. Delivering the sheets to
Glyn, he gologized. fiflyou had a pro @ing this, the results would be a
lot better.0

Glyn scanned the sheets quickly, smiling at his discomfort. AiTheyge
perfect! 0 she sad with alaugh. filt isnd you or your inexperience. You did
yne and dond have much more to learn.d She laughed again. fiTheseare
gawky and awkward teenege girls! TheyGe not accomplished graduates!
Polishing them iswhat this isal about; ités what | do! 0
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It was their beginning. They closed rapidly on their friendship, and
at the Candlelight on Commodore Plaza, lunchtime Martinis often lasted
eight or nine hours. They aways madeit home without incident.

When Glyn opened one of the yrst talent agencies in Miami, she
invited him to be her partner. fil ded with the models. You run the ofyce,0
she sad.

It seemed like a good idea, and for two years, it was. But one by
one, ofyce chalenges were metand put in line with operations. In time,
there were no more chdlenges. He then learned of the problems Glyn
handled daily: models who would saaiyce ther yrst-born for anationd
commercial, or not show up for ajob or @l to explain why. Clients
altered terms after work began, paying haf their agreement or nore at all.
Thinking back, it was ayear since he@ heard fiPleased  BIrhank youd
from any but the daff. Out at seathere was greater civility.

The fiProducersd as he alled them, constantly irritated him. These
were men long pastther years of charming young women into bed. Inthe
beginning, hed@ redized his opportunity to meet and inpuence beautiful,
often gullible young clients. They were ysh in a barrel. He@ practiced
afew lines; it was hard not to; but poised to deliver aline to that bright,
hopeful face, he@ turned into an uncle, even to the beauies in thar
forties.

Recdling that experience, recognizing the lines and tactics, he tagged
the fProducersd on sight and ran them off. They were anever-ending
stream, and Glyn believed every word they sad. It was her only failing.

filté the business wede in,0 Glyn told him. Alté atypical day, no
different from any other.0

fi D you know this, before you garted?0

fi Odourseo

fAnd you choosethis for aliving, working with people who can smile
at you orspit with equal ease.d

Glyn laughed. fiYou dond take that serioudy. You regard it as you
would the objectionable part of any other work: too stressful, too dirty, too
much travel, or too monotonaous. You dond dwell on it.0

AW hat& wrong with expecting simple courtesy?0

fiNothing wrong with expecting, but ignore that expectation. Ded
with the moment youde facing.0

filve been busy. | wasnd paying attention. The moment in front of
me is damned carnivorous. This is redly a crappy businessd people
climbing over each other to grab a higher rung®0 He waved his arms
in light frustration. flém not on that ladder. 16n not goal orientedd no
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driving ambition other than enjoying life and being able to pay my way
doing things Ilike.d

He@ brooded over Glyn& advice while recdling his yrst days on
board the fiHenry Beama Bound for South Africa, he@ shoveled coa al
theway. Anybody could doit; thinking wasna required. Shovel when the
gauge needle was low; quit when the needle touched the orange. He@ been
the bottom of the barrel, but excited, because he could aspire al the way
up to the lridge wearing four gripes on his deeve. As afull partner in
the agency, he@ started out with four stripes. Then he was forced to earn
them. Hedid, and now there was nothing above to grasp. On the contrary,
hed@ worked his way back to the coal shovel of mundane routine.

filém doned he sdd, dropping into achar. fiBuy me out. You name
the rice. Pay meininstallments youde comfortable with.0

Glyn wasnd shocked. She knew her friend and that this day would
come. fiBut wede not ynished,0 she argued. fiThe agency is upand
running, but we wanted it to be the biggest and the besto

fiThat& your dream, lady. It& agood one, and | know youdl make it
happen.0 She moved to interrupt, but he stopped her, adding, filté& not my
dream, and you dond@ need me to make it happen.o

Glyn searched anew tact. fiwhat happened to, always ynish what you
start?0

This amused him. fAh! a low-blow apped to my characterd6 He
laughed lightly. fiExamine that cliché closely and youdl see it afolksy
way bosss have of getting the toilers to keep toiling.0 Hedl liked that the
yrsttime he@ read it in his steel cabinin Singgpore and he delighted in the
chance to passit along. filt has nothing to dowith character.0

A week later, Soli Moustaki, a couturier designer who hired models
by the dozen, invited him for lunch a a Gnembers onlyéclubin the Grove.
Soli was an Egyptian in his yfties whose charm and humor had always
delighted him, so it was no surprise when lunch went deep into the
afternoon. It was then he began to notice arecent arrival.

When Soli |eft, he decided to hang out, intrigued by a girl at the kar
having agreat time. Her name was Pam: a sun-streaked blond with a year-
around, natural tan that setoff the krightnessof her smiles and laughter.
Laughing was her art, and it didn@ take much.

fiThe Mutinyo at Sailboat Bay had the best cocktail hour in town.
Wherever the best was offered, Pam turned up eventually to claim her
space. Her deautiful airheaddimpression took haf-an-hour to dissipate,
while she enjoyed every minute. She was three-times divorced, and
offered as proof that it was all for love: the fact that she was poor, and
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wearing not acent of alimony. The jewelry was bought with her sdary as
an executive eaetary, temporary by her choice and usually, legal. Like
husbands, mostthingswith Pam were temporary. Her skills were familiar
around town, allowing her to pit from yrm to yrm during alunch-hour, if
she chose. She was great at a party, and even better as the hogess. She
claimed kinship to a high-society Denver family, cast out as the bad seed.
It was never researched. Nobody cared. If she was sitting next to aman,
that was agood-enough dart.

She wasnd like Aeryn. Heal let those expectations dissolve easily
with the years. He thought of his redthaired girl from Melbourne more of
an experience than aperson. In anogalgic mood, he@ dig out the photo
of the small, unrecognizable girl standing with abicycle on the Melbourne
dock. It was a sad photo, but it alwaysy lied him with the best memory,
and hefelt better after putting it away.

Pam was afountain of irresponsible mirth, and her temporary side
held alot of apped. He could enjoy the party withou becoming too
serious. With theseexpectations, it seemed a good time to make the move
hed put off for months. ANuta®o was okay for living alone, but a working
boatyard was no place to entertain. He leased apermanent dip along the
quay at Miamarina: the recently built haven for ahundred yachts, just off
the bay in downtown. It offered a ®a gore, a laundry, showers, and two
modern restaurants. The ground-level poor was a Ruby Tuesday type that
catered to the daylight patrons. Upstairs was a huge, circular platform
holding aglass-walled, gourmet-style experience that opened ter six.

In dip #328 at Miamarina, they sat on deck enjoying chats with
other boaters living down the pier, and with drangers grolling eout the
marina It was wonderfully social, and suited Pam perfectly. She seldom
letanybody passwithou agreeting or comment.

The party went for ten-weeks before the sixty wedding invitations
were mailed. Pam arranged everything, deciding to hold the ceremony on
a chartered 85-foot Trumpy at the marina, with catering furnished by the
cgptain. After the ceremony, the Trumpy would cruise out to a continuing
reception at the Stiltsville home of Pam& aurrent boss. She made agreat
plan, and her relatives pew in from the northern woodwork, swearing
fAThis is abslutely the lasttimeo

Briané friends were committed to anybody®& good time and Bernie
Chariff, from the fiLisa Hopeo two dips down the pier, rummaged for his
JP. licenseand performed the ceremony with impish humor. It went well,
until it wastimeto cast off for Stiltsville.

The Trumpy Captain sought out the happy couple and sadly informed
them his boat was sinking. It was not ajoke. It wassinking At least, it
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was taking on water serioudy toward that end. The vessl was scheduled
for repair the next day at a Ft. Lauderdale shipyard. The weight of sixty
extra bodies forced the pow of Biscayne Bay into the bilge at arate the
pumps could not match, much less, exceed. To Pam, it was hilarious.
She found two geps that raised her above the crowd and laughed for thar
attention.

i Deefriends,0 she called, fithis boat is sinking! 0 Her hilarity reached
new heghts. When her peds subsided, she continued, fil know IGn
laughing, but ités not ajoke. At leadt, that what the fellow in the white
captold med ité his boatld She contained some of her mirth. fiHe says
wedl never make Stiltsville, much less return, and | believe him. So,
what-the-hell! Wedve got a great party right here and | for one plan to
continuewith it, at least until the water® upto my titso

Cheeaing guests showed no disappointment, and seconds later,
the party resumed, and continued until 4:00 am. When the last guest
stepped ashore, Brian brought an emergency pump from the Primadonna
and started its two-inch pow from the Trumpyé bilge back to the Bay.
It would keep the vessal apoat until hours of deg caught up with them.
Then, Brian carried his new wife back to the Primadonna Having aready
enjoyed many live-rehearsak of the wedding night ritua during the past
ten-weeks, they crashed until 10:00 am.

In return for canceling the ctering fee, Brian agreed to do enough
underwater hull-patching to permit safe motoring to the shipyard in Ft.
Lauderdale. He and Pam would stay aboard as crew. So, wearing thar
bathing suits, the newlyweds cruised easily up the waterway, snacking on
leftovers and laughing at the remarkable launch of ther union.

Brian felt little need to search out adventure; they only needed to stand
where they could be sen.

There were at least a azen dull moments in the next two years,
possibly yfteen. Pam continued to spellbind her employers while Brian
spread himself thin between his photography and a new discoveryd
saiboat racing. Nearly al of his time was spent at the marina where life
dedt one interesting card &ter another. Everything was eout boats and
the adventures they offered: the Bahama Idands, wreck diving, tropica
ysh gathering, charter yshing, or justa Sunday afternoon cruiseto bounce
the dance poor a Alabama Jacks, down in the Keys Sonething was
always happening, and something elsewas just around the corner.

The dip #328 fiPrimadonnad occupied against the quay was directly
in front of the Dockmaster® ofyced the reason Jack Sullivan thought of
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Brian and Pam when confronted with unusual requests. The Dockmaster
stepped from his of yce followed by alarge well-groomed black man. He
introduced Nestor Bollo, a Panamanian who, days before, had bought a
47-foot Chris-Craft Commander. Nestor wanted somebody experienced
to take him and his mother to Bimini and Chubb Cay, fo r shigg and
idand food. Jack recommended Brian, who looked at Pam for agood-to-
go-sign. Hegot it, and they went.

It was a vacation with pay for the Reasoners and alearning experience
for Ballo, as he asked to be called. It was a good trip, but dull in that
nothing went wrong. They motored, yshed and dinedd reached every
port they headed for and back withou a <rape on the gelcoat. This was
rare for Brian and Pam, whosetrips to and from the idands in plank-
hulled boats had always unveiled a survival factor. Unplanned hazards
like engine failure, overboard, adrift in the Gulf Stream, sinkingd a mosg,
were al routine events. Brian agreed with his friend, David, who claimed,
fiFberglasstakes away the fun. Thethrill of boating is surviving and just
getting there. The adventure isall aong the way.0

Back in Miami, Bollo took his boat down the bay where it was stolen
three-days later. He didnd learn of it for aweek.

Bollo is amillionare with his own network of Central American
resources. Still, it took a month to ynd the yacht in San Andres. a
Colombian Idand near the coast of Nicaragua. He was convinced armed
smugglers were involved, and that sat of confrontation was not in his life
plan. He knew that alegal claim would eventually get his yacht back, and
he could easily afford the well-churned legal fees, but the yacht condition
would be ravaged. He offered Brian thirty-thousand plus expenses to
bring the yacht to asafe port anywhere in the Caribbean.

This wasn@ in Brian® life plan either, only becausenobody ever held
out thirty-thousand. He recognized greater gpped than the money it
would be exciting!  There was no better hook.

Bollo had no way of knowing he overpaid.

Brian knew the vessd, and if the diesels could ddliver thar lumbering
top-speed, chances might be good with athree or four-hour head dart.
fiWwhat makes you think it& drug people?d he asked. fiThey prefer
Cigarettes and Magnums. Topping at yfteen knots, the @liciadcan barely
outrun a @noeod

fiSome believe aless povocative gopearance, with a palitician on
board, will receive only cursary examination, if any,0 Bollo sad.

If that was true, condition of the engines shauld be good. Fud was a
guestion: did they top off at journey@ end, or before?
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Pam would not be left home any more than Isadora Duncan. Laughter
was her yrst responseto every uncertainty, and she carried it well. fiWe
can doit ourselves,0 she insisted. fifl you ask Mike to come, it& like
throwing away ten-thousand.0

She had apoint, but he didnd care about the sharing. Mike was a good
man and the security of somebody watching the rear was worth it. Then,
in that needed event, what could three dothat two couldn@? Pam could
handle the whedl. Two unfortunates rotting in a Colombian prison had to
be better than three.

The Customs ofycer a San Andresdairport was thorough with ther
bags, but he had no eye for fashion. To appear as tourists, Pam had packed
everything shel setasidefor Goadwill, suspecting the bagswould be left
behind. She wasn@ happy about losing her matched s, but there were
compensations.

fiMr. Reasoner?0

Brian turned to the middle-age man in a pearl-gray business suit.
fiYes,0 he answered.

fil am Rodrigo. Mr. Bollo told you of me, yes?0

i Odourse0 Brian answered. fThis ismy wife, Pam.o

Rodrigo swept his hat away with a nod. fi fl youdl come with me, |
believe we have managed your wishes well.0

fiHow can you be sure ité the Aliciad?0 Bollo hadn@ explained, but
he was convinced his information was accurate.

fiWwhile at the Customs dock, the false name dyxed to the transom
came looseand hung by asingle fastening. It was seen by several people
and that sat of thing has alife of its own on this idand. | veriyed it
myself, before informing Mr. Bollo.0

fAnd Customs did nothing about the guestionable ownership?0

fiUnderstand, Mr. Brian,0 the man apologized. filt is not like in your
country. The man who claims to be the owner is a serious man, not to
be questioned or accused. He had the papers. He is powerful with the
policed

Brian nodded uneasily. fils it gill in the same place you reported?0

fil passd it an hour ago. It is at his dock. A low, sone wall protects
it fromthe ®ao

fiHas anybody seen the boat under way?0

fiNot to my knowledged not since the Customs dock.0

fiBut it got back to his dock on its own power?0

fil would assume 9, but have no knowledge.0
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Brian loaded their bagsin the waiting minivan. fLet® have alook.0
He didnd want to rely on assumptions.

They drove down the western shore, dowing past Morgan& CQove.
fiyou must look quickly,0 Rodrigo sad. fiLook between the trees. It is
very narrow.o

It was indeed. The cated wall surrounding the grounds suggested
watchmen. AThere are two,0 Rodrigo sad. fiOne dands by the gate and
another wal ks the grounds. He carries aweapon | could not identify with
my glass.o

Brian saw enough to form a basic strategy. Palmetto and Seagrape
offered approach cover. They could dide the Zodiac into the water
two-hundred yards south and paddle beck, keeping the vessl between
themselves and the property. Tonight, he would have to swim the distance.
fil want to verify the fuel and operating condition. If it& good, we can plan
on leaving tomorrow night.0

Rodrigo drove to his home where Brian suggested they get me
degn. Pam would not be going on the yrsttrip and could awaken them at
midnight.

Pam passd the time going over the items Rodrigo provided from
the list Brian had forwarded. She spent two hours with the charts,
mosty searching the local waters for hazards in close, near the estate
compound.

There was too much moon, and too little cloud cover to block itslight.
@umme dBrian thought. Pam remaned at the housewhile Rodrigo drove
him back to the coastand lethim out at the slected site.

Rodrigo handed him one of the radios. fiThere iscover a mile down
this road | will wait there for your call.0

Brian went to the shoreline and put on the dive suit. Leaving his
radio behind, he entered the water with a dow, gentle breaststroke for
a hundred yards before turning north toward the estate. He remaned
out until abreast of the yacht, noting a gentle assistance by the arrent.
Turning in, he hoped to catch sight of the grounds guard, but there was
no sign of movement. He continued silently toward the sawall, stopping
about yfty-feet out to learn what the aurrent was doing. It wasnd much,
and it continued north. He rounded the seawall entrance and closed the
last ®venty-feetto the bow of the yacht. fiWhere-the-hdll is that guard?0
he murmured. Seconds later a girl@& laughter reached him from a cabin
below deck. &he wouldnd be laughing alonebhe thought. dHe should be
reported to Hsboss6
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The portholes were too high to verify the activity.  Were they
beginning, or ending? He couldnd tell. With no option, he crawled to
the gern under the dive platform to wait. Through the teak openings, he
could see the new name, fiConquistadorg, listing fiSan Andreso as honme
port. He studied the main house, setback a hundred feet. It wastoo close
for acold-engine gart even at three in the morning. They would have to
come earlier than planned.

Footfalls on the deck indicated the party was ending. A moment |ater,
he saw a gark-naked young girl sprinting on the dock, laughing over her
shaulder at the man who followed her. The footfalls were his. The girl
ran straight for the house and disappeared around the side. The guard
watched after her, then hefted what looked like a M AC-10 with a shaulder
strap, before resuming his route around the grounds. Brian thought the
bosswould be better served by a Doberman.

When the guard was out of sight, Brian eased up on the dive platform,
then through the hatch to the man cabin. Using Bollo& keys, he switched
on the ignitions for his yrst disappointment. Both fuel tanks showed less
than hdf. fAShit!o he sad, aloud. Below, both engines were cold, the
second disappointment. He decided to bleed the injectors and eliminate
at least one potential problem. The restof the vessl could usea cleaning,
but otherwise, it was as he remembered. The fridge was empty, his last
disappoi ntment.

From the aft deck, he waited for the guard to reved himself, and then
disappear. Checking his watch, 02:24, he dipped back into the water.
Going south took more effort than he guessed. He@l misjudged the current,
orit had picked up the pasthour. Back at his departure site, he summonred
Rodrigo with his radio.

fiTanks are just below hdf,0 he told him. AThey hold three-yfty so
wede looking at about one-seventy-yve gallonsd He took a note pad
from the dash and began to write. fiBocas ddl Toro is225 milesd thatés
thirteen hours at yfteen gallons perd yfteen times thirteend we gotta
have ancther yfty gallons minimum.0 He turned to Rodrigo. fiEither that
or it& Nicaragua, which doesnd make me happy. | dond supposethere®
an al-night gas gation here.d

fAiThere is, Senor, at Morgané Cove, for the shermen.o

fiToo close,0 Brian sdad. Alté& pobably operated by his buddies ready
tojumpat areward.0 Hewas quieton the drive back. AiWedl have to get
adrum of fuel someplaced

fiwe can dothat, but it will be very heavy. How will you get the fuel
on board?0
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fiWwedl get two plastic drumsd hdf full, they@l poat.d6 He ygured
he could drag them astern until clear of the area, then haul them in and
use a transfer pump to the tanks. There could be a better idea; he kept
thinking.

Pam awakened when he got into bed. fiTell me.o

fiwe need fuel. Everything else gems okay.0

fiWhat about the guard?0

AWed| stun him, tie him upand blow.0

fils that a piece-of-cake tone | hear?0

He turned over and closed his eyes. fiProbably Angel Foodd the cake
with the holeinit.o

fiGreatl @ Pam grumbled, positioning for deep.

It was past noon when the snell of bacon gpened Brian@ day. From
the bedroom door, Pam announced, fiRodrigo went after the fuel you
wanted.0 He returned &ter three.

filt is just as you sad, my friend. Each holds thirty gallons and the
seak are tight.0 He was pleased. AStill, they are very heavy so | bought
a hand truck with fat tires from our warehause, to get them to the water.
We also have two-hundred yards of yve-eighths nylon for the towing
harness.0

Brian smiled. fiYouGe anatura thief, Rodrigo. Goad thinking.d He
suggested they drive past the estate at dusk to be certain the yacht is in
place. Returning satisyed, both he and Pam tried hard for deep.

Rodrigo awakened them at eleven. fiYou nervous?0 Pam asked.

Brian considered it amoment. fiScared shitless ismore like it.0

fiTwo of usd not good.0

fiKeep busy,0 Brian gmiled. i Bna think about it.0

They tried keeping it light, but on aforeign idand, about to ded a
hdf-million-dollar property from aman with guns and connections who
doesnd take dNodfor an answer; it was more than casually considered. Pam
kept her eye on the prize while Brian fashioned the rgoe harness theyd
need. Going over the deails repeatedly, he was irritated by something
unknown, something overlooked.

At 0130, Rodrigo stopped at the unloading point. No trafyc could
be heard, and they quickly wrestied the drums and the Zodiac into the
bushes. Suddenly, Brian turned with agony on his face. fiRodrigo!o

fiS.0 The man sensed Brian& alarm. fiWhat is it, Senor?0

Brian caught his breath, fiYou did remember to get diesel ?0

Rodrigo relaxed. fBut of course, Senor.0
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Brian put his face in his hands. fiGod blessyou my friendd | needed
that.0 Hisirritation was gone. Pam also ®emed relieved.

Rodrigo approached. Al@l say good-bye now, my friend, before a
car comes. Take thiso He pressed a 9mm auomatic into Brian& hand.
Brian® impulsewas to return it. It was only his yrstimpulse.

After the Horida cocane wars erupted, few ocean saiors ventured
into the Caribbean withou some sat of defense on board. Pirate tales
caused a ir of carbines to be permanent equipment on the Primadonna
Remembering where he was, the gun was areasonable idea Heputitin
his pocket. He didn@ want to shoot anybody, but if somébody opened up
on them, some return yre might spoil their aim. AThank you, my friend.
Take @reo

fil will park down the rcad for two hours. If you must aort for any
reason, you will reach me with the radio. Goad luck to you both. | go
now.0 Pam gave the man a quick hug and watched him drive off. She
then looked around and turned to Brian. filsnd it supposed to be dark at
night?0

The hand-truck was an excellent thought. Brian rolled the drumsinto
the water and yxed the harnessfor towing while Pam y lled the Zodiac.
Sheloaded her waterproof bagwith everything but the stun-gun and night-
vision ocular; then she got in. He secured the tow line to the stern and
pushed off, pulling the drums up close. iWe cand go out too far with this
tow. Wedl letthe airrent take us and aim for the sawall. Usethe glass
and try to spot the guard.0

Ther drift was dow and controlled with a paddle. The guard was
nowherein sight. fiNo noise,0 he whispered, guiding the Zodiac to the stern
of theyacht. He then heard afamiliar laughter from inside. fiOh, shit,0 he
whispered. fiHe® getting laid agin. Theydve got adamn routine.o

AWedl justwait dill they ynish,6 Pam answered.

fiwe cand. No telling how long theydl be and wedl have atidal-drift
problem if we wait. We tnd have achoice. Give me the gun-gun and
hold the Zodiac here. The decksare all carpet. They wond belistening for
me.0 He hoped for thar passion, alot of tumbling and heavy breathing.

Climbing aoard, he made his way on all fours to the lower deck
where aweak light in a céin spilled into the companonway. The
rhythmic thumping left no doubt about where the lovers partied. He held
outsidether door. Herecalled theinterior layout of the bunk and dresser.
The girl would scream if given the chance. She would have to be yrst.
Hoping his heart rate wasnd audible, he paused to reconsider why he
was there. OThisiswhat you came for,6 he thought, o, GO!6 Then, he
stepped silently around the corner into the cabin. The girl was where he@
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imagined, and wide-eyed at his entry. The gun-gun crackled agpinst her
bare, outstretched leg and her eyes closed amostimmediately. Her spasm
caused by the shock was obvioudy taken by the guard as atribute to his
performance. With his head buried over her shaulder, he never saw Brian.
They were both out. Brian hurried on deck to help Pam.

She handed up the bagand took his hand. fils it okay,0 she asked, then
shook her head in salf-reproach.

fiGo forward and tie the drums to the chock. 18se got to pull us out
through the qpening dter | tie upour lovers.o

fiWhat about them?0

fiNever mind, secure that line!d0 He hurried below recalling where
the duct tape was dored. The girl showed signs of life and he considered
hitting her with another jolt, then opted for the tape around her face. It
wasnd fancy; he was in ahurry. He taped them together, belly-to-belly,
imagining they@ prefer that. 1t took alot of tape and the girl was wide-
eyed agin. Aust keg your mouth shut,0 he told her, fiand youdl get out
of this alived

Apparently, her lifestyle companions had convinced her that death was
never far off shaild she fail to obey, anybody! Even then, no guarantees,
but on balance she might ygure it her best move. She nodded dightly and
her eyes relaxed.

He felt for the guard® pulsed still out, but okay. Back on deck, he
went over the sdeto cast off lines. The gern linewas a céle and lock.

fiPam,0 he whispered, fithe aitters.o

She shed them from the bagand handed them over. The hasp gave
easily and he moved to the bow for the spring line. Undone, there was
twenty more minutes of tugging and running before the yacht and Zodiac
were drifting free, outside the breakwater. Back on deck, sweat powed
freely from every pore. He felt the arrent catch the yacht and begin
moving it out. Bringing the towing line aft, he secured it to acleat. Yacht
and drums moved silently toward open water.

OThe guards MAC-10!6 Ashit!o he aursed. Hurrying below, he tried
to shythe auomatic from his wet pocketas  ash oppanic caught him
imagining it going off before clearing his pants. It didnd, and at the cabin
door, his passengers remaned as hedl left them except that the guard was
now awake and garing wildly.

@A redly good tape jobd Brian thought, searching for the guard®
weapon. Pam found it on the couch in the man sdon.

Nerves sdtled dowly while the yacht drifted. The drums took up the
dack and followed easily and, while Brian had smoked only hdf of onein
his life, he wished he had a ¢garette.
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fiShit! 0 Pam exclai med.

AW hat?0

fiShdlows! o

AWhere?0

fiThere! 0 she answered, pointing to garboard. fil forgot. Theyde on
the chart | studied, lessthan hdf amiled She grabbed her bagand yshed
out the charts.

He shuddered, suddenly remembering the ignitions. damn!d he
thought. ANhat ese have you forgotten, you dumb bastard?6 He had
Bollo& keys to gpen the dectrical systems, but the thieves must have
jumped the dartersto get away. Did they reconnect the wires and have
keys made, or were thosewires hanging loose, below, waiting for the next
jump-start?

They had drifted more than yfty yards from the estate. More delay
would risk being aground on the sandy equivalent of the drug ceder®
front yard. dWVhen | turn the keys: what?6he wondered. It wastoo late to
check below. fiPam,0 he clled.

AW hat?0

He turned the port engine key to 6 BARTO He couldnd hear for the
blood racing in his head, but he felt the ft vibration and saw the RPM
gauge spin forward. There was no mistake. He turned the garboard key.
He could now hear both, smooth and promising power. fiNothing,0 he
answered.

The braadside airrent held the bow seaward sohe eased both gears
forward and felt the props bite. @& ow aheadd he thought. d@ond snap
the ow lined At idle speed, the drums of fud followed geadily, withou
strain.

Pam located the shdlows on her chart. fifl wedre not aground now,
we shauld be okay. [t& wide open directly seaward. Oh, brother,0 she
groaned, collapsing in achar. AWede earning my mong/.o

fiNo restnow! Go seethat our passengers are ecure.d

When Pam returned from checking, she ssemed distracted. fiWhat&
up?0 he asked.

fiGod, why cand | have a fair of titslike that?0

fiYou do,0 he assured her. AiWell, amostd until ayear or € 0

AT hanks for that memory,0 she shapped. Austwhat | need 6

It would not get better. fiNever mind that, take the wheel. We have to
getthe fuel into our tanks before the sas kick up.0

Pam took the whedl. fiWhat are we coing?0

fiOne-nine-zero.0
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He swung Bollo& dinghy outboard and lowered it to the water, making
it fastto the stern. He drew the drumsin dowly until the yrstwas at hand.
The davit raised it easily and he biought in the second one, lashing both
with the towing line.

He scrambled below and returned with atransfer pump and enough
hoseto reach the fuel yttings. Removing the starboard ytting cgp, he
tried to insert the transfer hoseinto the tank, but something stopped it
just below the opening. He reached in with his yngers and felt a meta
ring. It took a serious pull to draw it out. It was attached to a length of
clear plastic tubing that kept coming for yfteen feet. It was seded at both
ends and y lled with abeige pliable subgance. fOh boy,0 he whispered.
He was motionless, thinking. He moved to the port fuel ytting and drew
up ancther yfteen feet of tubing with similar contents. He returned to the
sdon where Pam was holding the course.

She didnd turn, but asked, fiWhat happers with the lovers?0

He ignored the guestion. fiwe got a poblem.o

fiwell, why not?0 she siapped. filt& been ten minutes since the last
ore. 1Gm bored o

fSwitch to auo-pilot on one-nine-zero and plot where wedl be hdf-
hour from now. | need coordinates. The GPS shauld bein that cabineto

She garted to question, but he vanished.

Outside a@in, he connected the transfer pump to an accessay outlet
and began emptying the drums into the fuel tanks. Twenty minutes later,
he aut the drums looseand dragged the Zodiac upto the dive platform.
When both plastic tubes were scured in the Zodiac, he returned to the
sdon.

Pam had achart marked with coordinates. fWhat& the pioblem?0

AWedre toting about yfty-pounds of somedrug. Dond ask mewhat. It
and Sweet MOLow.0

fiTerriyc,0 she muttered. AWe gotta dumpit! 16m not going to sweat
anything like that through Panama Customs. We gottadumpit!o

fiWe @and,o he told her.

fiwhat do you mean, we cand@? It& smple. Right out that window is
the ocean. We dumpiit.0

AThink about it,0 he advised. AThe big bopper may write off this boat
becauseit® out of the bagnowd seaet isblown. In alega tangle he @an
only loseand he might be charged with geding it.0

Pam cocked her head #iSo, we dond dump it becauseé 0

fiHe wond come dter the boat but hedl hound us to hell for the
cargo.0

She gpeared to digestthat. fAnd our Plan-B isé 0
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fiwe give the cargo back.0 He looked at his watch. AWede amost
there.d

Pam gppeared uncertain. fiHow?0 she asked. AWede not turning
around.0

He motioned below. fiTheyGe gang to returnit.o

fiOh,0 she sdd. MANd what to kegp them from going into business
for themselves? They say we never gave it to them. Thatd! sound damn
reasonable to the bopper.0

fil put the drugsin the Zodiac. Where are they going to hidethe stuff
out here? They wond dare dumpit.0 He looked at his watch, then drew
the throttles back and put the gears in neutral. fiCome keep our friends
covered while I remove the tape. This iswhere they get off.0

The guard had a nasty, wide-eyed look. fiComprende Englaise?0
Brian asked. The girl nodded. AWede gaing to put you off in the Zodiac,
but yrst, youde going to radio your bosswith the coordinates where he can
pick you up, understand?0

With his mouth free of tape the guard snarled, fiYou are dead, senor!
You are dead! 0

fiTell me dout it. 1té either that, or we blow your heads off now, and
dip what® left to the ysh. That happens if you make any stupid move
aggi nstus, you got that?0

fiYou are dead! 0

Brian cocked the guard® MAC-10 and handed it to Pam. fCareful,
it setto yre. If you shauld happen to squeeze the trigger, make sure it&
pointed at him! 60

He worked on the tape to shrieks and aurses, raising amassof welts
on the lovers. fiSo what,0 he sad. fiYoude alivel0 He turned to the girl.
fWhere are your clothes? Dond you have any clothes?0 The lovers stared
back, vacant. fiBack at the house, eh,0 he remarked. AWell, take that sheet
with you, hone/d makes a nice sarong.0 In the sdon, he motioned the
guard to the Single-Sideband. AYou know how to usethat?0

The guard continued to glare his hodility.

fiOh shit!d Brian burst, reaching for the MAC-10. Before he could
grabité

S0 the guard mumbled.

fiCall your bossand give him thesecoordinatesd He handed him the
GPS fiWhen youde dbne, give me the mic. Englishd talk in English.0

The guard put through the call and through curses and threats from
the speaker, conveyed the message. When he ynished, Brian took the
microphore.
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fAbout that plastic tubing down the fuel pipesd 181 make you a ced.
Forget aout this vessl, and 181 return your tubes. What about it?0

fiHow do | know?0 the bopper asked in very good English.

fiBecauseldm telling youd what about it?0

Bopper spoke away to somebody in the room. Then iS, asyou sayd
tell meo

fiYour goods will be in the Zodiac with your guard and his girlfriend.
You have ther coordinates. You shauld have everything back in acouple
of hours. Be satisyed.0 He closed the connection and replaced the mic,
motioning Pam to herd the red-blotched couple into the dinghy.

The girl in her new fashion began to cry, chirping in Spanish,
indicating greater fear of rescuethan the shybelow. No doubt, the guard
shared her concern as his young love with the great tits probably belonged
to his boss.

fiNo paddle,6 the guard cdled.

fiForget the paddle. Stay where you are sothey can ynd you. You
know,0 he added, fithe bossmight not bother coming just for you, but hedl
want that plastic tubing. Better not loseit.0 When the guard released the
painter, Brian put the yacht in gear, and dowly built up speed. fiNow we
hope nobody elseynds them yrsto

fiYou trust his word not to come dter uso

fiNot for a heartbeat, but it isnd his word we count on. It just wouldnd
be good business.o

They continued south into daylight with no sign of pursuit. Bopper
had the resources, but as Brian guessed, it would not be good business.
In sight of land, he eliminated ther last problem by putting the guns over
the side.

Later, Bollo took possession of his boat in Bocas del Toro, Panama, not
far from his home. All the paperswerein order for Customs, and the crew
was legal. A Naugahyde pand bearing the names fAliciad and fiPanamad
was dretched aaossthe transom and secured with marine glue.

*% %

Back at Miamarina, Jack Sullivan handed Pam the envelope I€eft by
Bollo. Celebrating thar yrst recovery job took two-days, and two more
to getwell.

They decided to get off the boat for a while, and leased a luxury
penthousein Coconut Grove. It had large patiosat either end; the eastern
one with agrand view of Biscayne Bay and the coast for miles in both
directions. It wasagreat ynd, but taking Brian® breath was the excitement
of Bollo® pioject.
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He@ made mistakes. Hedl forgotten aout the moonlight and to
specify d@ieseld when Rodrigo went for the fuel. That could have cost
them an extra day. Forgetting the guard® Mac-10 could have cost a lot
more. He@ neglected to verify the garter wiring until they were amost
on asandbar. That one could have been tragic. Luck had been with them,
he knew. He also knew a more professiond approach would be needed
next time. He was aready planning dext timesd

Word got around about the new ARECOV ERY 0 operation and the now,
four-man team available. A new business card was turning up among
victims needing fast and conydential help. It stated in part: AWhen youde
in ahurry, and money is no objectd It usually evoked a snile.

Brian lingered on his eastern petio watching the swvaying masts of
forty salboats moored at the Coconut Grove Sailing Club. He mulled
over the past two-years, and how they@ rocked his life with interest and
surprise, setling him where he was truly comfortable. A lot had changed,
and he@ learned. For hedth and safety, he@ overlooked fewer details
in his planning and was rewarded with a dozen projects. About love,
Pam was gone. She@ spoken often about returning to Kauai, but never
mentioned areason. Toward that end, shed put her hadf of Bollo& money
in a bank box, and spent his for a year. Then, her night in bed with a
neighbor drained all of Brian® understanding and he locked her outside.

Pam thought it a good time for Kauai. There was no rancor, just
time for achange. To demonstrate what a sport she was, she paid for the
divorce.

Sonetime later he could smile, remembering her buoyant laughter and
the year-around tan she wore withou makeupthat sofew can manage; the
blond greaks in her short cropped hair. Sheal Ieft a considerable hole in
his space. With no Recovery jobstoy llit, it seemed agood time to visit
Jm.
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CHAPTER FOUR

When Celine Marie was nine, she asked the father she knew why
her har was blond. fiYours and Mommy& hair are black,0 she declared.
Everett Hotaling explained that her hair-genes were passed from an earlier
generation; and he@ gotten away with it. However, at fourteen Celine
had perused enough family albums to suspect a bill-of-goods, and she
cornered her father again. AC&Gmon now, no crapd how come?d

Everett reluctantly confessed her adoption, but he neednd@ have
worried. His adopted daughter was not concerned, only curious.

Cdline felt she was the same person she had aways been and so
were the Mom and Dad she knew. Still, she was aurious aout her birth
parents.

At sixteen her mirror suggested something besides adifference in
hair colord something promising. She perceived radiance not evident in
her parents oramong her femde clasamates. Red or not, boys reacted to
her in greater numbers than for the other girls, even girls agrade ortwo
ahead She learned how eager boys were to have sex with her and how
they would borrow money, if necessary, to buy her drugsto wear down
her intuitive resistance. Questioning that resistance, its aigin and value,
she wasnd sure it was agood thing. It only postponed the erotic pleasures
eloquently described in Cosno and Playgirl. Her questions lingered.

She favored grassover pills and powders because, she claimed: she
could maintain a measure of dosage control where pills and powders,
once taken, could drag her from mild sensation to cardiac arrest withou
offering an exit along the way. Only from Randy would she accept a pill
or powder. Randy wasinlove. He would kill himself before risking her
hedth. He had interesting sources and while she accepted everything he
offered, she still wouldn@ lethimin. On the one occasion hetried pushing
the matter, she browbeat him so badly he backed al the way to dwimpd
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withou losing his place in line. She liked Randy, and as long as he kept
the place shel@l assigned, hedil be her yrst thought when she worked upto
something new.

She had other choices at sixteen. Mostwere gathered from summer
weekends at Lake George: Mike from Sera (ollege and Taylor, the
lawyer from State Street, to whom she swore she was eighteen; conydent
her bikini would either proveit, or reduce his concern.

The top poor of Taylor® brownstone was an exercise room where
he taught her how to gain grength withou knotting her bodylines with
muscle. She tried getting there at least once a week. Taylor pirted, but
avoided putting amove on her. She couldnd tell if it was his gyle, or he
didnd believe her age.

Her many solo attempts to achieve orgasm failed to achieve the
promised result. She felt mild pleasure in the activity, but she never left
the ground. It puzzled her. The instructions were not complicated. Still,
orgasmeluded her and suggested she explore more potent activity. When
she yrst mentioned oral sex to Randy, he aame immediately to attention;
but that wasn@ what she had in mind. He was to be the aaler and shed
the aalee. She assured him she would instruct and not laugh.

Randy recdled as much as he@l learned and goproached her like a
released convict. She quickly taught him restraint. There were many
lessons, and her promise not to laugh failed from the beginning. As
sophistication evolved, laughter subsided. Her deepe concentration
appraised dl the tactile srsations, but al failed to initiate the piomised
upheaval. The orgasm thing was supposed to be explosive! From its
description, she was certain to recognize it, but the igniter remaned
hidden. Possibly, Randy was too familiar, and she needed to reach out
with her studies.

The workouts at Taylor® developed sweat she could shower away
afterwards in the spacious, tiled bathroom hed designed. During her next
two visits, her conversation from behind the frosed door carried subtle
inquiries aout his interestin exploring her further.

Thesewere not loston Taylor. He ignored the yrst as apossible faux
pas, but responded rapidly to the second. Stripping, and in full readiness,
he entered the shower where she immediately let him know he was not
to penetrate her. Everything else was okay, but she did not want to be
entered. Taylor imagined Gverything elsed sufyciently appetizing and
accepted her ded.

She was tremendoudy excited, and experienced her yrst, involuntary
vagind pow. When Taylor explained how she might relieve his tension, it
seemed the natura thing to do under the circumstances. She didd there
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in the corner with the water running. It didnd take long, and she was
thrilled that she@ displayed some mature expertise. She was only sary
she could never tell Randy.

On subsequent vidts, other explorations reveded hungers she hadnd
imagined. Thear sessions became more frequent near the end of summer,
mosty because of Celine® pourishing anticipation. At times, she
seemed closeto something, only to have it recede, even while the activity
heightened, but she never acknowledged failure. She was evolving, and
certain that everything she reached for, would eventually feel her grasp.

*% %

Taylor welcomed the advanced schedule. Recdling his pleasure with
her cautious young body was distracting during businesshours. He ached
to see her skipping up the steps of his brownstone. Inthear shower, Celine
only withheld penetration. Otherwise, her skill and energy continually
strove to satisfy him and her apparently unquenchable thirst. Obeying her
rule became increasingly difycult after the penile massaging she enjoyed
was entrusted to him. He suspected she knew he would eventually prove
unworthy, thereby abslving herself.

He hadnd planned it; he just couldnd stop.

When it was over, he rosefrom her exhausted, and whispering
incoherently.

*% %

Cdine remaned on the poor for many minutes holding her breasts,
clinging to her fading discovery, unable to believe such power could be
muted so aickly.

When Taylor returned to his desk, she dudied her naked ygure in the
full-length mirror as though expecting some visible dfect. It was along,
meticulous examination reveding no more than the lastone. She was told
there would be pain. There might have been but the ensations had been
sointense, they might have masked it.

She returned the next afternoon and wasted no time returning to that
place shedi held in semi-consdous abeyance all the previous night. It was
the same for the three remaining days that week.

She spent Sunday with Randy because Taylor was closed. It wasnd
satisfying. When she returned to State Street, Taylor sad he couldnd
spare the time; work was burying his desk. She sniled warmly, but with
great effortd nodding a couple of times. Then, she went outside, down
the steps and with resolve unknown to Taylor, out of his sexual life.

She ran into him twice after that. Each time she was sure hed buy
her a car if she went with him again. She didn@ take backward steps.
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With her new freedom to choose, she found options all around, al ages
and sizes. Men would doanything she asked, if only shed surrender her
vagina It meant little to her, though she enjoyed discovering how big a
ded it was to them, a measure she osmetimes teased them to reved in
advance. Most bought drugs.

Despite the risks involved, she reached seventeen with no regrettable
incident.

It was her graduation year. When she scanned the cap-and-gowned
class, she counted fourteen she@ auditioned for Taylor& replacement,
nore of whom had madethe aut.

She was aone in the housewhen awater pipe broke in the cdlar. She
recalled her father instructions to Marie: to cdl Vic if anything in the
housewent wrong while he was away. She vaguely recalled Vic from her
childhood as she searched for his number in apip-yle. He had avery deegp
voice on the phore.

fiMy Dad told us to call you when something goes wrong in the house.
We met when | was alittle kid. You pushed my swing, | remember.
Theyde not home now and |6m being washed away in apood.0

Vic came and made the repair. He was tall, with sharp but friendly
features, and abody trimmed by alifetime of physicd strain. Hedl been
making repairs around town for forty years, existing on those sndl and
uncertain returns. He never charged, but accepted whatever the job was
worth to the client. Everybody knew him and mostfound him interesting.
He had an active imagination and away of looking at things from the
most unusual point: not as aDevil& Advocate, only curious @out other
possibilities.

fdust black, no sugar,0 Vic told her.

She poured the coffee and sat acossthe table. fi [D we have to do
anything else?0

fiNot unlessyou get another leak.0

fiThat® arelief. What about some coffee ake?0

fiSure.0

She ait two pieces from apecan coffeering. fil love this guff. How
come my folks cal you when something needs cbing?0

filém cheap. That6 all the reason anybody needs,0 he laughed. AwWe
go back along way, to the old neghborhood.0

fiWhat old neighborhood?0

Hewaspuzzled. i0hyeahd youwerejustababy whenyou moved here.
| used to be aneighbor acdosstown. What are you now, seventeen?0
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fiEighteeno she answered. f [ you know my red parents?0 She
hadnd planned that; it just seemed the natural thing to ask somebody from
G&he old neighborhood.6

Vic was surprised. fiThey told you &bout that?0

fiMy Dad told me when | was fourteen. Did you know them: my red
parents?0

il knew Brian for years, and met Jen a few months before they
married.0

fiBrian who?0 Celine asked.

fil thought your Dad told you about this.o

fiHe did, but he didnd know who they were. He didnd know ther
names.o

Vic showed  ash db surprise. fiBrian Reasoner,0 he answered. fiHe
wasnd from the neéghborhood, but he was around a lot. We were good
friends. He an ofycer in the Merchant Marine and livesin Miami.0 He
appeared srious. fil probably let out something | wasn@ supposed t0.0

fiHey,0 she replied, fidond sweat. No biggie. | wond@ mention that |
know. Tell me éout him.0 She waited while Vic appeared to gather his
thoughts. She hoped he wasn@ editing them.

fiWe worked together a couple of yearsd Vic took some coffee,
recalling the time. fil dond@ know about love, but they had fun together.
Jen was a cute girl.0 He looked long at Celine® har. fiTheres more of
Brian in you than Jen, at least on the outside. If you have a aiick temper,
that® Jen. She was agutsy thing.o

fi [0 you have any pictures?0 she asked.

He thought abit. il dond think so, not that | recdl.0

Sinceyrstlearning of her adoption, shed conjured ahundred questions
shewould askd nore of them hurried to mind. It wasnG important. There
was no ambivalence over her parenthood, only curiosity. fiwhen did you
last e them?0

fiden moved out of state after they broke up and hasn@ been back that |
know. Brian&in Miami, but he comes around every few months. Helikes
taking long drives and kills acouple of days around hered He looked at
his watch, sgufyng the last of the coffee ake. Al better be off.0

Cdline enjoyed her discoveries. Wl 16m glad you were home when
| cdled. How much do lowe you?0

fiForget it,0 he laughed. fildl take another piece of that coffee @keto
go, if you don@ mind. Thatdl do.0

fiYou sure? I&ve got moneg.0 There was other coin. AYou want to
split ajoint?0 She couldnd tell if he was surprised, or wondering if he
had time.
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fiIN0,0 he answered.

She $nsed his disapproval.

fiBut thanks anyway. 1té better you dond say | was here. Theydl ask
questionsd what we talked about. | think | screwed up, and | dond want
you to haveto lie dout it.0

She areed, and put the cake in asandwich bag. At the door, filt was
good meeting you. Inm glad | hopewe antalk aggin sometimeo

fiGoad seing you too, &ter all theseyears. You redly grew into
something.0 He smiled, closed the door and walked to his truck.

He was out the driveway when her dusive guestions bubbled to the
surface. They@ keep for another time, now that she had his number.
Later, athought intrigued her. She dialed Vic again.

fiHello.0

flim, it me agind Ceineod

fA nother leak?0

fiNo, just smething | thought of after you left. 1@ like to meet him.
The next time you see him could you arrange ©mething?0

He was dow to respond. Al supposeso. We usually spend a couple of
hours at Denny&. You could meet us there.0

It sounded perfect. AThered just one more thing.0

fiOne more thing,0 he repeated.

fil don@ want him to know who | am. He doesnd know my name, does
he?0

fil donG knowd he might. Why dond you want him to know?0

fil dond know. It just that I@ like to meet him, but if he knows
IGm his daughter, wedl have to dog through al that ancient emotion that
doesnd even matter any more. 1@ rather get to know him awhiled you
know?0

Again, he was dow to respond.

fil think so. It makes somekind of sense. How will | letyou know he®
here? |never get advance notice; he just shows upat the door.0

fildve got abeepe. You can leave the number where you are, and 18l
call youright back. Then, | can just happen along.0

fiCkayd we can dothatd soundsinteresting, anyway.0

fiCool. Take cown my number.0

It was true, about not being ready to have the relationship on the
table, but emotion wasnd the reason. She needed to take away the control
advantage anatura father inherits. On level ground, her beauy had
always given her the edge, and that edge she wanted to preserve. She was
glad she@ thought of it.
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Darknessarrived it was her favorite time. She put on a jacket and
went out back to roll ajoint. The show was gone, and the treeze was just
enough to kegy neighbors from snifyng. She seldom did the whole thing,
but tonight, she wasn@ paying attention. She lay on the chasefor an hour,
watching for shooting gars. Spring was coming.

In April, Nancy was on the phore, unwinding details of a date that had
gone sour when Cdine® beer displayed a number she didnd recognize. She
eectedtoignoreit, and then sheremembered Jm. fiNancy, hold up,0 she broke
in. filéve got to makethiscdl. 18] cal you back.d She hung up and dided

fiWede at Denny& aaossfrom Stuyvesant. Do you know it?0

fiYes. Thanks, 181 hurry.0

fiNo need,0 Vic said. fiwede usually good for two orthree hours.d

fiGreat. Did you ynd out if he knows my name?0

fil forgot about it, but 1Gm sure he doesnd. | didnd even knowd your
folks had it changed. We knew you as Jane Frances0

fiOkay. 181 be me, Celine Hotaling. Seeyouinabit.d Shedid acareful
job on her face and har and thought about asking Nancy to come, but it
would take too long. The ski pants would be okay, a sveater and her
leather coat. Her mirror was reassuring. Forty minutes were gone, and
thirty more were needed to crosstown. Trafyc threw her estimate off but
when she dowed for the parking lot turn, she could see Vic in the window.
Needles of the clandestine began their prickling thing and she needed the
lady® room to regain her cadm and retouch her makewp. She put water
on her cheeks and rearranged some loose $rands. When her sweater no
longer reveded her beating heart, she left the room.

Vic hadnd@ seemed a Gise-for-the-ladybtype, but both men did, when
it was apparent she would join them. Brian smiled, and held her chair.
She wasnd used to that and made amental note for her future escorts.

fiCeline, thaté French,0 Brian remarked.

filtis0shesad lightly. iAMy Momis from Quebec. That has something
to dowith it.d0 The blond beard surprised her. She liked the way it was
trimmed. Vic had been right about the resemblance. Would Brian notice?
Why shauld he notice?

fiBrianG upfrom Horida,0 Vic mentioned. AWede old friends.0

Shefeigned surprise. fiFlorida! Well, on business?0

fJust visitingd | used to live uphere. 1té& ahard place to day away
from. What about you? What are you doing here?0

fiNothing exciting,0 she admitted. fildn taking a night course on
business thingsd stuff | shauld have learned in high school. In the
daylight I leaseofyce machines.0
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Brian shook his head dowly. fil cand see you in those pictures.
Sormrething& missing.o

fil know,0 she complained. fil feel the same but | cand zero in on
anything around here that excites me.0

fiYou tried modeling?0

fiUh-uh,0 she brightened. AYou think you can make a star out of
me?0

fiNot me,0 he smiled, fibut a lady | know in Miami might.0

fWhods that?0 Suddenly, she was eager to know.

fA N ex-partner of mined alovely lady who ownsamodel agency. We
werein it together for awhile.d

fiBut no more?0

fil got out,0 he laughed. fil quit.o

fiWhy?0 she asked. Além serious. Why would you quit something like
that? Didnd it make any mone/?0

fiM adeaton,0 heanswered, fiit was getting better every day.0 His casual
manner faded to match her expressed interest. fl like to gart thingso he
continued, fid get them running, and then get along to something else. |
dond have the temperament for the model business. Hanging in, after it
was upand running would have hindered Glyn, my partner. She has the
perfect temperament. Businessboomed &ter | 1eft.0

fildl betthat pisses you off,0 Vic inserted lightly. Brian only smiled.

Cdine wanted to keegp him going. Modeling dreams had drifted in
and out, but something immediate aways krushed them aside before any
direction could be taken. fil think it shaild be aperfect spot for amand
all thosebeautiful women tugging on your deeve.d

He laughed. fiPlenty of that, but the one | remember was a scitter-
brained popsie, whining that she couldnd go on aten-thousand dollar job
becauseher joblessboyfriend just got out of rehaband needed her to hold
his hand.0 He shook his head as though reliving the time. fiShe was
incredibly beauifuld could have gone to New York in agolden coach.0
He shook his head AThat one blew meout the door.0

Cdine was struck. My God ten-thousand dollars! How could
she?0

fiShe did,0 Brian continued. f fl you have some time, why dond you
look up alocal modeling school? See what they have to say. If they think
youdve got it, youdl get a discount on the training.0 He turned to Jim.
fiwhat doyou sayd think she@ make it?0

fiNot bad But ten-thousand-dollar jobsare sarce around here.d

fiShe@ have to bein amagor marketd New York, Chicago, Atlantad a
few others.o
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A NMami?0 Celine asked.
fAnd Miami,0 he answered. fiThingsare cooking down there; alot of
new work isbeing doned commercials, ylms.o
AThink | could getany?0
fiNot withou training. You gotta be trained. Big money clients cand
spend time on amateurs; it® too expersive with no guarantees. You need
to know what youde doing0 He leaned back, waving around her head
fiYoudre got the looks. | know enough about clients to tell that much.
You have to learn how to usethemd learn the language and how to take
direction.0
Vic leaned forward, smiling. ALet® talk about me! | can day
underwater four-minutes. What about that?0
Cdineturned to him. fAFour minutes! Youde kidding! o
fiNo! Four minutes. | timed myself.0
fiHow did you do athing like that? | mean, why?0
fJustsomething | saw on TV that got me curious. Next time your pipe
breaks |8l tell you aout it.0
Sheturned to Brian. fils he joking?0
Brianlaughed. Al didnd seeit, but when he told me abott it, | believed
him.o
filéve got to think about that,0 she sad. fiwhat about you? What do
you do, now that popsies are out of your life?0
filén a seamand Merchant Marine. | go out three or four months a
year, mosty forthemoney. It used to be the adventure and new places, but
I6ve been about everywhered twice, | think. 1t& mosty for the money.0
Then he laughed, reaching for his wallet. fiHere,0 he sad, yshing out a
card. Al getinto this now and then.0
Celine took the parchment card and began to read
fiBeen ripped off? Want to get even? Werecover missing
and stolen property. RECOVERY Specializing in
ships, aircraft, and objets dért appropriated by foreign
governments. When youde in a hurry and money is no
objectd
The card had a oonut Grove address. fiThis is neat,0 she laughed.
fiCan | keep this? Ilike the Gnd money is no object Gart.gp
fiKeg it.o
Celineread it again before putting it in her purse. fils this what you do
when youde not at sea?0
filt y lls the adventure void. It& a ®metimes thing.o
AWhat el se?0
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fSonetimes we ddliver yachts and planes one place or another, and
when it redly dow, wego shyng.0o

She began to senseher time well spent, and decided to bow out before
tripping over alooseremeark. She ynished her coffee.

fiL eaving?0 Vic asked.

fiMeeting my friend Nancy and 16n gonna belate. Glad | bumped into
you guyso She rose, feding a tingle when the men rosewith her. She
could get used to that.

fiGoad meeting you,0 Brian gmiled.

fArend you going to ask for my phore number?0 Her tone wasteasing
and brought a push to Brian& suntan. Vic losthis amile.

fildl getit from Jim,0 Brian laughed.

fdust kidding,0 she tossed over her shaulder.

fil know,0 Brian called &ter.

She didna redize how nervous shedl been until relaxing in her car. It
went well, and she hurried to meet her friend.

fiSo,0 Nancy sad, fiwhat® he like?0

fiNot bad looking for an older guy. | found out where my hair comes
from.0

fils he married?0

Orhatés funny6she thought. dWVhy ddnd | ask?6 Shedl heard him say
fiwed ceuple of times, but it sounded like the guys he worked with. il
dond know,0 she answered. filGm guessing, no. | can ask Jim, but wond he
think that®& alittle funny?0

fiHell, no,0 Nancy supported. filt&s anatural question.o

fiMaybed | dond think he is.0

Shefelt satisyed, having dedt hersdlf a hole crd.

k% *

The modeling thing wouldnd@ go away. It wasnd the yrsttime it had
bee suggested, but the others were not qualiyed opinions. Brian had
been in the business. The Yellow Pages listed two schools and adisplay
ad for one. She chosethe other, fiRegis Modd Developmentd on the
Sclhenectady Road

Gracie Regis was a pencil-thin wisp, years past her best days on
camera. The framed magazine covers behind her desk indicated those
days had been rewarding.

fiTake off your clothes,0 Gracie directed.

fiMy clothes?0

fAIll except your panties. You have agood headd good hair. | need to
know what elsewe @n 1.0
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It wasn@ asif shed never stripped she justwasnd ready for it.

Gracie appraised the yve-foot-six-inchesin front of her, the B-cupand
legs. fiWe aan forget fashion,0 she sdd. AYoude too hot. Have you done
any actingd beenin any school plays?o

A littleo

Gracie gpeared thoughtful, as though evaluating a Poker hand.
fiThere@ a TV commercial being cast as we speak; it& for G.E. and it& a
big ded. Nonre of my girls have the look, but you do. Want to try? You
have nothing to lose. If you getit, itdl pay your tuition and then some.0
She began sarching pgers on her desk. She slected one, and handed it
to Celine. fiYou have to speak four lines.o

Cdline spent the rest of the day with her new coach.

Theshooting at the G.E. studio took an hour-and-a-haf and Celinewas
ecdatic. From nobody to celebrity with a single commercia overpowed
even her lofty expectations. The moneg/ was red, counted out on her
bedspread in hundred-dollar bills. Brian had beenright! She madeup her
mind to milk every minute of Gracie® lesons to insure this would not be
aone-time puke. 1t wasnd. She had impact the camera couldnd miss.

Thereditiesshedreamed of hadn@ quite madeit home until ayrst-time
escort took her to dinner at Keeler®, the Capital® equivalent of ACiro&o
or fiTwenty-Oned. Inside the door, she dashed to the lady& room while
her date gproached the Maitre dd He hadnd made areservation. When
Cdine returned, her date mentioned the forty-yve minute wait for atable.
He was going into his pocket just as Cdline was recognized. The Maitre
db ridhtened, MAhh, Miss Hotalingd very nice to se you.d0 Nodding to
her date, fiPleasesir, follow me.d

Celine redized a moment when peace overwhemed all her
uncertainty. It conyrmed, all the right decisions had been made, and no
doubt remained. She savored that moment, and to the later frustration of
her date, discovered it was better than =x.

During the following eighteen months, she completed two of Gracie®
courses. She was a principal in four locd commercials and the #2 in a
nationd. She gpeared on seven local covers and dozens of inside pints.
She couldnd do @irl-next-dooré  @fyce-workerbtypes; she overpowed
those ples. The advertiser used her when he wanted to gop men in ther
tracks, and pay attention.

Her impact was equally felt among the attending dparty6 crowd: most
of whom were in the technicd end of production. Clients, egecialy
photograplers, made endless offerings of alcohol when they wanted a few
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laughsand drugswhen the r ambitionswere more physicd. Many forayskept
her buried under a pillow the following day, sornretimesin her own bed

Gracie was yrstto notice the insinuation around her starés eyes. Shedl
been expecting it since ther yrst day. It happened every time. fiYouGe
bottoming out, kid.0 She held a mirror closeto Celine®s face. fiHave a
closelook.0

Celine took the mirror, frowning at the possibility Gracie claimed. fil
dond see anything.0 She didnd.

Gracie pulled asheaf of photosfrom a desk drawer and handed them
to Celine. fiRemember the Trahan shoot? Theyde not gaing to useyou
and they sent theseto show me why.0

Cdine examined the photos. AWell, the lighting is terrible, and the
angles. That® not my fault.d Her attempt to escage Graciets point was
only haf-hearted.

filtés not the lighting, kid. Yoube puffy. There® no mistake so @nd
kid yourself. Youde damn sure not fooling the camera. Take agood
look! 0

The camera made its case. Celine felt a shudder she knew was her
reluctance to ask. Asking would conyrm the diagnosis.

Gracie saved her the trouble. fiThree months! o she sad yrmly. fiNo
alcohal, no drugs, and damn little sx for the next three months if you
want to save your modeling ass.0

fiWhy dond | just shoot myself 20

fiYou can, but it@l make your comeback redly tough.0

fil can make a comeback?0 she asked. Shetried to sound pippant, but
it didnG carry. She knew she was aginst awall and ayring squad was
y iing into position.

fi O as |told you. Swim, rideyour bike, and gay under a thousand
caloriesfor three-months and yesd you can make a comeback. Forgetthe
potions and lotions. This isyour hideyou have to resurrect.0

It was adismd prospect. il shauld getout of town.o

fiGoad idea Those @ngs of parasites you sem to enjoy are your
biggest problem. They brought this on, and you letthem. Theydl kill your
caree like they killed ahundred others. Out of town will be good.0

Several days later, she was 4ill unsétled. She was laundering in her
basement when the repaired water pipe cught her eye and sent her down
amemory track to Florida. What had Brian sad? His former partner was
amodel agent.

fiBut it& so far,0 her mother moaned. fMAnd you dond know
anybody.0
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fil dond know anybody, anywhere.d0 She avoided using Brian& name.
She didnd have the whole adoption dory and didnd want to arouse
senselessfears. She could tell them when she returned. fiGracie will give
me the name of an agent there. 181 be all right, youdl see.0

She had over four-thousand dollarsin her account and residual checks
still coming in. Expenses wouldnd be a poblem.

Should she @l himyrst, orwait until she wasin Miami?
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CHAPTER FIVE

fiYou probably wond remember me, but | had coffee with you and
your friend Vic a couple of years ajo.0

filn Albany,0 Brian answered. fi O €ourse | remember. Business
courses, wasnd it?0

fiNot any more,0 she announced happily. fiYou advised me to look
into modeling, remember?0

fil remember.0

Awdll, | did, and guesswhat?d She could hear him laugh. Al hope
youde still friends with that ex-partner you mentioned, the lady who is an
agent.0

fWhere are you?0

It was not the time to be shy. fildm at the airportd the Miami airport.0
Shetried to read the silence.

fi NMami airport! Do you need aride? Canyou rent a @r?0 fiT hey

say | need to be ayear older, and yes, | could use arided ORay.

Take me about twenty minutes. Pick you up on the outside
lane from baggage claim. 1dnin agreen XK E with no top.0

Hed@ sounded okay with it. She wanted to imagine he was pleased,
but it was difycult over a phore. This was his turf; gtill, he was aman.
Outside, the air was warm, but not the stiping heat she@ expected. A
distant sign indicated 74 degrees.

It took him twenty-yve minutes. fiBoy, look at you! 0 he sdad when the
car stopped.

At least he was laughing. fiYou look great,0 she smiled. His sun-
bleached har and beard had abrighter ook than she remembered. fiYoudre
had more sun.0

fil try to gay out of it. This is asurprise. You look good yourself.0
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fiYoude being poalite, but you neednd be. My agent already told me
how I look. It was she who rode me out of town to recover.0

fJust afew signs of a hard paced nothing Horida cand handle. You
drink lesswhiskeyd getto bed at decent hoursd works miracles. Down
here, we specialize in that suff.0

AT hat& what | heard. | hope it&trued

He put one of her two large bagdn the trunk and lashed the other to
the lid rack. fiLooks like youde staying a while. Youd@ better tie your
har.o

fioh, letit blow! | dond get this chance very often. What a great
carld In amonent, she was in the gpen amazed by the difference in the
air. Therewas afeding about it, like it was a different country. Even the
greenery was different.

fiFi rst time here?0 he asked.

fives,itis. It amazing | had noidead

fiThis isjustthe parking lot.0 He turned to her. fls this avisit? Are
you moving south? What@ the plan?0

fil had to get out of Albany. | had to, and this was the only place |
could think of where | knew somebody who might help me ynd aplaced
She oftened her tale. il have plenty of money. You may think 1Gm bold
but | redly don@ presume very much. 16m only looking ahead one day at
atime. When | look alittle better, 161 hoping | can meet your friend but
| dond@ want to be a poblem foré o

fiNot a pioblem,0 he interrupted. AWasnd it my idea that started you
on this road to ravage?0

fiSort of, but youde not to blame for the drinking and the parties.
Gracie warned me but, you know. It all went to my head, so &st!0

fiYoude not the yrstléve seen. It goeswith theroled fastmone/d fast
crowds. Glyn deakwith it every day. Aslong asyoude notin ahurry to
be meplace, we can take the ocean tour.0

She sensed the pow moving in her direction. fActually, there® no
place | have to be. | dond know any place. 16m hoping you can help me
with that.0

He nodded dowly. AWe can dothat.d He gpeared pleased with the
prospect of helping her. She needed to learn how far that could take her,
and discovered the praspect was exciting. This place was electric and, as
he@ observed, they were tarely out of the parking lot.

fiYou have a choice of aclean, inexpensive motel or, if you like, | have
a spare bedroom you can have until you know which way you want to
turn. Neither is a poblem.0
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She couldnd expect more, but withheld her thoughts while he drove
aaossthe Julia Tuttle toward Miami Beach, running a commentary on
the passing sites. Swinging north on Collins Avenue they passed the
Fontainbleau she@ seen so often on TV. She looked aadossthe street.
fiOh, that® beautiful ,0 she remarked at Alilly& Yeno, the poating home of
aFrank Sinatra pal.

fAiThat one® taken,0 he sad jokingly. He made a U and went south
along Indian Creek into Callins. She watched carefully for signs of his
mood. His offer seemed genuine, not something she@ pushed on him. It
was crudal that she contral her ground; so far, he@ showed nothing but
pleasure.

Relaxing her vigil, she turned to the wonder and potential of this new
place. Everything was clean and green brushed by fresh, sdt air. They
turned along the wide sandy beach of Ocean Drive where she could se
the waves.

fiCan we g0p?0 she asked happily, fjust for a moment.d Running
yngers through her hair, she jumped out and ran acossthe street, |eaping
the stone wall onto the sand. Laughing like a child, she continued several
yards and turned suddenly, har askew, wearing the krightest face she
owned. He would have followed her, she knew, but her exposed suitcase
needed someone near. Would he feel as responsible for her?

They drove on, turning right on Fifth Street to the McArthur
Causeway. The beauty continued to unfold through every mile. They
passed three huge cruise ships aaossthe water then turned south on
Biscayne Boulevard. fi [0 you give everybody this tour? It&terriyc!o

fdust Yankees0 he sdd, fiand friends of Jmd so they know what
theyde gonna misswhen they go back.0

She was enchanted, already ddermined to gay one way or another.
The beauty alone was enough. Down Bayshore to Coconut Grove, Brian
pulled alongside atall building with fountains rising from a stone garden.
Huge white columns rosan front, deyning the aigin of the name.

fiThe Rllars,0 she sdd. fils this where you live?0

He nodded, pointing upwards, AiYep. Have alook.0 He drove around
back to an underground garage, continuing all the way to the far corner
where two spaces were marked fiPenthouse 116 The second space was
empty. He began to untie her bagfrom the trunk lid. fThis will be safer
upstairs. 181 show you around and we can go out for dinner while you
think about it. There® agreat spot just around the corner. You probably
want to dust off a bit.0

The elevator opened at the top and Celine gepped out on a @llery
overlooking alandscaped courtyard growing between two long buildings.
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On the ground, walkways wound among idands of palms and plants.
Winding through the porawas a $ream with a snal wooden bridge over
it. Therewas acontoured poal at the far end where lounges and umbrellas
helped a dzen people relax and chat.

Brian nodded down the gallery along the left sde. fiThere are two
penthouses cown that way, and two more on this side0 indicating the
gallery to theright. Hewalked in that direction. fiOurs isat the far end.0

@id he say fiour? Just a remarkdshe thought. dNothing intended.
It stonly where wede gaing, right now.d Brian unlocked the door and
stepped back to lether in.

She entered a brge living room that quickened her breath with its
simple, expersive furnishings. There was no sign of a woman. To the
right was aglasswall with diding doors gening to a large, private patio
with lawn furniture, umbrellas, and huge plants rising from redwood pots.
fils that red grassout there?0

fiNot quite, but it retty closewithou the mowing thing.o

She depped out on the patio where an overhang protected athird of
the gpen space, and apool table beneath a @nopy.

fi D you play this game?0 Brian asked.

She laughed. Oh, @ol? Agirl hasto play pool to ytin al the better
dives, dond you know?0

Between the two penthouse @tios, a sven-foot wall secured privacy.
He indicated another glassdoor off the patio. fiThat& my room. Yours,
if you want it, also opers to another patio on the east side of the house.d
He led her back through the living room, past the kitchen on the left,
and through another glass door to the east patio. It was smaller with
a ceramic deck, but the four-foot walls offered a lyeathtaking view of
Biscayne Bay and its shordline prqerties stretching for miles both north
and outh. Miami Beach and idands to the uth of it blocked only some
of the Atlantic from view.

Ambivalence over her plan disappeared when she imagined the view
at night with lights dancing on the water, the view from her patio. Oh, i
loveit,0 she treathed softly.

fiYou havend seen the bedroom.0 He smiled, pointing to another glass
door behind them. Altés thereo

fiOh, forget it,0 she sad with shortened breath. fustlet me set up a
cot out here and 181 promiseto gay out of your way.0

fiNo need for that. You sure you dond want to look at some other
places?0

She faced him squarely to drive a $ake into her decision. i flyouée
having second thoughts eout aguest, atemporé 0
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fiNo, no! No second thoughts,0 he hastened. Alt& yoursif you want it.
| only want you to be comfortable with your choiced

Sherelaxed her pogture, smiling. fiYou wond believe how comfortable
| can geton one of thosechaselounges, or sipping a morning coffee at the
umbrella tabled She krightened. fildl even water the plants!o

fiWe let the rain do that.0 He opened the glass door to the second
bedroom. Holding the drapes aside, he made a sweeping bow that bid her
enter. fAlt& yours, private bath and all. Welcome.0

Clearly delighted, she entered the room squeezing his arm as she
passed. fiPrivate kathd private patiod this isincredible! o

He went to the living room and returned with her bag. Al@1 go get
the other one. The restaurant is just around the corner. Take your time
dusting off. Come out when youde ready.0

When he was gone, she sat on the bed to review her smiling fortunes.
She hadn@ prepared for this. It was better than she@ imagined somuch
better that she discarded her previous ideas aout ynding aplace. Shed
mentioned taking things one day at a time, and there was no question
about that now. It was setled as far as they were both concerned. She@
bean overwhelmed, and in aterthought, she wished she had shown some
restraint. He returned with her other bag.

filém gaing to take ashower! Where wede going, can | wear shorts?0

The walk around the corner enhanced her impression of a foreign
country. The gyle of buildings and landscaping didnd exist in the north
making every streetan experience.

They arrived at 6rhe Country Stored a one-story wood and glass
building nearly hidden by vegetation. Inside raised the question: &re
we here to shop, or to eat?d6 Antiques, expensive gifts and memorabilia,
appeared to be moved aside to make room for dining. In the beginning,
that had been the @ase.

fiTwo guys goened an antiqueshop in thesecozy little rooms and put
in atable for ther friends,0 Brian explained. fiCoffee, cookies, takeout
from wherever. More friends led to more tables and eventually, aMenu.0
Indicating thar surroundings, fiT his isthe result. Thefood isterriy ©

The sun was down when Brian suggested awalk down Main Highway,
three blocks of unique shops and restaurants ending at a rustic tavern
named fiTaurusd, where revelers spilled outside to benches and railings
alongthesidewalk. A smadl, outsidebar served thosetoo relaxed to invade
the bustling interior.

AW hat would you like?0 Brain asked.
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It wasn@ a club-soda place and Brian waved asideher lack of ID. Shedl
bea in crowded bars, but in Albany, never on aTuesday night. Sipping
her screwdriver, another thing gruck her: the difference in atmosphere
between the north and south editions of this public party circumstance. The
people around her were actually enjoying the loud and raucous moment,
instead of using it to jockey for a better position among the sexes. For the
most part, they ignored her, and she wasn@ accustomed to that; however,
when Brian introduced her several times, the attention that followed offset
her concern. They were an eclectic group she could identify from adozen
yelds. Sorre were businessand trades people, lawyers, waitresses, saiors,
and two she was sure were honeless.

Finishing her second screwdriver, she couldnd recdl a single name.
fiCan we go?0 she asked. fil think 16m feding these.d

fiWe @n get a cé o

fiOh, nod it& not that bad After the next one, 181 need a c®.0

Brian laughed. fiMostgirlswill passout on the poor before admitting
thar limit.o

Thedry air refreshed her during the walk. Helping that along was the
time, the recent hours sodifferent from her experience. Discovery, in this
new place, was renewing her spirit.

fiwould you like sosme coffee?0 Brian asked as she gepped insidethe
apartment.

fil dond think so, thanks. |think 181 justcrash if that® okay.0

fiNo problem. You want a wakeupcdl? We have an alarm clock if
you want it?0

There it was again, the ved fl dond think so. | usually get up
early.0

fiSee you in the morning, then.0 He waved her off.

In her bedroom, she gpened her patio door to the fresh air. Fishing a
smadl tin box from her bagshe gepped outsde and veriyed the outgoing
breeze. Roalling the joint she considered asking Brian to share it but her
second thought sad, maybe later, when she knew more. She went over
her day since landing, every minute. Was he already including her in his
life? Wasthat agood thing? The answers would come in time; she only
needed to be cool. She returned hdf of the joint to her tin box and went
to bed, gmiling.

The morning was still except for birds excited by another sunrise.
The aroma of coffee added ajor to the pleasant air. Her parents didnd
drink coffee and she considered what she had missed, not having that
stimulation to begin all thoseother days. Shetied her robe and imagined
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being reborn as she depped out on the petio. It was all new, everywhere
she turned, the trees, the plants, and that wonderful air. She was thrilled,
and breathed deeply before gepping into the kitchen.

She expected to se Brian, but the only sound was the coffee maker
responding to atimer. Maybe he@ gone out. She peeked around the hal
corner. His door was closed. She took her coffee to the petio table and
began gathering threads of a plan. She didnd have many. Impressing
Brian® ex-partner was the biggest one, but she was too shop-worn from
Albany. She hadnd even begun Gracie® formula and her yrstimpression
would not be her best. Shewasreluctant torisk rejection. AiThree months,0
Gracie had warned. That meant ynding ajob to hdt the one-way pow of
her monegy. Perhaps she was ahead of hersdlf, being overly concerned.
One thing was certain; Brian could be asuper step in the direction of her
ambition.

fiGoad morning,0 Brian cdled from the kitchen.

When he joined her at the table she feigned a dow, happy sretch.
AGod, it certainly is,0 she sad.

fildl call Glyn in afew minutes, and se if we can doanything about
your carea.0 She backed away from her cheeful mood and he caught her
move. fiWhat& wrong?0

filém not ready for that. Albany exhausted me. My agent up there
wants me to take three-months to rest and exercised eat brocooli, you
knowd doall thosehedth type things.o

He waved that away. fiYou look terriyc!o

fiNot to the camerad 1&ve ®enit.o

AWell,0 he began, and then sipped his coffee. fiLetGlyn decide. She®s
got aterriyc eye.d

AThat® what 16m afraid of. You know what yrst impressions mean.
Mineé 0 Shelettheresttrail away.

fiRelax! A terriyc eye ®es beyond whaté evident and that& what
shefs gotd trustmeld

Glyn Kennedy& ofyce was high in abuilding off Brickell Avenue,
overlooking the Bay. Ceine imagined everything overlooked the Bay.
Meeting Glyn, and seing her reaction to Brian, she was immediately at
ease, and certain shed be given every chance. It seemed that her every
encounter added positives to her relocation south.

fiBrian told me &out you, two-years ago. What took you solong
getting here?0 It was ajoking inquiry.

fiHe sad | needed training,06 Celine answered.
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fil recall that.0 Glyn recognized the leather case. fiFrom the look
of that portfolio, you took Brian® advice. Well,0 she smiled, extending
toward the portfolio, flets %e what youdre done.d

Glyn collected her glasses and took the leather caseto a table near
the window, and with this small degree of privacy, dowly turned every
page withou comment. Celine felt nerve ends dancing in the silence.
Outwardly, sheremained cdm. Glynwasafriend of Brian®, ared friend.
What more did she need?

Glyn returned to her desk smiling, prompting a sndl risein Ceinets
spirits. fAlt looks like you had good training,0

fiGracie was great. She redly pushed me. She didnd let me get away
with anything. | sat of got away from herd inthe dter hours.o

fiYoude not the yrst,0 Glyn amiled. flém not happy about the sxpot
image in mostof your work. | think you can do more with theright styling
and makeyp.0 She went into her desk drawer. fiwWhen youdre had time to
rest, 181 schedule a shoot with Phyllis Wright. She has great assistants
when it comes to creating avariety of looks. Wedl see what she can do
with you.0 Then as an afterthought, fiCan | assume you plan to stay in
Miami?0

A fll can getwork, 1@ love to.0

fiGoad,0 Glyn sad. Além sure we can get you gaing in alittle time.
Right now, you need someresto

fil was draid youd notice that.0

fiThat& the business IGm in. Dond worry. How are you setfor
lodgings?0

Celine hesitated. filém at Brian, right nowe 0

fiNo problem thered Brian injected. AwWedl work out whatever she
needs aswe go. What doyou think?0

Glyn indicated they move toward aliving-room seting lessformd.
fiYou always had agood eye0 she sad. Then, in an asideto Celine, she
continued, fihewasterrible at everything else. Heinsulted clients, models,
everybodyd no petienceat all. | had to kegp himin the back room.0

fiBut you missme.d

fActually, no,0 she turned again to Celine, fil dond have the chance.
He gill inand out at al hours.o

fiWhy not? al the pretty ladies. When you dond@ have to work with
them, theyGe great.0

fi D you have a @r?0 Glyn asked.

fiNo. But | have mongy. | canbuy a @r.0

i Mami is terribly spread out and public transportation gets
complicated. Youdl deynitely need ardiable ar.0
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fJustwing her anationd commercial and wedl getoneo

Orhereis that dvedagain.d Celine enjoyed the sound of it. Therewasa
security allusion connected like, there was nothing to worry abott.

Glyn laughed. fildl do my besto

fiThen shein. Youde taking her on?0

i Odoursed Glyn smiled. fShedl have to work herself into shape,
yrst. It shauldnd take long.0 Then, she rosefrom her char. fiwe can
make it ofycial, if you liked She went to her desk motioning Celine to
follow. fiHere,0 she sad, handing Celine a Registration Form, fiy llthis out
over there® Sheindicated atable by the wall.

Cdine anned the yrstfew lines. AWhat addressshdl | put down?0

fiYou can usethe agency address,0 Glyn began.

fiUseour Grove address,0 Brian overruled. Alt sounds more permanent
to aclient. They al know this agency addressand might imagine youde
a swowhbird.0

AT hatGstrue,0 Glyn added, indicating Celine shauld doas he suggested.
She rejoined Brian while Celine busied hersdlf with the form.

fiWhen she catches her breath,0 Brian sad, fiwedl ynd her an apartment
someplace convenient.0

fiYyou might look toward South Miami,0 Glyn suggested. fiMany of
the girlsare down thered

Overhearing, Celine continued writing with mixed emotions. The
ease of her previous moments began dipping away. AMNhere is South
Miami?6she wondered. South Miami was on another planet.

fiWwhat about work?0 Glyn asked. fAShedl need income of a sart
until shes established among the locals.  Does she have any other
experience?0

fiNot much we can market around here,0 Brian answered. Then he
waved to the surroundings. fiWhat about right here? You can always use
another Booker.0

fiShe hasto beé 0 Glyn began.

Brian interrupted. fiShe knows the work. She just has to gudy your
ylesd getto know thetalent.0

@h! Brian, dond stop now!6 Celine thought. On several occasions
she had managed the phores when Gracie had to be elsewhere. Being a
Booker would put her at the front of the line for every job that came in.
@rian, convince her!'d

filve got two girls besides dear daughter,0 Glyn argued. She appeared
to consider more. fiThen, taking on Celine will give Darlene some relief,
something |6ve been mearning to arrange. Thetime could be now. Letme
degponit,oshesad. fil think | likeit.o
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fAw deeq, shleg,0 Brian put in. AYou know a good thing when you
seeit. Why keep her in suspense? Give her apeanut sdary and gandard
commission. If she srews up, yre herd simple asthat.0 He waved Glyn
toward a dne ced and then turned to Celine who had akandoned her
pretence of paying no attention. fiCeline,0 he called. fi flshe yresyou, you
gotta promiseyou wond get pissed off and jump to another agency?0

fil Promise,0 Celine answered happily.

Glyn was laughing. AOkay,0 she agreed. fiYou can gart Monday.
Thatdl give you afew days to poke around town and see what kind of a
life youlre getting into.0

fiThis is so exciting'd Celine laughed. fil need to use your ladiesd
room.o

Glyn pointed the direction.

*% %

When Celine was gone, Glyn put on her inquisitive face. fAre you
and sheé ?0

Brian rolled his eyes. fiGod She® sodamn young.0

fiShed not that young.0

fil admit thinking about it,0 he sad. Then, he shook his head Al cand
put a move on her. You know how we feel about clients doing that. |
canGd and not that | dond want to. She justtoo damn young.o

Clearly, he wasnd happy with his uncertainty.

fil caught acouple of her looks. Shefs relying on you.0

fil know. Thatd the whole case. N0,0 he added with deynition. flém
gonna help her get garted and that&it! No moves and no grings.o

fiwell, good luck,0 Glyn offered, Abut youde in over your head with
this one.d

k% *

Riding back to the grove Cdinelether har py inthewind. Everything
fell into place and she@ bardly lifted a ynger. Brian knew how to get
things cbne. She only had to hang on.

Along the Bay they passed an open-air restaurant piping dance music
into the dree t Oh, whdi® that place?0

It was dusk when they went in, taking awooden table at thefar end, near
the water. Celine didnd try to hide her joy and struck a mood lasting the
rest of the night. They ate Reubens and drank bee, then abottle of wine.
Celine danced with several hopefuls, aways asking Brian® permission.

Near midnight she dragged him to the poor for an impersond Rock
fantasy. She could tell he wasnG comfortable, but he put on a show of
pleasure. The mood was too good to spoil.
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fYou haven@ stopped laughing all night,0 he remarked.

fil feel good, you know?0 She popped on her char. Alust two days
ago | was at adead-end. | mean, dead! Now,0 she waved, filém in another
world, aregistered model and with afriend of the boss. | have ajob and a
placetolié 0 She held short, her joy waning.

fiLive,0 Brian concluded with a snile. fiLive0 he sad again, Mdill we
ynd theright spot for you.0

fiYes,0 she hesitated. fAiThat® what | meant.0

fil hope ome of your luck rubsoff on me.d

She worked her laughter back, fil think youdre got it pretty good
alreadyd young man, independentd in agreat place with no wife pulling
onyour deeve. | know guys that would kill for your shoes.d

fil think 181 getyou homed

filém not ynished. Oh! | guessl am. Okay, we go.0 She took his arm
to the car, and thrilled again to the balmy night air as it passed over ther
heads. fiGod, that feels good.0

In her room, she changed to afour-foot T-shirt from Wildwood that
was her favorite pgama, opened the windows and patio door, and popped
on thetop sheet. Thewineand bee were being kind, alowing her pleasant
recollections, but only four minutes of them.

filam feeling like ared vacation,0 she sad over their coffee. fil never
had one, but | think this is what it must feel liked nothing to do except
have fun.0

Her delight seemed to afect Brian. AWhat are you upfor today?0

fi Ond ask me. 1am following you, remember?0

Brian watched the  p andjpennants at the Sailing Club shapping in
the lreeze. fLet® go saiing.0

fiOh!0 she exdaimed. Out finere?0 pointing to the bay.

AUh-huh.0

filéve never been on asaiboat.0

fiTime you were. Let® go.0

AWhatdl | wear?0

They parked at Nutas at nine-thirty with acooler full of sodas and
orangejuice. ANo bea?0 she asked.

fiNot unlessyou want it,0 he answered. fiBea mixed with sun and
waves cdond treat me well.0

fiNot for me. |justthought saiors and bee went hand-in-hand.0

fiThey do, but not for this saior.0
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fiwind Chime,0 she sdd, ficute name. Cute boatl | mean,0 she groped
for better words. fil dond mean cuted | mean it greatio

fildve had her about a year. When | decided to keep the penthouse, |
traded asport-ysher forit.o

fiwhat shaild | do?0

fAbsolutely nothing,0 he smiled, fi otil youGetold.o

Passing under the Seventeenth Street Bridge, she was sure the mast
wouldnd make it until clear sky opened up. She watched theriver life pass
asthey madether way to the Bay. fi D people live on theseboats?0

fiSorre of them. | love theriverd aways omething going on. A lot
of it you dond seed

AT hat sounds ominous.o

He indicated large freighters gill working ther rust from one port to
another. AWe just cruised past at least amillion dollars worth of cocaine
hidden in theseold buckets. Theriver is the perfect place to unloadd no
cops or curity, unlesstheyde on the payroll.0

fiBut it& sopeaceful .0

filt has moments.0

They cleared the Brickell Bridge, passd Claughton Idand and turned
south.

fiwhen dowe put upthe sails? or cbnd we?0

fiSoon as we clear the Rickenbacker Bridge. Sorne of these bridge
tenders are bored and like to play games with boats gproaching under
sal. They takethear timeopeningd make you come about, justfor laughs.
They know youlre swearing at them but it& thar kicks.o

With Rickenbacker behind them, Brian motioned to her, iCome take
the wheel .0

fioh! o

filtésjustlike acar. It reacts dower, thatGall. Go back and forth afew
timesto getthefed of it. Justrelax. You cand hit anything.0

It was easy, when she got use to the lagtime. fYeahhhhh!o she
laughed.

Brian removed the sal covers and connected the hdyards. When the
channd was no longer a pioblem he sad, fiSee that little telltale there?0
pointing to a red thread tied to a cable supporting the mast. fiThat cable
is caled adhroudd You justturn the whed until that thread is blowing
straight back. Then, hold it steady on.0

fiYou mean draighten out?0

fivyesd when the thread is graight back.0

fiwhich way shaild | turn?0

AW hatever suits youd either way bringsus to the same place.d
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Cdine enjoyed controlling the vessl and imagined she might be good
at it. She felt comfortable watching the thread work around to where she
wanted it. Brian continued watching, unconcerned. When it was straight
back, she eased the helm to keep the thread in position.

Brian hauled up both sails and fastened the hdyards. fiSee that key
by your right foot?0

fYeso

fiTurn it off, then come left with the wheel .0 She turned the key and
silence surrounded them, broken only by the whoosh of water along the
hull. She felt the wind pushing aginst the sails and instinctively turned
the wheel exactly where it shaild be. The vessl leaned over and picked
up speed.

fioh! Wow! 0 she sqeded. Oh! AWow! This isso greatld

Brian good by the mast enjoying her pleasure. She semed to have a
good fed for the motion, like she@l done it before. fiYou saled upnorth,
didnd you?0

fiNo0o0,0 she asserted, happy he shauld think so. fiNever, | swear.0 He

turned away smiling. fiHead for that point of land,0 he directed.

Celine thought he looked like a saior, with his tan and sun-bleached
har. She turned the wheel dightly to comply and was amazed how
comfortable she felt. Brian remaned forward, leaving her in control.
They continued hdf an hour under the enchanting silence, then Brian
ordered her to dothe telltale thread thing again. This time she felt which
way to turn.

fiPull that left knob draight up, and the right knob all the way back.
Then turn the key until the engine starts.0 Shedid it easily, without losing
track of her thread When it was graight back, he dropped both sailsd
secured them and returned to the cockpit. fiYou did this before. Side
over.0

She pounded his shaulder, laughing. fil didnd!o

They were nearing some kind of waterway entrance and she could
hear calypso music coming from an open-air bar. Brian maneuvered
alongside the quay. fiHop off and |81 hand you the lines. Drop the loops
over the cleats.0

fil know that much. Even Lake George boats dothat.0

Her unfolding hours piled adventure on ddlight, and caused her to
lament yearsin the north when all this had been only afew hours away.

Brian ardered Conch chowder and two dozen raw oysters.

fAYuk,0 Celine sad. fiNot for me.d

fiEver had them?0

fiOnce, at Cgpe Cod. That was enough.0
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fiOkay, order some ysh. Dolphin is excelentd He saw her alarm.
filtés not the Hipper type Dolphin; it sh.0 vy

Brian let her do most of the work going back, even motoring up
river with al the bridges. He was unusualy quiet and she wondered if
something was wrong. fiHey,0 she sad in the ar, fiyoude awfully quieto

He seemed to know that, and force himself back. Austasinking spell.
The sun does that to me ometimeso

fiYou sure?0

fiYep,0 he found agenuine laugh. AWhatdl we do dout dinner?0

fil can cook something. What doyou like? Redly! | can cook.0

fil believe you, but lets go to the Brasserie. We can grocery shop
tomorrow and you can cook whatever you like.d

AW hat@ the Brasserie?0

A favorite place, where celebrities go to be sen by you and med

They parked at the Coconut Grove Hotd and entered the downstairs
restaurant: abusy, wood, brass, and pora eatery with perfect lighting.

fiHey, Briand good to see you!0 The hostheld out his hand.

fiHello Herb. Say hello to Celined arecent import.0

fiHello Celine arecent importd welcomed He was impressed and
turned back to Brian. A [ she kring asister?0

fAfraid not.o

fi Bmn!d Herb laughed and took her hand. He led them to his only
table for two, in a corner, near the small bar. He held the best chair for
her.

AiThank you,0 Celine smiled, fibut, if you donG mindé ¢ She seated
hersalf facing the corner wall. It seemed a small gesture, declining her
bestview of the passing parade.

They decided to have the krandy at home, and drove the few short
blocksin minutes. Inside, Brian opened the patio doors in both bedrooms
to let the warm night passthrough. It was unusualy dry. They had a
brandy on the east patio, lean ng aga nstthe wall overlooking the twinkling
scene toward the Bay.

Cdine felt a chill recdling how quiet Brian had been earlier. Was
it redly the sun? orwas he thinking aout her, and why he needed a
young girl cramping his social life? He had a socid life. She@ seen
evidence around: thingswomen forget, sometimes on purpose. There was
a Polaroid in one of the dresser drawersd ayoung blond playing pool on
the patio. Bikinis were designed for bodies like hers, but hers would be
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illegal in New York. The photo had provoked her. Later, shedl thought
that strange.

Could Brian be regretting his offer? He wouldnd admit it. She® so
happy in Penthousell: her perfect placein the entireworld. 1t& where she
belongs; where she needsto be. fiCan | have another brandy?0

fiSure6 Then he alled from inside, fiHow about shooting some
pool 20

Orhat might cheer him updshe thought. She liked pool and learned to
play well. On the ptio with the high walls, Brian raised the canopy over
the table and switched on the light. @&t least hes smiling6 filan pretty
good at this,0 she sad. fiEight Ball! Whatdl we play for? a allar? | get
to break.0

i Dito

Cdine broke, winning the low bals. fil told you,0 she laughed.
fiGet out your walletd She circled the table artfully, sipping her brandy
whenever she missed. She won the yrst game, and the sscond. Brian got
lucky on the third and Celine poured herself another brandy. She wasnd
feeling them as she had in the past. Perhaps it was the clean air she was
so happy breathing: here, in Penthousell. Thought of living some other
place made her shudder. &Everything is so perfect, hered

*% *

Brian continued their game, feeling a diminishing comfort as she
watched. He concentrated on the arrangement of the balls and madeevery
shot as deliberate as possible. It did not get easier. He could fed her
eyes, watching, and he began to recognize moments from his past: the
look a woman gets when she®® in pursuit, when she wants to convey a
warm message. Was it the trandy? She semed yne, with no false $arts
or durred words. Her shots were crisp and mosty accurate. It wasnd
brandy, but it was there: that ook, the dightly raised head and wisp of a
smile awoman gives to alert her desire that she available for the taking,
if hes interested.

He was.

And, hedid.

An aange sun roseimperceptibly through the dawn phase it had
repeated through billions of years. There were afew clouds. Sone were
dark and bearing rain, that briepy delayed sunny raysin ther pight to the
earth. There may have been ayrst-day of the event. Hedl never concluded
on that, but he@ imagined this land before man, and he knew that in a
geologic day his species was present only afew minutes. Hed@l imagined
the silence there must have been through thosetwenty-three hours and
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yfty-odd minutes that reproduced every event exactly as it was doing
today.

There were clouds this day, not dark, but gray and brilliant white
explosions of cotton, cruising silently overhead By all measures, the
rising sun promised agood day for everything people came south to enjoy.
This morning held no threats. While memories of earlier hours meant
little to many, Brian enjoyed recounting his as he watched the dow rise
and fall of the sheetcovering Celine. She@ found her own space, but when
she turned toward him with a ®ft sound, her hand fell on his shaulder.
She was till again, perhaps in a dream, perhaps only in blackness. He
wondered. Daylight touched a glow to her blond strands tangled on the
pillow. Withou thinking, he reached out to touch them.

He didnd remember the moment hedl decided to deep, if there was
that moment. He only recdled one of the better times of his year, possibly
his life. The beauiful young girl had actually seemed to care. Wasit the
brandy? He recalled no evidence of that, and he didnd want to. Still, he
searched intensely. He watched her several moments, and then did quietly
out the far sdeof the bed. He stood a monent, watching her. fiGod, she®
beautiful ,0 he whispered.

He brought his coffee to the west patio where the halls remained
scattered on the table. The light under the canopy still burned and he
switched it off. He setled on one of the lounges, wondering why this
measure of fortune fell suddenly to him. Part of his bed was visible
through the goen glass, but there was no movement on it. dMII she want
to stay?6he wondered, or be off after her yrstdecent paycheck. He found
no pleasure in that wonder, and quickly moved on. She seemed to like
his house. It would be decided in afew hours. Still, he was impatient to
know.

He was pouring his second coffee when she came up behind him;
her terry-covered arms drcled his waist and squeezed. The thrill he felt
was like no other in his memory. It was more than Aeryn. Could it mean
she would day? He sethis cup awn and twisted around; his arms went
around her while he drew a serious face. Al want you to stay,0 he told
her.

She gmiled and turned an ear to his chest. fla@ like to gay,0 she
answered.

His life had produced extraordinary Gplit-seconds® in times when
his future had been predictabled then altered in a pash. Another split-
second had just happened. In the yrst part of the second there was his
lifed everything that had brought him to this place and time. He was
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alone, but imagined being with Celine. Still, he was alone in the yrst hdf
of the split. Then it happened The split! In the last hdf of the second,
his life was new, instantly changed. Different were his hopes, dreams,
and redities. All were different. All were changed in the last hdf of the
second, pointing toward afuture nobody could have expected. Sheal sad:
dd like to gayd and the split was past, leaving him anew and different
world, for better or worse.

The emotion was more than Aeryn, and he pressed hard to believe it.
Could ther ages allow it? If an Oracle sdad fiNo! 0 would he believe? The
decision had been hers; young and beauiful Celine had sad she wanted
to gay.

*% *

They were never idle. They dined, saied, danced, drove long hours
in the Keys, and spent other long hours preparing ther dinner. Martinis
on the petio captured the view and motion of a hundred vessels bobhing
in the moonlight. He joined her exercise routines and bought a pair of
bicycles.

Strangely, they never spoke of love, but they made it everywhere.
They were ayt, and playfully chalenged each other for an imagined prize.
It pleased him when she won, as she often did. When he taught her to
Scube, her thrill wouldn let her surface until she dragged the last gasp
of air from her tank.

Glyn remarked, fiShe® certainly in better shape. Youde looking a
little better, too. She® bought you out of your hole. Therel excitement
between you that 16ve never seen. | think it® wonderful. | hope it lasts
because | dbnd know what 181 do withou her.0

fWhy wond it last?0 he laughed.
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CHAPTER SIX

They were home on Sunday. Brian was reading on the west patio and
Cdline wandered the kitchen for inspiration. The doorbell rang. fildl get
it,0 Celine clled.

fi H | am Angie,0the girl smiled. fils Brian home?0

Cdline didnd answer and gppeared off-balance, saring at the pretty
young girl who waited hopefully for an answer. Then, fiYes, 1Gn sary,0
she answered. fiPleasecomein.d She clled to Brian on the petio.

Angie didnd@ stay long. She was in the neghborhood and wanted to
tell Brian about her new job in Mayfair. She was pleased to meet Celine
and seemed happy about ther coupling. She offered to show Celine the
@irl placesdin the Grove that she@ never getto see with Brian.

When Angie left, Brian srnsed adifferenceintheair.

fiHow long have you known her?0 Celine asked.

Her complete lack of tone piqued him.  fiCouple of years0 he
answered.

filsnd she alittle young?0

Het@l never experienced Celinel voice withou tone. Hewasuncertain,
but made a aick calculation. fiShed twenty-four.0

fiYoude kidding!0 She gpeared amazed.

fil know what you mean, but itGstrue.0 Brian felt atremorin his serene
redm. He could dolittle except wait, and respond.

@eautiful, little Angied he thought. No infant had clearer, more
antiseptic looking skin. It had been two years since her ancient car had
gasped its last, blocking Brian& entrance to the garage. Hedl helped her
push it to the side and then offered his phore. They had talked an hour
while awaiting her friend. Shedil claimed to be twenty-two but hed@l al ready
guessd, seventeen. Hedl had doubts, but the stories she told could barely
be squeezed into twenty-two years. She@ visited adozen times sincethen,
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always interesting, always with alight smile and gentle manner. She was
the only person he@ met who never used acontraction when she spoke.
She pionaunced every word in a pecise syle that placed her indelible
signature on his memory.

She would gopear unannounced, sit in achar with hands folded in
her lap. She@ vigt for an hour and then be off to who knows where.
Twice she stayed for a week and then disappeared. She left no number,
no address orfildl see you next weekd He could imagine she lived in a
cardboard box under one of the causeway bridges.

She sdd she came to Horida with a bwyer when she was yfteen and
lived with him for two years. Hedl struck her one day, and that wasthe end
of him. Before leaving, she squezed atube of grinding compound into
the ail reservoir of his new Porsche; regretting she would not be around to
see his frustration when the pressure light began to glow. She was betting
no insurance would cover that result.

Celine gopeared to relax the belligerent mode she@ adhed, and then
asked, Were you deeping with her?0

Brian took in his breath, suspicious of her disarming tone and knowing
there was no right answer. He thought to put his arms around her before
the question hung too heavily, but he was annoyed that she@ asked. It
etched amark agginst her perfection. fAiWhatever my life was before you
came, only you make it worth living now. My bridges are burned. | dond
ask about yours. 1t more than enough that youde hered

For amoment hewasn@ sure. Then she smiled his cueto approach her.
When his arms were around her, he felt the last words had been spoken;
but he couldnd be certain. The mark he@ i magined almostdisappeared.

A month later he was aone when Angie reappeared. i H | want
to ask Celine if she would like to see dGypsy0 at the Playhouse with me
tonight. | only havetwo ticketsd | am sary.0

fiCeline wond be back until nine orten. She® working late and then
having dinner with her boss.0

fioh,  amsarry. | guessl canask Verabut sheawaysfalsadee. | will
have to hurry to catch her. Do you mind if | useyour guest bethroom?0

filt& in the same place.d

Cdine arrived dter eleven, already enveloped in anger. fiThat God
damned Tanyal 0 she dormed before the door was closed. fiShe gole all
our records and gpened her own agency. Glyn and | spent the whole day
yelding calls from our models wanting to know what the hell& going on.
We didnd even eatl 0
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He wasnd surprised. Hedl seen it happen to other agents. Even Glyn
had acknowledged it goes with the business. f nd anybody e it
coming? | mean, Tanya showing restesssigns.o

fiHell, no! She was sweetas honey, and her goddamned mother helped
her make the copies! What a rotten family!o

The theft event devoured the rest of the night and she needed three
brandies to relax. When Brian remembered Angie® visit, Celine was
adeep.

The furor, mosty generated by Celine, lasted three days. Sheinsisted
Glyn bring in the police or a hit-man. Neither wasin Glyné nature, a fact
well known to Tanya.

Two weeks later, Celine in her morning robe gproached him on the
west [tio.

fil showered in the guest mom and found this!0 She held out a waste
basket with atissue-wrapped sanitary napkin in the bottom. She held the
basket out to him. fiOne of your pool players?0 she hissed. il dond use
thesd 0

Hewas bafped by her tone. Her anger had never been directed at him
and the effect was unsetling. Was she appalled with his housekeeping,
orjedous of some unknown invader? The latter seemed insane, but there
was no mistaking her hogility. The guest room hadn& been used since
Cdline had moved to his room; why would he go thereto empty the basket?
Then, heremembered his visitor, and felt lighter. fil forgot. Angie stopped

for afew minutes. She must have left that when she used the bathroom.o
fiYou never told me she was here. Why was she here? Did you invite
her?0

He had trouble with her change. She was mad as hell. fiYou met
Angie. You dond invite her. She comes and goes like alittle ghosto

fA little ghostyou were fucking! o

Redities were getting out of hand. fiShe had two tickets to dGypsydat
the Playhouse, and came by to seeif you wanted to join herd you! | forgot
about it'!d0 Then he remembered. Alt was the night you came in cursing
Tanya and her mother; that® why | forgot.0 He took the basket, setit on
the deck and got up. Celine stepped back, avoiding his touch. He stopped
where he was. fiThere was nothing She was here yve-minutes and four
of thosein the kethroom.0 He rummaged for something more effective.
fiShe had counted on you to join her. You werend here. Then shewasin a
hurry to ynd somebody elseto go with her. She used the bathroom before
sheleft and thatés the total of Angie visit.o

fil dond want to see her again.0
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AT hat& ridiculous! o

Al meanit'o

Her acid level was rising. He decided surrender might restore her
reason. He nodded his approval. fi flthat& what you want, okay.0 Hetried
to amile. Alt& dill ridiculous.o

fi flshe 2ops agin tell her wede on our way out.0

He nodded agiin, fil will,0 while doubting that he could. He@ speak
of it in alighter time, believing her attitude would mature. She let him
approach and hold her.

AThere® one more thing, while wedre on it. That Polaroid you have of
the pool player.0

&he must mean Susan; ités the only oned AWhat of it?0

fil@ like you to getrid of it.0

It wasnd a negotiation, but the price was sndl. AYou got it,0 he
laughed, but couldnd quite fed it.

She pulled him tighter and kissed him with unusua ferocity.
Tranquility was hours away, but eventually, it returned.

*% %

The recovery of Celine® better-salf took less time than predicted.
Glyn was happy with the better-self and rewarded her with an important
print job. A nationd chan of har sdons would open its yrstin the Bal
Harbour Shopsand Celine& ha r would be prominent throughou the cha né
advertising. Excited, she retrieved afour-by-six-foot poger twenty-times
her actual size, rolled it upand shipped it to her parents. She signed it with
ablack laundry marker. It was important they relax, and trust her.

k% *

Brian was alone when Vic made his annual phore cll.

filté& getting cold up here. 1an thinking about a couple of weeks at
your place. What about it?0

fiHey,0 he yelled. fiBe good to seeya. When are you leaving?0

fil dond know. | just decided ten-minutes ayo.0

fildl be hered Then, he had an afterthought. fSay, remember that
gorgeous blond you introduced me to in Denny& acouple of years ayo?0

ASure,® Vic answered.

fiwell guesswho living here now.0

fiHey, that terriyc,0 Vic sad. Al wondered if you two would ever
hook up.0

fiShe pew in one dayd cdled me up, and that wasit.0

AT hats great! 16m gladit@working out. | wasfedling funny abot it.0

fiFunny about what?0
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filt doesnd matter, but say, where will you put me up? | remember that
sofa you got is too round for my back.0

fiCan you remember | have two bedrooms?0

fil know, but | don@ want to put her out.0

fiPut who out?0

fiCelined taking her bedroom.o

fiThe guest mom isenpty. Ité& yours. She degus with meo

There was silence on the line. There was more silence than Brian
thought there shauld be.

fiBrian..0 Jim& already deep voice dropped another octave. fiWede
talking ebout Cdine?0

fWho e se?0

fANd she degos with you.0

filén not that bad! 0

Vic wasquietagain, but herecovered. AWell, | hateto bear bad tidings
my friendd | guessshe didnd tell you. Did you ever notice how much she
looks like you?0

AWhat are you getting at?0 He sensed ashudder approaching from a
black hole.

fiHey! Celine® your daughter, yours and Jen®. | cand believe she
didng tell you. That&right, isnd it? She didnd tell youd did she?0

Time arrived with another split-second event. As before, in the last
haf, everything was changed, and he never saw it happen. Following
seconds qpened a gray, swirling vortex that drew in red and imagined
bits of his life. The nights, the meals the dancing and saliing, the hours of
dreams, and the love he@ imagined, all circled dowly down, around and
@ound, into the black hole.

fiNo,0 he lreathed. fiShe didnd tell meo

He knew something different and gimulating had aways crackled
between them: an attraction, a tenacity not seen in other couples that
was never explained or understood. He@ imagined it luck that a young,
beautiful girl had chosen to gay with him. He had no reason to suspect a
grim redity was gruggling for recognition.

fishit! Jim. Shit!d It was barely audible. Then, more directly, fildl
call youin afew dayso

He never drank alone, but there was something about hdf a glass of
brandy that yt the moment, and he drank it quickly, feeling apush to his
upper body. Why had she kept the aet? Did it matter? She knew, and
had ignored the entanglement. Why? Her jedousy of Angie and Susan
had not been feigned, nor had her possssiveness. Why? She@ never
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spoken of love. Was she secure playing arole? Hedil never spoken of love
either but it had y lled his life since she decided to day.

Searching for relief, he tried to doubt the joy and hopes of moments
ago could so sviftly shift to pain. Relief passed, leaving proof that they
could. Inexorable pain pressed to a depth he@ never imagined, to cling,
until atime he could not foresee. There would be no more relief.

The corpored change hovered to be cecided, cutting all escape,
crowding him toward the single grave that awaited his love. Could he be
comfortable near her, now that everything had changed?

The krandy disappeared and he garted for another and then held. He
must pick her up shortly. She@l skip out the door for the car, laughing
probably, and in her seat, lean against him with a kiss. fiLet® go!0 she
would direct, to whatever adventure waited.

Everything went as he@l imagined, except the kiss. She started it, but
sensed achange. She sétled in her seat, waiting for him to speak. They
were a most hone before he could. fil talked to Vic today.d He thought
to add, 6vou should have told me§ but he couldnd. They continued in
silence. Everything ssemed calm, but it could never be yesterday.

*% *

fil@ better go back to Albany,0 she sad when hed@l parked. Was she
kidding hersedlf? Her life had buried Albany a year ago. Still, it was a
secure place to sat thingsout. i B you want to talk about it?0 she asked
quietly.

fiNot redly,0 he answered. fil need some time. | have no idea what
to say.0

She needed him to offer an option and it upsether when he didng.
Mentioning Albany had been a mistake, and now that wheel was forced
into motion. She had no choice. fil@l go pack,0 she sad, and went to the
closetfor her bag.

Brian poured amedium brandy and went to the door of thar room.
fJust pack what®& easy to manage. 181 ship the restin aday ortwo.0 He
took his brandy to the east petio wall.

She couldnd turn back; that would be gicky. He hadnd sounded
angry. That was something, but not enough to reversethe plan in motion.
She convinced hersdf it was best to put distance between them. Back to
Mom and Pop, security, until things could be sated out. She could write
to Glyn.

k% *

Brian had never known afear of speaking. He was afraid his emotion
would rampage out of control, and issue words that could not be recdled
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or forgiven, no matter how desperate the need. Better she take his silence
for anger.

On the way to the airport he thought of Ellai funeral, the only wake
he@ driven in, until now. Still, he couldnd speak, even though she
appeared to accept her coursewithou emotion. He was intent on seeing
her off, imagining some saving revelation could be lostbecause he wasnd
there to speak or hear.

The Skycaptook the bagand followed her inside. A Valet attendant
took the car and Brian hesitated. Minutesfree of her presence might clear
his pain. It was just athought. She was ynished at the counter when he
joined her.

fWell,0 she sad lightly, Abreaking up isgoing snoothly. | got a sat
and my plane just began boarding.0

Is that what was happening? Were they breaking up? Was that
possible for two who shared their blood?

They continued to the Concourse @te and she could have kreezed
through to her seat; it was that smooth. She gopped and turned to him,
took his arm and kissed him lightly on the cheek. fildn sary,0 she
whispered, and withou offering him a chance to reply, turned and hurried
through the tunndl.

Hed@l |eft nothing unsad. No afterthought came to haunt him. He
moved to a window to watch her plane ease away on the tarmac. Tears
began to form. With effort, he blinked them away. Home wouldné do,
now. He drove to the Taurus and disappeared into its night.

Several days passed before he remembered the clothes he@ promised
to ship, but he only got her suitcaseto the bed. Hed@l do it later, maybe
tomorrow.

There were hours he felt no pain, but only afew. Wherever he went,
her image greeted himd left over from a previous time. When a place
was new and known only to him, he created her image from a phantasmof
free-poating memories whosecoming and gaoing he could not contral.

He became a regular at ASedbastiandd, a leshian bar where interest
in him was minimd. fiSebastian®0 patrons, perceiving nether interest
nor threat, gave him space and conversation; akind of acceptance with
thoughts to enlist aphysically capdle ally when alcohol and threatened
manhood roused some redneck to break upthe place. An occasiond mde
angled for a connection, but got only the check and rhank you, good
night.6

Mosly, he drank alone, vodka in awater glass while retracing his
pastyear. He imagined, sometow a different ending would develop, and
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return him to joy and the woman he couldnd release. When he was too
drunk or tired to continue, he went horre, fell into bed and cried, caling
her name until overcome by the narcotic of deep.

Days he spent on his petio overlooking the Bay, avoiding friends and
wondering where she was. He didnd search, fearful of what he@ have to
face. Hethought of gaing to sea, but couldnd let himself be that far away.
He gill imagined adifferent ending could develop.

Months passd and his money dwindled. His recovery business
was ignored. fiwind Chimed was the yrst to go, extending his life at
Sebastian® four-months. His pre-Columbian collection added another
three. The penthouse came in jeopardy, but was treated as every item
in his world: expendable, and subordinate to a fantasy wherein she was
with him again, and the pain had never happened. In sodden moments he
prayed she would return.

ASebastian®d wasnd the cause, or even an excused only the place
he happened to be when the bottom came into viewd when he couldnd
endure the reminders any longer.

His XKE wasnd built for hauling, sohe didnd try. He packed a few
things and turned away from the rest, heading North on US-27. There
were no good-byes or plans, except to ynd a place with no reminders.
Driving had aways relaxed him. It was ©mething he could leave
to rebexes while his mind wandered elsewhere. On this journey, he
welcomed every distraction. Long, empty stretches were the hardest to
survive. The sduction of that cherished time he had no right to, tempted
him deepe, longer, until redity sammed its dbor causing him to jerk the
wheel suddenly.

&hes gonel6 he repeated.  Still, acceptance would not come. Were
she beside him now, her hair free in the wind, he was no better equipped
with words than on that |last day.

Mile dter mile, the white and yellow lane dividers powed geadily
behind as the hours passed, and all his resistance with them. By 2:00 am.
hed@l had enough, and pulled into a motel. fWhere am 1?0 he asked the
clerk. Al wasnd paying attention.0

fiMaybe you were falling adee,0 the man answered. fAnyway, youde
still in Horidad thoroughbred country. This is Ocalao
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CHAPTER SEVEN

Cdline reclaimed her bedroom, delighting her parents. Shedl be home
for awhile, sating out her future. The poger she@ mailed amiled down
from awall.

fiNo, dond start redecorating; it& just avisit.0

If only it were true. If only this was a lad dream and shed@ wake up
feeling the Bay air breezing in from the patio.

Friends came by to say fiHelloo Gracie was glad to learn of her
booking experience with Glyn. They discussed possibilities, but nothing
was concluded. She would let her know. Everything was strange and
gray, moving at a sodden pace. A kaleidoscope of images invaded rel axed
moments: places they enjoyed, meak foreign to Albany, Glyn& smile. She
could write to him; that door was open. With time to think perhaps he
regretted letting her go. She wanted to go back, but there was no way she
could, unlesshe asked. Brian was there. Her father, the father who had
raised her was here, in the next room.

In the north, there were no surprises for Celine; everything was
familiar and tame beneath her hand. Parents were happy; Randy was
happy; and Gracie looked forward to better times, even though her pupil
seemed to have lostinterest.

When svera months had passed, Ceine redized her persistent
longing for palm trees, ocean breeze, and the music and excitement of
Miami, would never be redized unlessshe alone madeit happen. It was
clear that Brian had not reconsidered his position. She could continue to
languish, or get hold of her situation and sometow, make it work to her
advantage. Only one thing was certaind nothing would budge without
money!

fiYou sure you want to do this?0 Gracie asked with visible skepticism.
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Cdine® reputation with acohol hadnd circulated among the newer
locd promoters and the jinx in force ayear ago had seemingly dissolved.
Gracie whipped her from one job to the next, ynding enough work to
resurrect and enhance her celebrity image. Fees were not Miami fees, but
she couldn@ be picky. Volume could make upthe difference.

No longer her Manager, Gracie ait her commission to the Agent®
standard yfteen percent, but working with a new, energized Celine, her
bottom line was greater. She gave private thanks for the southern hiatus.

Cdline found a renewed popularity and her resulting bank account
urged greater attention to the details of her unfolding aspirations. She
would not be as free with herself this go-round. She skirted her workplace
advances and refused all drugsto preserve a hedthy, glowing appearance
at her next assignment. Repecting on this new mode, she felt better for it
and redized the value of not dragging thosenegatives into the future that
was beginning to take shape. She was delermined to gain worthwhile
recognition in Miami® scial zone. She shauld write to Glyn.

She found aBridge Club that welcomed anovice, and played once a
week with asurprisingly quick grasp. She learned the play quickly, but
her bidding was the causeof many gasps, and no few curses.

Glyn& answering |etters were cheay and encouraging, and it was that
way through the summer.

In September, through a friend of Graciefs, Celine was introduced
to an elderly Bogon doctor. Romance aside, the doctor owned a large
hone on fashionable La Gorce Drive in Miami Beach; awinter haven he
had enjoyed with his wife, until she died there last March. Undecided
about returning withou his love, the doctor requested afriend locate a
responsible party to occupy the home, pending some disposition. Standing
empty, it invited trouble. No rent, of course, to mantained homeowner
liability.

The lawyers frowned on Celine but lost out to her Gesponsible
granddaughteré performance; convincing Celine that God was surely on
her side. She would dust and vacuum. Grounds, pool and emergency
mai ntenance was contracted and paid for by the owner. She need only see
that they earned ther fees. Thelocation could hardly be better.

By October, over sixty-thousand nestied in her bank account and
other than a few politicians who learned not everyone would kiss the hem
of their garments, no one could speak ill of her, in truth. Leaving now had
to be goad.
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Mother cried, Gracie surrendered, and Celine, eager to occupy her
new quarters, turned her newly purchased XKE south. The car gave her
apleasant senseaf recovery; it too, was racing green.

It wasnd a palace, but dose. The Art-Deco motif was aigind,
mindfully mantained by Mrs. Doctor until her death. Celine expected it
would grow on her. Shethrilled to be the sole occupant of such luxurious
surroundings, and particularly enjoyed hearing the echo of her footsteps
on marble poors.

A phore and amaid completed her world.

74



CHAPTER EIGHT

The Dolan ranch in Ocala showed the signs of prosperity generated
by a Maor Stakes-winning thoroughbred, but before Dapler it was much
different. Before Dopler, the paint on the buildingswas cracked and pesled
equipment was wired to last one more year, and the Dolan® dressclothes
had bee stepped-down for working. The Dolans were horseranchers and
as long as the anmals were hedthy, things could be worse.

Ther present af puence was born in tragedy and that memory took the
shine from what many regarded as @reams come trued Dopler had made
things much better winning the Stallion Stakes. Nobody imagined his
heart would rupture the next day. The Dolan share of the winning purse
had been over seventy-thousand.

*% %

Barbara and Nap met at the University of Floridain Ganesville and
were married amonth before Nap graduated. That summer, they bought
the three-hundred-thirty-aae ranch at atax auction and planned to raise
Morgans for show and Miniatures for sde. Barbara dropped out of her
junior year; she loved everything aout the ranch and too little aout
liberal arts. Napwelcomed the help.

Ther luck was not good from the beginning. The Morgan breeding
stock they went in debt for failed to produce offspring of sufycient quality
to come anywhere near breaking even. The mortality rate among ther
Miniatures was three-times the industry average. The ones that survived
and promised a good return were constantly sought by thieves asther size
took up little room in the back seat of acar. Three of their bestwere stolen
and another fataly injured in an attempt.

Hard-earned money was spent searching the foalsdmortality rate. The
Dolans stayed broke paying labsto andyze ther water, grain, hay, dirt,
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the bark from trees and pedling paint. In the end, no cause was found.
Faced with uncertain prospects, they sold most of ther stock and Nap
went to work for Harvey Brannigar, a neighbor who boarded and trained
thoroughbred racehorses. The money wasnd@ much but it came twice a
month and they madeit do.

Relieved of uncertainty, the next few years were as pleasant as the
Dolans had known. Ther times promised to improve when Napyxed up
the cadinin a fr corner of the ranch.

*% %

When Brian awakened, it took several minutes to become aiented to
the grange mom. A andl tent next to the phore claimed several beneyts
fiThe Pines Moteld was prepared to offer. The clerk had sdad, AOcdao
Brian never heard of it. fHorse country,0 the man had sad as though
proud of the distinction.

Brian tried to visualize its relationship to Miami, but along drive up
US-27 was the best he could do. He swung his feet to the poor, trying
to formulate anext move. Staring through the window he redized he
didnd have anext moved no destination or gpointed time. He could be
at the end of the earth for all it mattered. dsthere coffee at the end of the
earth?6

There was, and he left the Pancake House feegling better than he
remembered. The town was new, with nore of the reminders hedl left
Miami to avoid. There semed no reason to move on. He felt relief, and
in following days, owly opened his eyes to what horse country offered.
He spent days touring the countryside, while the pastoral beauty of farms,
ranches, and grazing anmals mellowed his mood and yrmed up his
decision to gay.

Driving the back roadsin his second week he passed the hand-painted
sign before its message registered on him. He dowed and made a U-turn,
then aright up along, dirt driveway to abrown, two-story house. A dim,
weathered man in coveralls turned toward his gpproach from the porch,
squinting in search of some recognition. Brian cut his engine. Al saw your
sign,0 he sad, climbing oLt.

fiYou interested?0 the man asked gepping down from the porch.

He ®emed apleasant sat, the kind often pictured on the cover of the
Saurday Evening Post. fil@l like to seit,0 Brian sad. filéve aout had it
with the motel .0

fiwe an dothat,0 the man sad. fiYou passed it coming in the drive,
about ahundred yards back. We justgot it in shape. Youde the yrstone
tolook. Sayyyy!0 The man turned his attention to the XKE. fiDond see
many of those. Looks like arace ar.0
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fiSome of them race. Hopin. We can ride back to the cabin. 16m
Brian Reasorer.0

filén Nap Dolan. Glad to meetyou.0 They shook hands and climbed
inthecar. Napwasimpressed. fiPret-ty fancy. My neghbors ought to see
meridinginthis. What kind of work you in, if you dond mind?0

It had been awhile since he@ thought about it. fiMerchant Marine0
he answered. Suddenly, there was no doubt about going back. filGn a
salor.0

Nap pointed to an entrance road on theright. fiPull in there; thatG the
driveway. The maibox is out by the rcado

The cdin was among trees, isolated except for the driveway to the
main buildings. Thetour didnd takelong. When it concluded, Napwaited
for the salor to decide.

fldl takeit,0 Brian told him.

fiYou sure this is gonna be enough room? It6& pretty smdl.o

It wasn@ his penthouse, but it was huge compared to his shipboard
compartment, two large omoms and a tath. The kitchen and living room
shared the same walls. fildn sure, Mr. Dolan,0 Brian answered. fildm dead
sured

fiCall me Nap,0 extending his hand again. fiPlace been sittinbfor years.
Mailman daughter asked why we dond rent it out for some extra bucks.
Six-years old, asked me that. Didnd@ have agood answer for her.0

Brian amiled at the thought. fiThey&e alot smarter than we were.d

fiTell me about it. Youde a salor, you say. You take a wrong turn
somenvhere?0 Napwasamused. fiNearestsdt water is sixty miles. Plenty
of lakes, though.0

fil was on call with acouple of shipping linesout of New York, Second-
Mate ticket. | took leave the lasttwo years and wiped out my savings. 18l
have to ship out again, pretty quick.o

fiGoad enough,0Napsad. fiPlan onhavinddi nner at thehousetomorrow.
You gotta meet Barbara soshe doesnd shoot you for trespassing.o

The dinner was the kind Ella had served: brown pot roast, carrots,
potatoes and deep rich gravy. Barbarawas no less acook.

fiSorry to hear you gave upon the Miniatures,0 Brian mentioned.
fiTheyde an interesting breed.0

fiWe gill keep afewd too damn expensive,0 Nap complained. fi fll

can helpé o Brian garted, but Naphdted him with awave.

A ppreciatethat, but wedre coming along. | workfor Harvey Brannigar
now, assistant trainer. Goad to getthosesteady dollars. Now we getafew
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morefromyou.0 Napseemed satisyed thingshad falleninto place. fiWedl
geteverything yxed. Nothing better to do.0

fiOne thing,0 Brian sad, fif you dond mind. If | can have a yve-
year leasewith an gption, I@l like to add a @rage on that west sided my
expense.0

fiWell, say!0 Nap garted, turning to Barbara. fWe hadnd thought
about alease. It might be good to have that income guaranteed yve-years.
A garage wouldnd cost that much and | could dap one up in no time.o
He looked to his wife for asign, and gopeared to get it from her smile.
AThatdl be okay. Cand think why not. You dond need much garage for
that car,0 he laughed. AWe can split the costo

AT hat@ not necessary, | cané 0

fil know,0 Napwaved. fiBut itdl improve the place. 1té fair. You can
have the lease, for sure.0

fiGoad,0 Brian sad. fildl leave the contracting to you, if that@ okay.
181 be shipping out for awhile.d

When Brian returned to his cain, he fell into achar in arelaxed
manner he hadn@ known in months. Through a window, he watched a
branch of leaves puttering in the warm hreeze, and redized he@ found
another home. Thiswould beit. Thiswasall he needed. Vagueindications
of pleasure pitted among his thoughts, seeming to support his move. Also,
they prompted aneed hedl avoided too long.

fiHey! | was justthinking eout you.0 Vic never changed his line.

fiSorry it& been awhiled had to make some changes. I6ve got aplace
in Ocda nowd inthe middle of the dated

fil thought you were called back to sea on some emergency. How®
Celine?0

fil cand say. We went different wayslastyear.d0 Therewasadelay, and
he could snseVic surveying the ground.

fWell, what kind of place doyou have? | mean, is there room for me?
Iéve got a Eriousitch to getout of here for awhileo

Three days later they met in Gambo&b on Silver Springs Boulevard.
fiWe gotta gop meeting around all these @lories,0 Vic sad.

Brian hugged his friend. fiThat shauldnG bother you. You havend
gained apound in years, or changed your wardrobe, for that matter. You
still 1ook left-over from aCivil War re-enactment.0

fil know, but with all the money in this town, maybe there® an upper-
crust Thrift Shop where | can enrich my image.0
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They ordered breakfast and waited, each hoping the other would
mention Celine. Findly, Vic nodded. fiTell me you didn@ know.0

Brian searched his memories. A simple Nodwasnd enough. il felt
there was something uncommon between usd something different from
what | could seein other couples. It energized me. | thought it was a good
thing.0 He shook his head, dowly. fil didnd have aclue.d

fiHow doyou feeld now, | mean?0

Brian didnd answer. He hadn@ setled his feelings for fear of being
damned by a truth he didnd@ want to face. There had been no scorn or
public humiliation, and after grieving the lossof love he might have moved
toward forgetting, but he didnd. Grief had been soluble, washed away in
somany tears. Guilt was both confusing and indelible.

Hed@l acquitted himself of the incest stain. daughterdwas atechnical
term not borne out by his redity, and for a time muddled by gray areas,
he was at easewith God. When the gray areas dissipated, what remaned
was simple in expression, but stark in conviction. It seemed that God
wanted something more.

Time passed, and pain now came only in gnall, manageable bursts,
when he asked for it and was prepared. dHow do you feeld now, | mean?6
No one had asked for along time. How long could he hide?

Vic took an old pipe from his pocket and drew on it. He never lit it,
only letit satisfy along-past urge. He shook his head dowly, considering
some exorcism. Além not happy about my own hand in this. That day in
Dennyé, | shauld have told you who she was when | introduced her. She
asked me not to and her reason sounded okay.0

Brian recaled the time. fiYou werend obliged to explain; she was.
Dond take on that loadd He turned to the window while his attention
wandered back to Jim& questiond the question he@ outrun for more than
ayear. Time might modify even arepugnant answer, but given no answer,
time had no chance. How long could he run? When hed@l |ooked over his
shaulder, the guestion was always there, out of focus, and only he was
tiring.

fiYou know | didnd raise a daughter to make love with.0 His gaze
continued through the window. Al didnd even raise a daughter! | didnd
have a daughter in redity, only in fact. | met Celine justas strangers meet
every day. When they get past the introduction, they hover, minute-to-
minute, making choices and decisions in every one. The minutes keegp
coming and either dissolve in reection, or cascade into a relationship
agreeable to both. | thought it was that way with uso He turned back to
his friend.
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fiwhen | learned she was my daughter, the love | felt didnd die. |
thought I@ buried it, but | was wrong.0 He turned back to the window.
filéve been guck with it ever snceo

He felt some control returning, a clue that being compelled to give
truth its voice, sending the sound waves vibrating into space, was moving
to dissolve his virtuous pretense. fildze been avoiding a disturbing fact
becauseit wond let me getaway from guilt. Thetruth is, lwouldnd have
it any other wayd other than the way it happened right up to your phore
cal.o

Vic drew in some imaginary smoke. fiYou mean,0 he began, fiyou feel
guilty becauseyou dond fedl guilty.o

fiSomething like that.0

fiHave you considered youde asick man? | dond mean from amoral
point,0 Vic added. fil can see how you were caught upd but | see the
twenty-years between youd and you werend that rich.0

Was it that simple? that night on the ptio, her dight smile reaching
aaossthe pool table, inviting him. Should he have thought about the
twenty-years between them and turned away? Would any man have
turned? fl@ never felt anything likeit. 1t wasthe greatestthingin my life
and there she was, making it happen. It kept going upand up and never
looked back.0

They were quiet amoment, then Vic mentioned, AYoude lucky ités
over.o

Brian shook his head fiThere isnG any luck. | havend told you the
worst part.0

fil can guess,0 Vic sad, dipping the pipe into a shirt pocket. fiYou
want her back.0

Several seconds passd before Brian nodded. fiSomelow, it sounds
better when you say it.0
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